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"Bright bicolor blooms, an intense shade of soarlet with a
reverse of silvery white, umfurl in dazzling profusion.”

"Only when you see the perfect star-shaped blooms actually turming
a richer and deeper hue =-- almost black at the petal edges -- can
you lnow the excitement ¢.."
== Jackson and Perkins
Roses '84 Catalogue

"Here a star and there a star,
Some lese their way."
— Bnily Diokinsom



My Mether Humgers
My mother hungers

for a mountain ash,

such strange high words

in flat Saskatchewan,

already she sees its alpine
heights leafing out, spreading
over the sun-bared plain,

My mother hugs

home & moumtain ash

in a terra cetta pot
like a poinsettia poised
out of holiday flower,
she says she wants

& prairie lily nexte

My father makes Jjokes
about forests blockinmg
the view,

My mother wants

& mountain ash,

to flower and live

forsver in that grassy land,
the black so0il blseding
vegetables hearty as peasants,

Teday, I walk

outside this facade of rock

and see, like sunrise, & sudden fiery
mountain ash,

its rich apriocet leaves

and its scarlet berries,

Bleeding.



Roses on Temperance Street

She pelished roses of wax

into that grey and red kitchem floor
until their faces blurred

than emerged however dim

on that old coumtry limoleum.

Twelve red-fisted roses he sent her,
They waved in the courtly shadows
of her cold room with raw beating
now that their child, fer him,
would grew wild, bawling perfume,

Who remembers how she sang,
her voice blessoming blood,
like the gash of a bud,

the mouth of a womb,

Petals dripped by the window,

smeared the floor in full view

of his grey citye But he never came,
and she could not talk of him,

She strewed dried petals like stars
om her frosted childhood bewers,

a wild meadow, & pond, & room

where first Narcissus early bloomed.



When You aad I Die, Bruce

Tegether dida't we

flame like arrews through
that finished city.

Jumping fenoes, picking
arguments, we'd fimish up

in that seedy beer parlor,
hothouse flushing misery,

and we reacted willful

as umscathed children,

Wild as basil, Sharp as dill,

Amidst the Mumbler and 0ld Bill,
the Gresk owner, the old men sat

in silent orbits of memory,

space shuttle posters greying

on the wallse. Our longings wide

a8 your blue ether eyes,

we hunted down change, dizzy

for amother rounde That night

we crouched umder o table,

writing chain letters, we lmew,
sober, we would mever sead,

I have seen our faces there

starred im the cloudy mirror

many times, Sun-god Apelle

and Artemis, his twin,

watching the meon. The Apelle Roem
at the Ritz Hotel. The mission

in space, Prisms om the beer steins,

I still see the blacgkened shine

of a linoleum floor,

your grasadmether telling me

how your grandfather died sudden

orR & Saturday night in Star City,
that stark Hutterite hamlet

with a name like & sweet rocket

from your mother's garden,

an arrowhead shot with burning flame,

When I flew in for your weddimg

I wasn't your best man (eur joke)
after all, Your aumts and chanee
cousins were family but I couldn't
spell their proper Latim names at all,

On flat blue carpet, you showed me

tea roses, you collected a orystal

I had mever seen, Feeding me cucumbers
fresh from your garden, soured

in vinegar and milk, an old recipe.



I spend my dimes in a two-bit trailer,

a tin jukebex of silemce,

remembering us im & blue~petaled

ring of flushed smoke, like chrysanthemums
we foumd im the garbage can that day,.

You are pressed in my catalogue

like the waltzes ef your grandmother's
roses across limoleum, like your mether's
torn dahlias on a stormy day,

Already, we blew like wallflowers tossed
aside, wildflowers lost om a felding
Saturday might in a dead star city.

Sure as your grandfather, you samd I
mist die, Bruce, im full bloom
on a flat Saturday might,



Multiple Myelema, A Weed that Spreads Like Fire
for Una

They said she sang hymns doing the dishes,
back erect, hands in soapy baptism of suds
and submerged desire. Her voice full in its
flewer, all three cotavesful of bleod,.

later, her fingers circled dizzy as worms
knitting te keep the numb body warm

when she was my mother, Darkeming sunsets,
her paintings that treweled the heart,
af'ter I had gone, After I left her son,.

Regged long days I wore out om the train,
days like printed dresses washed plain,

the miles spinning me home, returning

to her, all the grey threads of our
slow-witted love, 1 closed my eyes, the geds
clacked pest om disapproving prayerful feet,

Embarked en time fer the black=-bordered holiday,

and I watered her blue hydrangea, the pepcorn geranium.
She who loved frivelity amd bought us, her "girls,"

the floral mightgowns, blushing showy as seed pearls,
over eur bare feet that blue night in her kitchea.

In time for the last tessed bouquet, I arrived tooc late
to watch her die,

Yellow, her tulips scissored inte pallbearer bloom
that morning after she was gone, resilient amd mocking
her short-cropped lawmm., And far in the shadows

her multiple myeloms bleomed, a weed with petals

that spread like fire, and the body, at last,

gone to seed, Stiff gardenia, waxed. That

elegant orooked back,

The black elot, I remember, spun

from her mouth like a rose, Time unraveling,
unraveling her bones umtil they broke

ome by oree Llke the blueheart that glowers
in curdled purple olusters,

the photographs the family sends me later
emblazen every berserk florous bruisee



Blue Rose te Bloom

Tegether we will wait

the eternity it takes,
wait for the blue rose

to erupt into rare bloom
outside the blue prayer

of the bare picture windew.

Teday, we show passersby

the yellew rese, giant as peony,

snd the baby rosebuds,

pink as pimpricks of hope.

My mether snips off a worm

like a feather. Wavy umbilical cerd.

Last summer, a brown wren

of furled hope threw himself
against our blue window

end died fluttering om the groumd,.
Ve buried him, butterflied,

beneath the roses where he belonged.

Perchance the busy-bodies stop,
our roses wither in werds,

like puffballs of wispy smoke,
Big-footed locels tamp our soil,
and they leave with armloads

of the lumped mawkish lupire,
My mother sees all this better
than me. She snips off words
with her soissors.

Next year, my mother amd I agree,
we will send to Germamy

for the black rese.

A new additien to the family

to stop eur visiters cold,

I heard tell of the black rese
frem a tin man sellimg

porcelain china for a mickel,

I still can hear the fork

ting his chima roses like a bell,

Semeday our roses will toe-=hold
and root all the way to China.

Or maybe grow wild, umruly, we say,
like my dead uncle s reses
climbing the crib rails

in fisty bloom, to touch the skye



As shadews out the day, we stand
and lomg for the black rose,
newborn in its plush velvet coat,
pronged by its black eys

and starred with baptismel dew,
waiting to die.

Fer now, though, we turn

to our slow-budded dymasty
outside the blue pane

of the picture window,
waiting fer the blue rose

to hurry up and see the light
and be borm.



Black emd Blueberry Peor

Blueberrye Blueberry poor.

So we slump in the kitchem

and saver the imitation maffin,
the stand-in cew's butter,

as good as mud pie, we say,.
Slim pickings of supper.

Sun flooding sueh goldem

im our mouths we almost agree
these berries are real,

Teday, the utility bill came
soratching at the doore Pay up
or shut off, Tulips blossom
over winter's blue lock-up.
Still ome fifty-mine cent
carnation rusts on the table,
So we are peors what of it,

Just this: Cranberry. Too sour
aftertaste, tart, the narrow

halls of this treiler, brambles
collected like umpaid bills,

landlerd picks at our reasons here,
All this fizzles thick on the tongue.

Blueberry. Swallowed like stones
as we dream of sloed eyes in sun.
Minutes or money might pit syrup
and honey, fleshed in our mouths,
But we feast with glass eyes,
scareorows in buttery fields,

straw hands plucking hungry pockets,

Blackberry. Blackberry poor.

To plump our appetite, we orave

the summer cherry of black raspberry,
the puckery huckleberry, maybe hsm it up
with wee black and blue berries,
Succulent, we learn to say,

even sum=-ripened, such lush words

lap at the tongue.

Pincherrys Prickles we smooth

with fingers washed like strong wind
through bear brambles and worms.
Mouths budded in supplication,

we beg black current imitations

to drizzle down our chins,

Roots prumed away, we stand,shivering
for the real true-blue thinge



Charlie Masselwhite Conduects the Blues

Not bad for am o0ld man
om the wagen,

Hay wagon, hayseed
gone to hell

in a handbasket.

White man with blue veins
with white name

made blues pay

for harm done, for
damages inflicted,
made blues Jump

like catfish

in muddy sad waters,

Made blues move, smooth
as chugged lightning wine
down his cheap whiskey throat,

Some kind of fist

this fission he made

that night, blues burden

looped by waist-high

kick jive, Lips and tongue.

He flutes his blues

into a high-jinx spell,

and you watch him fleat it ... wide
to the heartbeat edges.

He spelled his pain
out of stone, jagged
years he jackhaymered
out of the road.

Made peanut shells rain
on the dusty floer

of Wet Willie's

in wilting Saecramento.

All the chained spirits
of the animal world
queked imn his raining
sweat, hlis harmonica
glowered golden

like saxaphone, notes
fading his pulsating
blood like magio bullets,



And the black bedies

in the erowd bopped

up and down like the end
of the world had begun,
come from this skinny
little white man

stick man

with the concave belly.

Made blues yell

"Had it," give up,

ery "Uncle," and the crowd
jitterbugged to his cuts,
ocroomed to his bruises,

as Charlie Musselwhite

held fast the husking

blues through his shivering,
ravaged no=body.

10



Black Octaves

"Black octaves” of silence,
he wrote of the nightly
ambulanoe, and what did I
know of his nights

for he lived at the bottom
of the bridge, I perched

at the top, the South
Saskatchewan River could have
been the Sea of China,

That summer we walked the plank,
took the bridge down for lumch
at a local cavern with sconces
on the walls, And then he left
for higher ground, for spires.

"That grassy ocean of land,"

he wrote me last year,

and again the wind singed me,
while we walked the grey sod
and the prairie in our minds
roared like a mating call until
I, too, took flight years ago.

He gave up his poetry, he said,
yet the prairie grows vaster
in his letters until I swear

it will take over the world

as far inland as White Russis.

Refrains we explain in our letters
why we plan never to return

and the tidal waves pull us

back to the contineat's core

while we hesitate for the dove

and the olive branch until we are
sea=sick as sailors, Sourvy-limbede.

When we meet again some day,

we will kmow one another

by the furrows that blacken

our foreheads, by the wildflowers
wilting our eyes, by the gopher tracks
that mapped our facess And all

those sparrow songs

that flatted eur years,
then flew away,

11



Her Piano

She drapes her brown cascade of careless hair
Against this dark old sill by the window,
Sighs aloud fer a polished baby grand piane.

In this roomful of books, umdusted, overdue
At the library, she'll open her ruby threat
And varnish that piano, note by shining nete,

"By a window," I add, "with tulips peering in,"
"Roses," she echoes, "The roses in busty bloom,
A bowl of oranges, & ocat asleep in the room."

We grow older and graft eurselves to solid things.,
She writes me of her glowing job, her shiny daughter
With flaxen hair spun from pats of marigold butter,

I lecked myself in a tower of moth-eaten books,
Caged myself daily im its cleudy observatory,
Punching black holes inte squares of delicate ivory.

She turned to botany, I dusted off her piamo,
Sunflowers mocking the white walls with strippling bars.
Her piano riding my back, branding roses fiery as Mars,

12
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Don's Cemet

He told how 4,000 stars vanished

as he looked umswerving imto sky,
how the sudden cemst hung heavy,

a sword parting the aight, a stone
gritting the corner of his eye.

How he braked om his way te Billings,
city of trailing wvapor lights.

His voice shone amber as a lanternm,
traoing this cld celestial emen,

a broom from an old Chimese tale,
naybe the year Jerusalem fell,

the forked tail of a devil from Frsance
or the journey ef the Bethlehem star,

I thought of the blue orackle, the hot awe
of fiery mortherm lights, a trip that lasted
years, eyes blurring like small stars

from the spit of highway dust. 1 saw

cold sundogs hanging high on a hill,

their hackles in shredded rainbows

from another world, when I took a trip

from Canada in 42 below,

Listening te his miracle, I oconsidered
his gift in my slow-wheeling maelstrom
of voices and murk. This dirt party
that gees on everyday, street-lights
that line my might. Slew black dots

of sleep ciroling, and I thought

of that truant eomet come to kiss

his eyelids while I lay heavy asleep.

I thought of his ocomet until dawm

when his elitism flashed me like a lkmife,

And I mised oa radium, one thousamd

shooting stars in a large, quivering sky

under magnifying glass. Released froem uranium,
turning to gas. And then lead, a helf-life

of lead, longer than the rest of my life.

Or: lead spun into gold, three ions removed,

A light, a fire,in this brief oscillating life,

Then, at dawn, I remembered

how near the Potomac River

its hard mist steaming black,

he saw a new-bora calf

wobbling straw in the frosted air,
Shining, this drowned star

brought hard with wonder

into a world of ice and Midas light,



Constellations

Steering this slippering rim
welded te jet wheels

on & runted orange tractor

ocalled Allis

guiding it like an eily butterfly
in wary concemtrie orbit

under am apricet blusher moon,

I dream eof clustered cities,

the tingle of meon sigas

umder my acned skin,

Greasing the sheen of mewer blade
to crop hay, I dream of makeup.
Stere coumnters of perfume,

snipping the Bee~hum alfalfa in sun,
Net kmowing them the same,

I want te whirl with my taffetas
rustling the sky, with dirt

never shuffling the palms,

Become a ocenstellation glitterimg
in shuttered, smoky roems,

This land I never knew,

Where the galaxies of grain
lay like bright permanemt waves
on a women's soft skull,

14



The Cearse Grain of 0ld Phetographs

This moraing

I am making the bed

tucking in

the square good cerners

the barley beards

and whitened oat=blue chaff

a certain laughter ef blue flax,
this phalanx of place.

If I psuse by this patohwork,

I smag my hem en your prairie,

I see you orossing

those restless waves

of wheat readying

for hard spring, you sift
your liquid harvest

inteo the greea two~ten
and you drive away, but
you never wave,

This spring,

raking the lawm,

I see yeur stubbled
fingers move,

the grey-green bene
you breught me

from Spain

lost new like the skull
of woodland caribeu

I find by the river,
your wink is that old,
and you always move,

This daguerreetype, charred
groy as mosquito smudge

to keep memory's pimprick
from burning black

88 & prairie fire.

The new grewth will shoet
square and clean as this bed,

Lagt time I returmed,

your shadow out

the plain like the humting
knife of sutum om my face,

One goed man, ome moom so gelden
when the weather turms
the soythe of the years.

15



Bent Arrews

[for a girl who jumped from Umiversity Bridge,
Saskatoom, Saskatchewam, Jamuary 1973]

You should welsome

such Golden labs, these bent arrews
all wind-screams and slide-ass
panic=struck and down the river dank
come to fimd you,

Golden Labs that streak dewn your hill
like a meteer shower,
frantic as shooting stars.

You are waist-deep in river

on those brekem legs

and the city lights of Saskatoem
play a mean game en your face,.

Vhat dog orossed your bridge
what regular meter

collapsed your weather.

I stand high om this bridge
but I canmet

help yeou in that water,

"My lezs — I den't feel & thing,"
your voice small as a stickpin
and the siren

it bays

so angry, ceme toward

your black avalamche,

Girl, yeu wear such

mud, this blue pmeumonia,
pearl blue, how you glimt
like a cold dime

in & wishing well

mired im your hsll=hele
on am lced Jamuary might,

You play yeur newest part,
petulent, as Lady Lazarus,
Some breskthrough you made,

Miffed,
you act like
it's some surprise,

16



Like Ioarus, maybe, you tried

to travel toward the sum

and plunged instead into the sea,
at an ice=breaker of a party.
And you walked on the water
aayway, aad oomplained

of the celd,

17



Tire Tracks

The tire traocks umravel
all ever my front lawm
some ocareless hand
traeing deuble rimgs
dangerous in the night.

The snow is melting

patches imte ripped earth

and dun grasses amd worn trees
beg another chamoce, orooked
under winter-killed sky.

Tomight the river

throws a curved reminder

of my heart's dirty bouquete.
Dragging your wet boots

in a trail of mud,

This week will carry you
far to Denver, a stireamer
flown in Blackfoot breeze.
Meanwhile the morth wind
knots up my hair,

Mon used te steam
dewn this river.

They never got farther
than Fert Benten,

40 miles away,

18



Swaybacked Barms

My father and I will rell
through that naked land

on that rutted Indian road
looking fer swaybacked

barns, We will take pioctures,
just as we always planned.

Last time, as usual,

we were im a lmrry, aad

I said, another time,

and he said, there's mno time
like the present, We argued
but he gave in like a man,

last week, my father caught

his finger in the auger, drove
himself to town 22 miles,

Wher I was young, the auger
grabbed him by the pantleg,
choked his leg a blooming mauve,

A year ago, my father burst
his catheter im the bathroom
like a balloom. lLast year,
his hip socket was replaced,
Now he needs new knee joints,
The elbows will be going soon.

My father and I, says my mother,
stock our cameras like armories,
alweys ready to shoot down moving

things. My father collected arrowheads

when he ploughed his land. Me,
I'm busy with historical enquiries.

This month, I twisted my emkle
ice-skating my way to Easy Street,
And we argued arch supports

like bones ceuld span the distance
that orosses continents

between our restless feet.

Next year, my father sad I

will prewl that foundering

back coumtry, and admire swaybacked
barns, and while we're at it,
we'll stop amd smap pictures

of one memorial we missed
from that old war battlegrewmd,

19



My Mother's Hands Meve Like Oxen

In my mother's rese garden

most of the bushes

winter-killed this year.

She sighs, Kauckles swollen
like & blessom, my mother's hands
cup wounded wrens,

My mother says they found my uncle,
her little brether, 59, dead

in his house two weeks,

air spewing with flies.

Even the blue rese,

the ome that never bloomed

is done, she tells me,

Died last summer. Bugs.

In our old house, weathered

grey as dust, the mops amd brooms
hanging teall, the sunlight

is warping the wood crooked.

My mother's cheeks

blistered into roses

from cold, hands tamping

the loose ztones of earth.

I plumge my hands into ground,

I cever them over, my mother says
to me today om the telephone,

Slicing homemade bread,

my mother's chumky hands

ars moving like oxen

over the furrewed flelds

of my childhood,

Rough om the scrambled shine
of my crimped blonde hair,

she combed my hair into roadse

Last time.I went home

her hamd operation was due,
She poured a pitcher

of soft water from the rainm
barrel over my darkeming head,
end she cried over the sudden
grey im my haire

20



My Mether end Black Cat

"Fingers," my mother proclaims,

"You amd your little devil fingers.”
As she tromps dowm the basement,
the bright little bow=-tie oat
watches her, upright as pemguia,
flexing his littlest left toe,

just a trifle, he watches her ealert,
his eyes alive with ememy fire,

Fingers that tip teaspooms

with a tinker's addled paw,

fingers that flick her freezer
switches off, trip her power.
First, he peed om her side

of the queen-size bed when he

came to visit, He tore open sugar,
fell asleep im her best canning pot,.

This winter, he was my baby. I cooed
to him and talked him out of shadowed
coma, his wemting to sleepe His eyes
were sloey amd sweet, as

liquid dreeams im & teaspoon.

All swmer, my mether raised wrens
in the birdhouse my father built.
Arms raised, she shooed the farm
cats away, Angors winter ceats
hanging off them like second tails,

Themn the neighbers came by to visit,
Black Cat stole the smallest baby wren,
fresh frem the birdhouse, om a branch,
and brought her wrem to her like a gift,.

His sly gypsy "fingers" ecradling the bird,
like a gentleman at tea, he ate him,.

He made friemds, them, the wren bones crunching
like splimters ef polite oconversation.



22
My Father's Town

My father was born to Great Depression,
lost his father to mustard gas,

missed his mother a few years later.
With his omly sister, he floated

on the shores of Indian Lake Manitou
wher he was seventeen, that salty lake
where you can swim forever

and you never droewa,

Tossed flapjacks for legging camps
at Big River, sold hairbrushes

and dinner plates to Russians
starving for mews. Feund a shy girl
milking & cow, invited five hundred
to their weddinge Brought her back
to land piled low with peplar

by beaver, pimpled with stones,

end began to fam,

Wher the old-timers began to die,

my father, in his best brown suit,

skidded home granaries, failing pig-barms,
Our farm becsme & huddled wren

of greyed buildings, a town.

The tracks of my father's rubber boots
spum filaments across the mottled yard.
His eyes seeded scores of home places
with people I had never kmown.

And after we children were gene,

my mother planted flaxseed across the yard,
Flexseed, blue as the sea,

blue as his mild watery eyes that saw far
over that windy town of mud and weeds,



A Neo-Alchemist Speaks 23

We met to refine the art of alchemy
once & week,

to speak of the ultimate mystery

of the uaiverse,

to define the elementel elegy,

and ended up admiring preeipitates
falling from worn gilt paperweights,.

Ve met for comfert in our basic laboratory
somewhere in northerm Idaho

to pelish our best test tubes until

they besmed, and we measured

catheters full of each ether's specimens
like strobe lights spum from stick men

at our elite little gatheringse

We wanted only to coax the bare essence

of gold, to whirl

with the uadercurrents

of electricity

but stuck in our bedies, we investigated
space probes, We only wanted to begin anew
the fad that everybody left off, years ago,

We sgreed to cooperatively annihilate
all pleasures of the flesh

and desire instead

to mesh with the very best

fissures eof the umiverse,

but our members were petty.

We took turms guearding the doore

We cracked open & great many heads

tut we found

few pearls or nutshells of wvital interest,
Metal so cold it shone,

we called it stainless steel

and still we could mot

discover gold in anything passably real.

Cn my way home from speculation ome night
I sew our noses pressed flat

against tiny test-tube glasses,

gilt streaming through the velvety sky
like the life of the assay, a joke.

I ventured home wearing the finest
hypothesis

I've ever exposede



Some Stars Bxplode Across This Darkening Road

Sudden

I gsee this lash

the flight

of little commas,

mad dashes, startled
furballs crossing

your nighte

Your continuing narrative,
not a

period in sight,

Yet not ome

dead dog, stiff grinning
ocat appears., Sirius
emblazons your trip.

A gimple declarative
sextemeces The definite
objects of the night
play deead, draw

& blank, play

POSSURM,

The street stretches
smooth as a ream of paper,
grey as mouse, purple

as & bruise. Black

as a breke,

Marvels

to be seem each night
for the braking,.

They emerge, star
eyes blur

in the exclamation
points of your
flight,

Your leave-takings

Even the squirrels
tear up

the road, flash

their tails, asterisk
chatter of disappear,
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Rolling aleng,
you don't even

see this little

one, kitten, tail

of a question

hunoching tall,

a silent pause, padding,
gone across your roade

If you stumbled

to a stop, at least

a semi-colom, the kittem
with a broken leg,

a mangled pew,

emerged intact,

end he purred, walking
his bone into

crooked seam.

White as & rabbit,

his feet lope

out of sight

down your roade

Little stars
crossing the street
for you. Does your
epic never end?
Vhen they walk

past you, they put
" your sad shambling
trips, youwr typos,
your flight,

across the lines,
around the block,
all out of my sight,
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Snow Wash, This Cold Watercolor Day

An airy wash ef snow,

a mesh daubed with soft sponge
overlays this sad rectamgle day.
Two pines diffuse faint mystery
into the painting,

a fine squiggle of bdlack,

a knack, a feeling for form,

you might saye, Here where white
sweeps & bare zero of color,

sure absence of pigment, of tint,

These waterceolors run
spilled by a careless hand,
obstruct the bridge,

and these city sliokers
strut imto nothing.

Their grey shapes blur
inside the freme.

The slow, sweet span,

the vanishing peint

of bridges in winter.

Water rums a ragged black

that absorbs all colors,

all whites The bright pulse

of blizzards, the tragic wink

of ebony water., They pull like magnets
and spen the horizon, them

pool out of the frame.

Under the bridge,

two meallard ducks

swim like careless dots
behind the eyes

in that icy water.
Their trails ragzer a V
that rides the water
triumphsat as alien
India ink.

Sailing from under the bridge

on thet goblin black water,

they take the omly journey

made today.

Suspended on white overlay,

the eyes trace

this fooel point, their brisk sail
out of the painting,
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When Be Held This Knife

What yeu remember, Mostly, you remember this: Rain drizzling
thiek as tare. After midnight, He had a lmife. You knew that
already., Nothing to do with you. At Hardrook, that lonesome lumber
tomm, he pulled it, It shone like silver, that mmting lmife, Not
pulled om you, literally, you umderstand, Quiek as a magic trick,
he flashed ite. Strange things he had up his sleeve, Surprise,

You were hitch-hiking through the Rocky Mountains with him,
snd it was October, Wet and October-cold. You had not takem to
the mountains at first sight «=- they blecked your view, Mountain
sickness, Nobody told you. You had never been so far weste, It
was an umexpected thing,., Claustrophobia. Fenced im by roeke

You sat very still im the front of the piekup, or the ear,
or whatever, all the grim way through the mountains, and you pre=
tended to smile, Bored and blase, that's what you wanted to bes

When you were a child, you imagined roads stretching ever amd
down the meuntain sides, over and down., Not round and round,
cirecling blindly so that you never knew where you were, Maps didn't
meke sense in the mountains, That is, you knew where you were gen-
erally. Geographically, nothing seemed right. Even & compass would
have been & dead weight, there in the mountains.

Question: "Why isn't farming dome in the mountains." Answer:
"The tractors might tip over,"

Wrong answere You were in Grade Six, and Mrs, Seymour laughed
at your answere Read it aloud to the class. Threw her head back
with prim abandone All the way imto the mountains, you leaned way

out, gravity tugging against the curvess
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There, in those mountains, you passed flashes of sorry lives

ambushed by serub pine, Rusted tin cans, glinting a dangerous orange
in the night. Inside the tin-roefed little bars, the ohipped formica
tables, empty except for Seturday nights, It was an unknown red-flag
country ("Drive Slow") just beginning to boom. The hunting knife
came from a dark leather scabbard he wore hitched to his hips.

He said that he mew that country. It had everything to de with
him, then, BEverything to do with the stranger who ga&ve him and you
that rides So the stranger, who lived there, may not have been com=
pletely imnocent, after all, See, the man you traveled with pulled
mean rank on this stranger, God knows why, on & kind man neither of
you had laid eyes on before that Saturday night, He made sure the
kind men would pull, in turn, a& vanishing act,

Hardrock, the king of plywood in the West, Plywood, strips of
wood shavings glued at right angles, Out in the middle of nowhere,
in the blue midnight, like a bonfire set in all that plywood, he

pulled the hunting knife, Rain drigzling hard, Black,

%R

First, he took yeu dewntown to buy survival gear, the basis
wardrobe for going on the roads The 1960s, after alle You had
never oarried anything but a suitcase. A suitease, he said, wouldn't
do. Your seabag humg heavy over your aching shoulders later, heavy
with your mimi-skirts, fishnet hose and travel-sized mekeup and

potions for every possible occasion.
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You paid $10,99 apiece for the torquoise sleeping bags. One
had a purple drawstring; the other drawstring was black. Nylon se
cheap is squealed when you moved. You bought the aluminum mess
kit, shimy-new, and seabags and the hunting kmife for slicing meat
and cheese, Down at the Army samd Navy Surplus, down in the base=
ment where the sun never shines, The shabby light was dim like the
far country of cloudy dreams., He knew some of this better than you.
The mess kit fit together like measuring cups. The 1lid clamped down
tights Also: ome tent, #13.99., A two-man pup tent. Room enough
for one persom, reallye. And so you headed West,

First, you passed the curvilinear foothills, bumped and swollen
like a disease, Then came the big ones, mountains, more dangereus,
more abstract., You kmew they would never end., Ditches, gorges
alongside the read., One curve after another, shimning in the sum,
and you just sat and stared. The cars that picked you up hurtled
those narrow roads at what you considered excessive speed, Like
arrows followinmg right amgles, like boomerangs. You held onto one
dash after another, and waited for whatever came around the next
curve, You had never been anywhere on a dare beferes

The question you asked yourself, over and over, eyes on the

curves and the driver and the odometer, was: "Why now?"

ek

Cash Creeke A mist of evening lights coming on amd you remem-

ber the feel of damming nestalgia that pervades small towns every-
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evorywhere, The desperation of spending & night there, in that
deadly little town, with too little money. Robbed, maybe.

Stabbed, sleeping By the side of the road, Dangerous plans,

Then a silver car flashed by and squealed to a stope Barra=-
cuda, you read on the rear bumper as you ran for the doors The man
you were traveling with, hot on your heels, A car toe flashy for
good taste, you thoughte A hesitation. The man at the wheel, But,
wait, & small bey upright en the back seat, chubby hamds tugging the
men's long curls., Relief, As good as a Pieta amyday.

"Where ya headed?" Some town you'd mever heard of.

"How old is your boy?™"

"Three or four, I think." As you were considering this, it
turned darke.

In the front seat, the two men shared a smoke., From the back
seat, you saw the rolling fog pervade the mountains and block the
headlight beams, and then came the curves. Switehbacks, they are
ocalled, yeu learmed later, Curve upon curve upon curve, And you
wound around and around and you felt the tires begin to umravel,
to lose contact. And he almost lost it, Once, you rolled outward
and outward, out of orbit, ead then you almost didn't come back.

"The kid. He's got a kid, yeu told yourself, holding the
doorhandle with both hands., The edometer: Now 80, mew 90, Ylou
olosed your eyes until your stomach whirled. Rose to your throat,

Street lights, reflections glinting sideways, noises of traffiec,
and you epened them,.

"De you know this town? Where's the Keg and Cleaver?"
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Shocked, you looked at the driver, the black leather jump-

suit yeu mever metieed befores. You shook yeur head: Ne,

Whea you jumped out at the next street corner, yeu turmed te
the man you were traveling with, "He didn't evem kmow the road, He'd
never been this way beforeys" you marveled in awe., And then yeu began.
to shake, Spasms like sebs, Teeth, bones, everything,

"He didn't evem kmow the read."

*xgx

The last stop befere you reached the coast, he stopped and
bought pre-slioced cheese that tasted like Flastiocine and sliced
bolegma, am wmhealthy speckled pink, and doughy bread that dented
in the bag like a surly marshmallow, The driver dropped both of
you, him and yeu, at a campgroumd rimmed by rocks. In the clearing,
the water dripped off the branches, amd the split wood was wet and
green. Although your grandfather taught you te make fire in a wood-
stove, pleating strips of newspaper like chiffom, tonight you could
not make a fire, Neither ceould he.

In the morning you caught a ride, got warm. Your high=heeled
boots were begimning te wear down, heels crumbling Jagged and umeven,

So mueh for romantic interludes, yeu thought.

x%%

When you reached the coast, you fouad a bus-girl job. No one

wanted to hire him. Every night, as the fog wafted in, you crossed
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the bridge to work, reviewing the Neptune Flatter menu as you went.

You couldn't tell a soallep from a orabe Not that you careds The
kitchen floor was slippery with seaweed. The restaurant was a moored
steamship, with a picture of Long John Silver on one wall., Petunias
planted aroumd the prow,

A few hours into every shift, the bumps on your Achilles tendon
blistered and bled, oozing through your nylons and white nurse's shoes.
The head dragon lady told you that your blue eyeshadow was too loude

"Here," she said, handing you & used napkin. "Wipe it off.
While you're at it, wipe the blood off your legse. Table Five wants
more hushpuppies. Foreocastle,"

And every night you returned to the hotel., The cleaning lady
at the hotel quit because she said you were eooking in your room.
Just & little cheese and bologna, you said,

Then, one night the man you were traveling with was not at the
hoteles Finally, you foumnd hime Down the street, in a little bar,
arms around two women. Talking to the ome that looked all of six=-
teen, in a Sophia Leren kind of way. Black hair parted in the
middle, green eyes batting false eyelashes big as butterflies, When
he could mo longer stand straight, finally, you took him back te the
hotel,

The next morning, you ocut yeur long hair into & short pompedeur,
end foumd one of his jean jackets, amd together, you strolled down-
town, serene as an old married ceuple, almost broke, That night,

you didn't bother going to werke
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You saw your first ceckroaches, and he laughed when you

called them water beetles. Every morning, you began to eat
breakfast at Woolworth's, Eighty-nine cents, Lunch and dinner
were a three-course meal at a Chinese cafe, long and narrew as a
hallwey. A dollar eighty-nine, A better deal, You only threw
up after the breakfast,

And then you got the letter. It was a sunny, almost happy
day, you remember, A slight ohill hung at the edges, almost
dispelled by the sum. You spemt your last quarter om a chipped
crockery cup of soapy coffee. Suzy, your best friend, was headed
inlend, she wrote., ©She was leaving Maine, and her boyfriead, in
a little fishing village at the edge of the seas "A picture book
place," she wrote. Houses in bright colors, she said, like
children's blockse You had seen those pictures but thought they
were & lie. Her boyfriend, she wrote, spent their last $20 on
a second-=hand guitar., Now, he needed strings, Worse, he could
net sell the guitar with broken strings. She was going home,
she wrote. No extra baggage.

You held her letter gentle as a tea=leaf reader would hold a
teacup, turning it sidewsys, up snd down. But you had no money.

"Inlemnd," you told him., Out of the mountains, you thought,
away from the salty air, the fog. He argued, of course, "Inland,"
you repesated to him, angry nows Imland, of courses

Together, Suzy went home, beyfriemd in tow, you learned months
latere She gave in. Side by side, they hitch-hiked, two thousand
miles. The last two hundred miles, they stole sugar packets and

coffee cresmers for tiny spurts of emergye. Going homee



Suzy told you this years later, ufler they married.

* % %k

And so you packed your seabag and bought a suitcase, second-
hend, for the extra things like nurse's shoes, By then, he had
found a job.

"No traveling light anymore," he grumbled. He came anywsay.

%k

And so on & Saturday night in the mowmtains, he pulled the kmife,
That afterncon, on the trip out of the mountains, a youmg man in &
four-wheel drive stopped and took him and you into town for dinner,
And then the three of you ended up at the bar, You sat with them
at a chipped formica table, listening to George Strait and Red Foley
on the jukebox., The youmg man bought round after round of beer.

Later, at the young man's log cabin, he cracked open a new
case of beer. The man you traveled with wrenched the bottles open
with his teeth, but you used the bottle opener and drank from the
glasse Both men drank their beer straight from the bottle.

Sitting around, warm and pleasant as you could please, and out
of nowhere, the man you traveled with stood up and pulled the knife.

The knife curved to a silvery point,

"I'm going to kill you, you mother,” he told the young man.

Behind him, on his right, away from the kmife, you walked over

to the man you traveled with., "You don't mean it," you said, "You're
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joking, right?™ And again you said it. "You're trying to scare

us,” you said finally., Neither of them said anything; they just
looked at each other, That was all,

"Come out to the porch," you told him., "Now. I want to talk,"
You stayed behind him all the way outside, And on the porch, in
the rain, quiet as a kid, he criede And you took his knife,

"You were going to leave me." His face hung with the effort
of saying ite The night surrounded you, "Weren't you?"

His head bobbed like a bottle lost at sea, with the pain of
it, tears streaking his face like rain knifed by a windshield wipere

(Sometimes, when you're traveling, you see a figure from afar,
orossing the road maybe, and that is who you want to bes Or maybe
it's someone you meets The possibilities narrow. You see the road
for the rag you're wearing, a journey to, and from, the places that
reninded you of home. The rest becomes mere background scenery., And
then somewhere in that stream of exhaust, a little house pops out at
you, jumping from the side of the road, and likely it has a picket
fenoces You think: If you get off, it will all stop for you. And
how you'll settle, and buy curtains and measuring ocups. The sweet=
ness of street lights coming on, like stars apeinst purple twilight,
That's what you thought, after reading Suzy's letter,)

So now you saw you'd made your bed and, God help you, how you'd
lie in its A lie that would travel light years and how one day, no
guarantee on survival gear, would end, You simply ocouldn't see the

plywood for the pickets back then,
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"No," you told him., Gaining momentum then, piecking up speed.

"No, you're wronge You're imagining things, I tell you."

When you went back inside, the young man, a&s harmless as any
blue-eyed boy with dimples, was slumped over the cofflee table., He
was orying.

"Wish to God I never seen you guys. Never picked you up, or
anything," he sobbed,.

You put a hand on this young man's shoulder, the first time you
had touched him., "He's sorry," you said. "Real sorry. See?"

"Yeah, real sorry," the man you traveled with told the young man.
"I don't know what came over me. Went orazy or somethinge Too mmach
beers, Man, oh man, I'm sorry.” He slumped into an armchair, heavy
as an old man, face buried in his hands,

"Everything's fine now," you told them. "It's OK, see?" Like
traveling & curve, you were trying to stay on solid grounde

"Let's all have a beer and get some sleep," you saide

"How did you ever get into this mess?" you asked yourself, You
sat in a corner, feeling sick and bloated, as the two men drank an-

other beer. Your eyes foggy as any windshield in cold drizzle.

Slightly steamede

ke K

The next merming, the young man gave him and you a ride te the
highway, on his way to work at the mill at six, First, he stopped
and bought two large syrupy coffees and two soggy plastic-wrapped

sandwiches,
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"Thank you 80 mich," you teld him, getting out of the pickupe

"It's been greate It really has."

"I puess I like te help," he said slowly. "I always think: One
of these days, it could be me,"

On the highway that morning, you saw your breath disappear
like olouds as you watched the exhaust frem his truck vanish down
the roade

"Ittg not like we'll ever see him again,” you told the man you
traveled with, "Is it?" He didn't answer you.

Neither he nor you ever mentioned that night again.

Shortly after, the frost began to melt. You took the road that
stretched past the foothills and farther still, Out of the moum-
tains, you knew the fog had lifted and you could see a long waye.
For the first time im a few months, you thought you would have a
long-range view,

That was the day that you passed out of the moumtains, past
Hell's Gorges You breathed a long sigh or relief when you began
coming down into the foothills. By then, you had begun to bleed,
spotting a little, giddy with exhaustion.

Listen: Suppose none of it ever happeneds You made it all up.
You had to, so that you could survivee Where else but in the moun=~
tains? And, maybe, if some of it were true, if you were forced to
live with something like that ~- suppose it had nothing, truly, at

all, that coumtry, nothing to do with you?
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And so you got off the read with him and you moved to the
outskirts of a little prairie town, For days, oome spring, the
wind howled in the coulees. TYou sat in your snug house overlooking
the gentler relling hills and plains, smg as a Buddha, The wind,
he complained that spring, made his head ache, made him crazy, Ome
day, he brought home a child's toy train with a whistle that sounded
like & boiling tea-kettle. Weeks later, it derailed.

And he didn't ask about it, but yeu ocarried the knife like &
shield, the talisman in jits dark soabbard, something you might need
to live with him, buried deep in the black folds of your seabagz, om
the upper shelf of yeur closete You had pulled the knife out of
his hand in a town called Hardrocke. But then triumph is not every-
thinge You didn't lkmow,

Later, you realiged that you didn't remember the young man's
face, but you knew you would know him anywhere. No stranger, he was
just like you, trying to get along in a Iiving room that turned
frigid as the Alps. Way before you even guessed the question, the
man you traveled with knew the story of any life: Doves forsced from
a black coat, released to sudden silvery lighte Surprise,

Did you ever leave that plywood town at all?

This is what you remembere This: All the way back, not one
stop sizm in sight. Jagged peaks im the rear-view mirror. An
empty two-lane highway., Just what you thought you finally wanted,

Coming down out of the mountains, flat blacktep all the waye
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Bobbee Cee

See, Jels Cee is in the bathrooms That's when Marmie lets
gos Big cheerleading Marmie with knockers that make you leok
like a boy in cheerleader's umiform. Marnie with the plamed
face, a moneyed cure for acme (her last husband), and that deep
red slash of busy hair with bangs, or is the Dynel tonight?
You'd bet anybody in this bar e Budweiser that Marnie grew up
with golden soreem cutouts of pouty Brigette Bardot om her
teenaged walls, Not youe But, sure as Cinzano, se did Jolsa
Cee.

"God darm that little pisser, I'll kill him." Marnie grits
her pearly baby teeths The barstool squeals, umeesy umder her,

"Who?" You think maybe it's Benny who gave up smoking and
took up eating instead. Benny, Marnie's boyfriend with the white
patent leather speedboat shoess. Chomping on Caesar Salad, rib-
eyed steak, Pinky lifting, baring thet dismond=-crusted wedding
ring, shoveling it in., But Benny's not little, by any meamns nor
is Diana, his fat wife with the squinty pig eyes hiddem in that
brown swag of hair, who comes in once im a while and doesn't sus=~
pect a thinge "Brown cow," she moos at us. Of course, we all
laugh at her. All that Kahlua and oream. Fumniest thing you've
ever seen.

Marnie doesn't say anything, Who are you te push it? You
swipe down the bar with a justwbleached rag and look at her,
curious as anythinge

"Ughy Get that thing awayl she mutters, rubbing her snub nose,
Clouding up her mirrer, you thinke BHer shiny fermice bartope But no,
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she's perched on the barstoel, surveying the loumge like Mussolini

with a hangover,

How does she manage, you wonder, refilling the sweet-sour
mix, Does she glue on that hair, along with her eyelashes? And,
if she's as big-boned as she says, how come she's not hefty, Ber,
she could put on a 32,95 dress the cost of two bar shots, and she'd
look like a champsgne cocktail., TYou'd look like a bar-rag, in need
of some bleaching, you think,

How old is she amyway, you wonder, Thirty-eight, that's right,.
That olde You saw her application form one time when oute little
Roe, with the red Dorothy Hamill cubist "do," swished by in a hurry,
ag usual, dropping some papers under a barstool, You shake your head,
Who'd believe it? That olde

You piok up Marnie's half-eaten erange slice and dimpled cherry.
Your fault. Againe You forgot she hates cherries when you mixed her
strawberry PinX Colads. Worst of all, Marmie can be nice, well, al=-
most nice when she's not playing Golda Meir or Maude., You wonder,
for the hundredth time, where women like Marnie come from., Omoe,
you think, all women wanted to look a certain way: 1like Marnie,
And tried., Now, none of them doe But Marmie., Hasn't she heard
that flat-chested is in? Now, you, you've fashionable. But not
sexyes You chamge the nepkin under her drink, You're beginning
to feel like Marnie's maid.

Face it, you're tireds It's only 6 pem. on a Saturday night,
and you've only been on shift an houre It's winter and already
dark. In snother hour, the place will be crawling with barflies and

fruitflies, You still have to slice the oranges and lemons (no thanks
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to Marnie. She's the other bartender. It's her job, in the day-

time when business is slow.), and your white ruffled shirt is
already stained with oherry juicee Your bowtie is slipping. You
re-pin your neme tag with the happy face, and give Marnie a dirty
loocke You hope she doesn't turn arouad just now,.

You twirl a few napkins with your highball glass, ruffling amd
fluffing the edges just so. You set them in rows like dollies om
the bar, Marnie jabs a pile with her pointy elbow and they float
over the bar ledge inte the sinke You toss the soggy mess into the
garbage, She doesn't even notice.

Probably looking for a new beyfriend, you think. Hot dates
You cut your finger on the paring kmife, "Damm," you mutter,
sucking the cut,

All you need now is Bobbee Cee to come mooning in, and start
clowning around with his usual nonsense,

"Naw," seys Marnie, turning back to the bar, "Use the other
paring knife. It's sharper, Not Benny == this time," she threatens,
stubbing out her black gold=tipped Nat Shermen cigerette, defiant as
nobody's businesse Her laquered fingernsils (Are they real? Can't be.)
flash like fire,

You eye the golden filter littering your ashtray. Cupping
another ashtray on top of hers, you lay a fresh one down, and stack
the dirty one in the pile om top of the dishwassher. Once at closing
time, you found & cigar stub in an ashtrey, Under the rosy bar
light, the stub looked like the tip of a dead finger. You circled
around and around the table, not daring to touch it, until the lights

came on and you saw it was just a cigare



42
You sigh, Net loud,

"Where the hell's Jela? Drown in the bowl or something?" She
jerks herself upright then, amoothing her decorative fingerneils on
that short black skirt swathed around her hips. Some uniform, you
think, The white sweater sails the curvese You're not from the
same planet, you thinke Several men at nearby tables turn to applaud.
So maybe, you think hopefully, she's mad at Jola Ces,

"Keep her tusy, that son-ef-a-bitch saysl" Mammie ignores the
men., You see her swagger over to meet Jola at the door, and they
move to & table on the upper level of the lounge., You start a
double J&B and a strawberry Pina Coladag double light rum.

A couple of customers at the bar begin waving their empty
highball glasses now that Marnie's disappeareds You ignore them
and light a ocigarello, "What the hell's going on now?" you mutter
to yourself. "And why a rush hour on a big=time Saturday night?
No fireworks. No bar fightss Why don't people just plain stay
home, for Chrissakes? Why me?"

"Annie, hurry up." Dave, the food brokef in town again this
month for a couple of days, calls from his usual spot down at the
end of the bar, where he can eye newcomers, preferably blondee
Does he think you're his maid?

"OK, OKe Coming,™ you stub out the ocigarello half=-smoked.
“hat a waste of money, you thinke. You dip into the back room and
teke a slurp from your latest mispour, a "mistake," As you pour
Dave's scotch, you squint at him through the clouds of smoke. Next

thing, he'll be wanting you to pick up his socks, tooe Already, his

tie is flopping around the limp collar of his wrinkled shirte
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"last call for happy hour," you announce.

ek

See, Bobbee Cee is a Texas orphan. The way he says it, it
sounds like the whole state up and died on him. You ought to know;
you've heard him tell it enough times, If you wanted to play a fool,
you oouldn't do it any better than Bobbee Cee, Hell, you could put
on a Hitler~thin mustache and a black tuxedo and tell Bobbee Cee's
story without one mispoure. You're small enoughe. Concave, His
parents up and left him, so he says, and then he grew up on the
street in El Paso, stealing and playing the flute or something for
nickels or dimes. When Bobbee tells this part, big tears well up
in his eyes and down his acned cheeks, About that time, his listen=
er orders another round. When it gets to this point, even though
you're just bartending, and half-listening out of boredom, you
almost feel like you're in on it, tooe

"Thenks most kindly. Most appreciated,” Bobbee Cee says, all
formalese, and he raises his glassful in salute. About this time,
there's usually a muttered altercation over the bill, because
Bobbee Cee only drinks in numbers above doubles. Then, says Bobbee
Cee, he was in and out of detention homes for years, headed for
trouble, when some old lady took him in off the street and made him
clean up his acte She made him eat regular meals and (ugh) drink
milk, says Bobbee Cee, and she bought him piano lessons. And then

Bobbee Cee fell in love with this here baby grand, he says, and he's
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talking about the piano, not Jola Cee, and he named her Penelope

in honor of the old lady, and took her on the road, & big black
end blue polished piasno. Bigger than little Bobbee Cee, you think,

And, by now, it's time for another round. "Aint't it time for
this one to be on the house?" wheedles Bobbee Ceee And then, shortly
after that, he met Jola Cee, Jola, & big woman with a kind, aging
face and brown eyes and a wide bottom, except Bobbee Cee doesn't
put it like this. And they took up orbit on this carnival circuite
Except Bobbee Cee believes in putting the best possible light on
everything, The way he tells it, he fell in love with Jola Cee,
and they moved into a palace and lived happily ever after, after
this "Ranchetta Mirage" got to be their home. Double, or ditto
for Jola Cee, of course, Shelter from the roads And here Bobbee
Cee laughs and gives somebody, some female, & luge Actually,

Bobbese and Jola Cee are here only three months out of the year, six
weeks at a time, but sometimes it feels like they're never gone.
Six years at a time is more like it, and the bartenders don't even
get a break, Not when Bobbee and Jola Cee are arounde They haunt
this place like ice=-tinkling poltergeists,

"How's my gals?" Bobbee Cee yells like a rodeo cowboy, with
his on- and off-again Texas twang, different every time, as he
swaggers into the loungees Likely, he pretends he's got a gun slung
to his skinny hipse He hugs and kisses everybody that he just left
minutes agoe "My home away from home," he sighs, happy as a fruitfly
in an orange bitters bottle. "All my beautiful women."

So we pour him several drinks into one glass, a measured pace of

doubles, on the house. He zives us his cowboy hat, big, black,
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ten-gallen, to holde

*heK

The first night you met Bobbee Cee, you thought of a mongrel
puppy. He strode in, whistling, and when he sat down, his back-
bone stuck out like a diagram of vertebrae, His big black eyes
glowed at you.

Bobee and Jola Cee, the little chicken bone man and his sun-
shiny Big Mama, perched at the bar like a bright pair of birds,
alternately pecking each other and preening, eyes watching every-
thing, like perky whiskey-jacks.

They acted like tending a bar was some kind of house-warming
party, meant just for them.

"Hi, I'm Bobbee Cee, and this here in Jolas I'm the new act."”

To be nice that night, you buy them a drink, praying, by God,
no bosses are in sight. The bosses like to sink in at a table of
regular customers and watch the bartender with shot-glass eyes.
They like to aot like Pinkerman Detectives, Give away a drink, they
tell you at staff meeting, and you're fired,

"Doubles," Bobbee Cee explains, "We drink doubles. It saves
on glasses and bar soap." And he winks,

They are silent a full mimute in reverence, as they gulp their
drinkss You concentrate on making & drink for Freddy, one of the
dining room waiters.

"Didja see that?" Bobbee Cee turns to Jola. "What is that,

the funny one with the colors? The rainbow?"
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"Pousee=cafe," you mutter, oozing liquers over the back of

a long~handled bar spoon.

"Wonderfule Isn't she plain wonderful,” Bobbee Cee commands
Jola Cee.

"If's the densities,” you explain. "Some ligquers are lighter
than others, that's alle, Nothing to it." You don't mention that
half the time you pour too gquickly, and the liquers run into one
another, and then there's this tiny pomy glass that looks like
someone threw up into it., Grenadine on the bottom, mot even a
liqueres A sugar syrup with red dye and cherry flavor. At that
price, a customer deserves better, Marnie can never get it right,

A deadly hesitation. You hope Bobbee Cee doesn't want one,

"A beacher,” declares Bobbee Cee cheerfully, banging his smpty
glass down like a shote "You otta be a teacher, I say. You otta
be in the schools."

"A teacher?" It's like you've never heard the word before. Is
he trying to say you can't pour? After that pousse~cafe? Maybe
the doubles are too weak, you think,

He waves his glass outward, to signal he wants another drink.

"Too much elass for a bartender, Leave it to the rest of them.
You'd be good with children. Look at me, how far I've comee" His
bigz black eyes land on Jola Cee. "Wouldn't she?"

"Uh huh," she agrees, stifling a yawn, smiling at you.

"Get Jola one, tooe Here, top 'eme" He hands you both glasses.

You pour triples this time. "Fresh rocks?" you ask, dropping

the subject of teachers forever, you hopes
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"Might dilute the gold." Bobbee Cee winks at you.

You are a quiock study. Bobbee and Jola Cee, you learn that
night, keep their bartender on her toes. They are a bar crowd
in themselves, except they don't take up too mach room. Two
barstools, two glasses, that's all, Cheap drunks. High prices,

The yellew J&%B labels on the green bottles pile up, flashing
from the floor by the dishwasher, And big Jola and lit+tle Bobbee
Cee keep drinking umtil nine, when Bobbee Cee's set beginse Lord
knows what Marnie does with them in the daytime, Lucky, Jola's
not as bade But Bobbee Cee must hang on, sticky as a fruitfly.

At nine, Bobbee Cee plugs in the stars on the ceiling (ao-
tually they're white Christmas lights), and he begins to croen.

By the end of another happy evening at the piano bar, Bobbee
Cee is swackered, lurching over his piano like a ecroocked blue-
black crow and slurring his theme song, "Love Me Tender," and
nobody ever seems to notice,

"Goo'night, folks. Thiz bin Bobbee Shee. Shee ya to-
marah.," Arm in arm, Bobbee and Jola Cee travel across the bar,
across the motel to their room, down one of those nebulous hallways,.

And before he poes, Bobbee ocomes and points his little face
over the bar, almost falling into the drinks you're making,

"Shomeday I'll be a shtar," he tells youe "I'1ll go far. And
I'1ll shure as heck remember you,"

That's when you duek into the back room, and swallow a few
"mistakes,” the mispours you've been saving all night, Rusty nail
(ugh, drambuie), Dirty Mother (orange juice instead of cresm), a

Stinger (now you're talking). Bobbee Cee will remember yeue
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By now, the opening bars of "Leve Me Tender" make your stomach
miscles quiver like you're going to throw up or you're getting ready
for the race of your life, out of there.

Sure emough, your troubles double. Bobbee and Jola Cee and
Marnie and even Kitty, the head waitress get to be friends, Kitty's
been here for years, ever since her husbamnd set her house on fire one
night after she and her five kids were in bed. About that time, Kitty
kissed off the husband and came to work here, to get even, For all
you know, Kitty sat down and wrote an I0U, What Kitty owed: Every
man in the werld a ohance to let her take them for a ridee So now
she "puts out a little," but nothing of herself, she says, and her
men take her to all the best hot springs and lobster traps she hears
aboute Lucky for them, she's never heard of cavier, yete

"I hate men, anyway,” says Kitty. "Besides, Bobbee and Jola Cee
are different, Harmless, but crazy," And then Jola mnd Marnie got
to be friends beoause Benny was so busy with his business and wife and
friends, and Marnie got poutyes Besides, they're the same age.

Before you ocould shake up a martini, the Castille white rum bottles
and Kitty's Bristol Cream Sherry bottles were nestling by the J&B
bottles on the floor of the dishwasher. At least with Bobbee Ces,
he put most of his drinks on his tabe Actuslly, he probably drank
more money up than he made playinge The others' staff drinks were
under-the-counter, freees You called them your "little mistakes,"

You can say one thing for Bobbee amd Jola Cee: They didn't
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want anything but drinks., They knew the true value of a bartender,

They were orippling your pouring arme.

You couldn't even "float" the Scotch on top of their "water
light"s at the end of the night, Not even ence, They had noses
like weasels, those two., They could tell,

Like fallen arches, arthritis, hangovers, like anything else,

you get used to Bobbee and Jola Ceee

k%

"What's the big mystery?" you ask Carol, when she comes on
shift at seven. "Heard anything about why Marnie's mad?”

"Nope," she says. Sighs, "Who cares? I hate her."

"Sad little sap," you think, looking her over., "Farm girl
marrisd a dentist, and he's almost handsome. Gets her teeth capped,
and lets herself go to hell, Afro huge as a mop. Still, she's ugly
as sin, dumb as a rocke" You smile at her and hand her the $20 float,
It's going to be a long night,

You hear her asking Bet and Kitty in the back room about Marnie,
Bet, sharp and quiock as a pin, saunters over and gabs with Marnie and
Jola, By then, the bar is filling and emptying like the set-up of
glasses in front of yous The law of supply and demand: drinks,

When they call it speed=-pouring, they're not kidding., Yem line
them up like Mayhew, your old boss, taught you: Rye, Rwm, Gin,
Scotch, Vodka, Blended, Wine and Beer, Carol never remembers the
proper order, and she drives you crasy,

Besides, you have to be careful, pouring that quickly: olink twe
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bottles together in too cheerful a speed=-pour, and likely you'll

break the bottles or the glasses. Smashed glass flying above four
sinkfuls of ice is no party; it oan kill 20 minutes of peak bar
rush time, The place can riot im ten. You should lkmow; you had it
happen your first night here.

And then, before you know what hit you, you look up and it's
like you blacked outs The olook has moved two hours ahead, without
you, When things slow to an erdimary bar rush, you come back te
earth, sweating like a melting ioce cube,

"Goddasm Bobbee Cee," sereams Bet when she comes back.

“"Tell 'im te turn it DOWN," you soream back, "Ballad, Request.
Yot 'Love Me Tender.'! Give me your order while you're gome,"

She goes. "Geddarm Pimk Ladies, blemded bullshit," you mutter.
Now Carol's winking at you because Bobbee Cee has launched inte anoth-
er blookbustere She mouths her order. Ko blénded. You forgive her
at last, You smile backe

You look at your watche Stuck to your arme UNearly 11:30, Thank
God for bar time, Twenty minutes fast. Another two amd a half hours,
and then reste You wiggle your swollen tees and check the tips im
your jar with a stioky fimger, Ten deollars, plus 20 percemat from
the girlse Not bad, considering your moods Considering Bobbee Cee,.
Marnie, Considering the bar seats eight -- booming, as usual, on a

Saturday night, What else would people do in this town, besides drink?

kg
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"Tips OK?" you ask Carol when she comes aroumd again, Thank=-

fully, Bobbee Cee has moved into grenadine range, Wine and roses.
It always get the women. They practically swoon over their drinks,
with names like "Betwsen the Sheets" or "Sloe Comfortable Sorew"s,

"Uh huh, Ome old guy left me temn," Carol smirks,

Two girls in front are mooning over Bobbee Ceee The Singapore
Sling orewd, you think, Sip one slow, all night, Never heard of
tipse Aoctually, mere like Shirley Templese Jail-bait,

You nod in their direction. "Check their ID?"

"Yeah," she sighs, "Twemtye, I don't believe it a minute,"

"Fake ID," you say. "Only detected under a black lighte. Forget
it, It's mot our problems With Bobbee Cee around, it's theirse"

Bobbee Cee, his black tux oroeked, is starting te lean a little,
and it's just as well the lights are dim, you think, Likely, your
eyes are bloodshot by now,

After thundering "My Way" to a dramatic close, Bobbee Cee sits
with the two 20-year-olds. The men from the nearby tables crane
their heads for anmother quick omoe=-over. By now, Dave is gone from
his stoole

"Where'd Marnie and Jola go?" you ask Carol. Bobbee Cee waves
his glass and she rushes over to hime Carol's got the bettom sec-
tion and she's complaining, as usual, that Bet's going to get
better tips than her or Kitty. Of course, Kitty's got the best seo=
tion and Bet smiles et Carol, saying their sections are the same.

If she admitted her section was better, she'd have to share it,
Hell, you think, Yyou might get $10 alone, from Bet, or even Carole

Buy a bottle from the bar, go home and have at it, in earnest,
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"My turm and I'll deserve it tenight," you think,

"Ian't he a sight for sore eyes?” Carol is back. She nods her
head at Bobbee Cee. He's pulled both girls toward him in & bear huge.
They sit like that, all of three of them. Motionlesse Ome girl's
low=cut blouse gapes open.

"I deserve it right now,” you think, "If omly Jola Cee and

Marnie keep out of sight."

sk

One a.m., "Last call," you yell, triumphant, Bartender's revenge,

You argue with a pair of drunks that did not get happy tonight,
Funny thing about drunks, says Bet. Out of four of them, three get
happye Ome gets made You swipe down the bar and start stacking
glassess The plush red chairs empty, and the girls pick glass and
swizzle sticks from the carpet. You hope you get out of here by two.

"You owe me two-fifty," you tell Carol,

"Oh, yeah, I forgote Righty," She counts it to you in dimes,

You ring out your till and line up the Singapore Sling glasses.
Staff drinkse

And then Marnie and Jola show upe They're swackered, Now that
the bar lights are brightened, you can see the crow's feet wrinkling
the corners of their glassy eyes.

You dirty the blender arzain., You'll have a load of glasses to

wash from the staff drinks, you thinke To hell with it, leave them

for Marnie in the morninge. She deserves a breake From Bobbee Cees
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You fellow Marnie into the back room when she gets her fur

coat, She's staggering. You grab your empty Sling gless,

"Well 2"

"Know that sixteen year old step-daughter of Bobbee's, from
Jola's first marriege?"

"Little blonde. Tight jeanse So?"

"Bobbee gives me a twenty this aftermoon, tell me to keep Jola
busy." Her eyes burn staccato fire., "Busyl I'm sorry I ever ..."

"Did you?"

"What the hell else? Poor deme, Her msbend pleying aroumd with
every whore ..."

"But -- doesn't she lmow?"

"What the hell you think? How the hell should _':[__lmow?"

"Maybe net,"you say. Yeu look at your empty glass.

Marnie's lips, thin without their pink lipstick, quiver. You
wouldn't want to get close to her. Not if you were Bobbee Cee,

"I couldn't stick this dive tonight," she says. "He sure knows
how to hurt a woman's pride."”

You dim the lights, &s you fellow her back into the loumgee Jola's
off-white sparkly sweater and shiny pants glitter. Vhite on white,
you thinke You think of Merilyn Monroe who borrowed it from Jean
Harlow, Platinum hair, skin, Jola Cee will be the only hit that
Bebbee Cee gets that goes platinum, you thinke FPoor Jola Cee.

She is walking out the door with Bobbee Cee, a bottle of J&B
twinkling under his arm.

"Bring me that bottle back tomorrew!" you yell louder than you
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intended, nerveus. In the empty air, it sounds like a threat,

and

the

"Empty by temerah, Tab, love, Tab, Night, beauties,"

"let's do it arain," Jola Cee sings to Marnie as they leave,
"Soon," says Bobee Cee, the phomy.

"Stupid, stupid," pronounces Bet, going for her coat, She stops
looks down at Marnie disapprovingly. "You're sure," she warmns,
Marnie doesn't answer., Finally, she leoks up. "Benny didn't call?"
No one says anything,.

"Well," Carol rushes to the door. "Night, alle"

"Goddaxm Bobbee Ces," you announce, gulping your drink and putting
Sling gless on the bare, You turn in the doorway,

"What's it to you?"

"Don't tell Jola Cee." She gleres at you. There is & red stain

on her white sweater, She hurls the glass, and strawberries and rum

run

down the wall. You leave,

As you dump the money bag on the front desk, the night clerk

comes overe "Boss says the liquor inventory's down. One of you

gals stemling booze? Somebody's head is gonna roll,"

You reel across the street to your car, throat still burning

from the whiskey. A depressing night, you think, any way you leck

at ite

When you get home, you realize you forget your bottle of

whiskeyes And forty dollars in your pocket, Your husband Sammy

is already asleeps, You stand for & minute, looking at his defence=

less backs

You pull a ocouple of beers out of the fridges The ashtray

in the living room is overflowing. The beer cools your throat,
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"Goddaxm thet Bobby Cee," you say aleude But Saxmy is still

sleeping. As you expected, he doesn't wake,

KKK

Before you leave town, you stop in for a drink. Bobbee and Jola
Cee said they wanted to say goodbye, you tell Sammy. A shame about
your getting fired like that, they saide, Hooray, you say, Nothing
around here was ever the same anyway, ever since that night that
Bobbee Cee did whatever he dide. Or that aftermoom. Even Marnie is
finished with Benny.

Seammy's been sulky about the move,

"Remember," you tell him, "Ome drink. No doubles, And don't
buy him one., Unless you mean to buy him two or three. I want te go."

Sammy grunts, orushing his beer can., Did he even hear you? This
morning, he put om a cowbey hat before he packed the car,

"Your hat is like Bobbee Cee's," you tell him. "Except his is
bigger. Where did you get such a god=-awful thing, anyway?"

"Hey, all right," Bobbee Cee exclaims, swinging the door of his
room open. He bews, and hugs Sammy, and their hats almost collide,
You ceough, to cover your smile,

When he hugs you, his skinny bones twitch,

"You guys serious or what?" He looks from Sammy to you.

"Of course," you say, mffy. "We're leaving town."

"I meant your outfit," he says, winking at you., He's talking
about Sammy's hat, and your red beret, and the green dress with the

yellew squarese
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"Of course," you say. "I'm all through with black and white

uniforms and sticky money." You think: No more ringside seats, no
more bull, no more Bobbee Cee,

"C'mon, I'1l buy you a drink," Jola is still in beds You walk
over to the lounges The smell of bleachyof stale beer wafts at you,

You order a Bloody Mary for the hangever, Dsm hes another beer.
To celebrate, Bobbee orders a triple J&B, Milk on the side."

You look at him in surprise, "Coats the stomach," he says,
"Ulcers,"

You beat Bobbee Cee to the punche "To a star," you say.

"My first of the day." Bobbee Cee 1lifts his glaess after you,
in self=-oongratulation. It's a lie, He had a half-full glass when
he came to the door, You saw it,

Behind the bar, Marnmie is karate-chepping the lemons and oranges.
Her uniform is, as usual, freshly pressed, the white blouse bleached,
No stainse, Once in a while, she lifts her head and gives you a dirty
looke You and Bobbee Cee.

"Time to hit it, Sam," you say, gulping your Bloody Mary., "Good
luck, Bobbee Jee. Say bye to Jola for use"

He cups his hands outward on our heads, like he is pronouncing
e benediotion, "Come home and visit," he says solemmly. As you
escape, you drapes his scarf around your necke.

You wave at Bobbee Cee, silhouetted through the big lounge
windows, as you drive away.

"Fireworks there,”" you say, "Marnie and Bobbee Cee, Some pair,"

You giggles "Didn't even buy goddaum Bobbee Cee a drink."

"Trying to zive me a soarf, can you imagine? The man must think
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he's Elvis Presley." Of course, you suddenly reslize: "Bobbee

Cee." Bobby Vee, Bobby Vinton, Sandra Dee. All those people
from the 19508s Bobby sox. "Bobby's Girl," that old songe

"Goddezm Bobbee Cee," you yell, You tilt your head against
the seat, "Go, let's get out of here,"

Sammy hands you your bottle of cherry whiskey and opems a beer,

The sun pours its yellow heat down over the narrow hills, green
as a whiskey bottles The lush country in this natural light is so
bright that you almost feel exhilarsated, drumk, at this hour of the
morning .

When you are hundreds of miles down the road, you will smash
this bottle somewhere in the darke The headlights will pick up
the explosion like a sudden shewer of shooting glasse. Streaked
with rosy trickles of cherry whiskey, that shot glass,

You settle back for now, drinking in the road, floating
toward that inevitible blacke When you get to it, you will be as

inebriated, as decapitated as Jayne Mansfield,



Your nights would string a moose, Every undergarment of your

ecru=colored days, every blackwsyed night, your eyes ride shotgun
on the clock, Its lighted dials wink without humor, without ef=-
fort, like red eyes mocking darke BEvery night, your eyes burn
through blacke You dare not breathe.

Scanning the black cue=card of the night, you wait: Lights,.
Actiore Sex, Violencee Death, You strain until your ears roar
in black octaves, and you swallew hard in fear,

Every fifteen minutes the clock clicks, and you jump a mile.
Tike a security guard, & veyeur, you patrol this house in the back
of your eyess It is very simple really; You are a heunted woman
haunting a house,.

The fridge launches into & lume "Shut up," you spit, sudden
in your silent fury. Yeur nerves afire, Three-thirty is quitting
time. You wait, every night, Umtil four, just to be suree.

Vhen dawn thrusts its bony fingers through the drapes, you
desoend gingerly into abysmal sleep., You conrratulate yourself,
You made it through another night, Here where you don't even get

a measly ocoffee break, Blackmess, a black lace corset, 24 hours a
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day. This is the hardest job you've ever held, this living by

vielent standard time,

"%

Will you make it? Omly time, its red eyes glowing, will tell,
Every night, you wait, Peverty-stricken, robbed ef sleep. The
founding member of Insemniec's Anonymous. The mind lies stunned and
gagged by possibilities, The eellar doore The windews, You coumt
the minutes like lest sheep, The last recorded attack was three~
fifteen. "You oan take it," you tell yourself. You must not take
his presence personally, Thirty=four before you: not one, ever, hear,
was you. Before you?

The blood clots, sluggish, chillede The mind buzzes in alarm,
"Stop," you yell, dead in your mind's tracks, You are tired, so
tired of mot sleeping. This silent vigil you tell nobody about,
There will be mo ransom mote, Above all, you should not just be
lying here., Trussed, eyes popping wide., Lying here, net able te
soream, silent like a victim,

*kxk

Looking back, you think it was the dinner plates that set off
the alarm. Innocenmt things, glass dinner platess The ancient pate
terns of Limoges or Spode. Never mind the cest. Visions of Harriet

and Ogzsie, Family gathered at the table, blessing. Those things,
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Bere is what dinner plates mesn: Glass dinner plates bresk,

This man has changed the rules of ohina and linens in radical new
wayse The high cost of replacements, of unspoken invitations,
Most peeple stay in clusters around &« nebulous television set, They
don't disturb the neighborss This man makes direct oontect,

You will hide your dinner plates umder your bed to throw at
him in the night., He will mot use your dimner plates against you,
He has violated the basic rules of housekeeping. The dinner
plates will splinter off him, sideways, like a white explosion of
clumsy starse

They say he smiles, and his smile is blinding as an eclipse
of the sun. You see this kind of man, often here in California.
Their teeth shine like flashlights, like pearls knetted above the
necke

Every night, you tell yourself: Dawn is expected soomn. The
magic 4 a.me It will be a sunny day, bright as the smile that

flashes the dark sky. Wide as lightning,

SRk sk

First, there was the Zodiac Killer in the Bay Area, He was
ahead of his time, doing his own publicity and dealimg inm horos-
copese A true full-moon childs A reformed hippie, maybe, And
they never caught him,

The Zodiac Killer sent his victimg* horescopes to the polioce.

He described his victims in loving detail, before the facte He was
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as concerned as "Dear Abby" during a nervous breakdown. The

year divided inte wedges, like slices of ples Bloody blue-
berry, blackberry. Americen as Mom and apple pile,

He told the police this: when, who, where, what, Never why,
He gave them a good lead triamgle for every front-pege story. The
top of the triangle, umraveling the paltry little factse. Clots of
deteil,

And one day, he simply stopped.

We are entering night's mean heart here, the oily pumpimng of the
mind's perennial eezes A world of men, mean as ice=-cold speculums,

They never caught him, Ome day, let's say, he simply disappeared,

kK

Who would not fall in love with him? He was handsome. There
was & list: polite, friendly, eager to help, willing te please, '
Those were his victims,

For years, he oruised the West, pioking up young girls with
long brown hair perted down the middle, like a soar, with pierced
ears, like the pinpricks of thumbtacks on "Most Wanted" bulletin
boards, girls with easy smiles, Girls everywhere talked about hime
Stories ran on the second=-last pages of metrepolitan newspapers.
More girls disappeared.

Even today, now that they've caught him and call him Ted Bundy,
you wonder: Was it really him? <You have seen Ted Bundy, the eaccused,
on TV, Slicked hair, that youmg James Garmer face, A movie star,

Every year, youmg girls learn to worship James Dean,
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There wes only one thing missing all those years im the West:

s desoription,

L2 2

The worst movies late at night when you are alone in the

house are the horror mysterieses The shrilling woman tries te

escape out of the mension on a stormy night in, of course, a

thin
house
fool,

mile,

white nightgown., She stumbles dewn the steps out of the
in her satin high-heeled mules, She loses one, Like a
unthinking , she rums back to retrieve it. Her precious

Tombstone-eyed in terror, she turms and rums inte == it's

the man who will save here The friendly neighbor. The lusbande.

The savior. A sigh of rasping relief, The heavy breathing.

But == what's this == he grinse O-mi=God, it's HIM}

Kind of old~fashionede

You s

* kA

One time, you were twelve, and your parents' house burned,

pent whole nights planning for the next firee Nights for

two years, you strained your pupils in the dark, watching the

mte

smoke alarm with skepticel eyes, Straining for signs of

fire with cloudy, myopic eyes, Never call "Rape." No one will

rescue you. Yell "Fire," the experts advises

*ok
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Arsenals, Cities, houses, rooms, lives, Barriocades, chastity

belts., You are held hostage by crime, Lying here, you see how one
man could change the worlde If you had to, could you change the
world back? One woman alone, after all, is mot Superwomen. Is
anyone else this angry == yes, scared? A woman's body is her house,
and she has a room between her legse A locked room and he gets in,
Nobody talks about this, at least, nobody you knowe

You are preparede The list: New locks; Broomstick handle
nestled in the groove of the sliding petio door; Tin cans tied to
drapery rods, You bought a nightlight for the hallway, but it
magnified shadows like mastodons. What worries you is: the
flashlight, the gun, the knife., How can one man hold all three?

How can he hold all three and still do the things he does %to a woman?

* kK

For the record, then: All the facts the newspapers never say.
Detailse Clues that only insliders know, a standard procedure.
Keeping mum about the kinks, the signatures of florid style. The
newspapers tell the stery in that terse, impersonal style, as said
by "anonymous." A legacy of the Secientific Revolution, the abbrev-
iated story, minus the old narrative of gossip, short as a woman's
nightgown. Eastside, newspapers say, Watt Avenue. Stretching
miless Neighborhood patrols spending coffee-awake nights, Finally,
8 few live citizens venture out into the deserted streetss And, one

night, two blocks away from the patrol, he still gets ine

L2 2
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Vhen you were young, you read your uncle's detective magazines,

Carefully. True Detective, Police Story, names like thate Blunt and

factual names, Arrows, circles, triangles, like mathematical equa-
tions in grainy photographs of a nebulous worlde Clothing askew, one
terry-cleth mule kicked aside in the struggle, Stab wounds like
strange outer space objectse "Done by persons unknown."

"This, too, could happen to you." You read the headlines like
you might listen in on a telephone party line. The real message,
of course, was: "You could do this, too." Perhaps this man, out in
his cloak of night, has drawn an arrow or a circle in his mind with
a red felt marking pen. Perhaps he has pushed a few pins in, A
miliion persons in this metropolitan area, One by one, he selects
his vietims, A needle in a haystack., One needle gone haywire.

They say this man might be a former policeman. He knows too
much about police action, about his victims, He never leaves a
finzerprint, not even on a dinner plate, Black leather gloves.

Or perhaps, like Mork of TV fame, truly an alien.

And another thing: How does he ret the watchdogs into the
clogset? Or: Why does he never wake the sleeping children? And:
How does he get in? Never a sign of forced entry.

Once, when your retarded "dull-pmormel" friend Rickie came to
visit, he asked you to check the closets in the house before he
went to sleep.

"Are the ghadows gone?" Rickie asked youe

"Yos," you told him, "The Shadow Dog got theme. He chased
the shadows into the closet and I locked them in,"

At least, Rickie slept that night, satisfied with the world,
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First of all you lieds Worse, you laughed at Rickie's

obsessione And you were wronge

A’ kK

It is the sunny, golden-haired kind of day you used to be=~
lieve was epidemic in California, The warm winds steam like hot
breath on the back of your neck,

At the corner Short Stop (open twenty-four hours a day), a
caved-in Doberman Pinscher is stuck, upright in the squat trash
barrel. The dog's ribs project like rounded arrows.

"Poor dog," you tell your husband Ron,

"I?1l see if I can get him," says Ron. The dog growls, Ron
disappears into the store, and comes out with a Milky Waye. The
dog swallows the chocolate, tongue pumping at Ron's fingers.

"0K," sighs Ron. You first knew you would marry Ron when he
stopped to pat every animal you passed on your evening walks,

So you buy another bar, a Mars this time, to coax the dog
into the back seat, You take him home., The dog keeps lunging
at the half-open windows of the old Meroury,

The dog won't venturse out of the back storage room until
you umwrap the pound of hamburger for tonight's dinner, and set
it on the floor. After he has inhaled it, he sits umder the
table in the kitchen, at your feet,

"Looks like you made a friend," says Rom. The dog growls.

You smile. You foumd a watch-doge You will sleep tomight,
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Not one oloset in sight, For the dog, you mean. You remove

all the oloset doors that aftermcon, before dimner, "It's more
airy this way," you explain., You put new batteries in the flash~
light and tuock it back under your bed.

This is part of the rules; you need the arsenal before he attacks,

First, he blinds you with the flashlight, Like car headlights
in e dark room, he comes and he keeps coming, ninety miles an hour,
as Hank Williems said, "em a dead-ead road,"

He gollides with you, He explodes at you, smashing you to
smithereens., This is not all, What does he really de? The vietims
never, never talk., They disappear forever, Sucked into black
holes after the explosions. Maybe they leave town. What else

could this man possibly do? He could kill you.

ek

That night in bed, the Doberman thumps on top of you.

"Down," you tell him, "Bad dog."

Sure enough, you sleep, The next morning, the dog cormers Ron
in the kitchen. A watchdog, you think, That dog is going to kill
somebady; it is merely a matter of time. You kmow it. You distract
the dog with a buttered muffin. By now, Ron is not talking to
you. He has never encountered an animal before that didn't like

him better than youes Exocept this possibly dangerous doge
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The dog lies in the living room, sunning himself, like an

ornament,s Would the tall blonde man with the so-~called dizzying
smile bring a buttered muffin, a pound of hamburger, you wonder,
Somehow, you think not,.

Finally, Ron goes to worke @s he leaves, you hear the

Meroury door slam.

k%

You are lying on the couch that aftermoon reading Agatha
Christie when the dog jumps yous His eyes shine and he straddles
youe

"Bad dog," you scolde Just a little frightening, you are
trying to shove him off the couch when Ron comes home. You are
pinned, snd cannot move,

"Helpe Fire," you laugh weakly., "look at this crazy dog."

"Yeah, orazy," he says, "Sure you went to keep him?"

A couple of days later, a lady from down the street answers
the ade She pats the top of his pointed head gingerlye

"Nice deggy," she says. He wags his stump of a tail, and
his leering browm eyes glitter at her,

"l need a companion for my puppy," she says. "OK, I'll
take him,"

"It's a saorifice giving up a good watchdog," you tell the
lady. "But it's all for the best, I'm sure,"

That night, getting ready for bed, you see your neighbor

Rick getting out of his pickmp. "Hi, Rick," you wave, in your
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nightgown from behind the screen door. He slams the pickup and

keeps on walking, even faster now., He rounds the cormers
Not Rick, after all, You slam shut the outer door, You

look it Listen, the dog is geme, You knew better, you kmew

bettere Didn't you?

Rk

Groggy, you answer the doorbell, losing a mule as you gee
You wrap your robe around yom tighter still,

The same well=dressed woman from two days ago, tears stream=
ing down her blusher-streaked checks, She stands om your doorstep
in hysteries, her Comet running at the curb,

"Here., Here," she screamss "Just -~ Here, Ha's yours,"

She shoves the chain that tows the Doberman at yeu,

"He tore my puppy's throat wide open. I'm going to the vet,"
she yells, running back to her car in her high heels, Before she
gets in, she yslls agaim, "I don't want him, My puppy's bleeding
to death, My velvet seats.," She goes,

Turming, you see the dog's eyes shining at yeu.

"Bad dog," you saye

Ron comes out of the bedroom., "I'll find him a home," he sighse
"I heard, Everybody in the meighberhood heard."

"Tomorrew's my day offe I'll ask a few farmers out of town."”

The next morning, Ron takes the dog for a ride, Yeu pat his

head sadly and shiver as you take a final look at those glittering

0y6Se
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Ron ocomes home early, before nean, His hair is getting

sun~bleached, you think,

"Already?" you ask.

"This old farmer wanted him, He rums this erchard and he said
he'd been leoking for a doge" Ron pulls & beer out of the fridge,
and smiles at yeu in quiet triumph,

"Really?" You are suddenly happy for this starving dog that
wouldn't fit into a one~bedroom duplex in a shabby sectiom of
East Sacramento. TYeu open a beer, relived,

"A toast," you say, And, yet, you're not sures

* kR

Whet cen you say? Ron puts a signm on the back of the U=Haul
that says: "Califormia is for suckers."

You do mot look behimdes At the Califormia border, you sigh
in relief. You sleep like you have mot slept in years. Peaceful
a5 & babye

Later, your sister=in-law writes that he has moveds First, he
struek willy-nilly all over town. No area was safe, And then he
headed out of the oity., Stockton was the last place she heard, Sally
said,

You write back that these things are happening all over, A
town called Butte im Montana. A serial burglar-iiller in Missouls,
you heard, Same M.0O,, you saye. '"Not to worry," you write,

Not even close,
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By then, there is a list: The Green River Killer, the LA,
Strangler. Perhaps they should hang the L.,A. Strangler from the
transplanted palm trees, Drown him in margaritas, smother him
in guacamole, The women, you mean, But, of course, this is mo
longer any concern of yourse, Is it? The trial ef Ted Bumdy.

Floridas Floride?

ok

The sun rises and setse By daylight, wherever he is, he is
gonee In cities eaoross the land, they screem off blockses They
patrol alleys. He is never found, The dog is in the closet,
rot barking, the house still smttered, tastefully quiet, lecked,
Not a fingerprint in sighte Shazasm} A life suddenly become
anti-matter.

You oould stick pins in & map of America. A map is not an
ouija boarde Or & blonde-headed dolle From foroce of habit, you
read the back pages of newspaperse, You wait,

And, deep down, you wonder: What is it really like?

One morning, when things are going worse than usual, out of the

blue at the breskfast table, you ask Ren: "There never was & farmer,
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Was there?"

He Blinks, At first, he doesn't understand what you're talking
about. The coler rises im his cheeks, "He was down the road," he
informs you, voice rising in defenoces

Like & shivery blow out of that old darkmess, this thought has
come, tunneling toward the light, Ome starving dog, & sacrifice,

All those years you never knew, All those years you kmewe

kR

So now you kmow, He will never appear, sleek in his black
delicious armor, never put a balaolava over his face for you,
never tie up yowr husband, never balance your dinner plates om
his back as he makes him lie on the kitchen table, face down,
Never force him to listen. Never force your dog into the closets

He will never: 1lie in wait in the cormer of your bedroom,
black in the blackmess, and again and again, assault you, umtil
almost dawme While your childrem listen in the darke. Your doge
Your husbande The audience, That whole maelstrom.

Once in awhile, on page 32, you see a brief memtien of him,
As usual, there are never geod details, You press the newspaper
umtil the print blurse Your fingerprints leave whorls all over

the newsprinte Omly this: He simply diseppearse

*k %

Te think like the wictim, you must beginm to thimk like the
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perpetratore The contrary legic works beth wayse Tegether,

the twe ef you, you and he, he and you shove fists through
the black eye of the nights After the fusion, there is ne
turning back,

In o megazine recently, you saw & photograph called "Bride
and Her Bachelers." The sculpture depiocted was made of suspended
lead, tin foil and glasse When the glass shattered into & huge

broken star, the artist promounced, "At last, it is done,”

kR

A man somewhere "out there" with distorted memories of dinner
plates that could chill housekeeping forever. Like flying saucers
in derkness, that man stacking those dinner plateses A man who
leaves no fingerprints, A space man,

In the end, only you know and he knows that 3 a.m. is the
magic number, The silver bullet, His Holy Trinity: A gun,

a mife, a flashlighte A beam from the future that leaves black
holes in your night,

You wait for him, In the end, you wait aleme.

No longer counting minutes like lest sheep, you name the hazards
of California while you wait: Earthqueke, Voloano, Tidal ¥ave,

And you marvel: You never hear him leave,

He is that silent, But still,

Still, still, you cannot hear him breathe,
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