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Editor's Note: Fir t off, congratulations to the winner of our emester 
prizes: Christina Dilernia, Jay Richard and Melanie Scriptuna. Special 
thanks to the judges Joseph Catalfano and Joanne Leva for their time. 
Though this Lantern ub cribes to the South Beach Diet-it's shed a 
few pages from last semester-I feel that it packs a powerful Pilates 
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JUDGES' NOTES 

Poetry Winner-"The Football Captain" 

The Football aptain work on many levels to provide in ight into the 
forbidden world of de ire. Beginning with it h ur glass hape on the 
pag ,till poem elicit en uality through and through. It i nit until the 
last line, that we find the particular en uality being evoked i 
unwelcome, unacceptable and downright repulsive to the ubject. 

I like how the poet not only u es en e to convey imagery, he u e 
them in new and interesting ways. "I hear from my lips" and how he 
" mells the ounds" are wonderfully peculiar. This poem is loud and 
trong. The language slap with rage at awareness like water laps the 

bodies of the young men. The sensuous "tight-end" is abruptly 
confronted and condemned leaving the reader/listener dumb ilent. 

-Joanne Leva is an active member oj the literary community in Montgomery 
County, and in the surrounding Philadelphia area, as well. In 1998, she created the 
Montgomery County Poet Laureate Program, which she has produced for the past 
six years. As an active poet herse!J; Joanne has been writing and peiforming her 
original poetry since 1991. She has also organized poetry readings at Headhouse 
Square for Earth Dqy, the Seven Arts Fest on South Stree~ the Theater ojLiving 
Arts (TLA), and the Philadelphia Museum oj Art. Joanne peiformed in the 
Philadelphia Fringe Festival in the Fall oj 1999, highlighting cuts from her CD " 
Journal of True Confe sion ." Her poem, "The Makeover," appeared in the 
American Poetry Review - Philfy dition, 1999. 



JUDGES' NOTES 

Prose Winner-"Just a Minute" 

I wi h I had the pace here to write mething about each of the 
work I wa privileged t r ad. ach of the pro e selection I was given 
ha a di tincti e voice, and there i a quality about each piece that 
di tinguishe it If from the other and merits special recognition. I am 
pr ud of, and humbled by, the quality and originality of the student 
writing at my alma mater. Thank you for the honor of being asked to 
judge a ta k that wa not at ali ea y. 
In th en it came down to the one work I immediately wanted to 

r ad again ... and again a few days later. There i one work whose 
attention to detail, ubtl power, and inventive diction I want to avor in 
my head. The writer' u e of imagery and alliteration elevate the prose 
into poetry a it eye and ear can the world. The tory force me to 
low down and appreciate the nuance and variety of life that buzze 

about me every moment in time. The work i par e yet den e, quiet yet 
urgent, gentle yet grating, thu capturing the ironies of our existence. 

bove ali, thi work i meditative and reflective in a world blurred by 
quick image and dulled en e. In a world that encourage us to 
consume-a lot and fa t-this piece earns the [mal distinction in my 
mind. "Ju t a Minute" ha a great effect on me. It i simply a beautiful 
and thoughtful piece of writing. 

-Joseph Cata!fano is a 1998 graduate oj Ursinus with a mqjor in English and 
minors in Creative Writing and Theatre. He currentlY teaches Senior English) 
Acting and Shakespeare at Central Bucks High School-East in Doylestown) P A) 
where he has directed Shakespeare}s Mid ummer ight' Dream and Much 

do About othing Donna Kaz} Joan) and Plautus} The Twin 
Menaechmi. He is currentlY finishing his masters degree in Theatre at Villanova 
U niversiry by writing a full-length play) D eveloping in a D arkroom) scenes from 
which were selected to be read at the annual graduate showcase at Villanova for two 

years in a row. He plans to have a public reading oj the finished play in June of this 
year at the Villanova Theatre. During the summer of 2002) he studied theatre at 
Queen Margaret U niversiry in Edinburgh) S cotlan~ where he also worked on a 
production ojBeowulf at the Edinburgh Fringe Festival. 



Jay Richards 

FOOTBALL CAPTAIN 

They surround 
me, 

stepping wet into my dreams. 
My towel falls. 

Sweaty bodies lather up. 
Rhythmic sounds of water 

beating, beating off, 
glorious bodies. 

Smell the sounds 
of white creamy 

soap dripping, down 
perfect pecks, down 

sensuous hips 
to tight ends. 

Fuck you, faggot" I 
hear from my lips 

as steamy comradery 
consumes me and is confronted 

with the horror yearning 
inside my body. 

I hate faggots. 
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MeLanie 

JUST A MINUTE 

S v n day f the week he ju t it in that rocker and tares out the 
wind w. he groove in the wood molds to her buttock, and the 

rung fit nug t the curve of her pine. The bamboo hoots mu t have 
prung up tw fe t ince ye terday. 
I wonder if he witne ed thi growth, if he could distinguish the 
piraling accumulati n of cell toward the kyo I wonder. Did she see 

th hummingbird uck the la t drop of ugar water from the feeder? Or 
the porch paint p el into perfect, quarter-sized curls? Could she ob erve 
th r tating neck of hou eplant twisting to follow the face of the sun? 
Do our perception become that acute with old age, when inactive 
b di root u in our rocker ? 

I att mpt to mimic my grandmother' patience. The fruit on the 
tablecloth intertwine in a di tinct pattern. Pomegranate, apple, date, 
pear, plum: all eem to be coming from the arne tree. Box Elder 
Beetle a cend the corner of a white napkin in the wooden holder at the 
center of the table. Escaping to a pace on the wall above the sink, I am 
10 t in the teady queak, the hypnotic tock, of passing time. 

ne arm oar mooth like a slowing chopper blade or a yo-yo going 
around the world. It string path leaves circular traces of what has been 
o erlapped with what will be. The elap e i painfully slow, on the other 
hand. That one notch-that crawl from thin line to thick-is a 
concentrated, quivering re istance. 

line of traffic queal to a top on Main treet. On the other side of 
town, Mr. Formosa's eggplant flop and fizzles as he flips it in the pan. 
In our yard the evening primro e epal tart to curl. At the park a girl 
relea es a low hanging tree branch and hangs there, hooked at the 
knees. mosquito earche for something warm. Frieda Weidman from 
next door fumbles for her key . The cat in her living room opens an 
orange eye. A collared lizard spots a sun-baked rock on the "Island in 
the Sky." Nimble legs flail forward over broken stone. 

I watch it so intently, and yet the arm does little more than swell. 
Grandma's rock is steady, her eye unblinking. I can see her in my 
peripheral vision. Perhaps she's beginning to go blind, and the world 
she watches is only in her head. 

Change the ong. Take a wig. Spark a cig. Check the hair. And the 

8 



makeup. Ph ne rings. Royal w t fle h izzle patter pop. Yellow 
primr e pinwh el pulled by inking un. Long plit tip tickl dust. 

und th h t pot. rieda' found her key; h 's jiggling them in the 
I ck. Paw pat the carpet. Lizard lick dry air. 
Th arm i n't wher it wa ; yet I never aw it move. It casts a hadow. 
randma' hand have ettled in her lap. I wear I hear her oftly igh. 

he could have hut her eye in the moment that I blinked. The arm 
could hav hifted an ther nanometer. 

ntlC1pation. xhau t exhale. Inch and brake. Inch and brake. 
udging the safe pace. ompact bodies. orne icko trying to get off. 

Mu t like guy . The oft smok ; the ingeing eggplant circumference. 
Hang up the phone. The pursed parachute twi t and well. eet, calve 
lose feeling. tiff knee , cramped backs of thigh . Mo quito ettle on 
temple vein. Belly baring feline. rieda' palm plunged in fluffy fur. The 
r ck i always warmer on the other side. 

My corneas quake a ten i n build in the arm, a sapling bent and 
trapped t the ground, ready to recoil. The rocker eem to increa e it 
peed. The creaking is amplified. Grandma' gaze out the half open 

window is unyielding. I watch from the corner of my eye for any 
alteration of expre ion on her face. he is somewhere el e. I alone am 
tortured by the eternity of a moment. 

pposing yellow light. Premature pedal pushes. pedestrian 
recon ider . Like a toe dipped in frigid pool water. top talking back. 

top talking back. The fle h shrinks and crackle in the pan. The 
primro e prong are pried by a deeper shade of violet-blue. Blood-heavy 
head. Probo ci prick. Temple twinge. Tickli h teardrop. Purring, tail­
flicking, eye-rolling rapture. The collared lizard, much like Frieda 
Weidman' hand, enses it ha stayed in one place too long. 

D on't look away. It' about to tick. 
Green light! Prodded machinery creak and groan, then shoot 
uddenly forward in a metal clash, gagging whimpering brake . Mr. 

Formo a choke on the smoke of hi incinerated supper. Hi cordle 
cracks on the kitchen floor and pill it battery. ticky dishrag. Charred 
fruit. Venu blink eventide open. The primro e pop . Yellow pollen 
diffu ed in indigo air. mack! Mo quito matter mear the temple. Legs 
let go. The sharp nag of claw in kin. The re i tance that digs them 
deeper. Blood drop formulate and flow fr ely from Frieda' hand. The 
collared lizard fall flat on hi venture. 
Ju t when I can't take the queaking any longer, it stop. thump. I 

9 



Melanie criptuna 

h ar nly th und f my hart. 
b ne crack a hard, mooth teering wheel on Main 

alarm s und in Mr. ormosa's apartment. As he 
turn t ve and pull up hi pants, I inhale the cent of fresh­
bur t fl wer drifting through the cracked window. A neck snaps at 

c nd tr t Park. All er a m quito-and a de ire to ee how long 
n c uld hang until her h ad would burst. Frieda curse and kicks her 

cat-it cream and run b hind the ofa. The uburban tumbles over 
rock, unawar of the c llared lizard' extingui hed exi tence. 

I flick th B x lder Beetle fr m hi napkin precipice. A cardinal 
ba h it beak again t the window. randma tands and peer over the 
ill. Th bird tartle u b th a it bounces back and flail at the glas , 

attacking it r flection. It fight it elf un con cious. The clock is prung 
and th r i ilence. The arm land olid on black pace. It reverberates 
with the clarity f a plucked harp tring. 

10 



w what matter 
Is me 

nd you 
nd gra blades 

Between our toe 

And orange peels 
We mell fre h zest 
Floating from 
Summer hot dump ters 

Love mudge brand 
Gentle flllgerprint on each 

ther 

Baby oil sunbaths 
ewspaper alarm clock 

ports ection, dawn-brought 

And eeing those 
Afternoon sun dots, blinding 
Cloud castles, flllding 
Vacation spots 

nd eli cu sing 
Politic and pot moking 
And the politics of 
Pot smoking 
And well, you and I 

ky watching in hammock, 
Pu hed wing 
Participating in 
Manmade madnes 
Womanmade wonderful 

Tori Wynne 

GRASS BLADES 

11 



Tori Wynne 

nd picturing ur 
R cking chair 
Th e t 

Th cr aky kind 
n wo d n ld man 

Porch with wind chime 

Tar melt a phalt andwiche 
ightly toa ted top treet platter 
re h tar ar rna de p breath 

nd th teering wheel burn 
rom thi ndle 

Indian ummer un ea on 
Gra ping weaty palm 

o what matter 
I the glare off of shining rawne s 

f thi tate of mind 
nd gra blade, fre hly cut. 

12 



THE LONDON EVE 
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Denni Kearney 

WAR OF THE WORDS 

a w ek after he came down buzz aldrin bought a trampoline so he 
c uld be ju t a few inche closer to paradise he never went to 

family barbeque or picnic and he defmitely stopped watching football 
h ju t tared at the moon and jumped on his trampoline all night 
ab ut a month later he wa arre ted for trying to suffocate neil 
arm trong with saran wrap in court he claimed armstrong deserved to 
die becau e arm trong took cutsies when aldrin had specifically called 
n cut ie arm trong wa kind of an ass like that after the verdict 
arm trong said he hoped aldrin got put in the cell that had the most 
gra ity 

it been kind of hard out here since i ran out of word to describe 
my elf with i i really the only one left after the silicoids came but 
youre not even allowed to capitalize it the silicoids are this alien species 
from orne computer game like master of orion or something and 
theyre made of rocks like that star trek episode they look like crystal 
formations but theyre sentient and they dont shit sand like in star trek 
the ilica oxide which and is normally made up of goes somewhere else 
maybe it gets uperheated and coats their body in a layer of glass the 
scientist wanted to study them but the silicoids refused saying 
omething like it wa offensive to be grouped into the same category as 

our earth rock they didnt talk 0 much as they emitted clouds of 
chemicals which influenced our neurochemistry so that we perceived 
their opinions indirectly silicoids are not something you can just study 
and analyze and pick apart mostly they emit clouds of chemicals at 
rocks searching for intelligent life the geologists have tarted a new 
religion but they refuse to give it a name they sit and stare at the 
silicoids and try to classify them and fail thats about it 

the religion of the geologists has spread to other more interesting areas 
of life feminists are refusing to answer to the word woman or bitch or 
slut or lady or anything that defines them as not having a penis and 
somehow not equal to men they have begun to re pond to such 
threats of confmement with armed violence rape doesnt happen 
anymore but many are dead or castrated the resi tance the brave and 
tooviolent masculinists have claimed words for themselves particularly 
14 



policeman c ngres man fre hman and ev n history femini t enators 
and repre entative come to the floor with armed e corts by e cort i f 
cour e m an pr stl.tute what did you think i wa aying you 
g ddamned in trument f patriarchy and dare the other to addre 
them the joint chiet f staff glare at the other human the pre ident 
flllger lingers dangerously clo e to the big red button that makes the 
nuclear bomb go fwacko m 

the univer itie have broken out into open warfare the philo ophy 
department are the wor t the di ciple of ari tode have taken up arm 
again t the postmodernists the preferred method of combat i 
ymbolic derrida him elf has been seen on the front line , swinging a 
top sign like a giant red axe and houting you want to de troy i 

invented decon truction ill give you context ill decon truct you all a 
lutheran take the pope in the heart with a crucifix a femini t strangle 
a republican with a length of umbilical cord the nihilist are praying 
everybody with homemade napalm i am writing till from the safe 
silence of the demilitarized zone a few mile we t of philadelphia the 
la t dmz erupted in laughter when in the cour e of casual conver ation 
omeone mentioned they had been to the fringe festival and someone 

else aid they had participated in said festival and they had een a certain 
couple get married whats so fringey about that omebody asked 
someone replied it wa a traditional Egyptian marriage who e 
culmination coincided with experimental hip surgery that would flllally 
and completely make them into one person the bride and the groom 
were till wearing their ca t 0 rather than look awkward on their 
wedding day they wore full length b dy cast ritualistically cut off their 
right hand and reattached the hand to each others bloody tumps 
while they ang love villanelle to each other in sanskrit omebody got 
up and yelled whats 0 great about marriage and everyone who was 
denied it took up arms and omebody el e yelled there nothing 
egyptian about that i aw that sham and they weren't even egyptian they 
were just white and everyone who wa from egypt and especially people 
who resented being called white took up arm and well i wa ju t lucky i 
escaped before the air trike came in and the kin-dying bomb were 
dropped and they sent in the interior decorators backed up by pecial 
metrosexual forces to sweep clean and de lob any tragglers i fled on 
the back of a bald eagle and the eagle flew over a wide wath of 
pennsylvania in which armie of politico were dueling in an endless ea 

15 



enni Kearney 

of mud riding th ir war el phan and war a int battle i think i aw 
ru h limbaugh 1 t out a mighty batd cry r wa it hi elephant he wa 

mpl t ly b r rk just b 11 wing away and hi blo d wa eething with 
painkill r h wa ju t d ouring ev rything in ight ju t like that patrick 
farl y t ry anyh w th r wa nt really much f a battle except for the 
crat r f b di ar und ru hath y w r m tly ju t yelling and liding 
ar und in th mud h y wanted t kill ach her but their knive were 
t h rt and th mud t d pit k a c uple f p t hot with my 
m gaph n ) h ut d d wn om hypocrit and trait r bomb but they 
all had h n typr f r m thing i really needed orne good 
bunk rut r but th g rnm nt wa harding all th e along with 
th w rd fr d m an d m cracy and p cially ecurity the cia wa 
waiting 6 r th wil flre t di d wn b 6 re they unl a hed that legi n 

f jackb t d thug armed with ball gag and the lethal cen u takers of 
wa hingt n 

th d af d h ut that wh n the cen u taker have counted 
ry la t am rican w will b n thing but number our ul will all 

b c m part f the great nirvana d m gra hic and our brain will be 
piel d £ r th cca i nal p 11 t d termine foreign p licy or the 
am rican tanc n cho 1 unit rm but that wa bet re you couldnt 
a am rican b £ r th revoluti nary thinker realized the ab olute 

n c ity f d flning nti nt li6 -form n t by g nder not by pecie 
n t by c incid ntall i ibl r audible genetic imilaritie and m t 
c rtainly n t by nati nal citiz n hip th ilic id have taught u much 
in th r ci u pa t 6 w m nth million of u are n w al 0 hunting 
ami t th r ck £ r ign f int llig nt lib 

i am r c rdin thi in n li h th only language mor difficult to read 
than t p ak in th h P that n b dy will have the pare time to 
analyz it c nt nt and d elar me a war criminal acc rdingly i do not 
wi h t b c n ign d t th murky aby of the kangar 0 court now 
r £ rr d t a eland tineyetfairandimpartial jurie due t repri al from 
au tralia 

th cia ar hunting d wn th ge logi t who tart d the war and 
publiely c nd mnin th ir rocki t b lief freedom from rocki m i the 
am rican way we hav alway known freedom from rocki m and 
r cki t ppre or who refu e t acc pt the ideal of freedom 
d m cracy and quality th war on g 1 gy ha been ju t rna hing 
thanl y u m day w will b fr fr m the tyrannical elas iflcation of 
d 6 n 1 r ck int igneous edimentary and metam rphic omeday 
16 



ar of the ord 

w will all live together rock and notrocks without taxonomic 
hair plitting in gl riou harmony and ju tic g d bles am rica op i 
aid g d i will hide in the church where the athei t will ne er flnd me 
we are rationing out the capital letter only geologi t and ther 

rebels u e punctuation the peri d £ r in tance are n eded for 
ammurutlon the quotation mark hide pIa tique xplo ive a single 
exclamation pint can render an innocent by tander tunn d and 
uncon ci u for a little under a second all place marker are being 
drafted to upport the war effort 

the silicoids di tracted by atomic mortar hell brought to you by the 
letter h and the word fl ion look up into the otherwi e boring night 
kie and fmd the one intelligent rock in the solar ystem glowing high 

above them they note its distance from the world as unmi takable 
evidence of its intelligence they agree with the a ertion of a certain 
a tronaut who believed in the power of no cutsie that the best place to 
be on earth i off it look up there in the sky its a bird it a plane no its 
buzz aldrin being taken up to the moon by beautiful renegade geologi t 
with wing painted every color of the sunset 
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PARIS, D'UNE HORLOGE 
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SEGUIDILLE 

nd r tho e gloriou and splendid 
nd beautifully frenzied 

Alive-with-such-youth 
Buttocks of joy 
Find a place for my pride. 

-Verlaine 

}7 yle awoke, doubled-over, nursing two concern -a dull hangover, 
~intensified by the throbbing brightness of morning, and a atiated 

affliction from the night before. If one were to appraise his memory 
with, ay, a mental projecting device, one would find a few prodigal 
image again t the bleached screen of morning con ciousne : a blonde 
in denim, an all too proud, covetable face, langui hing in glance errant; 
and a third, who wore a ilver cros around her neck, mocking him with 
her curls. If, for a few moment , one were to meditate on those 
bountiful revisions, one would realize that the e di crete images were of 
a ingle individual. They were al 0 the attribution of a drunken rant and 
a lim four hour conquest-and, though slim, he was impre ive in her 
contours, in her compliancy. The magdalene, this innocent blonde, 
began the kiss. Grasping. Quenching. oothing. K~yle hook hi head, 
uttering a oft moan. The bed wa empty despite hi palsied presence. 

he had left. His lip quivered lightly. 
Leaving the bedwrangled sheet, I<yle heard variou voices melt 

together. He smiled. Wandering into the kitchen, tugging on the waist 
of his boxers, he found Megan and his roommate Henry. Bent over a 
manuscript, they read out loud Henry' play-A Work in Progress-his 
contribution to the ummer research at U-- College. Megan studied 
an ethical dilemma agitating the busine world: "Corporate Imagery: 
Woman as Advertisement and bject." 0 one found her topic 
interesting, and compared to the others it wa dull. But, Kyle wondered, 
what new twi ts had found their way into Henry' play A Work in 
Progress? 

Beer-breathed Kyle began: ''What revels are in hand? I there no play, 
to ea e the anguish of a torturing hour?" I<yle clutched a cabinet knob, 
a novice dramatizing anguish by tre sing hi muscles. "What befall 
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hri today?" 
H nry look d up at I yle. "He' lapped his wife. Hi daughter and 
ar n ran off, r not. I ha en't decided. But the drink ha fmally got 

him." He continued with a wily look in his eye, "Ha he got you?" 
"What? The ale hoI? Uh-uh." 
" 0 illy-Dorothy." Megan giggled, revealing her stainle teeth. Her 

hand r ached toward Henry. 
K. Ie glanced at her hand. Then at Henry. "Ju t like you two? What is 

that?" K.yle frowned. D orothea howed her affection only when drunk. 
K.yle, perhap , was jealou . Henry under tood and hamefully bowed his 
head. 

"What's that look for? You like her, don't-" 
"My head hurts," aid K.yle selfi hly, quieting Megan. 

illing the ilenc hi roommate said, "Oh, yeah. he left for lab. Woke 
me stumbling out of your bed and told me not to wake you. he said 
he'll be over after you get back from work." 
" h." I yle paused, reflecting. " he ay anything about lunch?" 
, ope." Henry ha tened to change the ubject. "By the way, I decided 

to crap the third cene, too violent: too Hollywood-I wanted 
something real, ya know? Take out the tops, go for the real thing." 

Megan'S hand moved back acro s the table. K.yle coughed. Her hand 
returned to her lap. 

Henry stood up. "Fuck you!" 
''Yeah?'' 
"Do you enjoy being an as ? Hey, I'm orry Dorothy' fucking tight. 

But you don't have to have to take it out on u . God-stop worrying 
about her tupid shit and do something." 

nother awkward pause, K.yle's gaze turned towards the floor. "I 
gues I hould write too." 

"Isn't that what we're here for?" 
Henry'S banter had forced K.yle to question why he was wasting time. 

Why had he pent countle s hour reveling in meticulous plea ure, 
quaffmg in Dorothy' muliebrial effusions? Often drunk, libation and 
effete dawn greeted the blossoming failure of hi re earch. He had 
nothing beyond an initial que tion-"what was the relation of J 0 ce' 
aesthetic to a Thomist theory of perception?" Friend, those already 
deep in their respective project tried to coax K.yle through thi 
masochism. Others, it eemed, patronized him with beer with wine, 
with nightly salutations. Thoughts as vague and intangible as the 
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malingering fragrance of la t night' pur cit crowded hi mind: what 
could he offer? legant unclothed vi i n distracted him from 
cont mplation; pa ion thwarted any pellucid expre ion. Kyle returned 
t the room announcing, " ix pages ere the chiming of three." 
Megan giggled. ''What?'' 
Kyle wa futilely contemplating the Thomi t d ctrine of the unity of 

mind and b dy when the phone fIrst rang. nd how futile it wa! or 
eight hundred year, the philos phical quandary baffled Thomi t 
cholar ; for millennia academics had offered no solution. We are form 

in virtue of which thing we are is the substance it i . I yle felt as if he 
should have copped out. He hould have propo ed a creative written 
project in which he could infu e all his trouble vi ions into the foci f 
ymbols. The phone rang again. 
"Hello." 
"Did I wake you?" 
"No." 
''You high? n ther rough night?" 
" o-what' up?" 
" re we meeting today? It' almo t one. We meet at noon on Friday, 

remember?" 
" hit. Yeah, sorry. Give me a minute, I'll be there." Barely dre sed and 

not showered, Kyle gathered his books. 
Profe sor Davis sat on his bench. His pencil oftly marked a page. 
pproaching the bench, Kyle felt a if he belonged to the ca t of a bad 

movie, a movie con tructed on the ten ion of action. This feeling, 
though fleeting, reconfirmed itself. The bench was divided by hade 
from a nearby building. Davi waited in the shade. Hi mile wa 
orrunous. 

"Hey." 
''Yo.'' 
"How' the writing coming along?" 
" h," a long drawn out breath. "I haven't started. I've been working 

on my notes-that analysis stuff you have me doing." 
"I told you to start writing on Monday, there' Ie than two weeks 

left. It i es ential that you write. Write a lot, and rewrite. Have you been 
working on the Aquina or the U !Jsses pa sage ?" 

"Both. Mostly Joyce." 
Davi paused, looking K~yle over. "Why are you doing thi -if you 

won't do the work? ever mind-I don't want to hear the answer." 
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"I ught-" 
" t p. I don't want t hear it. D you have much to work with, 
nough to begin writing?" 
1 yle mumbled mething incoherent. 
" nd m the n te . I want to go ver them. ee what you've been 

doing. k?" 
" " ur . 
" tart writing today." 
" k." 
Th ugh he agreed, he would not. Where to begin in those copious 

not b ks thick of incomprehension? And the need to reread thin 
book on ae the tic interpretation, and rigid, jaundiced books on the 
antiquarian theorie of t. Aquilla ? These complaints forgotten in 
c n ideration of tonight's intoxication and another chance to possibly 
end Dorothea' reluctance.I<.yle' attention caught a knot on the bench, 
which h began picking. 

" 0, tart writing on !ysses, I think you understand that a little better 
than the philo ophy. It'll warm you up for the harder stuff. Alright? I 
think the key i in co-the tie between quillas and Joyce's religious 
epiphany, ah-it' in your notes from the end of June: 'the mechanism 
which permit epiphanie, where a thing become the living symbol of 
omething el e and create a continuous web of reference.' Do you 

have any iew on this?" 
'Yeah. I know what you mean-J oyce's use of epiphany: relate it to 

the intellectual grasp of Form removed from the immediacy of the 
sense ." 

" o. I was thinking of the common sense-uniting the di tinct senses 
together. The intellect i ne er removed from the senses, at least not for 
Aquinas and Ari tode. ' nything in the intellect must fIrst come from 
the sense .' But work it out for your elf. Anything el e?" 

" o. I think I'm good." 
"How are you and that girl? What's her name-Dorothea?" 
'Yeah. We're good. We hung out last night." 
"I heard. From across campus. Turn the music down. I hope she's not 

distracting you." 
"No. She helps me think." I<.yle smiled. "She's like a mu e." 
"Really? Then why haven't you written anything?" 
"Oh, I meant poetry-'To rid herself of an ardent fury, / but failing, 

tenderly embraces bury ... '-not philosophy. I have to fInd that 
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omewhere el e." 
"I ee. m I not in piration n ugh? nyways ... start wntlng-no 

m re pr cra tination. You prima-donna arti t type think the wh Ie 
world r olves around you." 

Kyle laughed. did Davi. or a m ment Kyle felt £ rgiven. 
"Then, let' meet un day at three, my place, but end me a draft early 

enough 0 I can read it. nd for my ake back ff the girl until the 
paper i written. Then, y u have a month to run amuck before the 
erne ter tart." 
''Yah. I'll tart when I get back to the room." 
" ive me around fifteen page: that hould be a good tart for a 
ection." 

T7 yle worked at the ryphon 0 t escape the tedium of tasked 
.l~ thought and the entrenched battle again t an under tanding 
deficit from the past erne ter. He could relax and conver e with the 
flirtatious and exaggerated beautie of the Main Line. Mingling with the 
international wattie, Wildcats, girl from Haverford, and others home 
from their ivory league universities, Kyle believed he could expound the 
needed theoretical exege i in which to solve the J oycean- quinian 
riddle of the choa rn ,the micro chasm of a world ordered not by a 
transcendent God, but one of en ation. 

Maneuvering the roads toward Wayne, his mind was a gilt glitter box 
of pa ion. In streaming detail he compromised mechanical 
maneuvering, urging over 422, dropping down and weaving on 202, 
past the Barne and obles on wedesford; while conternporaneou ly, 
hi mind, 10 t in an ever con ciou propulsion, ynthe ized aesthetic 
and perceptual ensatlOn: 

perhap it is the disposition to intellectualize infinite 
sensations and organize them into a finite individuated 
collection thereby constructing a world of imagery 
repre enting one reality whereby the manife tation i 
not the whole of a world but the ignificant difference 
between ensation and perception-sen ation the 
qualitie and quantities the en es collect and 
perception the interpretation of those sensation lnto 
conceptual entitie 
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H did n t fini h. m a hoI cut him ff. ur ing the driver and 
j rking th whe 1, I yl ought comb rt. Again he turned to the 
ap cryphal reality f hi thought. 

D r th a! 

h came nightly to r concil hi pa t, a tore hou e of memorie , to 
th pre nt with h r oft intangibilitie . Her tran ub tantiating tongue; 
h r ki ,the ab luti n f hi in. Her virginal tre e fell along her 
face lik lat d tear, by which he avowed the past; each morning he 
b gan an w fr m a night of bapti mal effu ion and care e of 
penit nce. He imagined, a new hope ri ing in him like an evanescent 
gild d column, con ummating hi plea ure, trengthening hi desire for 
the thin wafer of her tongue. 

It hould be n ted; Kyle ncountered in hi imagination a different 
reality- n remov d from the ten ion between the dialectic persua ion 
of th ught and pa ion, between the erene rigidity of argument and the 
regal a urance of the aesthete. Hi profu e vocabulary gave an air of 

erb ity without truth. K.yle' imagination was not a symbolic 
platitude, n t a con tructi e ab traction, but a ynthesi of partial 
epiphanie ,thi hi interpretational gift, which by day he strove to 
articulate, and by night di ipated with tran ient cares e . 

few minute later, he arrived, clocked in, and began to work. 
The manager of the cafe a igned pair to each shift, so K.yle usually 

worked with ally whom he called al. He joked: "Please, excu e my 
dear aunt ally." he did not laugh. al con i ted of four line -two ran 
from her neck tangent to the arc of her wai t, and two radiating from it. 
When he walked, her green kirt trailed along the floor. When annoyed, 
she tood with a leg extended, hand on her hip , creating a right 
triangle with a knobby knee. A line, though imaginary, could be drawn 
to bi ect the angle of her geometric trut. he miled often, a 
comforting smile. It aid, ''Yes, life i good. Man wa born to struggle. I 
accept this." Kyle knew better. He thought of her a apphic math 
major from Bryn Mawr. Kyle liked that. 

n elderly woman walked in. he had not reached the counter, but 
declared: "I want a mocha." 

"Ok," responded I<yle. He performed an arrogant bounce a if coming 
to attention. 

" mall." 
" ure." He had not moved, nor intended to. 
The woman finally reached the counter. I<yle could distinctly make out 
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her gr y r ot and tained teeth. h m It of stale mok. "Do you 
have eliet- kim milk? nd 1 want it decaf." 

" ure. It may take a little longer." 
faint, perturbed mil cro ed her lip . 

"1 have to grind the bean, we ran out five minute ago." He turned to 
ally, who wa filling yrup b ttle . " hica, can y u g t a Tall-Decaf­
kim-M cha?" 

al reached for a mug. 
"1 want it to go, mi y." 
Wh n the woman left, al bumped Kyle with her hip. ''You're uch a 

ba tard! an y u belie e that skeleton called me 'mi y'? What da hell." 
he worked on the pa try ca e, rotating muffrn , reorganizing 

baklava, tossing tale co kie , Kyle held hi position at the regi ter. 
suming an air of contemplation and detachment, he tared out into 

the cafe. t a nearby table a mother was telling two sweater-ve ted boy 
about her need to frnd a new love. he looked twenty- ix and the olde t 
child eight. What a shame, th ught I yle. he explained there was a 
world f men, but few to daddy her boy . The sleigh bells over the door 
jangled as al took a couple of chairs outside-the mother glanced 
anxiou ly at the d or. The older boy, apparently aggravated by hi dre 
clothe, tugged at hi striped vest, pulling both ve t and dre birt over 
his head. "Mummy," came hi muffled voice, "I'm tunk." The younger 
boy laughed, his cookie falling to the floor. I yle laughed as well. 
"Excu e me ma'am, ah, no shirt no ervice." He felt a jab in hi ide 
before ally returned to the eli he . 

"You know aI, I've been thinking." 
"That' dangerou, kid. What dy'tell you about that?" 
" o. b " out you . .. 
''You can't convert me." 
" 0 no no. Your love i ideal." 
Her hand worked over dirty eli hes. "1 don't getcha." 
"When you frnd love, it i ideal. Transcendent. Perfect." 
he nuffled a laugh. "You're wrong-when 1 love, he leave me for a 

law tudent. r one night you frnd her in a bar, have a few drink , 
hookup for a few month , and then in the Mall you accidentally run into 
her and he introduces you to her hu band." 

"Exactly. That' the idea." 
" 0, that' fucked-and tupid." 
''You don't under tand-" 
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" 0 help hr." al nodded to the door-a customer had walked in. 
" ell . H w may 1 help yuma' am?" 
"What green t a do you suggest?" she asked, pointing at the tea 
lacard. 
"D you prefer fruity or weet?' 
" ruity." 
"Hmmmm." I yle looked over his shoulder at the brewers. "The plum 

i good." 
"That ound good." 
" i e me a m ment or two. I'll bring it out." 
A he filled the kettle-for-one, organized the cup and saucer, he 

thought about al. Maybe he wa not lyrical, perhap he loved beauty 
epically-a he did-beauty in all its forms: the rapture of sensuous 
hip , poignant la he , evasive eyes, and the conquering embrace of 
voluptuou arm. 

He brought the woman her tea. 
Kyle returned to the counter. " 0, are you epical, Sal?" 
"Huh?" he looked up from the sandwich counter. 
"When you love, you find, instantaneously, an inflnite reflection of 

po ibility among the chaos of forms." 
" h, sure." he cooped mayoed tuna into an empty metal bin. 
"1 thought 0 ." 

The bell jingled. "Go help that customer." 
He did. K~yle wanted to tell Sal about suffering: how epical lovers 

suffer, how beauty surrounds them and the lover cannot pace himself, 
and like an infant crewing up it eye at an intense light, need not see 
that anything occurs because the light is enough. But there was another 
interruption and another. E entually, Kyle forgot about beauty and 
began contemplating other things. 

Twenty-three minutes after five a triumphal goddess entered. Kyle had 
never di cerned her name; but, she had discretely disclosed, about a 
month ago, that she worked at the nearby Nokia store. A pale blue 
blouse, the color of a dewy morning, clung to her subtle curves; 
sleevele ,it wa barely revealing, but pleasurable enough. Even Sal 
commented on it. Kyle pulled a large mechanical smile and took the 
Nokia girl's order; she was here for her half hour dinner break. Too bad 
Dorothea demanded that they be exclusive. "Exclusive ... without sex?" 
How could he commit to such a horrible promise? The girl walked 
away. Her pants, almost black barely grey, shaped her croup into a 
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heart. He glanced over a she at: wisps of her dark hair fell over her 
face like crimson tear. orsaken prorni e : without sex? n her receipt 
he wrote: 

or the last twenty minutes I have been the aesthete of 
your a -a wor hipper of y ur pants, a zealot of nature. 
Forgive me. 

ffering to take out the tra h, he left ally to woman the tore until 
the girl left. al approached him when he returned. " mooth move, 
lick!" 

17 yle entertained his friendly opponents by haking his ass to the 
~ pounding beats of the tereo." hake it fa t, watch yer elf." Henry 

and Megan laughed from across the impromptu beer pong table. In half 
giggle Megan returned: " how me what you're working with!" K.yle's 
partner, icole, grabbed his shoulder. " top howing off. ink thi , or 
you're a bitch." Motivated by her threat and vague thoughts of 
ubrnission fantasies, I yle narrowed his eye down unto the last cup. 

Behind it, Henry cupped his hand, providing a di tracting target. Kyle 
bounced, bent hi knee, arced, balked, aimed a few choice word 
towards the other side, took two steps back and shot. 

"Henry, that's game!" Nicole gave Kyle five. It stung: though early, 
Kyle found him elf on a ilent decline into an artificial paradi e. 

''You ass!" Henry directed at Kyle, and then grasped the remaining 
cup before Megan could get at it. 

"Who's next?" asked Kyle. 
o one claimed the table. He figured no one heard him. "Dorothea 

wanna play? One on one?" 
he shook her head. 

"I'll give you half the cup ." 
"Can I use this instead of beer?" he held up a bottle of rnirnoff Ice. 
"A long as you drink it." 
Pouring her bitch beer into the ix red cups, he looked up, eyes 

catching Kyle'S. There wa too much beer in the left corner cup; 0 she 
evened it out, pouring orne into the back center and front one . 

"Is that good?" she asked. 
''Yeah, ure. Let's play." 
In one weep, he unk three of her cups. Dorothea drank. The game 
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c ntinu d. Kyle offered ubtle remark; some provocative, others 
gging her t c re quickly. ventually, one cup a piece, D orothea's 

turn cam up-with novice ea e the ball fell clumsily into the cup. I<.yle 
utifully drank, went to her ide and took her in a gulp. he looked at 

him, h r n ck at a slight angle. 
"} yle. an you be hone t?" 
"Uh-huh." 
"Tell me about it." 
" bout what?" 
"Tho e thing in Y ur pa t everyone know about but me." 
} yl thought about the first night she had asked, about a month 

before. The ky wa purple; night fell around them like a fist. She sat on 
the gra ,a faint mell emanating from her. Fireflies began to flicker on 
and off. he ju t came from a few games of volleyball. In anticipation of 
seeing D orothea, I<.yle made her promi e to meet him before she 
show red. D orothea fussed at first, braying over the phone, she needed 
to hower, that he would be gross. I<.yle aid he did not care; he 
mentioned that late at night, beer infused and ruddy from foreplay she 
had a di tinctive smell-a few games of volleyball would not make a 
difference. Girl gli ten; men weat. he sat on the grass, her legs 
out tretched, her arms behind her, counting her woes to I<.yle. He 
tared at her like a imple child. "What are you thinking about?" she 

asked. 
" thin" o g. 
He reveled in those few moments, knowing she would soon leave to 
hower, knowing she wa staying solely because of hi desire. She 

recounted the games. Then she told him what her friends had said. He 
denied quickly, knowing full well what they meant. She pressed him 
again. He decided not to tell her. He merely said, "It's just rumors. I 
aid orne stupid thing freshman year, and everyone blew them out of 

proportion." He missed the simple nights when they talked of religion 
and the future. Such talk made for easy conversation. His past and his 
fears did not. 

"Please, tell me," she asked again. 
Perhaps, a poet he was not. He could not articulate the brooding past 

within him. He looked Dorothea in the eye, on the verge of kissing her. 
A smile and one last attempt; since expression did not swell up in him, 
he said with a sigh of failure: "Just rumors. Just believe me." 

Dorothea returned his look with eyes glistening of disappointment. 
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Kyle aw thi and worried. 
When Henry c llap d on the make hift table ending empty atty 

Light can ca cading to the fl or, the remaining reveler c n idered the 
party beat. Yet they had witne ed a melodramatic rendition of the la t 
cenes f hi play. H pretended that a upport pole wa hri' wife 

and macked it with drunken rigor. The final oliloqu), fa hioned in an 
extemporane u drunkenne of a to-be- r-not-to-be tyle, 
foreshadowed Chris' suicide. Henry flopped n the table ending 
Chri' life, and having lipped to the floor, there Henry qua narrator 
ann unced: " om thing real, fuck." ervou laughter e caped from a 
few struck by the novelty. Kyle a ked if he wa hurt. 

"Have the ro m. Go. Leave me alone." 
Dorothea and Kyle clung to each other, ki ing and whi pering, he 

remembered the first night Dorothea a ked about hi past. ince then, 
he began to feel the all encompassing, ensuring euphoria f being 
haped in her image. 0 much ,that the realization f thi occurrence 

only increased hi growing admiration and de utne s to her. l yle 
believed he aw the world as sh did, or as he thought he mu t. The 
cur e of cience macerating it influence within him: no longer did he 
see green leave or that the leave were green, but the mechanical 
device of a tree's biologicality, fo tering the organi m with chemical 
nourishment through the constant bombardment of photons. The once 
honored maxim-"a long, prolonged derangement of the en es to 
achieve the unknown"-became, under a micro copic len, "a chemical 
catheterization of the optical nerve, enervating a brain tate." H 
hocked Profe or Davis one day by siding with the materialists. 

Replying to Davis's curious question, Kyle admitted the once perfectly 
conjectured and reasoned arguments of Ari totle had become confu ed. 
Problem of free-will were settled not by citing Leibniz or Luther, but 
solved by Dawkin' claim that gene captain our biological 
mechanism -the immortal denizen of urvival machine. To thi e en 
Plato would coff. 

He imagined that Dorothea began to hape her elf in hi image. They 
ki sed alike; a soft cool ki ,her eye opening to catch hi , her gaze 10 t 
in his translucent, maddening blue eye. He also a ured him elf that 
when he saw a glimpse of the poetic he became overjoyed. Before 
they met, her urrounding mu t have meant nothing to h r. Before 
Kyle, Dorothea' life could only be ymbolized by the dull mucou wall 
and pul ing hum of the central air in the science building. ow that all 
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had chang d: he had bec m the occa ion for her life being the 
qui al nt f a co ling twilight and the vivaciou impermeability of 

mating in ct. 
h tw till fr h in the fervor f youth, the in piring lassitude and 

imm rality f ad I cence, enc untered each other clumsily. But K.yle 
more ,£ r he b liev d that t gether they strove toward the essential 
human pot ntial: the c ntentment of perfect friendship-trial by trail, 
r newal and pr gre i n. The Ari totelian notions he devised as criteria 
£ r thi id al I ve-fri ndship were ancillary curiosities formed by his 
xt n i tudy n Th rill t moral , which he found atisfactorily 

applicabl to D or thea' virtue and innocence. 
He had n t c nflrmed with her hi ideas about this philo ophical pact; 

unaware of h r intenti n , her pure resolutene s, he thought that it 
could not be therwi e. In other word : he confmed himself to an 
image that rill represented her. 

In bed that night, he urged subtly-without words-running his 
finger 0 er the pulp of her skin, hi fmgertips fondling mutable 
care e. he reacted in turn, the feign warmth of a few drinks surging 
through her. Hi touch transflXed her-her innocence forgotten, 
impaled by her bare rising hip . His lip against her moisture reminded 
him f a philo ophical abstraction: the becoming of being. The 
malleable, palpable potentiality of pure physicality becoming actual 
form. I(yl' fInger tickled her soft impressionable skin. Her hips 
begged ye , while her lips breathed no. With faint hesitation, he moved 
up to nibble her mall almo t pre-pubescent areolae, much like his own, 
and settling down, kissed her lips softly. weetly. Bemused he pulled her 
clo e, nuzzling blonde curl . He whispered something unintelligible, and 
1 wly reclined into sleep. At last she gave a sigh and tiredly traced her 

fmger across his fmgers, mutable caresses. During the night, I(yle 
awoke from a brown, restless guilty dream and began crying. I(yle, 
exhau ted by the chimerical exertions of daily existence, had indolently 
found respite in an ideal reconciliation of his past and Dorothea; he 
pulled her closer. he felt tear and understood. De igning a clever 
excu e to rid herself of an intense burden, she waited for Kyle to fall 
asleep again and then returned to her own bed. 
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IDENTITY THEFT 

2 
His face contorted to let smoke in 
"The eparation i a refusal to deal in fact 

s satellite ob ervers we demand pectacular beauty" 

} 

Electric fIx me with an Anglophone mirk 
caught in the unsport manlike act of apprehen ion 

confluence of limb contracting in suspiration 
An abra ion retiring in fIts and gu ts 

1 
and-chafed in the cleft of ventricles 

a I stooped in adoration of a lacquer bodhi attva 
Points of light mirrored lunar pupils 
in the face of the indifferent monolith 
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PHOTO ESSAY: CHRISTMAS VACATION ... OH, WHAT A TRIP 
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DUSK AT FORT PULASKI 
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FISHERMAN'S ROPE 
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OCEAN 
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arah Kauffman 

HER SHOULDERS 

hake head forward backward much fa ter that 
w rd /word/n word 
ju t bla t ff fa t feat reaping riche off the floor. 
hair g I lick hilly h ed-
b at lead hip /lead partner/lo e partner/no partner. 
in ld like maple but i wear it was alty /was hot/wa augu t 
in ge rgia on the peache of her blonde hair long 
and blowing in peach breeze. 
that ummer-
a rhythm tate 
tate the rhythm 

the rhythm rain/no it ran 
-correction-
it bloom out of my head cracked gla s. 
the tone are better the tones are better. 
her butterfly yellow hot light bulb bearing fruit hot. 
we fight/we flee/we lide into bed-
catch dreams quick in hand/no lipping away/no / 
but on your palm/in a crease/in weat/ 
in a kin crea e. 
even alerie didn't know/ 
licked hair he' my iter girl with loose smile . 

i grew up there in the humidity and the square table/ 
one of the faces/ the weat:) 
face in march/in middle/in an almost no el. 
here we come. come along hard now and come on out 
loud now and ing likelife in mooth italian opera girl tongue/ 
thick in between her cheeks. 
pit it out [ust girl/ 

quick ketch rough with a pollack-
hand you love/you kis /you put it down to 
thi/ 

and grab heela/ 
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ye that' what you d /you 
grab heela. 
fa t in her arms/her talula arm. 
lindsey w n't mind/ no. 
her houlders/her h ulder were r und 
and trang/her houlder / 
you remember you wanted to write about 
her houlder . 
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THE DEVIL'S GARDEN 
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I WANT SOFT CURLS 

I want oft curl to fall around my upple face of clay. If only I had 
soft curl and they floated all around me like I was underwater every 

time my fingers skimmed the slick white and black of my lover . . . With 
syrupy ong pouring from my fingertip and cork crewed chao 
creating a hal ,I'd feel a beautiful as the opus ailing through my ears. 
My ilken curl ... 

I want to dance with my paintbru h until I've fashioned a savanna to 
dream in. If only I could stop crying into my pillow and let the 
windblown blades of grass tango the tears from my face ... Dallying 
with the daisies while their secret whispers tickle my smile, and I'd feel 
like part of the art I had made. My dreamed-up haven ... 

I want to crawl into those plea ant, sable eyes and build myself a 
winter-house. If only I could make my dwelling in your warm windows 
with flowing, sun-kissed curtains where the sunshine and green tea are 
plentiful. .. Hop- cotch every day with the child of your past and 
present and I'd be urrounded by the innocence I ee in you, everyday. 
My sweet getaway ... 

I want a horse that's faster than a red-light district. If only I had an 
e cape that wa quicker than my mind to doubt, coming and going 
faster than my regret. . . Taken away before it hits me and I'd be 
delivered from myself every time. My savior with hooves ... 

I want a post-script sent ahead of time so I know just what to say and 
do. If only I had it written out and post-marked for proof and I didn't 
have to tru t or doubt my gut... Reassurance in tangible form and I'd 
never have to hunt for a catch. My helpful headlines ... 

I want to have a pleased, laughing face that never flees without a 
warning. If only I had an honest-to-God smile that stuck by me and my 
heart was never sold out to the reason it was grieving . .. voiding all 
the intimate question and un ighdy wrinkles. My ever- miling lying 
machine ... 

I want a friend who's more enticing than a dare. If only I had a 
con tant source of familiar seduction. . . ever forgetting to take my 
hand before skipping away to hake things up. My not too impulsive 
ugar in my tea .. . 
I want a flying machine that can never cra h where I can keep all of 
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m dr am . If nly I had a plac t plant my high hope , to know that 
th y w uld n r fall with my eye and the c rner of my lip ... Pick 
my If up and catch my flight f fancy. My au!' hangri-la ... 

40 



apolitan 

DOING 100 

Driving back fr m Baltimore d ing 100 through 3 a.m. £ g 
my car i vibrating, 
people are making out in th 
back eat. 
I light an ther cigar tte with each traying hand I catch in the rearview 
mirr r I have a 
very 
good 
navigator who e v ice i loud it r onates through my driving dream 
my ibrating, £ ggy madne s. 

Doing 100 is like riding a bike 
- 0 natural, 0 peril u . 
Doing 100 i like canyon jumping 
- 0 exhilarating, 0 pointle . 

I can hear mouth on each other I can hear the blue , I can hear each 
drag of my cigarette becau e my ears are till ringing from the angry 
mu iC, 

the pul ing mu ic 
But I am deaf and hear nothing but the voice of my own unan wered 
breathing. 

There are two citie and two toll on the way to Baltimore 
nd Baltimore reminds me of a road trip my father and I tried to take, 

it ended too quickly with pul ing police car light 
we had been pulled over-
But not tonight. 

100 cigarette 
100 miles 
100 i my peed through Wilmingt '1, Philadelphia and fog 
but alway broken-bottle Baltimore 
Where I'd taken hot of tequila in back alleyways on our enior cla 
triP 
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Wh r th band play d thr ugh my ear plugs and ut my anity 
Wh r tim b cam late and t plight began t 1 ok like taillights from 
100 mil away. 

ack at d n t kn w h w fa t we ar gOlilg, 
what mu ic we ar li tening t 
Back at d n t kn w that the fog i thick I can't ee line or Ign-
Back at i n t in th car but my navigator i 

p aking-
though he kn w 1'm deaf. 

But I can ee headlight reflecting off hi glas e like thought 
nd my wn take me away with each traying hand 
ach cigarette 
ach mil . 
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BEHIND THE CITY 
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Jen Brink 

BROKEN 

I walk d thr ugh the d r f the funeral h me clenching J a on' arm 
with both hand . I w ndered what Matt would ay if he aw u now. 

I I t g of hi arm. Thi hue wa n't what I had expected, but then, I 
didn't kn w what to expect. I hadn't expected my ixteen year old 
boyfriend to dr p dead from encephaliti either. 
Th r w r nly tw r om that I could ee. ne wa the "welcoming 

room." I under t od it to be the "I-don't-want-to-be-in-the- ame­
room-a -the-b d " room. The other wa where the service was going to 
be. nd where I'd et e e n the fir t per on I ever truly cared about 
for th la t time. 
I wa n't ready to go in yet. I waited in the welcoming room. I listened 

t the whi per coming from friend and family and picked up on the 
word " he ... girlfriend" and "that' her." Yeah} that's right. Take a good 
look. o} I 'm not crying. I'm not ready to bare my soul to you people. 

I caught the eye of his si ter} Heather, who then made her way over to 
me. he hugged me and fla hed me a huge smile. 

"How are you doing?" he a ked, trying to ound concerned. 
"I've been better, but how are you doing, Heather?" I looked her in the 

eye and tared a loathinglya po ible. he tared back, undaunted. 
''You know, it's weird not having Matt around. We started clearing hi 

room out ye terday. There's 0 much hit in there! Once we get it 
cleaned up though, maybe you could spend the night. You can sleep in 
hi bed." 

That bitch. The tear flowed freely now, each treamed down m 
cheek , one after another making kamikaze leap and bounds. I ran to 
J a on who wa tanding talking to orne other friend from chool. I 
latched onto hi arm again and buried my face into hi back, obbing. 
I'm sorry} Matt. I'm so sorry. I felt a hand on my houlder and turned 
defensively to ee who it wa . Megan led me into the bathroom to calm 
me down before the ervice. 

"What et you off like that? You were fine fi e minute ago ... " he 
handed me a ti sue out of the box that wa itting on the window sill. 

"His stupid fucking bitch of a iter, do you know what he said to 
me?" I was screaming. I didn't care who heard me or what I wa 
di rupting. I told Megan everything. 
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''Y ou kn w h w Heather i . Th Y never g t al ng anyway. h' n t 
right, ya kn w. D n't let her up et y u m reo Y u' e got enough to deal 

·th " W1 . 

I c uldn't und r tand why M gan wa being 0 nice to me. I wa the 
ne wh "t Ie" Matt away from her. he'd be n dating him beD re I 

came al ng. But, I gu h did kn w Heath r. Maybe e en b tter than 
I did. I gue he under to d what it was like to ha e to deal with her. 
But n one knew what it wa like that day. 

W left th bathroom arms linked. We walked int th erv1ce room 
where every ne wa already eated. People weren't crying. I th ught 
people cried at funerals. These people weren't real people anywqy. We took ur 
eat in the back f the room. I could just barely ee into the ca ket. I 
aw the profile of his face. It didn't even look like him. Mqybe this is just 

one of Matt's tricks to get awqy from this place and these people. H e's outsmarted us 
all this time. 

I sat and dream d up every pos ible explanation I could a to why r 
how that per n laying cold and lifeles c uldn't be my Matt. I could 
hear hi laugh knowing he had pulled the ultimate prank. I could ee hi 
dear blue eyes sparkling with mi chief as he'd bru h a tray trand of 
blond hair away from them. nd hi elf-assured smirk that made me 
want to smack and ki it off hi face at the arne time. I could till feel 
him. Before I Hni hed my dreaming the ervice wa ver and it wa time 
to ay goodbye. 

I was the last per on to approach the casket. That's not my Matt. They'd 
cut his hair. Cut-no- haved it off. Hi skin wa n't th pale pa ty 

white I u ed to compare my own to. It was ro y, unnaturally ro y. For 
him. I pulled the note I had written him from my coat pocket and turned 
it over in my hand. I kissed in and put it in hi . So cold. 
"If you're ju t about done here, we have to do e the ca ket." 
I looked up at the funeral director. "He' in n ru h." 
That was for you, smart ass. I smiled to myself. I love you because I said so, not 

because you said so. "I'm done here," I aid itting down on the chair next 
to the casket. 

''You have to leave the room when we do e it." 
"I don't have to do anything." 
"Fine. Have it your way." 
I wish lId left. I wasn It ready to see you closed up and suffocated in that ugjy crate. 

I knew you couldn't breathe in there and neither could 1. I tried to act unaffected. I 
didn It want to lose control. But every screw and bolt they used to seal your fate, to 
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stzfle you) your memory. I broke. I sobbed. I slid to the floor and drowned myself. 
Thry picked me up. Jason carried me to the car. I cried untzl we got to the cemetery. I 
watched from a distance. I imagine you did too. 
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Nathan Dawley 

WATCHING THE 

as daylight fade the cracked and broken block 
treet g by the wind w 

and the nightlights come out to play 
, at up in the middle floors 

and watched the 

and then the whys and the where walked by 
nodding a they passed 

people colored abstractly 
in the hading of the un and lamp 

treet goes by the window 
alone, of course, I was 

but kept company by the complimentary hotel hampoo 

and the dozen towel used by god knows who or what for 
an old disposable razor, and my constant toothbrush companion 

television a always was boring 
the usual endle stream of tripe 

punctuated by a few moment of comic geniu or real emotion 
the rest I think is there to make it look good 

so, ' tood up by the gla s 
to watch the 
it wa a city for the nightlife 

a cities often are 
you know how cities are 

and right on cue 
there stumbled, yeah, people get drunk a lot here 

go to trip clubs, or hit on girls half their age 
lot of people get out, get hammered and score 

must get kinda boring though 
street going by the window 

treetlight , they're almost like an impre ionist painting 
along with all the carlight that go by 

if you're high enough, you can ee it 
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th et light it and h ld the image 
lid in th ir £ rm 

m tly in b xe and grid , giving u the outline 
th im re ion, a it were 

a £ w d tand ut th ugh 
watch th 
tonight, th ugh, I can ee a more intere ting light 

not your typical nightlight 
and a new lowlying cloud 

mo ing fa t, but it d n't v r leave 
it ju t it th re, running like a flooded tream 
until it di ipate at the other end 

and th light i n't like the olid other 
it alm t hypnotic, like a belly dancer 

winging it elf around like a pair of hips 
but like e ery candle that burns brighte t, 

it burned fa te t 
treet till going by the window 



Peter Bregman 

A PATH 
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Dan Bruno 

AT THE END OF ONE'S ROPE 

H ar ld awoke at the usual time, three minutes before the flrst 
alarm, and avoided looking at hi wife. The sun rose slowly and 

irritatingly through the du ty blinds. Harold tood and stumbled into 
the bath, and a he reached for the toothbrush he realized he had been 
holding an end of rope ince he had awakened. It led out the door and 
curved ar und he could n t ee the other end. The rust alarm went 
off with a beep. 

'" rry! Turn off 'e damn buzzer!!" hrilled the second alarm from 
b n ath the cover . Harold looked at the rope. 

Harold at down to a bowl of cereal, orne fruit, and a nice glass of 
juice. Big Mc retta had a plate each of bacon, ham, lettuce, pork, 
butter, pa te, and alt. 

"What' wiv 'e hand, git?" he bellowed. 
"What, the rope?" Harold a ked. 
"Yeah, 'e bloody rope. What' wiv 'e rope in yer bloody hand?" 
"Don't quite know. eem I've had it ince I woke up. End goes out 

that door in the front there. ear as I can see it goe on indeflnitely 
down the road. ff into the sun et... ri e," he corrected himself. 

"Shut up, you stupid ba tard. Fetch me anuvver 'am." 
"There i no more ham," Harold said with a raised eyebrow. 
"'Ere' a whole one in 'e fridge." 
''What, that? That's whole and frozen," Harold blinked. 
'" t's Me. Pass it 'ere," she grumbled. 
''You know," Harold said as he lugged it to the table, awkwardly, what 

with the rope, "it's bad enough that you eat all this, but to eat it raw ... " 
She kicked him in the shin, and he fell over. But she had her ham, and 
didn't care. 
"I know you too well, you bloody git. Muvver always said 'Mind 'at 

one. You mind him. 'E'll never amount." She concluded by making a 
noise that sounded like a cough. "Fandak!" she weezed. Harold paid no 
concern to her possible coughing ailment and went about washing hi 
few dishes, one handed, what with the rope. 
"Good day, Baba Iaga. Off for work," Harold called. It was the la t 

day before holiday, and he didn't want to be late. 
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"Grumb," aid the ham. 
Har ld walked over t hi car, and considered the r p . 
"How am 1 t get to work ... " h aid, a he looked at the rope. "1 

need the ne hand t hold thi cord. How to teer ... " ow, Harold' 
employer from th office c me by each m rning for a ride. This 
m rning he happened to py Har ld ab ut hi dilemma. 

'How are you t day, Harold?" He p litely removed hi bowler. " h, 
you 1 k a bit puzzled. Anything 1 can do to lend you a hand?" 

"Well, illiam, l e m to be holding thi end of rope here, and I'm not 
quite ure how I'm to go about driving a long a I've got it in the way." 

"Hmm ... yes, 1 understand your trouble perfectly. By Jove, you can't 
even ee the end of it, can you?" Gilliam gazed off down the road. 

" ,1 daresay you can't. Goes off there, to the outh, down 
Kartoffeln treet by the old cinema. But 1 can't ee it over the hill." 

''Ye , that's quite a dilemma. Quite a dilemma. Well, 1 can imagine 
what 1 would be thinking, in your po iti n. Tell you what: take the day 
off and work out thi dilemma, and when you come back to the office 
after summer holiday be m e to explain the whole sodding thing to 
me," illiam chuckled, and his mustache flopped up and down. 

"All right then. But how will you get to the office?" 
"What? h, I'll ju t walk. Do me old belly some good; get me in 
hape for holiday, and all that. Morning, Harold." He replaced and 

then tipped his bowler in farewell. 
"Morning, Gilliam. Thank a million." Gilliam went on hi way down 

to the office, and Harold, relieved of the problem of trying to drive with 
a cumber orne rope, returned to the house, where he was immediately 
berated by the beratrix. 

''What are you doing 'ere? Decide 'at little rope would be too much 
trouble to take to 'e office and give up like a little is y nanny?" he had 
begun to get ready for the day, which in her case meant erecting her hair 
in a fantastic citadel of the Dark Power , plastering her face with a 
mighty shield of vivid pa te, and uiting up in the very muumuu worn 
by Typhon when it et off to wipe out that upstart ba tard, Jove. 

''Yes, dear, that' preci ely what happened," Harold aid. 
"1 know you too well, you git. Muvver always aid,' tay away from 'at 

one. You tay. Nuffmg 'e'll amount to but a rope 'older. And 'ere you 
are! 'Olding your bloody rope like a git." 

"Mother al 0 aid 'Mind the bus, you great ogre, you'll dent it in." 
Harold muttered a he walked back to the bedroom with rope in hand. 
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H .6 und th r m littered with ham and chewed up ponchos. He 
I k d ut th wind w, d wn the treet, to the la tight of the rope 

er th hill. 
"D ar, I think I am going to go out today after all," he called. 
" 11 right, you od. Mind the rain," the wife aid a he appeared in 

the d or. 
'It i n't raining," Harold replied. he spit on him and laughed wildly, 

c vering him with further fleck and gob of spittle. 
fter a wa h, Harold et off down K.artoffeln treet, following the 

r pe. He t pped at the fir t crossing, and waited a good five minutes 
to cr a the r ad cleared of traffic. The cars drove over the rope, 
p ibly wondering what in bloody hell they were driving over, or 
po ibl not even noticing at all. He cro sed the street when they let up, 
and pau ed at the cinema to ee what wa howing - there was a space 

pera, and a comedy of error in which a delightfully whimsical turn of 
e ent place a du t-runner in the arm of a Duches -in-waiting. Then 
he urmounted the hill. 

"There it goe . ow we'll ee. Probably tied to a street vendor or 
uch. h, well." But the rope continued on down an alley, and Harold 
till could not ee the other end. He descended the alley, and now it 

went far down to the outh, out of eyeshot. 
o off Harold et. He pas ed a few towns, cro ed the hills, and night 

came. But he u ed the star a hi guide at night, navigating like the 
mariner of old. The analogy became even more apt when it came time 
to eros the channel. Then France po ed little obstacle as the rope 
unwound it way down street and alleys, to the delight of the colorful 
patrons of the tourism industry. Finally it rolled over the foothills of 
the Alp. The Mediterranean proved more of an obstacle, and Harold 
often couldn't make out hi coordinates. The ea ha a singular dearth 
of di tinctive geographical marking, and Harold wasn't quite the 
proficient a trographer that the earlier land ba ed legs of his rope cha e 
had led him to believe him elf. 
Then the Sahara. That proved quite trial orne. Jackals can't follow 

rope, and that gave Harold orne relief. Unfortunately, they can indeed 
follow the delicious scent of man. Thankfully they usually do not go far 
into the savanna, at least as far as Harold wa aware. He crept past a 
few sleeping lionesses, and over several waking elephants, before 
clearing the buggy grasses and approaching the jungle. As the rope 
wound round trees, Harold swore he heard voices speak in unfamiliar 
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tongue pitter-pats clear the pa e, pIa he ,turn of hand, until frnally 
the r pe br ught him into a makeshift village upheld by reed. tanding 
at the far nd f the squar at the cre t of a small hill, and hIding the 

ther nd f th r pe, wa a pale man littl taller than Harold' che t. 

He had I ng, knee I ngth arm, short little leg, and no h ad, but large 
y t k the place of his nipple, a n e that of hi brea tb ne, and 

though ne w uld have expected a mouth for a navel there wa neither 
in the belly. 

Harold tar d at the man, and the man tared at Harold, with mile of 
r pe coiled between them but each holding a imilar end. 

"Baak! Jihm jhim kanknthkek tournybaldjihmjhim! n!" keened a fat 
female voice from the hut behind the little man. Harold' wife rolled 
out the d r. 

'CY u bloody git! To k Y u I ng enough! Can't handle a little 
walkin'!? I know you too well. Me muvver tol' me, he tol' me, cy u 
watch 'at one. Just you watch. 0 out of hape it'll take 'im month ju t 
to walk ar und urrey.' Fandakspletmi ppr!" Her muumuu blew up in 
the wind, revealing her mighty head to be but a con truction held on by 
tick and tring. ye bulged from the end of her two pendulou 

bo om , her fat no e hung between like a third, and unlike the other 
villager her cyclopean gut was mo tly teeth and canoe- ized lip. he 
ate a nearby villager in a bite. 

"Well bless my heart," Harold muttered, " 0 thi i what they've been 
hiding in the bloody Congo!" The face-chested man with the other end 
of rope started jumping up and down, waving hi arm in what 
appeared to Harold to be prote t at the consumption of hi fellow, and 
the wife put a stop to it by macking down hard on the pace where hi 
head would have been. 

"'I 'ere's me uvver 'u band, Fen. ay hullo to the bloody git, en! 
ay it!" en bowed to Harold and waved hi hands ingratiatingly. 
" h, no, plea ure's all mine," Harold said with a mile a he returned 

the bow and attempted unsucce fully to mimic the hand ge tures, with 
hi one hand going ort of the wrong way around hi head and the other 
up and down in one half of a weighing motion. If Fen had no mouth 
with which to mile, his eyes did it ju t a well. The wife beat him on 
the pace again, then shoved him into Harold, and they both tumbled 
down the hill to the quare a he laughed wildly. 

fter lying in their heap for a moment or two they were a i ted by 
another villager, who crambled over in quite a hurry. This one was 
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femal , but ntirely di imilar to the chattering mon ter. Her breasts 
w re [lIm and g ntly curved, each bearing a lovely eye of violet. The 
n b tw n them wa mall and pretty, and the lack of either navel or 
m uth in h r mo th, slender belly gave her face a somehow innocent 
appearance. H r flank turned bright red a Harold blu hed at her, and 
they each averted their eye . 
"Zhambakarilly ninii gumgumbosh!" laughed the creature. "'l s'n's 

n' iter, Lil. Pretty one, in't he? top yer gawkin', git, yer a 
marri d man!" Harold and en looked at each other. 

"What, im? Well, 'at' diff'rent, in't it?" she bellowed indignantly. 
There came a ru cling fr m the bu h behind the hut. 

"By Joe!" exclaimed the ru tle, "Looks like we've stumbled upon 
ometillng, here! Be quick about it, then, or we'll all be off to Yardov 

£ r the re t of holiday!" The machetes of three khaki clad men in pith 
helmet emerged from the hrubbery. One of the men was actually two 
children the econd man wa a woman, and the third, the speaker, was 
Gilliam, Harold' employer from down at the office, handlebar 
mustache and all. 

"Why, Harold! Fancy running into you down here!" Gilliam chimed. 
"Did you ever get that rope busines quared away? Did you? Good 
man! Then you'll be free to return to th office right at the end of 
holiday!" 

"Gilliam .. , what are you doing here?" Harold queried. 
''Why, 1 could a k as much of you. But for my part, the wife and kids 

and 1 like to come down here to the Congo for some big game every 
holiday. Lets off some of the stres from wild urrey life, doesn't it? 1 
ay, till is the [lIst time we've come upon some real wild Blemmye !" 

He eyed Fen hungrily. "Get the nets and rope, kids! That's the way!" 
Gilliam and hi family set about tru ing up Fen. The little fellow 
tood in the center of them all, motionless, but his ma sive eyes pleaded 

de perately with Harold. Lil jumped up and down in frantic protest. 
All of a sudden a fat arm came slamming down on the pretty space that 
would have borne Lil's head and neck, had she been human. 

"What's all 'is, then?" bellowed the arm's Brobdignag of a bearer. Lil 
waved her arms in response, and Gilliam's eyes lit up like manic torches. 

"1 say, there's a mighty one! Thi littlun's a naught compared! Boys, 
toss that away. He'll never do. We've caught a prime Blemmye 
matriarch! And a big one at that!" As the children unwmlnd Fen, a 
distressed look came over their father's face. "My word .. . we'll never 
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get thi little rope around her. he' far too va t." 
"Wha' 'at?" roared the hill in question. "Who're you talkin' to, y u 

great walru -faced p nee!?" 
" illiam," aid Harold, timidly, ''You might do it with thi rope here. 

I'm ure it would be long enough. I'd hate to see you go back to the 
ffice with ut y ur mo t splendid prize." Har ld held out t hi 

employer the very rope he had £ 11 wed ver hill and sea t reach the 
village. Gilliam smiled at the offer, and traightened hi pith helmet in 
consideration. 

"Well, that's very fine of you, H arold, very fine," he said, and took the 
rope gratefully. "Kid, get an end around that way. .. Martha, pull thi 
around here, there you go! Well, I'll be!" He tood back with his family 
and admired their work. The whole of the mighty thing wa b und up, 
o that the face in the che t could neither be een nor dissent. "That 

just about fits! It' just the right length, and not a yard to pare! 
Harold, this rope of yours has done the trick! I can't wait to talk about 
this one down at the office! Thi has been quite a successful and 
productive holiday!" t that, Gilliam and hi family set off to deliver 
their mammoth prize for tran portation back to urrey. Harold ighed. 

"Well, Fen, it looks like I've saved you quite a bit of trouble," he aid, 
looking down on hi face-che ted companion. en stood still in deepest 
thanks, and Lil glided up behind meekly. he put her right arm around 
Harold's left. 

"Well, I, ah ... " Harold blushed again, but Lil's eyes eemed to smile 
in a giggle. Fen bowed to them both, and walked into the hut. Lil 
her elf led the joyful traveler in, and they all sat down to a fine banquet 
in honor of Harold's ingenuity. 

He wa deliciou . 
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FIFTEEN LINES FOR FIVE 

h ... 
gnn lumin u mile hatt r hi cemented defen e ... 

laugh d lici u ly, juicy bite from ucculent apples re onate ... 

ma ag ,h r int n gaz ft n hi callu ed heart ... 

h crie, h r torturou tear, thorn of hi iron maiden ... 

m It hi rea n, ignite hi pa ion into a violent, vivid nova ... 

perform h r godde dance, enrapture hi ero 

capti ate him, a pri oner locked in the hackle of hi eye ... 

graze hi arm, lilluputian hair intertwine and dance ... 

coo in hi ear, gentle timbre induce a euphoric symphony ... 

troke hi hair, never again to be tainted with hampoo ... 

beckon h inche toward God' ublime masterpiece ... 

pull him do er, pul e oar a lu cious lips meet hi , enveloping ... 

he ... 

awakens a pink hue of unri e lick the purple horizon ... 

prays for palpable illu ion to transcend the piritual. .. 

yearns for the ve tige of her incessant dream to become reality. 

56 



Megan H er hey 

ALONE 
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Kate hapman 

STORIES OF A HYPOCHONDRIAC 

W elcome to my medical record . 

What follow i a compilation of my ailment , whether they were 
imagined r real, phy ical, mental, or emotional. You will find prose and 
petry. You will fmd hort entrie and lengthy one written in present 
and pa t ten e. You will find repre entations of many of my 2000 parts. 

Head 
1. 

When it fir t began, it afwqys began in Pre-Calculus. Mrs. lovak' voice 
would uddenly become painful. he hurled each of her short sharp 
giggle into my left temple, eye, ear, and neck. Always the left. 
Fluore cent light attacked with their rays of evil illumination, turning 
up their own brightne a a challenge to the sun. I'd hut my eyes while 
Mr. lovak wa at the board, writing the late t pointles equation 0 we 
could copy it into our calculator for easier cheating on the weekly quiz. 
Fir t I thought it wa Calculu causing the pain. 
At the time, I worked as a page in a library. I knew where the medical 

book were and I quickly looked up "headache." fter a quick stop at 
Tumors I carne across the ection entitled Migraines. The de cription 
looked like it fit. Pain on one ide of the head, sen itivity to light and 
sound, nau ea, pain often preceded by vi ual flash of light. I never got 
the lightening-warning. But I had all the rest. ext there was a list of 
foods that can cause migraines. I borrowed the book and took all of the 
food out of my diet. Of COllI e, the made up the bulk of m 
sustenance. (What I mi ed most was ogurt. I was almost living on 
yogurt then. Breyer , fruit on the bottom. Peach was my fa orite.) 

A long yogurt-Ies , sugary- nack-Ie s month went by. I actuall had 
fewer headache. I slowly brought the food back into m) long-Io t 
eating habits, one by one. I was in search of a culprit and I wa not 
going to be unsuccessful! I "va unsucces ful. It turned out none of the 
foods really bothered me. As long as I didn't eat ogurt for e ery meal 
or tons of sugar I would ta more or les migraine free. This onl 
applied to unstressful times (which didn't exist during Pre-Calc or Calc 
or my freshman year of college) and tho e time that did not coincide 
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with the moon and my tendency to hunt while pms-ing. 

II. 
Sometimes I get this pain in the back top left of my neck. It kind of 

fmger itself up into the back of my head, right behind my ear. It' not a 
headache. I thought it was an aneurism, but I'm still alive. 

Heart 
I. 

My arms need your hands (need my legs need your waist needs my 
hands need your face needs my eyes need your heart) my eyes need your 
heart (full red beating next to mine) to be dry in the rain open to what 
may come full of past 
my eyes blink at every beat (each earth shattering on its own) 

II. 
He reduced me to a cliche. A broken heart. We dated for a little over 

six months - it beat my record of three. He's since told me he still 
"loves" me and "always" will. I've lost the meaning for such words. I 
heard him ay (1 think I'm falling in love with you)) while I was sitting on his 
lap in front of his computer. His roommates were not there. I kissed 
him, (1 should go. "I left. I cried on the walk home. I couldn't say it back. 
The following day I explained to him that I'd lost trust in the word 

love. That too many important people had said it without meaning it. I 
told him I felt it but couldn't say it yet. I told him he should just keep 
that in mind. And that he shouldn't say it for a while either. 
Did I end it there? I have these feelings but I can't say I have them and you 

shouldn't sCfYyou have them either. What kind of relationship would that be? 
We hung out and we drank beer and rum and he told me on the stairs 

that he still loves me and always will and he said sorry I'm sorry for what I 
did to you. He sat on the stair, I stood on one below. His hands were on 
my thighs, holding me there so he could talk to me. I held back the 
tears. Some wounds are too real to heal. 

III. 
Oh nry god, Mel! Me~ something zs happening. My chest. Heart. Was there 

something in the pot? Am I having a heart attack? Oh god, Me~ make it stop ... 

I used to smoke pot. Not very often, but at one point I thought about 

59 



Kate hapman 

b coming a "p thead." I'm probably the only person to ever 
c n ciously decide that. But I did. I m ked with orne friends, and a 
few night later I moked again. I plit a joint with Mel on the back 
bale ny of my h u . It wa nice. We laughed a little and I coughed a 
little. I open d the door and refu ed eye contact with my housemate, 
hoping it would keep her from melling my night'S endeavor. I traced 
the hallway with my houlder while Mel used the bathroom. Once I 
reached my room, it wa n't 0 nice. The room got crowded and thick. 
My h art attempted t break out of my che t with all its might. 
Meanwhile my che t felt like it was holding back so tight, having vowed 
to contain my heart "no matter what" ... 

Me~ I.M. John. Tell him to come over. Oh god. Oh god. Oh god. 

Mel wa freaking out; he thought he was responsible for nearly 
killing me. John came over and held my legs because they were shaking 
and haking and I couldn't hold them till. nd I wa cold. I was 
hi ering and haking and shaking and pounding. 

What's wrong with me) John? You've done a lot of drugs) what)s going on? 
(1 don't know) Kate. Mqybe your lungs. Me~ was there mrything else in the pot?" 

or hour . Mel left. John stayed for a while, then left too. I was left 
alone. Alone with my heart, who no longer wished to be within my 
body. I fell a leep - heart till attempting escape, chest still tight, legs 
still shaking - fearing I would not wake up again. 

Mouth 
1. 

I bite my lips and the in ide of my cheeks when I'm nervous. Or 
stre ed. Or bored. They bleed. Then get larger and bumpy while 
healing. And I accidentally bite the healing bumps. 

II. 
I have kissed. This ha injured my lips. They are chapped and cut and 

bleed at the sight of new possibility. They curl into my mouth at the 
sight of lips they've met or lips they'd like to meet. They slip between 
my teeth at the thought of aiding in the peech of promises and 
commitments. Of whispers across a pillow at 3am. 
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Eyes 
1. 

torie of a Hypochondriac 

I've been g tting a new pre cription for my gla e e ery two years for 
the la t even year . I imagine it won't top until I'm picking up b ok 
in Braille in tead f new gla e. 

A sheet 
A thought 
A denial 
A Thursdqy 

II. 

We turned the corne", saw the white sheet right awqy. 1 never thought it l/Jas him, 
on!J thought how sad it was to see a bocfy on the wqy to visit my sick grandfather. 
My mother now sqys she knew it was him immediate!J, but kept denying ifj thinking 
((no, we'll just go to his room, he's there.!! We didn't get there in time. 1 figured it 
was the last time 1 was going to see him, 1 just never thought that he would alreacfy 
be passed and under a sheet. Passed? On to what? Where? ((Gone!! would work just 
as wel~ better mqybe. 

At his viewing on 5 undqy 1 got mad at people for crying. ot all the people, but 
the ones 1 thought didn't real!J have a right to, the ones that didn't real!J know hOJv 
amatJng he was and how much thry could have loved him but probab!J didn 't. 1 
didn't cry myself though. 1 looked at his face and fought it all back. (73eing strong!! 
for my mothe", mqybe. She wasn't crying, wf?y should 1? he cried at the funeral 
though. 1 did too. When the pn'est shook the incense holder over the casket ~vhile 
sqying something catholic, my 5-year old cousin asked his mother ((will that make 
Grandpa alive again?!! 1 cried then. 1 cried again when 1 had a flashback of his bocfy 
under the sheet in the hospital hallwqy while looking at the casket in front of me 
covered with a sheet decorated with a grry stripe and a gold cross. 1 cried while 
following the casket out of the church, standing at the car watching the pallbearers 
put it back into the hearse, knowing 1 would tru!J never see him again. 1 cn'ed then. 

I wrote tho e word ix day after the funeral. I till see the body under 
the sheet sometime. It won't leave my eye ight. eeing the ca ket 
under the decorated drape brought it back 0 quickly (and when it wa 
already till so large in my mind). My mother and I had tepped off the 
elevator. Turned right. A sheet. I can't e en ay it was a body, though I 
know there wa one under the heet. It was the whitene . The 
cleanliness. The opaquene . But it was deceiving. Death i not white. It 
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i n t cl an. It i n t paque. Death i tuck in my eye and it re emble 
a b d. 

Belly 
I. 

My b lly i wh r all my moti n come from. Which mean it i 
tumultu u and r ugh. ik the ea, where my belly wa b rne. When I 
ha t 0 much of a .6 eling it t lls me to stop. It gurgle and sputter 
and tri gi ing m back whatev r food I ate that day. I have those red 
an whit pinwhe 1-1 oking mint t fight back. The mint send a 
m ag my belly that the emotion i nece ary and to chili. 

Iud t think it wa an ulcer, the nau ea that never eemed to end. 
But ther wa no pain. Ju t a trong de ire to hurl. 

II. 
M t mach i inter ting to me. At one time I had the long sought­

after "6-pack" ... in a 4-pack kind of way. Then I decided waking up at 
Sam t d crunch ju t wasn't that fun. till, I have alway had what 
p pIe call a "flat" tomach. It e en u ed to be ort of conca e. That 
wa in high chool. 

In high school I took the upkeep of my flat tomach to an extreme 
and I lap ed in caring for my b dy. I quit eating. I needed omething to 
contr 1. I 10 t control in attempting to gain control. The realization that 
I did not, could not, 10 e my father (a a daughter should) felt out of 
control. The word hould got me into trouble. I should honor m 
parent . I should love m father. I hould eat. 

I didn't f111d control again until omeone taught me how to take it 
rath r than waiting for it. I poke of m "hould" to a friend and he 
wa frightened. G od friend tell on you. I have ince turned m bell' 
flatne into a mall roundne that make me feel comfortable and 
ecure. I rub it when it hurt and I pat it when I'm plea ed. It ha 

become more than a holder of food and feeling. It ha become a 
qua hy appendage. plea ant reminder. 

III. 
I have a car. My brother to k me to a tattoo parlor in Leonardo, J. 
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I t was in the hopping plaza where the movie Clerks wa filined. My 
little bm h with fame. I wa n't eighteen yet, but I said I wa 0 it didn't 
matter. I was the fl.r t of my friend to get my belly button pierced 0 I 
made them jealou for a little while. But it got infected, often. or 
rea on I cannot begin to fath m, the infection coincided with my 
"cycle." 

I decided they pierced right through to my utem . 

Hands 
I. 

I do everything with my hands. I like the feel of mud, glue feather, 
dirt, worms, fleece, andpaper. All of it. My hands become my 
imagination while writing poem , making clothing, or attempting to 
paint. I used to bite my nail . I used to uck my thumb. I still have a 
need to be holding something as constantly as po sible. When I was 
young I was rarely seen without my "blankie" in my hand and my 
thumb in my mouth. I started school and my parents did their best to 
help me rid the habit. They ucceeded, but still my mouth feel empty, 
my hands feel lost. 

Foot 
I. 

I fractured my left foot when I wa four, walking around ill my 
mother' high heels. 

II. 
I ran cross-country in eventh grade. Toward the middle of the year 

my left foot began to hurt. I ran funny. I ran lower. 
I went dancing two aturdays ago. Ash and I danced from 11 pm until 

2am. I wore my mother's tiletto boots. 
Two undays ago I woke up limping. I limped for six day . I wore an 

Ace Bandage for three. 
I'm not sure what's wrong with my foot, but I call it an "old sports 

injury." 

Wrist 
I. 

I have carpel tunnel. I know it. But this guy I met, Buzzy, told me it' 
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pr bably t nd rutl. 1 mom ha carpel tunnel. He howed me a 
tretch to d . But I d n't d it b cau e I till think I have carpel tunnel. 

Petunia 
("P tunia" i taken from my childhood. I grew up my mother said 

"P tunia" becau 1t wa mcer than the other name. or the same 
rea n, I u it here.) 

1. 
ne foot between us 

your arm body leg 
enveloping mine 
a I envelop you 

II. 
I didn't bl ed when I 10 t my virginity. It only hurt for a rrunute. 
fterward all I felt like I 10 twa orne leep. 

III. 
I th ught I wa pregnant once. 

VI. 
I went to the Wellne Center to get a gynecological check up. I 

needed more birth control pill and my inva ion-free year was up. The 
RN walked me in to the closet- ized room, only big enough to fit "the 
chair" and a cabinet. he left me to remove my pants. ot even a paper 
gown, ju t a paper heet. I sit on the table, lay the paper-privary over my lap. It 
reminds me of the dollar-store table cloths my mother used to buy because she didn't 
like her real ones to get ruined. I waited for the RN to come back. She 
knocked fir t. 

he came in and guided my upper body to a lying position. First she 
gave me a brea t exam. (Hmm there are some lumps here, but thry aren't 
mrything. Your breasts are just lumpy. )) I never thought it was possible to be 
in ulted in a doctor's office. But I guess the gynecologist would be the 
one to do it. 
(~/nght now, just relax. It will be easier if you relax your muscles. )) My least 

favorite part. All of it. Granted, they no longer use cold metal 
in truments. But the pIa tic ones are not all that pleasant either. For 
some reason, the thing that wa supposed to hold me "open" clicked. It 
clicked a it got wider. And I expected a pinch, so I flinched even 
64 



torie of a Hypochondriac 

though no pinch came. PheJ,v. Okqy, it's better once it's started. I can handle 
thzs. I 've done this before. Oh dear. There goes her hand. Okqy, now it'll be done in 
just a minute. It wa mething I never thought would happen. The RN 
wa doing god-know -what in ide me. From what I could tell, her one 
hand wa entirely submerged while her other hand poked around on top 
of my tomach. (H m ... I can't find your uterus ... H ah N You can't . . . what!? 
Though he eventually did, for a brief moment, the woman could. o t. 
Find. My. terus. 

v. 
ex. 

IV. 
Casual sex. I thought it wa more than that. 

Nose 
1. 

When I mell flower , carnations particularly, I am reminded of 
funerals. o. It's more than just being reminded. Flower smell like 
funeral. It is not a funeral that take the scent of a flower, but the other 
way. 

I ha e been to many funerals and many more viewings. There is a 
certain mixture of death, tear , awkwardness, and flowers that creates 
the perfume of a funeral. If the proportions are incorrect, the cent will 
be ruined. Too many tears and the aroma become pungent and ha the 
tendency of crawling into your no trils and remaining there for days. 

ot enough awkwardnes and the smell is almost lost among the casual 
laughs and free-flowing conversations. 

s my eyes have been branded with death, so has my en e of smell. 

II. 

Both my grandmother and my aunt (on my father' ide) have had 
nose jobs. My mother aid I lucked out and got the Hoey-no e, not the 
Chapman-nose. My Aunt I athie got a no e job while he wa getting 
surgery for omething having to do with her sinu e . 

My no e is always stuffy. ometime I wonder if I'm in need of an 
operation. And if, in the process, the doctor could fIx the little curve 
that was created when I broke it. 
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Legs 
1. 

aturday morning. 7:32 AM: My toe are asleep. ope it's my whole 
foot. I'll wiggle, it will go away. 0 need to get up. Ok ... now my whole 
leg i a leep. 

arne aturday morning, 7 :34 AM: Hmm. I've sufficiently wiggled and 
no luck. Maybe walking ... 

Later that aturday morning, 7:39 AM: Walking walking walking. Kind 
of funny when you can't feel your foot and you're trying to walk. Kind 
of cary when you try to put weight on it and it flops over, but you only 
know that because you're looking at it. 

This happened for three weekends. Saturdqy and Sundqy mornings. To my left leg. 
Then it happened on a Wednesdqy) in the middle of the nigh~ to my right leg. I went 
to Wei/ness. The RN told me to come back for blood work) and if that comes back 
with no answers I should get an MR!. MR!?? You mean to sqy I have a tumor or 
something?? What exactlY in my brain would be causing my leg to fai/ asleep besides 
a tumor? 

I went back for blood work and the doctor was there. H e told me to sleep on 
something besides my futon-bed for a while. Sol did. And it stopped. The RN was 
the same woman who couldn)t find my uterus. 

Mind 
1. 

Every time I watch the movie "Girl, Interrupted" I think I have 
Borderline Personality Disorder. 

Body 
1. 

There are currently nineteen bruises on my body. I have no idea where 
the came from. Bad circulation? Hemophilia? I do not know. But if you 
look at me the wrong way, I will bruise. 

Purpleish blackish blueish yellowing sometimes circular sometimes 
ovular ometimes blobular - I have come to expect them. I have come 
to know them. On occasion, when there are none, I miss them. A small 
bump against the table. A slight brush against the wall. The soap 
dropped on a foot. A night of one leg resting on top of the other, knee 
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together. All of the e cause the in cription of U e on my body. metal 
ramp, extended from the rear of a-Haul truck, once left car tis ue. A 
doorknob once left a ring. A lover once left flngerprints. 

My bruise are a part of me. They tell me I have done something. I 
have fallen, I have been poked at, I have just been. 0 one can take 
that. I have the proof. My bruises are my proof of life. 
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Rippling 
into a tangle, the vine 
coil in locus t wind swarming 
over juice. Tangerine weet. 
The sun takes a sies ta 
behind the in ect shade -
corche wing, quenches rain. 
umb buzzing 

rattle bee' wax 
in humming hive . 

oaring fierce like an ice point arrow 
the sound is humid and invading, 
ru hing to drown green in its violent surf. 

Katy Diana 

PLAGUE 
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UN GIORNO AL MERCATO 
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ON THE OCCASION OF KISSING You LESS THAN I USED To 

I do not think we should worry 
that we are forgetting a little about each 
other' bodie . or a summer we idled 
together among pillowed picnic , 
watching butterflie izzle 
into twilight. You 
spent autumn snatching glimpses 
of my dimple and blushe 
between the seductive 
white bellies of textbook 
pages, leaves 
burning. 
We imagined then what the future 
would turn into. It has turned 
into winter, and we are 
living more than 
kissing now. 
But I do not think we should worry 
over easons-next ummer, 
when I kiss you, I will drink 
the melted ice of this 
winter in deep gulps. 
Even now, I can taste 
next autumn 
smoldering, 
deliciou 
on your lips. 
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WORMY CACTUS 
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THE RIDE AND JOE 

W rode n Route 78, thr ugh a dark ew J er ey. The Bronco 
hummed and murmured in very vari I:) of vibrati n po sible. 

The da h light wer d ad and the radio was off. The music that had 
been playing beD re was a trickle of static bathed golden oldie. There 
wa n't much talk betw en Ricky and me. Hell, I could barely ee him 
fr macro the car. nd I wa barely awake. The tall cup f Maxwell I 
had drunk a few h urs before wa wearing off. Ricky fac d out his 
window. There were few other vehiel s on the road to ee, except for 
the occasional 18 wheeler. Ricky' eye always traced the path of car ; he 
liked mo t anything with a motor. I knew it gave him a little thrill to be 
helping me out. Thi Bronco .. . my Bronco we rode in had "touchy" 
brakes and wasn't inspected. I hadn't been able to drive it for two year. 
I couldn't pay for college and afford the repair and the co t of 
inspection. 

I had been home for Thanksgi ing and he called me up. The next 
night we met up at a party and tarted rehashing the normal topic . 
Thing like ... cars. Ricky had to throw hi weight into my little problem. 
He called hi nele Joe, who owned a repair garage in Br oklyn. I wa 
a sured after their phone conversation that nele Joe was eager to help. 

In order to avoid being pulled over by the highway patrol, we et off at 
2:30 AM. The ride tarted out with no talgic bit of chatter. We had 
gone on car trip together before; it was the I-beam of our bond. The 
height of our friend hip wa during enior year of high school, when we 
pent a good deal of the fall afternoons planning elande tine parties, or 
plitting wood for bonfIre . 
By the time we were settled on 78, the talk wa puttering out. The la t 

thing he had told me had been about nele Joe. How he had been orne 
kind of a pro boxer, lympic hopeful, something like that. It wa a 
detail that commanded my re pect. The thing Ricky told me alway had 
that kind of edge, a weight that even light conver ati n couldn't e cape. 
Hi voice would downplay the information he gave me while hi eye 
locked, or darted like a gambler's. Eery card thi kid had in hi hand 
was wild. 

He was taking elas es at the local community college. tudying this and 
that. Theatre, chemi try, foren ics, politics ... hi major changed every 
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tim I t pped t a k. e lived at h me and wasn't a harned of it. I 
d n't fault him; I would enj y home- tyle Italian cuisine every day too. 

nd taying at h m didn't mean he wa n't free. When he wa n't in 
cho 1 r waiting table at the untry Inn, he drove all over the place 

t get hi kick. 'd call me up and tell me where he was with that 
silv r cellular ph ne f hi. ne night it wa Montreal. Then it was 
B ton. ext weekend, he urD d at Long Beach Island. It was all so 
impr ive and baffling. Becau e I didn't ee him too often these day. 
Th kid wa alway orne kind of a my tery, having moved to my small 
c untry t wn from Brooklyn in the eventh grade. He didn't talk too 
much until well into high chool, when he wa comfortable enough to 
give more than m no yllabic an wers in cla . The Indu trial Arts 
teach r loved him; hi carpentry and welding were admirable. We 
became friend the night of our junior prom, sitting at the far corner 
table in the hadow, both bitching about our drunken date . He told 
me he wa g ing to have hi killed. 

We topped t get ga at a truck stop near the Bloomsbury exit. The 
Br nco chugged all ort of proce ed fluid. ot that the human 
being that rode in her were much better with our botdes of AWAKE! 
Cola. Ricky downed hi before he even forked the dollar eventy five 
over t the large woman behind the cash register. I was more tentative; 
the tuff wa too weet and strong for more than whisky-quick sips. The 
light were har h white in ide the truck stop food-mart. They made us 
all look uglier; weat gleamed on Ricky' high forehead and hi dark eye 
eemed to sink two inches farther into hi skull. I stopped and to look 

at my reflection in the tore window. I was paler than skim milk and my 
kin looked too-loosely attached to my bones. Ricky stepped out of the 
tore behind me and ru hed back into the Bronco. It wa cold enough 

out to freeze pi s. n my way back to the truck, I spit some of the cola 
out in a long thin tream. It crackled and popped when it hit the 
sidewalk. 
Thirty minute later the headlight howed, with spot-light eyes, a large 

billboard up ahead, sprinting to us from the distance. We pulled nearer 
to it; alone and at the edge of the highway, all of the phantom tores 
and hops pushed back away from it. giant white kull with cartoon­
wild eye was licking a blood off of its keletal fInger on the billboard 
painting. H DELICIO S DE TH Haunted Hayrides was printed at 
the bottom, in bloody lettering. We flew by it, and I took a third ip of 
the cola to wet my talking-whi de. "I'm sure they've got a lot of 
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business now, with Halloween being a month back." My own comment 
sounded forced and hollow. 

" ... Yeah." 
The voice 1 heard was trembling. Ricky looked straight ahead out the 

windshield to where the head lamps lit our way. 
"Gregory, my grandmother has gone mi sing. 1 didn't feel like talking 

about it earlier. Uncle Joe called me late last night and told me." 
1 just about turned all the way to the right in my seat. Ricky snapped at 

me to watch the road, and 1 jerked back, just barely avoiding a slide 
onto the shoulder. 1 spoke in a stammering, apologetic way as weat 
licked my palms. "She's gone missing? For how long?" 
"Like a day. Everyone in my family thinks she's been murdered or 

abducted." His voice grinded with a dull ring and his eyes never 
wavered in their watch of the darkness. "Fucking terrible." 

Ricky's hands tightened harder around the crushed cola botde; holding 
it at a constant, violent pressure. All of my thoughts and vocabulary had 
dried up. The heater was roaring between us. Outside, it started to 
snow. 1 gripped the botde and shakily fmished the last drops. Then 1 
tossed it back over my shoulder, where it landed with the rest of the 
clutter. 1 was wide awake and hating it. Confusion worked its way 
around inside of me. ''Why are we still doing this, then? Why am 1 
along, not to be insensitive, but ... " There was an empty space of 
silence. 1 hated my question. 

"Well, Uncle Joe said he'd still do the job for you." 
The snow whipped around in the highway wind and surrounded the 

car, sticking to everything, and choking my vision. Ricky sighed deeply. 
"Yeah, 1 know, it sounds nuts. But he's stubborn, and he'd be more 

upset if you didn't come up, needing his help. 1 know him. He'd feel like 
no one had any confidence in him." 

Hearing that, my hands began to shake. For the first time in hours, 1 
saw the red gleam of taillights up ahead, breaking through the pattern 
of the snow screen. The road was turning white before me. My left 
hand darted up from the steering wheel so 1 could check my watch. 
4:35. My eyes roamed around, looking out the windshield, darting from 
flake to flake. 
"Do you believe in curses, man?" The Bronco swerved a litde on the 

slickness of the road. 
"1 don't have a lot of experience with them ... " 
The soda botde in Ricky's hand was pulverized. His voice was being 
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ch k d ut f him. 
"1 don't know. Recently, I've been left wondering ... l mean, my ncle 

J ,he' had it rough. Downright hi tty. Ten year ago his little 
daught r wa raped and killed. nd he lost it. Went out, found the guy, 
and killed him with hi bare hands. Right out in the treet. Guy was his 
n ighb r. Joe went to pri on for five years, charged with 
man laughter." 

My grip on the teering wheel tightened as he spoke. " hit." 1 swore to 
god that the fucking b ttle wa going to melt or explode in Ricky' hand 
from th pr ur. 

"1 talk d to Uncle J e today ... of course I'm scared about my 
randmother. But Uncle Joe ... l got the feeling he was going to snap, 

like b for. He' probably wandering around Brooklyn and Queens, 
looking." 

The cell phone in hi pocket beeped wildly with a sick kind of glee and 
we both flinched harply in our seat . Ricky dug it out and his eyes 
narrowed. 

"They found her!" 
glint flight plintered through the windshield and my head cocked 

back to face the road. A car was spinning wildly out of control in front 
of us, praying jets of now up and out. We were hurdling towards it. 1 
hit the brake : nothing. Then I ripped the wheel left and we lid by the 
edan thr ugh the olid white passing lane. My breathing was fast and 

heavy. Ricky whi pered nonsense prayers, mixed with spurts of 
swearing. His cell phone was lying at his feet and he lifted it to the side 
of his face and poke. 

" 0, no. We're fme. Just almost got killed on the road. You really 
gotta fix these fucking brakes." 

******** 
The police had found her on the Coney I land board walk, Slttillg 

slumped on a bench near some popcorn stand. According to the 
coroner, she died of a mas ive heart attack. There were no marks of 
violence on her body. I spent the entire next day sitting on her fine 
upholstered sofa, watching a John Wayne marathon on cable. Ricky 
took the Bronco over to Uncle joe's auto shop. 1 was left alone in her 
house. The lights were dim and I half-dozed on the cream-colored the 
sofa the entire morning. Trapped in a limbo, I let my socked feet gnaw 
into the space between the cushion. It didn't faze my feet that the sofa 
belonged to a dead woman; they were freezing. Earlier on, I called my 
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m m to explain where I was. he wa pretty pi ed at fli t, but I 
explained orne thing , and it calm d her. I didn't mention my near­
death experience n Route 78. 

Ricky came back t u en late in the afternoon with a pan of la agna, 
which we ate in the kitch n. Before, I couldn't work up the courage to 
take her £ d. There wa a rna ive collection f spices on her counter 
and in the cabinet . kinny black cat wa curled up in a tight ball on 
top of the kitchen table. Ricky gave him some milk. There wa one 
ph to of the decea ed Juliet amari. It wa hung over the table. In the 
picture, he had long gray hair and a mall pair f gla e . ext to her 
wa her hu band, Ricky' grandfather. Their miles were light and true. 

either of them looked particularly old. It was taken a decade before. 
tarving, I cleared my plate of Rick's aunt's la agna. I went drow y as 

my tomach turned warm. Ricky ate only half of hi portion. We left the 
table to return to the televi ion and the black cat hurtled the table and 
tarted to pick at the leftover. True Grit got muted and Ricky turned to 

me. 
"There' going to be a viewing tomorrow. ncle Joe's going to have 

your Bronco done by tonight. You can head back to town tonight, if 
you wish." 

He wa lumped in hi seat, still pale. His eyes never wavered, fixed 
quarely on my face. "I think I'll tay around, man. If that's okay?" 
"We're going to have to fmd you a uit to wear. I'm sure Joe' got an 

old one you can use. We'll go over later. You can ee the job he did with 
tho e brake calipers." 

"Man, I have 135 dollars ... and that's it. Do you think it'll be okay?" 
His eyes closed, and it looked like he was doing calculations. 

''Yeah. I hope 0." 

******** 
The auto shop wa a battered concrete rectangle, pres ed between 

others like it. We entered around the back. There was a long set of 
metal tair leading up to the apartment above the shop. I looked down 
hard metal teps when I reached the top. I shuddered and Ricky forced 
his way into the apartment. In ide, there wa darkness and shade except 
for the light from a ingle naked bulb. Joe at at the other end of the 
living room, taring down at his boot. There wa not a movement from 
him a we closed in. He sat deeply in hi chair, wearing a greasy red tee 
hirt. The mall television et that lay near hi feet had its screen bashed 

in. Bits of gla lay around the chair. Ricky put hi hand on Joe's 
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h uld r. J e to d up and the two embraced. He wa about 6'4" tall 
an 1 k d ab ut 250 p und . Had a powerful build, a swollen ftghter's 
no . Hi y were dark and reflected like the bits of gla s covering the 
floor. H bb d and queezed. 

"My i t r and her friend ay it's orne kind of miracle. God's 
my t ry! How he 1 ved oney I land 0 much, he willed herself there, 
to die." 
H br ke off and hi muscle trained to keep squeezing his nephew. I 

tri d t tay ff t the ide. The angui h terrified me. Ricky' face hadn't 
emerged from Joe' gorilla chest yet. The man nodded at me, 
re pectfully. I nodded back. Ricky' voice cracked into the stale air. 
"I don't know about a miracle, ncle Joe. But she's at peace now." 
Joe frowned and wiped hi tear away. 
''Yeah ... maybe." 
Then he looked back at me with life in his face. 
'Your caliper were pretty hot. .. " 
"-Gregory. " 
" ... yeah, Gregory. But it' all fixed now, Greg. Won't trouble you for a 

while, and ince you're Ricky' friend, it's ... how much can you give 
me?" 

" ... Doe 135 work?" My voice was balanced, even strong. I waited for 
a glare, a neer, hi aliva to land at my feet. Joe ounded delicate, softer 
than the tis ue he sneezed into. 

"Well, I figured you were that poor, Greg. But I think it should be 
okay." 

Ricky stepped up in front of me. 
"Yeah, Uncle Joe. If there was a trading card for the Poor College Kid, 

his face would be the glossy picture on the front." 
joe's eyes flicked over to his grinning nephew. His broad shoulders 

dropped and his whole body sagged in one act of release. 
"Could you cut the shit, Ricky? I'm too tired for a smart ass." 
That bullet was for me. Ricky was stiffer than a mannequin, standing a 

foot in front of me. His hand were balled into fists; he held them back 
behind him. Only I could see them. It was my turn to do something, 
and I tried playing the careful diplomat. My smile was precise and brief. 
I thanked Joe in a reverent voice. I gave him all of my money. Then I 
thanked him again, and shook his giant paw, trying hard to make sure 
my dominant hand wa n't crushed. I stood close to him and explained 
that I was going to stay for her viewing. A sorrow-fused smile unraveled 
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it elf from the locked flesh of hi face. 
"I need to borrow a suit from you sir." 
"I have just the thing, Greg." 

The R ide and Joe 

He left the room to find the spare suit. Ricky wa the rock in the 
center of the living room. As I moved towards him, he unlocked hi 
fingers and shook them violently. We spoke in low whisper . I told him 
with finn emphasis that he was my good friend. He acknowledged me 
with a grunt and nodded. Those last five minute had weakened him; his 
uncle's reproach held neck-breaking potency. Joe reentered the room, 
with a gray uit folded over his arm. He thrust the suit into my face. I 
held it in my hand , the tip of my fmgers tasting the burning grit of old 
polyester. Joe insi ted I try it on, and lightly pushed me into his 
bedroom, for privacy'S sake. 

The room was the size of a jail cell, with a rotting mattress, a ingle 
dresser, which had a framed picture of Juliet on top. Right next to it was 
a large bottle of autumn-grizzled red whisky, the single vibrant detail of 
Joe' cell. I stripped to my boxers, and stood for a few dead seconds on 
the damp floor. It chilled my feet and my milk-skin sucked up hard 
against all the bones. The gray suit looked as big as sail in my hands. I 
stepped into the pants and pulled them up over my legs. The itching 
started, and lasted as I assembled the mourning costume, and tied my 
shoe laces. The jacket was double breasted, and I hadn't the skill for 
buttoning it. The pant legs bunched out over my sneakers. Joe' mirror 
captured my per onal grime, my ragged hair, the body that didn't fit. 
The suit was pencil gray with chalk white lines paved across the fabric. 

Back in the living room, Joe approved. 
"Perfect." 
He stood up very straight and placed his hand on my left shoulder. I 

also straightened up; I couldn't slouch in front of him. His lips trembled 
as he prepared hi speech. Ricky stood off to the side, hands folded 
acros his chest. 

"My father wore that suit to church every Sunday, for twenty years. He 
loved it ... she loved it. We picked it out for him together, for father's 
day. Someone should wear it to the viewing. You honor them both by 
doing it." 

I wa like a dwarf tapped inside of the suit and no one could see my 
thrashing. Ricky wa so distant, there at his post, across the room. 
Something hissed like a snake all around us. Ricky caught it too, and he 
walked towards the kitchenette. The weight of Joe's arm held me still, 
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whil hi fac £ 11 w d Ricky. It wa more than a weight ... his grip 
b cam rigid. The xp d fl h 0 f hi arm wa ten e and hard. Hi 

lC unded in a hard barit ne. 
"Ri k h d ' ~" c y ... w at ar y u mg. 
'J ,did y u 1 ave mething n the to e?" 
I wa caught where I tood, taring traight into Joe' che t. The 

hi ing in the background grew loud, like the chatter of impatient 
p ctator . Ricky tood in the d orway to the kitchenette, turned to face 

hi uncl. oncern had cau ed hi angry facial feature to draw up in 
licat twi t . J pull d him elf away from me, and stomped over 

t ward Ricky. He pu hed the lim kid out of hi way. Ricky wa sent 
fallin back again t the mall electric tove. I ran to the doorway a 
boiling water prayed out of a large teel pot on it way to the floor. 
The p t hit with the empty voice of metallic prote t. 

Ricky wa yelping, natching hi oaked jacket off, getting the 
ab rbed b iling water away from hi kin. n open box of spaghetti 
at on the counter, the content ha ing never been delivered to the pot. 

J p pped off ucce ive hout at Ricky for being in the way, for 
being a illy hit for brain . How the dinner wa wrecked and he 
wouldn't be able to feed u anything. Ricky took each word like a lash to 
the fac . But then he napped hi head up and told Joe to shut the fuck 
up. Hi e e were hot pring . 

The baggy uit 100 ely wa ed 0 er my white body, blown by the force 
of the team. I wa looking at the large black automatic pistol that rested 
next to Joe' box of paghetti, with the handle wrapped in electric tape. 
Joe didn't hout back at Ricky. He topped the confrontation on a clime 
and turned traight to me. Hi eye were black and glittery under the 
naked bulb light. The gun rested on the cutting board like a dead rat­
catching nake. Ricky aw it soon enough and he slowl backed awa 
through the puddle of hot water, toward me and the door. Joe nodded 
and reached 0 er to handle the gun. He mo ed it back and forth in 
front of hi face, addressing it a he spoke. 
"It couldn't have been a miracle, boys. Someone did something to her. I 

knew it a oon a he went mi ing. I'm gonna find the ones who did 
it. And I'm gonna kill them all." 

I stood stiff in the co tume. Ricky bit his lip so hard that blood 
mingled with the water on the floor. No one moved. We couldn't lea e 
without carrying his soul and hi father's suit out with u . Joe put the 
gun back where it had been. He tacked the mone I had gi en him on 
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the cutting board, and proceeded to boil more water. After dinner, w 
at at hi mall dining room, moking cigarette . Ricky dealt out hi 

worn deck of Bicycle cards, and J oe knocked n the table t p with hi 
knuckle. 

" . . . you guy want to make this interesting, and play for orne 
gre n?" 

Ricky n dded ye . My pockets were empty. I told them that I didn't 
have any more money; I had paid it all to Joe. H e walked over to the 
cutting board and divided up my odd assortment of bills. 

"I know Ricky' got money. You can have thi " . I'm going to win it all 
back anyway." 

He was right. I w n one out of the eight game of Texa H Id 'Em we 
played, Joe won four, and Ricky won three. The whole time, I wa n't 
ure how hard Ricky wa trying. I knew him to be the mo t 

accompli hed card player I had ever met. Maybe he inherited orne of 
that kill from Joe. It was something intere ting to con ider as Joe won 
back all of his money. Joe only lit cigarette after a loss, and smoked 
them quickly. It wa like elf-medication. Ricky played the game with a 
loopy mile on hi face. Hi dealing wa unusually sloppy; he held hi 
card like a toddler. Joe played in earnest, absorbed with number and 
faces. My patience was like worn patches by the end of it all. Ricky and 
Joe could have gone on. They topped for my sake. By the end, I wa a 
nonentity. smoking mannequin, displaying the uit. nd they only 
looked to each other. 

We all waited around until daylight, the three of u itting in hi living 
room, around the kicked in TV. ilence wa something we all excelled at 
equally. When it was time, I drove us to her church in the teady, turdy 
Bronco. 
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BEHOLD A LADY 
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DECOMPOSEY 

blinding cold this morning after washed 
with dizzy dream bubble oap the groggy 
swirling spate departs grumbling leaving 
the white porcelain page to shine clean 
and empty in the slanted sun stunningly 
bleached to the bones the rubbish bin 

belches scraps and ruin broken tokens of 
the tormented night fruitless morning. 

hungover and hung up. 
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THE TV IS IN JAIL & My MOM IS THE WARDEN 

, , I h till a leep?" I xcitedly whi pered to my brother a I walked 
int ur living r m. 

We wer a huddl d rna around the mall ten-inch black and white 
tele i i n in ur living ro m. Ju t a we heard her door open, we 
b cam a whirlwind of reaching, grabbing and running. As soon as she 
tepp d into the r om he wa uspiciou, probably because my 

broth r and I wer breathing heavily, itting around reading very 
quietly. My mother alway had a keen sen e of what wa going on 
ar und her. he looked down at the plug of the television and back at 
u. 

"Brent, what are you reading?" he a ked innocently as if she were 
really curiou . 

I had to give it t my brother; he knew exactly what he was reading 
and ga e her a play-by-play a her eyes darted around to Mark and me. I 
yawned, mentioning going to my room to tretch out on my bed with 
my book. I could feel her eye penetrating my skull as if to read my 
brain, and I cuffled out of the room ju t as she opened her mouth. 

afe! 
Imagine waking up in the morning, going to turn the television on to 

watch the new but the remote control won't work. You walk up to the 
television and punch a few buttons, but it won't re pond. On further 
in pection you find a smail, white, plastic contraption on the end of the 
plug. It's a lock, you di cover, that needs a key to free the plug. Well, 
stealing the key from my mother wa difficult, for she protected it with 
her life. Mark, my olde t brother, seven year my senior, the brain of the 
family produced a bypass. He would take an extension cord, cut one 
end off (the opposite of the plug), take two thumbtacks and pierce the 
television's plug with the thumbtacks, creating a closed circuit. He 
would then imply plug in the extension cord and voila! We had access. 

Of course, this was tricky business and if caught, we would have 
trouble sitting down the next day. My mom had no qualms with firm 
physical punishment, and no matter how old you were a good panking 
would work like a charm. My mother's su picion was well founded; she 
had already confiscated three of Mark' contraptions. "I like that you are 
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u ing y ur brain and pr blem olving, but not when it i di obeying 
me!" my mom would creech; "Ju t becau e I can't be in the hou e does 
not mean that y u have the right to do what you want. I will alway flnd 
out, and you will continue to be puni hed. In tead of pending your 
time c nfiguring a way t get pa t this obstacle, why can't you imply 
read r g out ide?" 

My mother worked her full time job during the week and two part 
time job on the week nd in order to provide for u three children. he 
wa hardly h me, but maintained a trong ense of discipline. nlike 

ther parents who v wed that TV "would rot your brain ," my mother 
gave n rea n £ r her actions. he did not need to: it was simply a rule 
in my hou e. There would be no un upervi ed watching of program 
that might be unhealthy for ur impre ionable minds. We were to 
stimulate our minds and actively participate in our urrounding, either 
by reading a book or di covering nature around u. rowing up, I 
watched perhap five programs at the most. The usual how for 
children at the time: Sesame 5 tree" Mr. Rogers, and some MacGyver here 
and there. We would all watch a broadcast of her favorite preacher, Dr. 

taniry. My mother i heavily religiou and continue to influence us in 
everything he doe. omething of a nightly ritual, we would all watch 
and take note, and then di cu s it afterwards. Finally, for orne 
intellectual thought and fun, we would watch Mystery! on PB. olving 
mysterie would develop our problem-solving skills a well a kindle our 
imagination . Becau e of the limited televi ion allowed to me, I felt it 
created a void between my friends and me. Little did I kn w the effect 
that it was having on me. Looking back at my mother' action, I now 
understand and appreciate her motive. 

When my brothers were unable to baby-sit me, my mother would take 
me to the library and drop me off. he began doing this when I was 
very young, before I had even learned how to read. The librarian u ed 
to ask her why he would leave me there, considering I was only three 
year old. "I have taught her the alphabet and he wiii learn to read; her 
curiosity will fuel the proces of learning to read," he would retort. Of 
cour e he was right, for after looking at the picture week after week I 
read my fust book, "Danny the Dinosaur," when I was four. Preparing 
her children for an intellectual life was omething he had done with my 
brothers as well when they were my age. he did not have the chance to 

go to college, but was furthering our opportunitie to do o. My mother 
would repeat the same adage; "The Lord ha gi en our family the 
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richne of intelligence; wh are we to waste his gifts? Let us fill our 
mind with go dne and more knowledge of the world around u ." As 
I grew ld r, I would beg my mother to take me to the library, and 
upon 1 aving would check out far too many books to read within the 
all wed tim. he would pay the late fee , though, knowing that rather 
than bing aware of which arti t on MTV wa at the top of the charts, a 
love of r ading would further my development. 

"What are you two doing in here?" my mother a ked as she came into 
my room and found a girlfriend and myself playing with dolls. "The sun 
is shining and it' nice and warm, there is a whole world outside! ow 
get y ur thing , ye , take the dolls, and go play!" he took us by the 
hand and dragged u out the front door. Just as our feet touched the 
ground he added for good mea ure, "It' for your own good!" 

xerci e, he alway maintained, kept your body and mind healthy. You 
needed the fre h air, the un hine, and the companionship with others. 
Without the di traction of a TV or video games, and with her constant 
push to be in the fresh air, I had no other alternative and quickly learned 
ocial kill and a love for nature that would help me for years to come. 
My mother was far from a hypocrite when it came to reading. She read 

more than anyone I knew, and still does. She would frequently have a 
book in her hand, whether at home or at the office, waiting in line or 
even driving. When he wasn't reading for herself, she would read to us. 
Every night she would read to us so that we might engage our 
imagination even further. She would start with an article from Reader's 
Digest or Guideposts, and conclude with a chapter of the Bible; she would 
take frequent breaks from reading to ask us questions and help us dig 
deeper. he continually insi ted on active reading, not simply watching 
action taking place, but questioning, and even interacting with the words 
on the page. 
Of course, because my brothers and I did so much reading, we soon 

learned what interested u the most. My oldest brother Mark found 
science fascinating and was soon on his route to become a scientist. 
Brent, five years my senior, found bu iness and self help books 
appealed to him. He found in pirational books and became wise beyond 
his years with a political nature and became the peacekeeper in my 
family. A much as I appreciate my mother now, us three children 
would bitterly complain. Whenever a fight would break out, Brent 
would be the first to settle it peacefully. "He's my little mediator," my 
mother would boast to stranger. To my mother's astonishment, I 
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found that I loved science fiction, and even though thi didn't lead to 
my becoming an a tronaut, I did find an incredible love for reading. I 
w uld read in cla and get detenti n £ r not paying attention. I would 
tak b ok e erywhere. I would read in car and get car ick; I would 
ven read b for bed and end up taying awake until dawn. 0 it would 

only make ense that I would bec me an ngli h teacher and in pire 
children to find the pa sion in reading I found. Perhap I can take a 
piece of my mother's influence into the cla room and plant the notion 
to r ad in tead f watching televisi n. 

I pen the door to my mother' house the e days I am bowled over 
by the ound of Dr. Stan/f!)!. Upon entering the house I find the TV in 
the living ro m spouting, "We all li e live of temptation, we imply 
must resist." I call out my mother' name, but receive no response. I 
turn down the volume of Dr. tanley' ermon and I continu to hear, 
"We cannot re i t on our own volition, we need to ask Jesu Christ to 
take control, for we cannot. .. ," and I begin to look for the ource of 
the remaining TV. s I enter my kitchen I cup my ear , for the volume 
on that TV wa ear hattering, " ... do it alone, a it is said in Proverb 
31, trust in the Lord ... " Ju t as I turn down that television, I call out my 
mother' name again, till no response. As I walk up the tair to my 
mother' room I hear a soft, " ... with all thine heart, and lean not unto 
thine own understanding. For he will direct thy paths." I enter my 
mom's room to discover her lying on her bed, her head propped up on 
her hand sitting ix inche from the television. s I enter the room she 
exclaim," h! Haley, you scared me! I didn't hear you come in!" 

s young children, my mother watched our neighborhood deteriorate, 
and in order to protect u from the world he witne sed pringing up 
around her, he refu ed to allow us to be haped by televi ion. When we 
all left the hou e and went off to college, there was no rea on for the 
lock on the plug any longer. he found herself watching more and more 
tele i ion programs. ow, she ha bec me addicted. he own five 
television and ten VCRs. he will have every ingle VCR taping 
something; and at all time , when home, he ha at lea t one TV on. 
Almo t as if they were her famil) now that we are gone, he i quite 
content and looks forward to her night and weekend. 

f course, to make a biblical reference that would make her mile; he 
flnally could not resist the apple any longer, took a bite, and then 
handed it to me. Like her, I too am addicted to televi ion. Her influence 
was not in vain, though. I till prefer a good book to the boob tube, and 
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w uld rath r be out ide fr licking in the gra with no hoe on than 
in id a tuffy r m watching th r liv their lives in the public eye. 

r thi ) I am grateful for uch an eccentric mother; even if he had not 
pr pared for th eft ct at that time) he ha had a lasting impre sion 

n my life. 
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LONG NECK 4 
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BROOMHANDLES 

th ught, 
(and before you even ay it wa a musing) 
an epiphany cam - tinged in 
white c iling walls, faded and discolored. 
La t ki epia in the corner . 

But what if I couldn't fall? 

What if, 
in fact, 
I were to tand up from the bed, 
Mattre s fIrm, bed pring shot, 
And walk on my own, 
(fo leg !) 

I'd get up and out of here, 
that's what thi boy blue would do. 

BAM! BAM! BAM! 

Push it back some, kid. 
Broom-handle staccato 
and the floor and ceiling shudder. 
Like a rainstorm or a funeral procession. 

I'll keep it down. 

But, still, 
it's worth a passing thought. 
A fancy, if you will. 
(Oh God, say you will.) 
What I could do if. 
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What I could d if, 
in tead f having wing contrived 
of flax and hardened clay, 
I flew on down and nervou ether. 

nd if wi he were nickel , 
I'd owe you a dollar, 
but thi i important, so li ten. 
I'm only going to ay thi once, 
and the trains above my head 
are 0 loud. 

very, very loud. 

o li ten closely, 
and I'll speak up. 
I know how your ear are the e day . 
I'll yell if need be. 
I'll scream and yell and 
tell the world that 
Boy Blue had left the building. 

BAM! BAM! BAM! 

Pu h it back orne, kid, 
push it back. 

I'll keep it down, ins tead. 
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aitlin th T rminat r, and f course, hi serendipitous muse for 
t rillty... ill eviy rum. 

Peter Bregman i nIt ld en ugh yet to have a "bio." Ask him for one 
in anoth r tw nty y ar . 

J en Brink 1 av th Lantern community with fond memorie , 
c uncle aggravati n , but alway a love for this uper keen magazine. 

nd with that h ay, au revlOr. 

Daniel Bruno i al kn wn a ille rland Branduno, a successful 
bank r during the Rev luti nary period who e wift action in response 
toth e ent f ct berl st 1813 a edthreemysteriou girls,an 
omnibu full f rare texts, and the entire nation of Carravaggio from a 
m t melanch ly demi e. 

John Cicchetti i really d hydrated right now. He can't think of 
anything witty to write because he is on his way to K~ey West. He wants 
you to know that he 1 e Gatorade. IBB HIGH F OTBALL 
RUL ! 

Kate Chapman tells awe orne bedtime stories. 

Brendan Connor wa born and rai ed in quaint Medford Lakes of 
uth J er y. He i a freshman who enjoy photography and writing 

bios for the Lantern. 

Nathan Dawley i n't ure he'll vote next fall-he hates choosing 
b tween tw evils. Thi ummer he will practice his street performance 
routine .. .look for a giant s a crab waddling down Park Ave. 
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Katy Diana i the embodiment of ripe mango. he enjoy the poetry 
of D. H. Lawrence; he think it's hot-not him, the poetry. 

Christina Dilernia loves Cocca Pebble and mit Loops. he ings 
jingle in the hower and hum operatic aria between cla e. he doe 
a mean La donna e mobile. 

susannah fisher's two be t friends are fuzzy, cuddly animal who both 
ju t 0 happen to be bipolar. 

Megan Hershey i a wannabe historian and political scienti t. he 
pends her days dancing in the kitchen, mi ing ngland and loving her 

monkey. 

Sarah Kauffman identifies her alter ego a Zoe, the three year old 
orange mon ter on e arne treet ... found a blue stick in Hun berger 
Wood and kept it ... made a vulva puppet. It ha a really big 
clitori ... likes to say "yay" and "wahoo" just for the hell of it. 

Dennis Kearney i the ruler of the omadic Peoples of Arithia, a 
mall, devout nation of 7 million people. 

Jonathan Kiernan asks for your patience and understanding as he 
undergoes a erie of urgeries to incrementally bifurcate his peni into 
twin chondrichthyan cla per . He was born and live on the north 
shore of Ma achusetts. In hi pare time he play drum set and drink 
Rice Dream™. 

Sarah Napolitan will grow up to be a female Johnny Appleseed if he 
ha her way. he would like to thank George W. for not canceling or 
cutting funding for the Lantern- thanks babe! Gargantuan cosmic ki es 
to her vulva sisters and all the mother-wive of thi world ... you know 
who you are. 

John Ramsey will finally leave Collegeville. Among other thing he will 
mis the benche , late night runs to Wa Wa and daytime confe ionals 
with hi favorite admission counselor. He will keep in touch. 
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Jay Richards ay, "1 av m alone crazy one." 

Whitney Roper ag rlyawait Wallace teven to come back to life & 
writ a lin r tw ab ut the j y f Montefalco r so and tirami u. 

Sarita Sackie w uld lik t thank every ne who put up with her. 

J e Schoff want t b an aviat r in trawberry land "where things are 
g ing b tt r all the 'm ." 

Melanie Scriptunas ften experience melancholy moments. She has a 
pr £ und £ ar f cl wn . 

Alison Shaffer dt amt ab ut d rway last night. 

Trevor Strunk i a man who' late with mo t things, but anticipated in 
all thing . 

Haley Adelle A cherin Tumey i very proud of her name, and her 
li£. he ju t hope it tart 0 n . 

Tori Wynne like fme Italian men and portly wine. 

Klaus Yoder i currently working with Brian no and Lee Perry to 
remix the c re of Paint Your Wagon. 
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. C. Allen 

Beth Bailey 
Douglas Cameron 

Paul & Lori Cramer 
Jeanine CzubarofE 

Kneia DaCosta 
Randy Davidson 
Robert Dawley 
Ellen Dawley 

Rick DiFeliciantonio 
Carol Dole 

Lynne Edwards 
Del Engstrom 
Rebecca Evans 
George Fago 

Gerard Fitzpatrick 
Roger Florka 
John French 
Francis Fritz 

Leilani Garcia 
Melissa Hardin 

Cindy Harris 
Rebecca J arofE 

Houghton K.ane 
zadi Keita 

Margo t Kelley 

PATRONS 

Matthew K.ozu ko 
Joyce Lionarons 
Anthony Lobo 

nnette Luca 
Rebecca Lyczak 

Michelle McLennan 
D avid Mill 

Matthew Mizenko 
The Myrin Library 

Regina boler 
Heather ' eill 
Peter Perreten 

athan Rein 
K.enneth Richard on 

Lewis Riley 
Carla Rinde 

Thoma Rutcledge 
Hudson cattergood 

Patricia chroeder 
Jame idie 

Peter & Mary mall 
John trassburger 
Ttudy tra sburger 

Victor Tortorelli 
Colette Trout 
Jon Volkmer 

Ted Xaras 
Philip Z werling 
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