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Sentiment was against the poisoned insect.  
The city of Minsk had decided that to flog 
a chewink would be punishment enough.  
Nothing upset the ink more than a clumsy 
hand.

THE AUTHORESS SURVEYED 
the product of her hand.  Too much 
Valium, they say, isn’t good for a hys-
teric.  The wife of the milkman wrote 
because she needed to “express herself.”  
There seemed to be no stopping the 
dowdy woman.  She cried over dead 
sparrows and loved her cat.  Life in this 
part of Connecticut, the Bridgeport-like 
working-class ghetto part, strains those 
cloistered nerves.  Fortunately, groceries 
could be ordered over the phone and 
delivered to the door.  The husband left 
for work at 4:00 a.m. and returned at 
3:00 p.m.  A Korean veteran, his wife’s 
unsightly madness was shouldered by 
the bottle man with coarse-mannered 
and understanding stupidity. 

An idea.  Let’s go on a picnic.  
Breathe some air.  Estelle told her 
uncultured husband that a picnic was a 
must and that at 6:15 they would start 
off for Rocky Neck State Park to picnic 
on the beach where there were no ants.

“Only the two of us?” Jake, the 
short, bald, strawberry-complexioned 
husband, asked.

“Merquill can come if you don’t 
think she’ll get lost or drown,” Estelle 
replied.

“I’m not takin’ a cat to the beach,” 
Jake proclaimed, folding his chubby 
arms.  “Besides, pets ain’t allowed on 
the beach.”

Jake’s proud logic did not fit eas-

ily into Estelle’s sedately foggy head.  
“Can’t take Merquill?” she said most 
distressingly.  “Can’t take a harmless 
cat to the beach!” Estranged, Estelle 
shrieked.  “Then we won’t go,” she said 
with a rock hard calm which could have 
unsettled a less experienced man than 
Jake.

Was Jake still sexually intimate 
with his moody partner?  That’s not 
known.  The couple was, by their own 
mutual admission, childless, although 
Estelle often managed to swell up with 
a false pregnancy a few times a year (in 
deep winter and during July is how the 
pattern ran).

Enter, a vacuum cleaner salesman.  
The unmowed lawn and chipped pink 
paint on the split level ranch house have 
refused to dissuade the older, quite reso-
lute and desperate, Porky Pig faced little 
gentleman from avoiding Estelle’s door.

Estelle had been watching “The Edge 
of Eternity” on her mind-screen for the 
last six hours and a kitchen knife to end 
all her cares is in her hand when the 
doorbell chimes.  Merquill scoots away 
under the magazine strewn, orange 
couch.  Estelle contemplates sticking 
the knife tip into the electrical outlet 
unfortunately occupied by the toaster 
plug a moment before walking off to 
answer the vacuum cleaner man’s ring.

They say that within any world with 
which we can communicate, the direc-
tion of time must be uniform.  Estelle 
was wrapped inside a moth eaten blue 
housecoat when she opened the door.  
Frank Lear, the salesman, thought 
himself to be looking at a lonely and 
easy mark.

Cartoon
Will Schmitz

Photography by Tom Mac; Body paint by Israel Morales
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“Yes?” Estelle said, fluttering her eye-
lashes and donning the reserved smile 
of the matron pictured on her favorite 
plastic bottle of skin care cream.

“Good afternoon Madame!” Frank 
sailed sappily.  “Do you have the time 
today to allow me to demonstrate to 
you the wonder midget/giant of one 
of the world’s finest vacuum cleaners.  
With each demonstration,” he said 
without pausing, “I am authorized to 
give you a free vial of French perfume at 
no obligation to buy.”

“May I see the perfume?” Estelle 
asked.  Mr. Lear put down the pudgy 
black imitation leather cases he had just 
hoisted upon expecting to be asked in-
side and sweetly replied, “Why certain-
ly.”  Frank was forced to open his sales 
cases on the front steps.  The indignity 
troubled him not a naked twit.  “I’ll 
have it in a minute,” Lear said without 
looking up at the lady who was poising 
a butcher knife over his blue-suited 
back.  Estelle put the knife behind her 
when Frank’s arm hoisted the 
bottle up to her from where his 
head was bobbing around inside 
the opened cases for more 
samples.  Frank noted, and his 
searching fingers confirmed the 
fact, that the vial he had handed 
up to this dyed-blond dumpy 
muffin was his last.

Estelle had unscrewed the 
top of the perfume bottle and 
dropped it.  The top took a 
hop down the steps and rolled 
into the profuse weeds.  Mr. 
Lear had seen the object out of 
the corner of his eye making 
its escape, but the reflexes were 
such that when he turned to ob-
serve the direction of the top’s 
trajectory, the suitcase slammed 

on one of the hands he had left curled 
on the case’s bottom lip.  The salesman 
belched a cry of hurt and panic.  The 
injured paw collapsed on the concrete.  
The other hand came hurriedly to the 
rescue.  A vigorous massage, Frank 
hoped, would cure.

“I’m so sorry,” Estelle gasped in an 
overacted performance of amazement, 
“but this perfume isn’t me.”

“Fine lady, fine,” Frank said without 
having caught the crass gestures that 
were the best part of Estelle’s show of 
indifference.  The man had arthritis and 
the pain now in his fingers was monu-
mental.  “Could I please have some ice 
wrapped in a towel?”

Estelle turned slowly so that she 
could move the knife from back to front 
without letting it be seen and disap-
peared inside, stabbed the knife into a 
flowerpot.  Merquill was missing (she 
couldn’t see the cat anywhere--where 
was the cat?) and the cat came first.  
Estelle didn’t want the cat to get by her, 

Hall of  Fame
Ben Nardolilli

The man with the blue guitar plays,
Hoping I will not notice
Him and focus on the instrument, his hands
And the strings they strum and pluck

I am not interested in the guitar,
Only the one who possesses it for now
And lets the music flow,
Note after note up through the air

For he is the one who decides 
What the guitar will release for our ears,
And he is the one who prevents
Any lyric from sprouting roots inside

get out of the door-- the door needed to 
be shut as quickly as possible.  Return-
ing to the front steps, Estelle discovered 
Frank fumbling through the weeds after 
the fugitive cap.

“For God’s sake, come inside,” Es-
telle commanded.  “I’ll let you give me 
a demonstration if you’ll only come in 
immediately.”  Mr. Lear looked up, puz-
zled.  A question of some kind tried to 
come from his lips but could not form 
itself.  Instead, the salesman straight-
ened his back and hurried in order to 
please and satisfy this odd customer.  
Estelle slammed the door and, grabbing 
the strands of some loose ends of hair, 
blurted, “My poor pussycat!”

“My ice,” Frank retorted.  “The 
joints are swelling.  That’s really a terri-
ble sign.”

“My cat’s more important than your 
joints,” Estelle cleaved.  “Help me find 
her.”

“I’ll help you find your precious 
cat as soon as I’ve wrapped my hand 
in some ice,” Lear replied calmly.  
“Where’s the kitchen?”

“Where kitchens usually are,” 
chopped Estelle.

Mr. Lear, less perplexed by his host-
ess now that he was inside her house 
and surrounded by the mess she had 
constructed through diligent and daily 
labor, strode bitterly through a pair of 
swinging doors that led fridge-wards.

The cat box had not been cleaned, 
the litter changed, for some time.  It 
was located right by the refrigerator 
door.  Lear moved the box with the toe 
of his shoe while fingers tightly held the 
nostrils closed.  The fridge was older 
and not “frost free.”  If Lear wanted ice 
he would have to dig out the trays.

“Merquill!  Where are you, baby?”  
Estelle’s voice wafted from an upstairs 

bedroom.
Frank rummaged through the 

cupboards, unable to find more than a 
butter knife.  Paper plates and plastic 
forks and spoons were all the couple 
was using.  An argument several weeks 
earlier had caused the removal of all the 
dishes and utensils in the house.

“I think I’m goin’ out tonight,” Jake 
had said while gazing vacantly at the 
Monday night football game.

“Stop and get some cat food before 
you come home.  A twenty-five pound 
bag,” Estelle ordered from where she 
was greedily reading about the dismem-
bered bodies stuffed under a quietly 
respectable murderer’s house in a suburb 
of Mexico City.  “They have their own 
sort down there,” Estelle told herself.  
“Not as handy with an ax as some of 
ours though,” she thought, eyeing the 
back of Jake’s stubby neck from where 
it appeared above the football addict’s 
armchair.

“I won’t be in any shape to haul 
home cat food,” Jake said after a few 
more sips of the whiskey he had in 
hand.

“Then you can’t go out,” Estelle 
proclaimed.

“Watch that mouth of yours honey,” 
said Jake, turning around in his chair 
and fixing his eyes on where the cuckoo 
sat examining the photographs of the 
mass-murderer.  “I say what gets done 
around here.”

“I’ll get you somehow if you don’t 
come home with Merquill’s cat food 
tonight,” Estelle promised.

The next day (even though Jake had 
returned with a sack of cat food) Estelle 
called the Salvation Army promising 
them a haul of three rooms of furniture 
if they could come over that noon.  The 
driver and his two mover companions 
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were shocked by Estelle’s 
lack of remorse when she 
handed over to them no 
more than four medi-
um-sized boxes with 
weak bottoms stacked 
with her creations--goo-
bered dishes, crudded up 
forks and spoons.

“We didn’t drive all 
the way out here to pick 
up this crap,” the driver 
of the Salvation truck was 
bold enough to complain 
as he stood before the 
petulant shrike.

“Yes you did,” replied 
the haughty little bird 
to the bullfrog bellied 
belligerent and slammed 
the door.

Frank’s struggles to 
free the imprisoned ice 
trays went for naught.  
The sockets were empty.  
Mr. Lear contented him-
self by rubbing loosened 
chunks of permafrost 
over his knuckles.  The 
salesman’s mind was bob-
bing in rough seas when 
Estelle entered with the 
cat slung under her arm.

“What’s that smell?” 
Frank queried.

“I’ve used your 
perfume,” Estelle cooed.  
The whole bottle.  It 
was the smell of cheap 
perfume meshing with 
the odor of cat excrement 
that Lear found jammed 
into his nostrils.  Head-
ache.

“There are ghosts in 

my veins,” Estelle chir-
ruped nonchalantly as she 
regally led the promenade 
back to the living room.  
“There are bats in your 
belfry,” the imaginatively 
cliche ridden salesman 
mumbled to himself as he 
rolled after.

Pleased to have an 
audience for which 
to display her learned 
witlessness, Estelle acted 

bouncy-beautiful, insist-
ing that Mr. Lear seat 
himself next to her on 
the couch.

“I have a lot of calls 
left to make today,” 
Frank clumsily protested.  
The queen did not hear.  
This explorer, returned 
from regions heretofore 
unexplored with his ship 
laden with gold pirated 
from the Spanish, would 

tell her of his adventures.  What savory 
savagery Frank must encounter on his 
travels--barbarisms too subtle to be 
thought:  native women on the sands 
of white tropical beach.

“So you’re a vacuum man?” Frank 
heard himself hear.  “Isn’t that a miser-
ably degrading occupation?  Hard on 
the feet as well as the nerves,” Estelle 
analyzed.

“Ha,” Frank laughed, “I’ve got a 
brother-in-law who’s a car mechanic.  
He never gets the grease off.  At least 
I can go home after a hard day and be 
myself.  He gets rotten skin, I get tired 
feet.  We both make the same money, 
so--what’s to choose?”  Frank shrugged.

“You’d look daring in a grease mon-
key’s uniform.  In a suit you look dull 
and abused,” Estelle observed.  There 
was a pause.  No one moved, not even 
the cat.  Frozen.  An instant.  Mother 
Estelle animated all again by saying to 
Lear, “You go ahead and spill whatever 
you use to show me what a miraculous 
machine you have.  I’m going into the 
kitchen and I’ll be back with some 
coffee in a few minutes.”

“I don’t know if . . .” Frank was say-
ing as he buried his head in his equip-
ment and began the assembly.  Estelle 
had left the room so Lear carried on 
alone.  The fluffy gray cat watched as 
Frank snapped the hoses into place.  
What clever, empire building, home 
preserving, fingers.  Attach a mouth, a 
few eyes, you’re organized.

In the kitchen, purple snakes with 
red eyes flushed out of the ends of 
Estelle’s fingers.  “What do you want?” 
Estelle said sharply.  She hadn’t seen 
them for over a week.  “We want a sac-
rifice,” the ten of them hissed in scissor 
clipping unison.  The fingers hurried 
into the housecoat pockets of the un-

protected wife and came back with the 
vials of prescribed poison.  The pills 
contained therein became the official 
agents of the queen.  Tyranny must 
be defended.  Death to the innocent.  
“Let the hills nod as we slake our thirst 
in defiance of the gods,” the middle 
fingers darting slithered.  The pills 
into the coffee now, quick!  The birds 
of prey have left the sky, have come 
swooping to the ground.  “There’ll be 
dog for lunch boys if anyone’s hungry!”

Frank was feeling light-hearted 
and forgiving by the time his hostess 
returned.  What a short memory Lear 
had!  He’d put out of his mind what a 
fright the lady of the house was.  One 
sale too many.

As Estelle swung swaying through 
the kitchen doors, Frank, noting her 
unsteadiness of gait, gentlemanly 
helped by taking it upon himself to 
carry the tray.

Estelle’s head was cocked disastrous-
ly to the side.  A malicious smile could 
be seen under the lipstick which had 
been applied eschatologically.  A mild 
tremor of madness recognition wove 
through Lear’s brain.  His impulse was 
to begin packing, forget apologies, and 
disappear.  Social convention prevailed 
upon him not to take such a cowardly 
role.  He was a man.

“You’re a real porker!” the bugs in 
Estelle’s mind daffily bleated.

“We’ll have coffee first,” said Estelle 
to the waiter she saw bending to put 
down the tray before her.  A “Very 
good, Madame” would have charmed 
her perhaps.  Lear’s policy was ap-
peasement.  “The Lord Chamberlain 
may be seated,” Queen Estelle said in 
accompaniment with a sweeping hand 
gesture of supreme grandiosity.  The 
pig chortled slightly and found himself 

NUDE MALE WITH ECHO #299
Darren C. Demaree

Suddenly moonlight
& we are befuddled
in the pause 

of  the ghost
which cannot touch us.
It is night.  

That doesn’t matter.  
We were talking
about how it was pretty

grand that we are 
both oils, rubbed 
against each other,

never combining, 
never leaving the scene, 
just sliding 

in the punch of  hope
& never, ever finding
a balance 

that gives us more
pause than the moon
at variable times.
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amused.
“You’re not drinking,” Frank object-

ed after guzzling what slicko salesmen 
were referring to as “gas” these days.  
Frank’s not so slicko though.

“Too hot for me yet,” said Estelle 
daintily patting the side of her cup.  
Forgotten of the maps and wild with 
error, the little demons sing to Estelle 
in joy of enticing her to the terror.  
The hostess had made a deal with 
the snakes in the kitchen that they 
were not to show themselves until the 
victim had passed out.  The snake, 
however, in her right hand’s index 
finger broke its promise.  Estelle, to 
avoid discovery, bit off its head.  Frank 
could not understand why the lady 
had begun to chew her cud and smile 
so ferociously at him.  The eyes in 
the woman’s head rolled listlessly and 
every third or fourth calm second, she 
would begin to gnash her teeth as if 
attempting to break apart something 
very hard.  Snake skull Mr. Lear.  She 
won’t be able to get through that.  
You’re starting to lose motor control 
now.  Try concentrating on the edges 
of things.  Soft.  Everything looks soft 
to you doesn’t it Lear?  That’s too bad.

In a heroic effort, Frank pushed 
the cup away from him.  It was do or 
die to the door.  Call for help.  What?  
The mouth won’t move?  “Tie your 
hands, tie your feet, throw them to 
the sharks-- Make you sink, make you 
scream, make you wish you’d never 
been,” is that how it felt Frank?

“Don’t forget your bags,” the 
salesman heard a voice a few light years 
behind him say.  No.  He would not 
be fooled.  Wouldn’t re-enter that uni-
verse.  The door is my destination.

Prurient products disgorged by a 
century malign

You shall never satisfy a heart like 
maiden mine.

Good!  “Get the heart,” the nine 
rampant snakes hissed.  The tenth stub 
bled.  Estelle could not swim.  The 
drops of blood dripping out of Estelle’s 
fingertip collapsed and reformed into 
enormous pools.  The salesman had his 
fist on the front doorknob.

Estelle put her hand on the butcher 
knife she had stuck in the flowerpot.  
It had always been meant for the sales-
man’s back!  God, through his demon 
helpers, knew all.

Frank fell into Jake’s surprised arms 
as he stumbled out of the house.  Jake 
looked up and saw the wife with the 
knife who seemed intent upon taking 
a life.

“Did you bring home any cat food!” 
Estelle screamed at her spouse.

“No!” he barked back.
“Then this is for you!” she wailed, 

lunging forward.  Jake dropped Lear’s 
inanimate body on the steps in time 
to receive the butcher knife into his 
bosom.  Jake took a somnambulistic 
step backwards, tripped over Frank, 
and tottered off to oblivion.

Frank was hauled, by the falling 
body, into the weeds where his drunk-
en eye came in close contact with the 
formerly lost perfume cap.

It wasn’t over.  Estelle was trying to 
turn the body of her husband over to 
retrieve her tool.  “That’s mine!” she 
scraked, kicking the stubborn lump.  
“Give it back if you know what’s good 
for you!”

She had the milkman turned over.  
Wasn’t that the sound of the blade 
scraping against some bones as it was 
being drawn out of the chest?  Nobody 
out this time of day.  Oh why couldn’t 
he move! 1

OH, HOW LIFE is but a dream, 
chortles young Tarvia La-Frasse, as her 
nanny Marmy Volga approaches the 
girl atop her window sill of preference. 

Ms. Volga could not pretend 
even, to disagree with young Tarvia, 
which isn’t to suggest Marmy enjoyed 
disagreeing with her temporary ward. 
It’s just that, Tarvia’s bouts of youth-
ful elation and carefree curiosity were 
increasing exponentially–in terms of 
scarcity, that is. Ever since the La-Frasse 
parents had left their only child, Tarvia, 
under the soul supervision of Ms. 
Volga, alone, the girl had increased in 
taciturn, reticent, and self-conscious 
behavior. Now, two weeks since the 
older La-Frasses had left, Ms. Volga 

could barely contain her frustration at 
the child. 

So, this momentary glimmer of 
peace between the two represented a 
departure from what had become their 
standard routine. To begin with, Tarvia 
had had a strange feeling about her 
babysitter, Marmy–or Ms. Volga, as she 
wished to be called. 

The feeling only settled and grew, 
until halfway through fourth day 
together, their sentimental trajectory 
plateaued at a point of rich, buttery 
awkwardness. 

This shouldn’t be unexpected, for 
some awkwardness is bound to arise 
when the age differential between one’s 
caretaker and oneself is a fortnight at 

Lemon Orchard
Brooklyn Demme

Henry David’s Nosebleed by Dan Nogara
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most–especially when the two, and 
only two at hand shan’t hardly claim 
full-fledged childhood. 

Marmy Volga nodded once, inquis-
itively peering up at her young ward, 
Tarvia, a mere two weeks after the 
nanny carried herself through the very 
same threshold alone and unafraid. It 
was February Eleventh: Tarvia’s Birth-
day. Now both girls were five: Tarvia 
and Ms. Volga, and both knew each 
knew it. 

What exactly do you mean by that, 

child? ‘Life is but a dream,’ Marmy 
repeats the words of the other pre-ad-
olescent, applauding her failure with a 
soft smile in an act of rheteroemotional 
cold war, or catapulting the girl’s mes-
sage through the echelons of time and 
glory, as a good nanny will. 

Tarvia peers down at her older, 
shorter figure of authority, arbiter of ex-
istence, first couple words falling from 
her vague, undeveloped mouth, little 
more than a whimper at best. Marmy 
listens: It’s just well, Tarvia begins, I’ve 

Pierrot’s Ennui
Will Schmitz

I have become lost in the town--
I pinch the ass of  the sleeper beside me.
She squawks, threatens and turns away...
Good.  My heart does not
Remember whether it was tamed or trampled--
The greedy old thing is very wrinkled: 
To flatten it out for a sharp answer
Is too much problem.  Am I sentimental 
Over the seasons it has forgotten--
I’m a fool if  I have to be, only a coward
If  I don’t want to dive after them.
This town is lost.  Can I arrange myself  out of  here by noon?
Run my hand over the back of  this girl; feel the inside of
Her thigh.  Likely not; not from what I feel.  Is the world
Such a massive adventure, after all?
I wish I could remember if  last night I was abusive;
How do I handle her when she wakes?  The wrinkles of  my heart
Are beginning to grin.  I don’t think I’ll have to be tepid
This morning
Or apologize.
This town is sad next to this scenery,
But no one will write me a letter asking me out of  here
To spend a summer fighting.  Why, I’m as gentle as a nun.
Hey!
Wake up.

never been five before, and a girl gets but 
one chance to do so. I’m happy to have 
such a nurturing older soul to guide me, 
and enjoy this special day with, that’s all. 
Do you know what I mean, Marmy?–Ms. 
Volga–excuse me, ma’am... 

Patting the younger girl’s arm, 
Marmy tilts her head to the side, exert-
ing her best strenuous effort to console 
Tarvia warmly, There, there, sweetheart; 
you’re getting better and learning more 
with every passing day. Not only that, 
but I know exactly what you mean, poor 
dear. Come and sit now, young one, take 
your mind off things, for if you deserve 
anything, it is that;everyone needs a piece 
of peace now and again. 

What Ms. Volga kept to herself in 
this moment was something along the 
lines of: ‘How in god’s name are you so 
thoroughly morose? We were reflecting 
on the dreamlike qualities of life, only 
minutes ago.’ 

Tarvia’s wallowing attitude had 
gently bulldozed Ms. Volga to the 
brink of sanity. In this instance, Tarvia 
shifted gears from whimsical princess 
to broken retch too abruptly even for 
her only companion to register what 
occurred, as it unfolded. 

Come Tarvia, down from the ledge, 
begs Ms. Volga, insisting this time. 

Thank you so much, Ms. Volga, I don’t 
know what I’d do without you, weeps 
Tarvia openly, realizing her newfound 
desire to ground herself on Ms. Volga’s 
level. 

Marmy leads Tarvia away from the 
window, from which she had occupied 
herself gazing at the hectic market 
place, buzzing miles below, with an 
expression of numb trauma. 

Guiding Tarvia through the palatial 
La-Frasse parlor, Ms. Volga wondered 
to herself, ‘The Market, which capti-

vated Tarvia’s gaze was so full in bloom, 
and closer to a flower than corpse. 
Why, so, must Tarvia’s smile hang from 
her face like a bat at roost?’ 

Ms. Volga returns from her muse 
upon entry to the girl’s quarters: 
bemused beside the Tarvia, navigating 
around an oversized bassinet to her 
even more oversized bed, boosting the 
girl up to a beach head from which to 
crawl off and be lost within the vast 
comforter blankets smothering the 
mutton mitten in which she wombed 
nightly, Ms. Volga’s eyes flickered across 
the golden-dowed tapestries which 
hung from all four walls, softly asking, 
Why so glum, child? as Tarvia leaps 
from her nanny-ladder to the ornate 
masterpiece of a dream garden she had 
for a bed. 

Tears welled in Tarvia’s eyes anew, 
I want not to bore you, Ms. Volga, for 
nothing could be worse than that –

Go on child, recommends Ms. Volga, 
succeeding with great effort in a por-
trayal of encouragement, in spite of the 
warm anger dripping up her body like 
urine running backwards. 

Refusing to give up this easily, 
especially in the presence of her wise 
and brave caretaker, Tarvia tries again, 
fighting against her own voice with 
each ounce of strength available: Well, 
from my perch atop this castle, continues 
Tarvia, with a new, arguably unearned 
confidence: sometimes at the earliest 
hours of my day I am riddled with ques-
tions requiring tools too cumbersome for 
my child’s grasp. 

Go on, Marmy offers generously, 
once again. 

You are not most senior to me by a 
long shot, with all due respect, Ms. Volga, 
but I–I am still a full fortnight behind 
you at the least, along this mountainous 
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trek we come to understand as life, in 
which we face peculiar calamities at 
each turn and around every corner, and 
so too must forge according solutions for 
to survive, Tarvia gasps to Ms. Volga 
between sobs. 

Go on, Tarvia, Ms. Volga swoons, in 
spite of herself, resuming the Physical 
Comfort Package she guarantees all cli-
ents, patting Tarvia’s arm, precisely the 
skill set for which the La-Frasses had 
contracted Marmy in the first place. 

Again, Tarvia calms down and 
continues, I have no reason to be sad, 
for it is my birthday, if nothing else! But 
alas, Ms. Volga!–Tarvia now weeps most 
bitterly: It is just beyond the threshold of 
greatest personal achievement, at which 
I feel at my very least able, as a deluge 
of mucus erupts from Tarvia’s face in a 
climactic dirge of pitiful misery. 

No longer able to suppress her 
long-simmer, home-brewerd, castle 
blend of boredom-aged vitriol, and 
yet as powerfully unable to ignore her 
professional ethics, which obviously 
mandate she conceal the former from 
manifesting at all costs, Ms. Volga 

abruptly embraces the weepy young 
Tarvia, the source of her sick, each 
experiencing the hug akin to a corset, 
for better and worse respectively. 

Even in hindsight, this was Ms. 
Volga’s sturdiest option, an expertly 
improvised move which allows users 
to conceal scorn beneath the guise of 
heightened support, a personal favorite 
of Marmy’s, affectionately known as a 
Gobble-Coddle: keeping her averse face 
averted from the young flower whom 
Marmy was paid to nurture and pro-
tect, enough so at least, as to prevent 
Tarvia from ever seeing that other than 
placid, on the lake of Ms. Volga’s face. 
Tarvia and Marmy, each in their own 
right, had just very narrowly avoid-
ed quite a storm. Both girls counted 
their blessings, but there was only one 
squeaky clean ledger betwixt them: that 
belonging to Marmy Volga–the only 
one who really knew what had just 
occurred. 

As Tarvia continues to sob into her 
bosom, Ms. Volga rubs the girl’s back, 
more calmly if not genuinely than 
before, petty vengefulness minute-

Flowers of  Anderson by Junior McLean

ly stymied by her indiscernible and 
momentary absence of full attention 
due to the meager margins of Marmy’s 
focus fleetingly annexed by her present 
internal self-congratulations, erupt-
ing involuntarily in subconscious and 
whole hearted celebration of such 
solid game-time decision making, and 
simply enchanting maintenance of her 
vocational etiquette, which over the 
course of mere seconds had evolved 
leagues beyond it’s less articulate 
forbearer, embodied by the electric 
pangs of carefree and dizzying bliss that 
washed over her in a welcome torrent, 
as does it any true champion following 
victory in the face of harrowing defeat, 
and ever so rarely, before the final 
buzzer, too. 

And that I would be so pitiful as to 
make a mess of my chambers, and even 
now, continue to sully your garments as 
though they were mine own woolens, 
Tarvia blurted out, projecting four 
times as many spit bubbles as sylla-
bles. 

There now, Tarvia. Those are no 
thoughts for a beautiful girl, especially 
on her birthday, just as you said, tried 
Ms. Volga in vain, until Tarvia’s pa-
thos seeped towards crescendo, chest 
heaving to light the fires of Vesuvius: 

The sad one brays: And I am unable 
to reconcile the feeling that I may wish 
for you, the same which wish I had 
the power to give, I ever would, were 
withheld from my own, whose presence 
condemns me: servants to clean snot 
from your wardrobe, more fanciful 
things, more numerous and high in 
luxury, than one could think to enjoy 
without throngs, and full cities of peo-
ple, all at arm’s length from one another, 
to apricate as one. I want it all for you, 
Ms. Volga, for you deserve only the best, 

and all of it, by which I’m surrounded, as 
I deserve so little, as such to be unfit even 
for the worst. 

For the second time in a couple 
minutes, after a grueling two weeks, 
Ms. Volga found herself at wit’s end. 
Please, Tarvia, be at peace; you must 
agree, at the least, that this is no time 
to bring quality or quantity into the 
conversation. 

You are right, as ever! shrieked 
Tarvia, I’ve long recognized in myself an 
homunculus and a mythomane, but I 
see now, it is worse. I am an ultracrepi-
darian, and that is my bildungsroman, 
crumpling, devolving into a heap good 
for naught beside tear production and 
bleeding mucus, crying less articulately 
than before, as Ms. Volga continues to 
maintain the flow of actions necessary 
to prolong her charade of sympathy, 

Great White Fantasies
Ben Nardolilli

I wish I could move
At such speed
Through any kind of  medium,
That I inspire designs
For projectiles,
Airplanes, and submarines,
Such skill,
Such stability, 
Such grace in my direction,
I wish I had these gifts
So I could draw observations
And let my body
In motion continue
To make others question
The dynamic
Behind every flow,
Long after I have gone still.
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support, and consolation. 
Ms. Volga shakes her head, still 

inconspicuous within her dedicated, 
full-body recitation of the ‘good nanny’ 
playbook: 

Perhaps a poultice to lessen the dis-ease 
which implodes you from within, ven-
tures Ms. Volga tentatively, Or a potion 
of herbal tea, to return your full warmth, 
and at least contend with such consider-
able demons of dismay as allude you to 
see Gethsemane within this Garden of 
Eden? How does that sound, my precious 
baguette? 

Overwhelmed by Ms. Volga’s 
demonstration of compassion, Tarvia 
surrenders to the throes of her deepest 
inner-beefs, sobbing and seizing to the 
doorstep of sacrilege amid her newly 
swampish Douvee, doggedly nodding 
‘Yes!’ to her Nanny, when no words 
stepped up to the plate. 

With a final half-smile/understand-
ing nod combo-move, Ms. Volga rose 
slowly, away from the child, with such 
grace and perfection as befits only the 
tips of the paintbrushes in God’s tool-
box labeled tranquility. 

Marmy glides to the bedroom door 
fit for a cathedral, fully aware of how 
Tarvia so wished to call out the name 
of she in graceful recession, Ms. Volga, 
and her name alone, yet presently 
lacked the faculties to even hum. Ms. 
Volga is hit with a spell of deja vu as 
she steps back into the oasis found 
everywhere outside the girl’s immediate 
vicinity, over the invisible circumfer-
ence lingering in perpetuity three feet 
from Tarvia in every direction, which 
Marmy refers to internally as the Death 
Zone, on the girl’s darker days, when 
finally, Tarvia gets an arm and a leg 
above ground long enough to pine out 
wispily, and not without apology: 

Please Ms. Volga! Yes! An Herbal Tea 
Potion would be the grandest remediator 
of my self inflicted emotional pillage. You 
are right as ever, and of course! you know 
I would never question your honor Ms. 
Volga, but even as I weep ceaselessly, I 
am graciously and fitfully overwhelmed 
by your suggestion that in acting as my 
patron saint, and retrieving for me that 
which, you and I, alike, believe I need, 
exists the possibility, however remote, that 
you might derive from, or even steal a 
glance at the shadow of an inkling of a 
modicum of peace or pleasure, which is 
surely the greatest, most pacifying gift a 
La-Frasse could ever receive, defying not 
even the Coastal Chalet and complemen-
tary stable of ponies betrothed to me upon 
the return of Monsieur and Madame 
La-Frasse, imminent on from this already 
impending evening. Oh, how I feared our 
bifurcation imprimis! 

Hush now, child, I shan’t be distracted 
by such poetry of kindness en route to de-
livering the promise of a task so righteous 
and true as your tea. Let me scamper off, 
and back even faster, for even among the 
contours of a home so lovely as this, even 
the scantest stroll ‘cross courtyard cobbles 
without you chastises me the humbling 
nadir of Via Dolorosa in continuum, 
bowing beneath eye contact, Ms. Volga 
closes the two doors on Tarvia with a 
smile, to descend down the nearest of 
spiral stairways, and on to the Lemon 
Orchard. 

Ms. Volga disembarks from the 
staircase of her choosing to face a 
moderate grove of lemon trees within 
the rest of the highly varied, ostensibly 
continent-sized La La-Frasse orchard. 
Marmy gravitates toward the grass, hor-
izontally speaking of course, allowing 
herself one amazing full deep breath 
before striding toward the lowest hang-

ing branch of the very 
same tree from which 
she had harvested half a 
lemon for Tarvia’s tea the 
previous day, in response 
to a not totally dissimi-
lar, though less terminal 
seeming, episode as that 
which Ms. Volga tends 
to at present, examining 
the half-lemon she had 
spared, perhaps frugally 
so, the day before, still 
hanging on by the stem, 
its cleanly cleaved face 
wobbling over the grass, 
waving the infected 
looking flesh-facial layer 
of slow death the lemon 
acquired after only one 
night out after dark, for 
a split second appearing 
to Ms. Volga as though 
the lemon she chose to 
change, albeit under 

duty, and literal oath of 
office, might identify 
more closely with the 
corpses of its forsaken 
lemon compatriots 
strewn across the grass 
at her feet, to the death 
of individual blades, 
in exchange, absent 
consent, for the promise 
of zestier, more resis-
tance-offering offspring, 
than the stubbornly 
forward thinking ranks 
of still living, swinging-
on-a-stem lemons, from 
which Ms. Volga’s prey 
had been cast out as 
a pariah immediately, 
and irrevocably, due to 
the grotesque butchery 
it underwent the very 
night before at the hand 
of young mademoiselle 
La-Frasse’s very own 

mercenary, But wait, 
Marmy Volga playfully 
chides herself, carefully 
wrapping her fingers 
around the second and 
final half of the disfig-
ured La-Frasse Lemon, 
with care, slowly pulling 
down on it, tugging 
it closer and closer to 
its post-misery peers 
of prospect and envy: 
brown, wrinkled, and 
rotten, non-threaten-
ingly surrounding her, 
until with a crack, Ms. 
Volga dis-articulates the 
gnarly half-lemon from 
the tree’s now dismem-
bered body, as if to pull 
as put the constituent 
lemon out of its misery–
But wait... Lemons don’t 
think like that–at least 
not in this orchard. 

Not So Blue by Dan Fennell

1
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MY GRANDMOTHER COMES 
into the room I once used to share with 
my fifty-year-old unmarried aunt, but 
has now become home to luggage wait-
ing to be packed and clothes scattered 
about. My grandmother holds in her 
hands yet another gift for me to pack in 
my bags and take home to my family. 

“Here, take this jar of Labne. Your 
brother loves Labne,” she says to me as 
she puts the giant jar 
full of Labne Imkaa-
beli and olive oil in 
my face. 

“But Sitti, we 
have Labne in Amer-
ica,” I reply, while I 
sit on the floor and 
start to rearrange my 
clothes to find room 
for this jar. 

“Wait! I have 
some Khubayzee in 
the freezer. Let me 
get that and it is 
tiny, so you have to 
take it,” her voice 
thins as her round 
plump body wobbles 
out of the room with more excitement 
than when I first arrived. She suddenly 
reappears and hands me the Khubayzee 
to pack. 

“Please Sitti, I really can’t pack any-
more gifts. Especially food items that 
I’m not sure will make it through secu-
rity. I don’t want to waste your money 
and my bags are getting really heavy.” 

“Oh, I have an extra container of 
pickles I pickled myself. You must take 
it.” 

I hear keys rustling at the front door 
and know it must be my aunt Fadwa 
coming home. Maybe she can save me 
from this. I hear the door open and 
my Khalto Fadwa’s distinct footsteps, 
dragging her shoes across the marble 
floors. She pokes her head in the room 
with a confused smile on her face and 
says, “Waaaalllooow,” like she usually 
does when she’s surprised. “You still 

haven’t packed everything yet? Your 
uncles, aunts and cousins are coming 
over to send you off. We have to leave 
in an hour.” 

“Please Khalto, you have to stop 
your mother. I’m begging you. She has 
gone wild with all these gifts. All of 
this food. I have to keep unpacking to 
reorganize everything so that all of this 
stuff will fit. I promise you, we have 
food in America. She doesn’t need to 
give me all of this stuff.” 

Virtuous Violations 
Hebatullah Issa 

Groovy Effect by Junior McLean

Khalto Fadwa stares at me with her 
worry-filled eyes, her mouth smiling, 
exposing the gap in her front teeth. 

“Khalto, you know what the airport 
is like for me. For us. Why attract more 
attention to myself. Why give airport 
security more reasons to question my 
every belonging?” 

“I know habeebti, I will talk to your 
grandmother and keep her busy with 
other things so she won’t have time to 
find more food for you to carry. She 
really just wants you to be happy. Food 
is all she knows. It’s how she shows her 
love,” she says as she gives her big belly 
a pat. Before she leaves the room, she 
drags her feet through the mess of the 
room and takes off her sweaty work 
clothes. She turns her back to me, but 
I can see the tires of extra weight that 
have caused her so much suffering. I 
stare at her through the corner of my 
eye while she opens her closet to find 
something else to wear. I see her shuffle 
through countless outfits that fit her at 
one time, but no longer do. She grunts 
as she finds a shirt she dislikes, but fits 
her. She puts this hideous brown flower 
patterned shirt on and then goes on the 
hunt for pants. I know it’s rude to stare 
and I do feel badly, but I keep telling 
myself that if I stare long enough I will 
be so disgusted by obesity that I will 
never let it happen to me. She finds a 
pair of navy blue pants with a stretchy 
waistband and struggles to lift her right 
leg into the pant leg. She puts her leg 
down before getting her foot through 
to the end and almost trips. She 
hobbles over to the bed scattered with 
my once packed but now unpacked 
belongings. She puts her left leg into 
the other pant leg, stands up and starts 
jumping and wiggling to get the pants 
over her thighs and around her waist. 

Blue and brown don’t match, but I 
don’t have the heart to tell her. 

My grandmother re-enters the 
room, pickles in hand. Still sitting on 
the floor and staring at my Khalto, I 
take the pickles from my grandmother’s 
hands. “Thank you Sitti, I love these 
pickles.” In all actuality, I’m not a fan 
of pickles, but I’m afraid if I tell Sitti 
this that she would take it personally 
and be upset. My Khalto gets up from 
the bed, jumps over my luggage, just 
barely and takes Sitti into the next 
room. 

It seems like I have packed and 
unpacked fifteen times, but I can’t get 
it all to fit. Throwing my belongings 
about, I resolve to take a few of my 
grandmother’s gifts out of my bag and 
hide them under my Khalto’s bed. 

Knock, knock, knock, bam! Who-
ever was knocking, lets themselves in 
and slams the door. I hear loud and 
fast footsteps, which can only mean, 
my cousins have arrived. My fourteen-
year-old cousin Adham shoots into the 
room. 

“Heba Hebhooba,” he taps of my 
shoulder towering over my head, 
“you’re not ready to leave yet? When 
are you leaving? Are you excited? Will 
there be food on the plane? What 
movies do you think they’ll play? Can I 
go with you?” Although fourteen-years-
old, he acts like he’s younger, gliding 
through life on his cuteness, and his 
still high-pitched voice. 

“Adham, Adham,” I say to him look-
ing at his big brown puppy dog eyes 
and sweet pout. “No. In an hour. Meh. 
Yes and Lame movies. Did I answer all 
your questions?” 

“Can I go with you?” 
“Hm.” I stand up with all the 

strength of my intentions; turn my 
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suitcase upside down, emptying it. I lay 
my suitcase flat on the cold floor. “Get 
in Adham.” 

Jokingly Adham hops in my suitcase 
and laughs. I reach underneath my 
Khalto’s bed, and pull out a box of 
cookies my Sitti had made that I had 
just gotten rid of moments earlier. 
I open the box and offer Adham a 
cookie. As we eat these buttery cookies 
with pomegranate jelly filling, Adham’s 
mother, my uncle’s wife, walks in. She 
stands in the doorways laughing at us. 

“Azza!” That’s her pleasantly shocked 
word. “Shame on the both of you. You 
two are ridiculous. You really should 
take him with you; it would save us all 
a ton of trouble. All he does is make 
holes in his socks and eat our food.” 
Her strawberry blonde hair falls to her 
left shoulder and she at once flips her 
hair to the right shoulder with a slight 
motion of her thin wrist donned in 
gold. “Adham, get out of that suitcase. 
Heba, pack,” she demands, swinging 
about her pointer finger with authority. 

Adham begins to get up, I grab his 
wrist and whisper, “Where are your 
sisters?” 

“Dareer! Layan!” he yells. So much 
for keeping things quiet. Dareer and 
Layan come into the room, each 
holding a huge designer purse, wearing 
matching jeans miniskirts and tight 
tank tops that barely cover what should 
typically be covered. The only differing 
quality is that Dareer has straight hair 
and Layan has curly hair. They both 
laugh at my mess of messes. 

“What are you going to do? You 
have to leave soon.” Dareer, concerned 
with my leaving on time, sits on the 
floor and starts to fold my clothes. 
Layan begins to walk out of the room. 

“Layan, come back,” I whine. 
“Shhh, it’s a secret. I hid some of Sitti’s 
food and gifts under the bed.” Next 
thing I know, I grab Layan’s purse and 
reach under the bed to throw some of 
the gifts in her bag.” 

“What are you doing?” Layan asks. 
“Well, you have to take these things, 
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I can’t just leave them here under the 
bed and Sitti can never find out,” I 
respond. 

Layan takes her heavy bag full of 
food and holds it against her tall, thin 
frame as she walks out of the room. I 
look over and notice Dareer putting 
things in my suitcase. 

“Dareer, habeebti, just dump 
everything in,” I sigh. “I give up, I’ve 
been trying to pack these bags since the 
morning and I give up. Whatever fits, 
fits and what doesn’t, doesn’t.” 

We begin to throw everything into 
the suitcase, racing against time. I have 
twenty minutes until we leave and in 
the living room I can hear more family 
members arrive to say good-bye. 

I somehow get it all to fit. Things 
always work out when 
you don’t try so hard, I 
guess. I jump up from 
the floor and look in 
the mirror to make sure 
I look acceptable to see 
family. Brushing the hair 
out of my face, through 
the mirror I see Dareer 
walk out of the room. I 
don’t know when I am 
going to see her again. 

Living in the Holy 
Land has been less than 
a holy experience. From 
the family drama to 
political tensions; I’m 
not even sure if I want 
to come back. I have 
visited here before, but 
this time, I lived here. 
I made Haifa my home 
for nearly a year. As 
much as I wanted to en-
joy this city full of sand 
beaches and supposed 

liberalism, I felt stifled and repressed. 
Every moment of the day, all I heard 
was, “Don’t wear this. Are you sure 
you want to show that much leg? How 
could you have slept through that air 
raid drill? Why don’t you drink coffee 
every day? What do you mean homo-
sexuality isn’t an illness? This eyeliner 
doesn’t look right on you. You sleep too 
much. You’ve gained weight, but you 
can go on a diet when you go home. 
Your piercings will put this entire fam-
ily in hell in the afterlife. Is that what 
you want? Why would you do that to 
us?” What didn’t these people get? I 
was trying to make this place my home 
and all anyone I met did was give me 
reasons not to. 

Looking in the mirror, I can see age 

Blast Number One
Ben Nardolilli

Under the blood of  the sun, we find our day,
While the ripe red glows over us,
We manage to find some darkness to hide in,
Chaos comes through the combination
Of  tasks and hands which are always open
And bent so that we can smother the ground.

Out in this world, there is violence even
When we sleep in the deep afternoon,
Our bodies contort to accept uneven surfaces,
Meanwhile the glare up ahead inspires us
To continue rumbling together, embracing 
Any imperfection in the sight of  a fine circle.

The sun must disapprove of  what we do,
The crimson orb soaked to the brim with shame
Over what it shines its slanted light on, 
It hides its face and refuses the responsibility
Of  an eyes and mouth which might command us,
Instead, it deprives us of  a witness and an order.

lines forming on my face; twenty-one- 
years old and already I should probably 
consider getting botox injections. The 
stress of this country is making me old. 
The stress of this country makes ev-
eryone here older than they are–which 
makes me believe that there is such a 
thing as too much experience in life. 

Dareer has walked out of the room 
and I follow her. Being the center of at-
tention bombards me. Everyone wants 
to know why I was taking so long to 
pack and why couldn’t I extend my trip 
to stay a little longer for them to find 
me a husband? I just smile and shrug. I 
slowly make my way around the living 
room. 

Shake hand, right cheek kiss, left 
cheek kiss, hug and next. My cousin 
Amir: 25 years old, unemployed and 
going bald. Shake hand, right cheek 
kiss, left cheek kiss, hug and onto the 
next person. Khalto Sabriya: a kind 
and laughter-filled woman supporting 
her unemployed husband by cleaning 
homes of the disabled and a grand-
mother at age forty. Shake hand, 
right cheek kiss, left cheek kiss, hug 
and next. Umm Habib: the oldest, 
maybe eighty years old, with the 
most fragile bones in the family. Just 
lost her daughter to a long bout of 
cancer. Shake hand, right cheek kiss, 
left cheek kiss, hug and next. Uncle 
Qudoos: a high-school drop out. Left 
high school because the nuns wouldn’t 
let him smoke on campus. Father of 
three–underemployed. Shake hand, 
right cheek kiss, left cheek kiss, hug 
and next. Cousin Sufyan: age 40, but 
don’t be fooled. He’s 500 lbs of coward. 
Just married his daughter off at age 15 
because, “she shops too much.” Shake 
hand, right cheek kiss, left cheek kiss, 
hug and next. Aunt Jalilah: the center 

of a highly public divorce from a man 
who used to bring his mistresses home 
to sleep with them right next to her in 
bed at night; dependent on her broth-
ers for money, just returned back from 
Hajj, mother of a crackhead prosti-
tute. Shake hand, right cheek kiss, left 
cheek kiss, hug and next. Aunt Duha: 
married to a heroin addict that has 
estranged her from most of her family 
because her husband has stolen from 
everybody. Shake hand, right cheek 
kiss, left cheek kiss, hug and next. 
Cousin Abood: owner of the local Sha-
warma restaurant. Smells like lamb all 
day. Shake hand, right cheek kiss, left 
cheek kiss, hug and next. Lastly, Khalto 
Hasiba: mother of a daughter who was 
killed for political reasons. No one talks 
about it, but no one has forgotten. The 
family goes on and on and somehow I 
seem to make my way to the end of the 
line of disparates, finally. 

“So, who’s driving me to the air-
port?” I ask. 

My tall, unemployed, living-off-of-
his-mother’s-welfare-checks, heavy-set 
uncle steps forward. Did I say good-bye 
to him and his daily lecturing of how 
my days are filled with sins and paths 
to hell? His green eyes puncture me 
with guilt every time. “I’ll drive you.” 

“Right,” I huff. “Nothing says I’m 
ready to get on an airplane, like show-
ing up with a big, burly, olive-skinned, 
angry, Arab man with an unkempt 
beard down to his chest, dressed in 
traditional Palestinian clothing.” 

“God will be with you,” seems to 
leave everyone’s lips in unison. 

“Alright, well, let’s get on with it. 
Khalo Burhan, can you carry my bag to 
the car?” I ask. 

Khalo carries my bag out of the 
apartment, and before I leave, I turn 
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around for the last time and wave at ev-
eryone. I wave to my aunts and uncles, 
cousins, friends, and the future I do 
not want for myself. 

We go down the stairs dusted with 
broken glass and two-inch cockroach 
carcasses and leave the apartment 
building. Things weren’t always this 
disgusting here; once upon a time 
this very spot of land used to be my 
Sitti’s home and a tiered garden. After 
a long legal battle with a construction 
company that occurred when I was 
nine, just after my grandfather’s death, 
my family lost the right to stay on their 
land. The company seized the land and 
built an apartment building, in which 
my grandmother was compensated 
with an apartment. This has happened 
to many families in Haifa, the city of 
mountains, beaches and apartment 
wastelands. I can still hear my grand-
mother crying in the background, yell-
ing, “What will happen to the Almond 
Tree? It’s two, no three hundred years 
old. For three hundred years people 
have lived off of that tree, picked the 
almonds just as us and crushed them 
beneath rocks, giving us life. And we 
have given her three hundred years 
of our lives back in return, taking 
care of her, preserving her, sharing 
our birthdays, weddings and laughter 
beneath her shade and wisdom. Where 
will your brother take his naps? What 
will happen to the tree? The company 
said they will replant it somewhere else. 
Will they really re-root an uprooted 
tree when they have uprooted our lives? 
May she rest in peace and may we rest 
upon her roots in the afterlife.” 

My Khalo pushes my bag over the 
fallen pink petals of the blossoming 
trees that shadow the walkway. I open 
the car door, take a look around and 

close my eyes to better feel the passing 
breeze–better feel this moment. My 
Khalo starts the car, I open my eyes, sit 
down and close the car door. 

Khalo takes off, speeding down 
tiny streets flooded with parked cars 
in every nook. Winding along moun-
tains at maximum speed, overlooking 
the mountains, homes and the beach 
makes me really miss this place already. 
We merge on the highway that runs 
along the sea; the sun shines so bright 
on the water that it’s majestically 
blinding. I try and pull my eyes away 
from the bright burning sensation, but 
I just can’t do it. To my right lies the 
sea and to my left, the mountains of 
sand untouched by society, minus the 
few random abstract art sculptures on 
display to the passer-by. 

Every time I pass by, I close my eyes 
and see history. The Crusades, revolu-
tions against the British, the rule of the 
Ottomans, Bedouins setting up camps, 
Canaanites worshiping their ancestral 
gods. If I close my eyes long enough I 
see Jesus healing the ill, Moses turning 
a rod into a serpent and Muhammed 
ascending to heaven. The smell of sea 
salt, anguish and pride of those who 
have perished fighting over this tiny 
piece of blessed land dance a debka 
through my nose. The sensation of an-
tiquities gets swept away by the bright 
blue waves of the Mediterranean. 

Snap, snap 
My Khalo’s hands in my face. “Heb-

hooba, wake up. We’re almost there.” 
“What? How could that be?” I ask. 

“Tel Aviv is about two hours away.” 
“But, it’s Saturday. The roads are 

empty. Ben Gurion Airport, here we 
come! Lucky us.” 

Pulling up to a checkpoint at the 

entrance of the airport 
grounds, a security 
guard looks into the car 
window. 

“Where are you go-
ing?” says the guard. 

“To the airport,” 
replies Khalo. 

“Are you flying?” 
“No, just her. I’m just 

dropping her off,” Khalo 
points at me. 

“Open up the car 
trunk.” And my uncle 
does so. The guard 
takes a look inside. Sees 
a lonely suitcase and 
closes the trunk. 

The guard comes 
back around and says, 
“Alright, you can go 
through, but pull over, 
over there.” He points 
to a group of security 
guards waiting for us. 
Khalo pulls over and a guard on each 
side of the car looks in and asks for our 
IDs. I hand them my passports–Israeli 
and American, hoping my status as an 
American will hinder all the invasive 
questioning, but knowing that it 
doesn’t usually work out that way. The 
guard walks off with my passports and 
to what looks like a toll booth. The 
other guard takes a look at my Khalo’s 
ID. 

“What’s your name?” the guard asks. 
“Burhan Abo-Aqsa,” replies Khalo. 
“How old are you?” he asks looking 

down at the ID, doing the math for 
himself. 

“Forty-four.” 
“Where are you from?” 
“Haifa,” Khalo answers, with his 

hands firmly grasping the steering 

wheel. 
“Where in Haifa?” 
“Abbas.” 
“Oh yeah,” the guard says with a 

raised eyebrow. “What are the names 
of all the midfielders on the Maccabi 
Haifa futbol team?” 

“Ok, there’s John Culma, Adrien 
Silva, Lior Rafaelov, Gustavo Boccoli, 
Idan Vered, Eyal Golasa and of course, 
Shadi Shaban.” Khalo smirks as the 
guard hands him back his ID. 

The other guard who had gone off 
with my passports walks back over 
to the car, hands my passports to my 
Khalo and instructs him where to park. 
Khalo pulls away and heads towards 
the parking lot. 

“They thought they could trip me 
up. Confuse me. I’m from Haifa. I was 

Medicine
Will Schmitz

At this med student’s party up Nuuanu
The bathroom is crammed
With a couple of  boys trying out
Feminine garb, deftly assisted
By a nurse whose eyes say
She likes to see men down.  Lipstick: purple.
Big-looped earrings.  Now, into the skirt,
Eye makeup later.  Check the mirror.
In the bedroom, a newly jilted nursie
Is taking on all comers.  If  you can
Stand her hate rap and her screaming obscenities,
You can have her.  Listening to andro rock, Al is
Explaining the sorts of  voyeur thrills he gets
Working weekends at the state mental hospital--
How easy it is to steal their thorazine,
Qualude and codeine--here, you want some?
We must keep on working, after all, for the
Greatest possible happiness
Of  the highest few.



Uptown 1           30 Uptown 1           31

born here and I have 
never left here.  I have no 
intention of leaving here. 
I know my futbol. The 
nerve of them–I know 
my futbol,” he proclaims, 
waving his finger in the 
air with the authority he 
wishes he had. He parks 
the car. We both get out 
and Khalo goes to get my 
bag out of the trunk. He 
shuts the trunk door and 
we start to walk towards 
the airport entrance, 
where a cheerless guard 
stands. Walking through 
the parking lot, I am 
surprised to see so many 
cars at the airport on a 
Saturday. So many cars, 
yet I haven’t seen one 

person here, other than 
the guards. It makes me 
wonder if I am in the 
right place. The guard 
starts to walk towards us 
and finally reaches us. 

“Where are you go-
ing?” he says to Khalo. 

“I am here to drop my 
niece off.” 

The guard looks at me 
and says, “Can I see your 
passport and plane tick-
et?” I hand it all to him. 
“Where are you going?” 
he barks. He looks at my 
name and my face a few 
times. 

“I’m going to New-
ark,” I replied, looking 
him straight in the eye. 

His eyes wander off 

back to flipping through 
my passport. “Where are 
you coming from? Where 
did you go when you 
were here.” 

“I’m coming from 
Haifa.” 

“Did you go any-
where else?” he asks 
again. 

“No,” I respond. 
“Are you sure?” 
“Yes, I’m sure,” I snap 

back with an accompa-
nied eye roll. 

“Alright, check in for 
Continental Airlines is 
through these doors and 
to the left.” 

Every time I come 
to this airport, I worry. 
Worry that there will be 

Photography by Tom Mac; Body paint by Israel Morales

an attack on the plane. Worry that the 
attack will be blamed on me. Worry 
that security takes me so long that I 
will miss my flight. Worry that security 
will confiscate my belongings. Wor-
ry that the food on the plane will be 
miserable. Worry that I will have to use 
a public restroom more times than I 
would like. Worry that I will sit next to 
a person who can’t stop talking on the 
plane. Worry that I will be detained for 
reasons of security’s choosing. And if 
they did, what would I do? Who would 
know I was missing? Would I waste my 
life away in a prison cell without being 
charged with a crime? Or is my crime 
my existence in which I question every-
one around me? Worry. Worry Worry. 

We walk in and to the left. We pass 
a Birthright group at the El Al security 
check-in, Israeli hippies, and tourists 
on our way to Continental. Khalo 
hands me my bag. I walk towards Con-
tinental security check in and Khalo 
walks to a section taped off on the side-
lines for those dropping their loved 
ones off. Two security guards stand on 
each side of me, take my passport and 
ticket out of my hand and ask, simulta-
neously, “Where are you going?” 

“I’m going to Newark,” I reply. 
“Where are you coming from?” asks 

Guard A. 
“Haifa.” 
“Did you leave Haifa at all?” asks 

Guard B. 
“No,” I lie, but I don’t see how my 

going two towns over is any of their 
business. 

“Are you sure?” continues Guard B. 
“Yes.” 
“Did you come here alone?” Guard 

B goes on. 
“No, I came with my uncle. He is 

right over there.” I point him out and 

Guard A goes over to question Khalo. 
Looks like it’s just me and inquisitive 
Guard B. 

“Where did you stay while you were 
here?” 

“Haifa, with my grandmother.” 
“And why were you here?” 
“To see my family.” 
“So why don’t you speak Hebrew?” 
“I’ll ask my mama when I get 

home,” I snap back. 
“Why are you here again?” he asks. 
“To see my family.” 
“Did you pack your own bags?” he 

mumbles as he lays his hands on my 
bag. 

“I’m an adult, I can pack my own 
bags, believe it or not,” I respond. 

“This is all routine. We ask these 
questions all the time. Where are you 
going again?” 

“Routine for Arabs you mean…I’m 
going to Newark; are you going to give 
me my sticker now? 

“Excuse me?” The guard looks 
baffled. In the distance I can see Guard 
A walking off with my Khalo’s ID to 
again check it’s authenticity. 

“You know, the sticker with the 
colours that tells the baggage checkers 
what kind of security threat I am. Last 
time I was an orange. Am I still a code 
orange?” 

Agitated by my question, he ignores 
me. He asks, “What is your father’s 
name?” 

“Ali Abdul-Khaliq Mohammed 
Atrash,” I reply with my hand resting 
on my hip. 

“And your mother’s name?” he 
asks, staring at my necklace bearing 
the words “Of God” in Arabic, resting 
upon my chest. 

“Hilal Ali Muhammed Zeitouna 
Abo-Aqsa.” 
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The guard pulls out a sticker and 
slaps it on my bag. “Please walk over to 
that line just a few steps away and put 
your bag through the X-ray machine 
when the technician tells you to and 
only when the technician tells you to.” 
He walks away and prepares to chal-
lenge another passenger. 

I look at the sticker on my bag:“4.” 
I am in the far right line, standing 
behind an Arab man in his twenties. 
The sticker on his bag says, “5.” The 
other two lines are longer and made 
up of tourists, young and old, families 
and single people. Their faces cringe in 
perplexities as what their “2” and “3” 
stickers could mean. 

It’s my turn to put my bag through 
the X-ray machine. It glides right 
through the machine and slides towards 
the other end in seconds. The tech-
nician tells me I should go over to 
the Extra Security Desk with my bag. 
Surprise, surprise. Dragging my bag be-
hind me, I walk over to the desk, which 
is made up of a table fortress guard-
ing two luggage X-ray machines. The 
fortress is cluttered with the belongings 
of tourists and Arab families. Without 
doubt, their grandmothers too have 
sent them home with bags of salted 
nuts, bottled grape leaves, and jars of 
homemade pickles. 

A tall, thin Ethiopian looking se-
curity guard with tight braids down to 
her waist waves at me to bring my bag 
over to her. She walks around the table 
and helps me lift my bag up on the ta-
ble. She goes back around to her post. 

“Please open your bags for me,” she 
says in her British accent. 

I open my bags and one of her 
colleagues comes over to help her. A 
tall white British man with brown hair 
and hazel eyes. They both try to make 

small talk with me, but I am more con-
cerned with how I’m going to fit my 
belongings in my bag after they have 
taken everything out. Item by item is 
removed. I still can’t understand why 
they insist upon examining every item 
meticulously, but insist that I open the 
bags myself. As if my opening my bags 
still keeps me in control of anything? 
My life is being rifled through with lit-
tle regard for significance or sentiment. 

I look over at my Khalo; he smiles 
and waves at me. I smile and wave 
back. After removing the top layer of 
clothes, the security man says, “What 
is all this?” 

“All of what?” I reply. 
He points to yellow plastic wrap-

pers scattered about and tubular type 
objects wrapped in a similar wrapper. 
The woman guard starts to laugh at 
the confusion of the male guard. I pick 
one of each up and say, “Well, this is a 
tampon and this is a pad.” 

“But why are they everywhere? 
They’re in your socks, your shoes. 
You’ve wrapped each one in an item of 
clothing.” 

“You can never be too prepared,” 
I say to him. He walks away from my 
bag and leaves the British woman to 
deal with me. Last time I went through 
this airport, I wrapped every item 
separately in newspapers; security was 
forced to unwrap everything one by 
one. This time, I scattered feminine 
products about–a less subtle approach 
to humour myself through the dreadful 
process of security. The British woman 
thought it was funny, I think. And I 
can tell that she knew all these extra 
security measures were a bit out of 
hand. But she is just doing her job. Fol-
lowing protocol, she takes every item 
out of my bag and puts it all separately 

through the x-ray ma-
chine behind her. As she 
turns her back to me ev-
ery time, another guard 
nears my bags and warns 
me to not touch my 
things. What am I going 
to do? Attack airport 
security with a tampon? 
This place is a joke. 

If the first x-ray 
machine didn’t find ex-
plosives in my bags, what 
makes security think that 
putting each shoe in the 
x-ray machine separate-
ly will find anything 
incriminating this time? 
Once finished, she helps 
me pack my bags again. 
Security has never done 
that for me before. They 
usually just watch me 
fumble about in my 
items, while impatiently 
waiting for me to get out 
of their way. Clothes, 
food, feminine products 
and all. 

“Leave your bag here 
and come with me,” says 
the British woman. I 
worry about leaving my 
bags unattended. I know 
it was left with security 
staff, but paranoia is 
what runs this country. 
Paranoia has become our 
security. Paranoia is how 
we were all raised and 
paranoia sets in. What if 
someone tries to frame 
me and puts an explosive 
in my bag? What if one 
of the security guards 

liked something I had 
and decides to take it 
when no one was look-
ing? What if I come back 
to my bags only to find 

them missing complete-
ly? What if? What if? 
What if? I follow her to 
a back room where she 
leads me into a white 

NUDE MALE WITH ECHO #300
Darren C. Demaree

Presently lowered
beneath the nurture,

I have placed my body
in the leaching zone

of  the soil to see if  I am
of  any interest to the maple

tree in my front yard.
I have been bitten twice

by a gopher.  No root
has reached for me.

I am of  no use there
& yet I know I can be

& I know I must be
more than an unmovable

wall above the ground.
I can stand for one thing

& then I can stand
for another thing.

I can give myself  away
to everyone else

if  I remain lithe
in the eyes of  those

that need a piece of  me.
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curtained cubicle. “As per routine, I 
will pat you down now, so you will not 
have to go through the metal detector 
later. You’ve already been searched 
enough. Ok?” 

“Ok,” I respond. 
“Take off your shoes and put your 

arms out at your side and spread your 
legs,” she says. 

I comply, slip off my black flats and 
hum a melody I made up in my head 
to take my mind off the fact that a 
stranger is touching me–judging me, 
stroking my every curve and caressing 
my every unease. Back rooms were 
made to make everyone in the airport 
feel safe to know that extra security 
checks are in place. Everyone feels 
safe, except the people being asked to 
strip their garb and their very digni-
ty. Starting at my calves she uses two 
fingers to lightly brush up against me. 
I’m wearing leggings, what could I 
possibly hide in my leggings? My loose 
green tunic rests about mid-thigh; she 
reaches my waist and seems satisfied 
with the “pat-down.” I’m surprised; the 
pat downs usually take much longer 
and there’s usually more investigative 
groping involved. I feel suspicious of 
the ease of this pat down–am I being 
set up? Has this place gotten to me so 
much that I too have become part of 
the paranoid crowd? The guard kneels 
forward, picks up my shoes and says, 
“Be right back,” as she walks out of the 
curtain-cubicle. 

I stand there, waiting for her, staring 
at the curtains, trying to listen in to 
other people’s pat downs in adjacent 
cubicles. I hear guards asking people 
to slowly take off their clothes with no 
sudden movements. Why was I spared 
this humiliation this time around? And 
I hear the people in return submissive-

ly answering yes/no questions. I feel 
relieved that I was not asked to take my 
clothes off, but irritated that privacy of 
any sort is dead. Even more so irritated 
because I’m not sure what had changed. 
Was I more dangerous the last time I 
visited? 

Two minutes later she comes back 
and puts my shoes on the floor. I slip 
my shoes back on and she asks, “You go 
to college?” 

“Yes,” I respond. 
“What do you study?” she asks with 

a raised eyebrow. 
“Journalism,” I assert, head held 

high. 
“You’re clever and observant...that’ll 

get you in trouble here,” she says, 
smiling. I stare back at her, with no 
response at all. What did she mean? We 
emerge from the cubicle. She leads me 
back to my bag, hands me my boarding 
pass and walks me over to the side-
lines, where I get to give my Khalo a 
final hug good-bye. 

“Take care of yourself,” says Khalo. 
“You too. Drive safe,” I say. I walk 

forward and don’t look back, afraid 
that if I look back I may want to stay. 
If I look back, then I too, along with 
my future, will perish like the town of 
Sodom. 

Following the British woman 
towards the metal detectors she turns 
to me and asks, “Where are you going 
again?” 

“I’m going to Newark.” 
“Well, enjoy your flight,” she swipes 

her ID pass to open a gate that stands 
beside the metal detector and holds the 
gate open for me as I walk through. 

“Thank you.” 
Now, if I can only find Terminal 7, 

I’m one step closer to being “home-
ward” bound. 1

Holly Wood
Ryan Unger

I knew a girl named Holly Wood who was unfaithful to the core,
And a drug addict always looking for new pills to score.
Her makeup was always smeared and she was way too thin,
And she had too much plastic surgery done to all her skin.
She’d come knocking on my door almost every day,
And she always had the same old pathetic thing to say:
“If  you come with me I’ll make you famous, I’m the best around,
We’ll make tons of  money and I promise you’ll be the happiest guy in town.
Just take my hand and trust in me, don’t you want this wealth?
Fancy cars, and pretty women, it’ll be good for your health.”
Holly Wood was full of  lies, she never said anything true,
When it came to attention there wasn’t a thing Holly Wood wouldn’t do.
She sacrificed all her values for any chance at fame,
But had no idea all these actions were tarnishing her name.
She was chewed up and spit out by all of  those around her,
She had nobody in her life that was kind enough to ground her.
She let drugs take hold of  her and could no longer find work,
She was forced to settle for a low paying job as a boring front desk clerk.
A week later she overdosed on pills in an old motel,
Her glamorous life had slipped away, and it was time for her farewell.
None of  her “friends” cared at all, they’d find the next big thing,
And fill them all with false promises dangled on a string.
I knew a girl named Holly Wood, whose search for fame was her demise,
But knowing how she lived her life it’s really no surprise.
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EVERYONE WAS KIND and their 
pupils dilated, both of which due to am-
phetamines and over sexualized dancing. 
The girl in front of me ground her hip into 
my crotch rhythmically and slung her arm 
behind her, gently grabbing the back of my 
neck and drawing me closer. We were but a 
droplet in a sea of flesh and sound, an orgy 
of neon angels writhing in fluorescents and 
bass. We were a testament to the decadence 
and angst of our generation. Our piercings 
and tattoos and exposed skin rebelling 
against the constructs of old, our lewdness 
a farce in the eye of our predecessors.

This was our church, our tabernacle of 
false hope where we came to cast off the 
insecurities of the outside world. We could 
forget about the uselessness of a four year 
bachelor degree or the lack of employment 
that was promised to us all those years ago. 

Back when we were unjaded youths, wide 
eyed and gullible, devouring everything ev-
ery high school guidance counselor or ‘hang 
in there’ team building kitty poster told us. 
But not now–now we were older, wiser, 
and more sarcastic. Now we were weekend 
philosophers, poli-sci bartenders, bio-chem 
waitresses, and alcoholics with an emphasis 
in creative writing.

I didn’t know her name and it didn’t 
matter. We were one in the same; orphans 
of a fraudulent future desperately latching 
onto something, anything that would vali-
date us and remind us of how alive we were. 
She drew me even closer against herself and 
I wrapped my hand across her abdomen, 
my erection pressing against the curves of 
her body. She kissed my neck, absolving me 
of my sins, baptizing me there amidst the 
flickering strobe lights, setting me free.

Neon Angels
Zoe Miller

Heavenly Rescue by Junior McLean

1

Diamond Matchbox
Will Schmitz

1.

Here it is fifty years ago in a brown photograph!
You’re being escorted to the museum for a history lesson
By the school’s most delightful and entertaining teacher.
Why, the French armor is quite small--
It looks as if  it had been made for children.
Saint Sebastian’s head droops on his breast
Over the flaming cross exalted on his white cassock.
Degas pastels of  dancing girls make up the featured exhibition.
They are short and muscular.
Mother has you dressed in green and brown
The colors you adore.  You glance at
The Armenian girl with black eyes
She is looking at
The freckled boy dressed in the navy-blue suit and tie.

2.

You hated going to church.  Your altar boy friends
Had something to say and do
While you had to move like a marionette
And mouth the words coming from the nearest devotee.
You loved being farty during mass.  The ceremony
Never had you understand it.  Christ never worked
Or endured as much physical pain as your uncle who
Lost a leg in Russia and lived only because
While crossing a freezing river, the bleeding was stopped.

3.

It is today, yesterday, tomorrow
Understanding never shows
And you live addicted
To the passing face
Of  the passionate transitory.
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THEY DON’T WANT you to get 
cold in paradise.  I was an oceanography 
student out to study in the islands from 
the coast.  Because I had no aid, wasn’t 
supported by a grant, but liked to live in 
the main, I took jobs which paid.  Being 
part of the ambulance crew appealed to 
the cat’s-paw side of my character.  Tour-
ists deserve to be fooled.  Most vacations 
sponsored or encouraged by the man-
agement are as much swindles as they are 
payoffs.  You shell out through the nose 
for a simple good time when you spend 
on “aloha.”  There’s no more pineapple, 
there’s no more sugar.  Tourism is it.  
They’re tearing up the fields to make room 
for housing.  I don’t mind.  On one of my 
lighter days, I think that evil is good.

We worked in crews.  If I’d said that we 
were a “unit,” that would have sounded 
the gong for respectability.  No.  Our job 
was dependent on speed (we often took 
some) and had nothing to do with service.

I don’t want to keep you wondering.  
Here’s how it works: the Hawaiian mafia 
has persuaded the city fathers of Hono-
lulu to put a sum aside in the budget for 
hiding death from the visitors to paradise.  
Our job was to pick up stiffs as fast as 
possible--before the sight or smell of them 
ruined anyone’s glorious holiday.

Scrutinize the images projected by the 
various media about the islands when you 
have a chance.  What do you see?  How 
much of it uses a sexual undercurrent 
to attract your eye, attach itself to the 
libido?  Yes.  That twitch.  It doesn’t die 
after you’ve seen that first wrinkle on 
your face.  It grows, evolves, metamor-
phosizes.  The ads say that the islands are 
inhabited by creatures who must breathe 

the opium of sensuality in order to exist, 
survive.  Bronzed surfer boys and vixen 
child/women bathing in pools below the 
foaming waterfall.  The backward ones, 
uncomputerized, with only an innately 
exotic idea of what wrongs you practice, 
drop out of the sky to be at your disposal.  
I’m not so bad looking myself.  It’s not 
as though I’ve never benefited . . .  My 
Chinese/Portuguese/Hawaiian/Filipino/
German girlfriend was aware of the price 
beauty commands.  We were scheming to 
set up a tour guide package for the slightly 
rich and degenerate before my “accident.”  
It’s best to have approval for any ideas you 
might develop on you own for milking 
the horde.  The king malefactors of the is-
land aren’t Henry Clay Fricks, Harrimans, 
or strong-trotting Morgans, but they have 
lots of eyes with strong hands attached to 
them as well.  Squidlings.  You are never 
on a square inch of neutral ground.  It 
belongs.

Well, enough philosophy.  I’ll describe 
a day that hangs more clearly in my mind 
for some reason.  Why one day has the 
authority to dominate the brain cells over 
another is what I consider to be a primary 
cheat in the way in which we have to 
submit to the partially fixed and partially 
random circumstances of living.

At four in the morning on an April 
Monday, my boss, Daniel Sing (it’s quite 
a kick in the groin, the mock influence of 
old testament names stuck onto at least 
half of the Asians on the island) called to 
tell me that I’d be taking the six to eleven 
shift that day.  I was scheduled to sail on 
the university oceanographic research 
vessel for the South Pacific.  The terms of 
my contract with the company stated that 

Stiff Duty 
Will Schmitz

vacations and leaves could be canceled at 
any time in cases of emergency.  I never 
liked that clause.  I was being hung on it 
for the first time.  Bill Post and Tommy 
Chun had both managed to get them-
selves mangled in a bar fight and wouldn’t 
be showing up for work.  The two of them 
liked to rowdy it up in the Hotel Street 
strip joint arenas: live sex on stage, tattoo 
parlors, peep shows, 
bookstores, wasted 
prostitutes.  Dan 
explained that Tommy 
might not live.  Did 
I understand?  Sure.  
The university would 
understand.  Wasn’t I 
the bright boy of the 
department, didn’t the 
government research 
money gravitate 
towards my sinkhole 
no matter what kind 
of jack-off thing I did?  
Ruth, my girlfriend, 
snickered when I told 
her the exciting news.  
She was tired of my 
academic crises.  Roll-
ing over onto her back 
and stretching a hand 
over to massage my 
nuts, she declared her-
self happy to hear that 
the hook had finally 
been put into me.  
Nemo me impune lacessit.  I slapped her 
mangling little hand away.  She tried to 
bore those innocence-faking eyes into me 
as I got up from the bed.  Ruth was bril-
liant at this kind of war.  She was already 
fingering herself when I turned around to 
address some last well-aimed slur at her.  
Misfire.  A word wouldn’t do it.  The tease 
had me rushing.  Making a move back 

toward the bed, Ruth chided me about 
my appointment.  “Dan Sing’s waiting for 
you, Buzz honey.  Don’t come home until 
you wash the smell of the stiffs off at the 
Y.”  The morsel stopped squirming, tossed 
my pillow under hers, and wriggled softly 
into sleep.  I don’t need to tell you much 
more.  After I left the islands, she got into 
a head-on collision and the plastic sur-

geons couldn’t get her face back together 
right.  The end.  She moved into some 
soft-core line of business,  accounting.  
Death and the morbid.

Dawn rosy fingers was striding up the 
valley as I got out of the door.  We lived in 
Manoa, behind the university.  Expensive 
and convenient.  I plucked a hibiscus and 
inhaled.  Mingling with the wet air of the 

Panopticon Morning Blues
Ben Nardolilli

If  I can make it to the sixth floor, I can make it,
If  I can make it, then I can make it to the sixth floor,
The world and the job are teaching me nothing
Except how to sit and wait for death,
And the subway is filled with eyeballs looking noir
With untipped fedoras and crisp trench coats,
They want me to see something and say something,
But my whole life I have been saying something
About things which no one else wants to see,
Once I get to the building, I will be responsible
Only for my silence and productivity,
An opportunity to shuttle in peace and shut down,
Until I get a chance to disappear
To the back of  the sixth floor, and if  I can make it
To the back of  the sixth floor, there is a window
Where I can look out over the world
And pretend I am the one waiting for someone
To tell me they have seen something in the parking lot.
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dewy morning my lungs dilated and let 
the other parts of the system share the bi-
packed bite of rapture.  Climbing into the 
Volks (I left the BMW for Ruth) I futzed 
the key into the ignition and headed 
downtown.  I parked in the underground 
garage shared mostly by state legislators 
and lawyers.  The ambulance station was a 
block away, across King Street.

Dan Sing was twirling a set of keys 
around his index finger as I walked up 
to the front of the office.  He kept up a 
Cheshire smile to mute his hagfish be-
havior and personality.  “You’re even early 
Buzzard,” the silk-suited slime sniveled.

“Who am I going to be on with?” I 
asked, plucking the keys out of his fast 
brown fingers.

“Dainty time, you lucky bugger.  I’ve 
got you on with Papa Pupu,” Sing nervily 
smirked.  The one and only thing about 
Sing that you could admire is that he 
wouldn’t scare.  He liked inviting you to 
hassle him.  He liked to see how far you 
would go.  Dan always had a hand rarin’ 
to reach for the blade he carried.  I found 
out the knife from Story.  Story used 
to work for us.  The guy wasted his life 
trying to size people up--everyone he met.  
Story thought by knowing somebody’s 
line, you held the juju over them, that 
they couldn’t hurt you if you held some 
part of them in your mind and they didn’t 
hold any part of you.  Story liked to think 
of himself as untouchable.  He told people 
other people’s tales of triumph and woe 
when he was asked about himself.  Story 
was in prison for only a month when they 
got him.  Story’d joined the weight club 
to pass the time while he was serving his 
sentence for assault (he pushed a tourist 
out of his way who happened to have 
more influence than Story was willing to 
hear about at the time).  The fellows in the 
weight club walked away from the bench 

on which Story was trying to press more 
than he could do.  Anyway--Papa Pupu 
was a Samoan ape, ex-big time wrestler 
whose head had met the ring buckle a few 
too many times.  Pupu didn’t have any 
trouble lifting and carrying the bodies--he 
forgot what he was supposed to be doing 
with them sometimes is all.  Pupu liked 
being an exhibitionist and he couldn’t 
drive.

The mayor drove by in that populist 
image mini-bus that he tools around Ho-
nolulu in and, seeing Mr. Sing, he took 
the pipe out of his mouth to give Dan 
a high sign.  Oh the smug fellowship of 
legitimized crime!  How well it has fed me 
and how good I feel.  Craven my heart, 
but spectacularly sincere.  I should have 
been boarding the oceanographic research 
vessel at about this same time, saying hello 
to the professors and pretending to be 
eager about cruising Southwards to take 
core samples and examine the ooze.  The 
day-bright lie had already overwhelmed 
me.  The crisp sly look on Dan Sing’s lips 
convinced me that this was the better of 
the two places to be.  The food aboard 
ship is miserable and they give you a 
penicillin shot as soon as you return from 
your shore leave in Pago Pago.  Plus this 
was tsunami season and the old wreck’s 
pumps had to be kept going even when 
she was in port.

Sing punctured my reverie by pointing 
to the figure of Papa Pupu swaggering 
towards us from up the street.  Pupu 
was munching out of a bag of fried pork 
rinds.  The mirror frosted shades Papa 
wore didn’t go well with the sloppy puppy 
dog happy grin that he had on.  Pupu’s 
shirt front was unbuttoned and his belly 
was sopping up a tan.  Papa looked a bit 
more macabre when he was buttoned into 
his hospital whites.  The ex-wrestler was 
missing his mouth a lot even though he 

guided each pork rind to 
the entrance of the poorly 
toothed orifice with a 
personal hand.

“He’s on something,” 
Sing muttered under his 
breath.  “Be nice.  Don’t 
ride him.  Let’s see what 

kind of shape he’s in,” 
Danno cautioned.

“He looks as normal 
as he gets to me,” I said.  
“Like a tender young god.”

“I forget.  You’re not 
exactly playing with a full 
deck either,” Sing said ex-

pressively.  That was O.K.  
I liked hearing Dan try 
to slide it in.  You get the 
best out of some kinds of 
people when you play their 
foil.  Pupu bumped into 
a telephone pole, bowed, 
and began to excuse 
himself to it in a tone loud 
enough for us to overhear.

“My gosh!  Excuse me 
Mr. Sing.  Didn’t see where 
I was going--clumsy me, 
Mr. Sing!” Papa was saying 
drunk/swaying with his 
nose up to the pole.  Dan 
began to thrum on the 
instrument in his pants 
pocket.  Tic.  “Last night 
. . . Was it last night?  Last 
night, Dan dear, didn’t 
I see you, see you going 
down on that mahu who 
styles your wigs for you?  
How did it taste Dan?  
Was her sauce sweet?  
When I was in the navy 
we . . ., but that mahu’s so 
fleshy and fat and always 
looks like she needs a 
shave.  What did it feel like 
Sing boy?”

I had the keys in my 
hand, Dan had left long 
before Pupu got anywhere.  
Dan recognized scene set-
ting and walked off once 
his duty to see that a full 
crew reported to work was 
discharged.  Papa finally 
took his nose far enough 
away from the pole to 
realize that his audience 
was napoo.

“Ah, I get to be driven 

NUDE MALE WITH ECHO #298
Darren C. Demaree

In all this preparation
for lightning, we lost
how much we love thunder,

the way it rumbles up
our spines like an earthquake
than can’t quite be released.

I love thunder because I am
thunder.  I was born unable
to become lightning, born

to be part of  the warning
of  the storm.  Let the great
flashes find us.  There will

be a tremendous rattle
& we will have time 
to stand on the tallest walls

before the waters come
& sing our songs
& blame our politicians

& put our fingers in our hair
& release them
when that deep sound

finds us willing to be taken
into the developing tide
of  actual change.
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around by the Buzz saw,” 
Papa said removing his 
shades to reveal a set of 
plastic Day-Glo horror 
eyes.  Since I refused to be 
properly impressed, Papa 
dropped the eyes into 
his hands and put them 
away.  Before we did any 
talking, the ambulance 
came around the corner 
and could be seen three 
lights down.  I opened the 
office door and we went 
in to put on our uniforms 
and punch in before the 
vehicle arrived.  Papa had 
on a pair of old wrestling 
trunks.  He noticed me 
noticing and blew me a 
kiss.  “Maybe I’ll see you 
with Sing’s plaything 
soon,” he winked.  The 

locker room joke mentality 
will never deliquesce.  It’s 
too important.  It works 
just right.

We were out on the 
street to take over the 
ambulance from Arnie 
and Kimo (they worked 
a haole with a local as 
much as possible) half a 
minute after they drove 
up.  Kimo tossed me the 
beeper before Pupu could 
grab it.  Arnie shouted that 
they were all gassed up and 
that there was a call to pick 
up a couple in Waikiki, 
get moving.  Pupu wanted 
to talk story with Kimo 
but he saw me behind the 
wheel ready to haul out 
without him and climbed 
it.

“Hey, I wanted to tell 
Kimo about my adventure 
with the telephone pole,” 
Papa complained.  Pupu 
could see that I was locked 
in and hooked by the feel 
of doing danger dives 
through the traffic.  He 
left me alone and started 
to look out for cars that 
might be trouble.  I never 
put the siren on unless 
I had to.  During the 
peak traffic hours, we let 
the work slide.  No one 
notices death when they’re 
frustrated at the end of 
the day driving dissidently 
home.  Numbers hide it.  
Sandwiched between the 
past and future.

Kalakaua Avenue has 
to be avoided whenever 

possible.  I usually go King Street and cut 
down the street that will get me closest to 
the destination whenever there’s someone 
to pick up down there.  That’s how most 
of the trips run--between Waikiki and the 
city morgue.

Pupu was beginning to rush and shout.  
“Turn on the siren you diseased lump of 
birdcrap!”

He was right.  I’d almost slammed 
into a bus 
coming around 
the underpass 
that runs into 
Kapahulu Ave.  
I went over the 
curb in front of 
Alex’s Drive-In 
and Pupu, who 
hates seat belts, 
hit his head on 
the roof of the 
car as I came 
back onto the 
street.  Tremen-
dous shot made 
by one of the 
four kids play-
ing basketball in 
the playground 
cross corner to 
Alex’s.  Used to 
like to sit under 
the banyan tree 
by the court 
and listen to 
the mynas yowl at dusk.  Purple twilights 
when colors drain off the face of objects.  
I sometimes hate the beauty of the world.  
The earth’s physical transformations will 
always remain more interesting to me 
than things like the problem of continu-
ous identity.  I’m satisfied not to have one.

“Slow down around the fork by Date 
Street.  I want to see what’s playing at the 

Kapahulu Theater,” Pupu commanded.
“They’ve got a Sonny Chiba twin bill,” 

I said speeding past.
“No, hey, Buzzed brain.  That was last 

week,” Pupu protested.  “See.  You see that 
wise slash.  It was something else.”

“Coming up on the hotel.  Get set fart 
bag.  This fake marble palace has a big 
lobby so stay close.”

“I’m not in the mood for trouble 
today.  I want 
to let you know 
that before the 
sink coming 
from your 
mouth gets too 
loud,” the hulk 
warned me.  “I 
had a big night 
last night with 
wife number 
two.  She’s over 
from Maui 
to suck some 
money.”

This hotel 
was across from 
the Honolulu 
zoo.  Mothers 
were out in 
force with 
their babies in 
strollers.  Dad 
pushed tiredly 
from behind.

Pupu was 
pretending to be good to his word.  He 
had the stretcher out of the back and 
the sheets tucked under his arm before I 
even finished calling in our arrival time to 
the board.  I raced ahead of Pupu.  The 
manager was waiting to give me the room 
number and the floor.  “What about a 
key,” I knifed.  The manager winced.  
People don’t like to show that they can’t 

Cardinal Dreams by Junior McLean

Clearly Drawn
Ben Nardolilli

He covers himself  up in the map,
A security blanket with lines
And edges running around it,
The unfamiliar world pressed against
Him in two dimensions, yet folded.

The cassettes and the covers
Are all arranged out of  our order
In as much a memorial as a library,
The headless headphones
Act as a plugged-in statuary for us.

She went flying weeks ago,
But he has yet to close the window,
Storms and sunlight come
And he is prepared for either,
Protected by glossy paper topography.
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swim along when the seas get rough.  The 
nervous frown broke into a demented 
flurry of pumping arms and legs as it 
walked back and forth around a small area 
shouting at the menials for a key.  This 
was not good.  I tried to order the manag-
er to calm himself.  His Chinese side took 
offense.  The threat to leave straightened 
him out.

We were after a Canadian couple 
who’d been killed when they’d strolled 
onto their 15th floor lanai to romance and 
believe.  A garbage bin had been dropped 
from the top of the building going up 
next door by a pair of sleepy arms.  There 
was a mess.  Most often there’s only a 
corpse.  Heart-attack, stroke, a fatal slip in 
the shower, suicide, foul play.

They were a young couple.  Pupu 
discovered why the manager was so eager 
to be nervous.  There was a kid squatting 
in the corner of the kitchen gnawing on 
its fingers.  A spilled plate of breakfast.  
Ketchup mixed with blood as shards of 
porcelain drove deeper into the squirming 
feet.

“We’re not supposed to be called in on 
cases like this,” Pupu complained whilst 
glowering gloomily over the body of the 
witless orphan.

“Look for some cord, thread, or some-
thing,” I yelled from the lanai.  “We’ve got 
severed limbs out here.”

“There’ll be too much blood,” Pupu 
jacked.  “We can’t carry anything like that 
through the lobby.”

“The blood’s all out,” I said re-entering 
the living room with my wet shoes stain-
ing the carpet.  “Call room service and 
have a bucket and a mop sent up.”

The beeper went off.  They wanted us 
for another job.  Pupu was on the phone 
arguing with a desk clerk who didn’t know 
what was going on.  The kid began to 
whimper, accelerate into screams.  Papa 

slammed the receiver down, ordered 
me to call in, and strode over to see if 
he could quiet the kid without force.  A 
Filipino maid came to the door with the 
bucket and mop.  She tried to look over 
my shoulder into the room.  Too short.  
“Who’s that screaming?” she asked.

“My partner’s a scream,” I said and 
slammed the door.

I called in.  They had a simple stiff on 
Waikiki Beach for us.  A lower echelon 
politico from California who’d been 
brought over, drugged, and put in the 
sun to fry is what I was later told by a cop 
who thought he knew things.  There was 
no hurry on him the voice over the phone 
explained.  “Have him in by three,” it said.  
Mobster-lobster pinky-red--that’s what 
happens when you try to squeal.  You’re 
not even treated like meat anymore.  A 
crustacean’s death, an insect’s death will 
do.

Before I went back out onto the lanai, 
I took off my shoes and rolled up my 
pants.  Easier that way.  Pupu was sitting 
next to the kid--it was a girl to my sur-
prise, holding its hands tightly and talking 
ridiculously about his wrestling days, 
making more sense as he started to talk 
about strength and what strength was to 
him.  A buffoon with a mushy heart.  The 
girl wasn’t screaming any more.  Pupu’s 
voice droned raptly on, “ . . .and because 
on Maui there were still so many people 
who’d heard the old legends about strong 
men and, then somehow they got physi-
cally strong all mixed around with being 
strong on the inside, strong to live your 
life, to be ready for whatever happens, do 
you understand me little one?  Yes . . .”  
Seeing good performed in the service of 
evil charges me up.  Lips on the open ego.  
Only the functions are left in the great 
behavioral mash that the Christian system 
started.  A little action, a little method, 

and we’ve got a satellite walking between 
the planets taking pictures, like a tourist 
in Venice, to amaze us all.  I would have 
democratically shared my opinions on 
the topic of “What is Strength,” if I didn’t 
have to enjoin my labors.

The couple had been embracing, 
perhaps kissing, when the load of garbage 
had found them and severed them from 
life.  “What God hath joined together, 
garbage will cut asunder.”  The everyday 
garbage.  The woman’s head had been split 
down the middle.  Her brain protruded 
from the skull.  He had moved around a 
bit after the side of the bin had sliced off 
his arm.  The tongue was bitten in half.  
The severed limb lay on a lounge chair.  
Off at the shoulder.  Part of the aloha shirt 
had outrigger canoes smashing through 
the surf on it.  Matching outfits between 
the man and his wife.  Joining, re-joining, 
coupling--spiritually and physically--was 
a large hunk of the sell about coming to 
Paradise.

From over the railing of the lanai, 
which was facing Diamond Head, I had a 
view of the folds strolling the paths inside 
the zoo.  The enclosure with the always 
happy seals was shared by wild dogs 
forever hung down and hungry looking.  
Wisps of vapor lay along the ocean hori-
zon.  You could see a sheet of rain pouring 
half-a-mile off shore.  I picked the arm 
up and tossed it through the glass doors 
into the living room so that I wouldn’t 
forget it.  As the clouds shifted, the rays of 
sun would pick areas to illuminate which 
would otherwise drop/blend with other 
areas of unequal importance.  I couldn’t 
decide what to do with the woman’s head.  
I was loath to pick it up.  My favorite 
exhibit was Jo-Jo, a gibbon who, without 
much sense of the past, would become 
erect when encouraged and mount his 
protesting and screaming mate.  Mothers 

walked away from the cage with their 
small ones in a huff if you preferred to 
have Jo-Jo do his trick when the uniniti-
ated eyes were present.  I had the blood 
in the bucket--thought about throwing 
it over the railing for an instant on a 
passing gaggle of tourists headed for the 
beach.  Walking my impulse back to its 
bed, I chided myself for having had such 
a fermionless thought.  Was I superior to 
those below me?  Wait.  Let’s not be like 
the little boys and girls who, working in a 
jewelry store say, look down on customers 
incapable of discriminating an opal from 
topaz.

Pupu had the kid in control.  He mo-
tioned me over.  I put the bucket down 
and walked numbly into the kitchen, 
sincere desire subverted.  Success.  Pupu 
had the girl asleep in his arms.

“We have to get her to Queens hospi-
tal,” Papa whispered.

“We’ll call for a cab,” I said to see how 
far Pupu wanted to guide his own magic.  
He protested and I instantly acquiesced. 

“No games now, O.K. Buzzard baby?” 
Hercules said hurtfully.  Back from the 
underworld, the brevity of life and the 
vastness of death had stung him.  It would 
take a few hours of being back in the 
world before appetites would pin him.

“What about the flesh on the porch?” I 
asked.  Pupu stared me down.  He carried 
the child to the door.  There was nothing 
more I could do.

Pupu rocked the girl on his lap on the 
way to the hospital.  A necessary part of 
the hypnosis.  The girl fumbled a finger 
along the ridge of her sharp, straight 
nose.  I hadn’t noticed before.  A creature 
of beauty.  What were her chances now?  
How much had they lessened, increased?  
I went through a red light by the Hilton 
and zoomed into the yacht harbor parking 
lot behind the hospital.  I got out, went 
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around the ambulance 
and opened the door for 
Pupu.  I led the way open-
ing doors and handling 
irate nurses and other 
staff who saw us pacing 
through the restricted 
corridor.  Pupu wanted 
to avoid the emergency 
room.  He had a friend 
at the hospital.  Pupu 
had the idea that all he 
needed to do was to find 
a nurse’s station and have 
his doctor friend paged.  
Attempts to reason against 
this course of action 
failed.

When we reached 
a nurse’s station, the 
matronly witch proceeded 
to do her duty and grill 
us.  As Pupu raged back 
at her, the child beginning 
to squirm in his arms, I 
espied the intercom, held 
the nurse aside threatening 
bodily injury if she resist-
ed, and paged the pupil of 
Hippocrates.  What’s the 
difference between possess-
ing a unique and individ-
ual thought process and 
being able to mimic one?  
I am riddled by contempt 
with the lastingly indistin-
guishable co-presence of 
toothy truth and mouth 
absorbing line.  The 
nurse attempted to slam a 
telephone receiver into my 
groin.  Nurses have read 
Freud and believe in castra-
tion.  I avoided this stroke 
of ill fortune by investing 

heavily in a twisting of the 
lady’s wrist.  She almost hit 
her forehead against the 
desk top as she stooped to 
acknowledge my superior 
power.  Sovereign was 
my wish not to harm the 
innocent creature and so I 
did not.  My halcyon days 
were done.  You can only 
go so far before you find 
yourself in a suit.  “Don’t 
hurt the nursie now,” a 
boisterous voice--it was the 
doctor’s, the doctor I had 
paged--clanged.  A fellow 
sport.  The intonation 
in his doctoral throat 
gave it away.  I wanted to 
study this personage, but 
there wasn’t time.  Pupu 
blurted the circumstances 
of his foundling’s present 
condition and the crisply 
competent physician 
stretched out his arms and 

assumed responsibility 
for the case.  Papa and I 
returned to work.

Driving past the 
Hawaiian village I saw 
an emaciated paraplegic 
being wheeled across the 
road by her walking stick 
of a husband (on their way 
down to Waikiki to sniff 
the sights) and pointed the 
pair out to the ever-buoy-
ant Pupu.  “Future clients,” 
I clicked.

“You’re baby beef Buz-
zard,” Pupu replied.  “Your 
heart’s in your hand just 
like mine is.  Coughed up, 
spit out.”

“It couldn’t be.  Could 
it?” I balked.

“Feels like I can hardly 
breathe,” Pupu explained.

“Sounds like you’ve 
coughed up your lungs, 
not your heart.”

“It feels the same then,” Papa said slip-
ping down into the seat and backing off 
from the world.  “I’m not ready to go to 
the hotel.  Drive around for a while.  Find 
us a place to have a drink.”

No argument.  Papa put his hands 
on the dashboard and tapped his head 
against the vinyl in increasingly severe 
blows.  I pulled into the parking lot of 
the Mexican restaurant on the corner of 
Ala Moana Boulevard and Kalakaua Ave.  
Pupu flopped out of the car and stumbled 
towards a telephone pole.  He hugged it 
and sank to his knees, sobbing.  I pulled 
out the vial of pain killers I always carry 
around with me and offered the clown a 
few.  Blood-shot eyes stared up at me in 
thanks and a paw reached out and took 
them from my hand.

“Can we drink here?” I asked cattishly.
“I know the head waitress,” he replied.
“Fine.  Then let’s go in,” I suggested.
“I owe her money,” Pupu lubbered.
“She’s probably not working today,” I 

reasoned.
“I know her hours.  She’s there,” Pupu 

pathed.
We turned around and put ourselves 

back into our roving corpse coffer.  Soon I 
could tell that Papa had convinced himself 
that he was feeling good.  He grinned 
cupidly and started to talk about cunni-
lingus.  He seemed sincere, so I listened 
without interruption--kept sarcastic quips 
inside until their bubbles exploded and an 
effervescent calm truncated the movement 
of my tongue.

Suddenly, Pupu flopped back in the 
seat throwing his head back and grabbing 
for his chest.  I reached over to see if he 
was alive.  My hand was grabbed and 
Pupu sent his teeth after his catch.  I re-
covered my property before the scoundrel 
gained an opportunity to confiscate any 
part of it.  Papa had his hands covering 

his face and, peering between the fingers, 
lubbered lugubriously at me.  “Buzzing 
furiously now aren’t you?” Pupu said.  
“You can be scared, easy.”

I put my foot down on the brake and 
Pupu went for a dive into the windshield.  
He managed to protect himself with his 
elbows but did not come up happy as he 
was before.  “Something’s the matter with 
your dirty white soul.  I could have hurt 
myself,” Pupu, scratching his cheek, said 
indignantly.

We were now in Kaimuki.  I’d zipped 
up Harding Avenue (Harding was my fa-
vorite president) and we had our choice of 
restaurants to suck a few in.  Pupu chose 
a Korean place.  He wanted to eat along 
with his drinks.  The place was expensive.  
The Kaimuki Inn, around the corner, was 
cheaper.  We parted company.  I told him 
to fetch me when he was through.

The Kaimuki Inn is cross-corner from 
the King Theatre.  As I pumped down my 
first beer, the muggy memory of a conver-
sation I’d had in front of the theatre with 
this maniac I’d had in a sociology class 
with me came obdurately to mind.  The 
crazy was a local who’d gone to India on a 
Fulbright and had just gotten back at that 
time.  He was riding a bicycle up the long 
hill in the broadening dusk.  I spotted 
him first and tried to have him miss me 
by turning my face into the poster for the 
coming attraction.  Nope.  He’d seen me.  
Jumped the bike over the curb and began 
chattering.  Just had to tell us poor igno-
rant folk about the horrors of the world.

Spark looked as strong and fit as he 
must have been before he went over to 
India.  His skin was slightly jaundiced 
looking and that was the first clue that his 
body was rotting apace.  The teeth also 
began to look loose after you watched 
him awhile.  Holding the handlebars 
of a woman’s English, three-speed bike, 

Graduations to Rock and Jazz
Ben Nardolilli

No matter what sets or rises in the firmament,
We are guided under the towers
Which form clouds against the empty sky,
Some see ribbons in the fire escapes
And in the inside staircase, a hope for a cure,
While the rest of  us only spy so much kindling.

In between the buildings with their capes
Of  stone and cement draping us,
Opportunity still goes on and on to drone
With lazy siren cries of  other worlds to explore,
Not just that, but brand new chances 
To take out treasures on loan and endeavor out.
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Spark proceeded to tell me 
about the worms presently 
devouring his insides.  
(I’d come out of seeing 
some action/violence 
epic at the King.  Wasn’t 
I trying to hide from the 
kinds of things Spark 
was telling me?)  Spark 
argued passionately against 
Indian customs, the caste 
system, their very sharp 
delineations between skin 
tones which were used to 
determine beauty as well 
as social status.  I tried to 
point out that we had the 
same kinds of things going 
“at home.”  The Bombay 
cages, where prostitutes 
are displayed like meat in 
cages swung out across 
the street, that was more 

disgusting than anything 
in our lusty land.  I should 
have agreed.  Spark was 
squeezing the grips on the 
handlebars of the bicycle 
furiously.  Couldn’t I see 
that it was his adven-
ture--that I’d never been, 
and how could I imagine 
it?  Starvation, poverty, 
filth, disease?  Those are 
the most easily imagin-
able things of all.  What 
is there that needs to be 
escaped desperately from 
otherwise?  If you divide 
the pie equally, no one gets 
anything that more can be 
made from.

I don’t mean to digress.  
Spark didn’t throw a 
punch.  He wanted to 
hit me with some truth.  

Truth and death are 
twins who dress using 
the same mirror.  You’re 
being vain if you think 
you can distinguish them.  
Spark peddled off hating 
logic.  Ockham died of the 
plague.

Back on the barstool, 
I was waxing envious over 
the doctor we’d encoun-
tered at Queens.  Feeling 
sharp and bright, a profes-
sional intelligence, the rub-
bing against one, makes 
me ill.  The professional 
intelligence is upheld and 
supported because it feeds 
into and maintains a sys-
tem which can reproduce 
and even improve itself.  
Quick thoughts, like some 
of mine, spill and vanish.  

Refusing to specialize has closed some 
doors on me.  I want them all open.  Do I 
deserve any favors?  Listen to me.  You can 
tell I don’t.  Too many beers.  I was begin-
ning to let my lower-class contempt of the 
dutiful and the fairly pure surface.  Hold 
it under.  Drown it.  Participate if you 
expect to be allowed to become a member.  
The trees and branches of my heart were 
swaying on Mars, in a backyard with a 
pool and a drink beside my lounge chair 
while the cute eleven-year-old neighbor 
girl was going down on me as I slid off 
my stool thinking that Pupu was probably 
ready for rescue by now.

Pupu was not in the Korean restaurant.  
He had walked in, dawdled, and huffed 
out in a hurry according to the heavily 
rouged waitress.  I checked the vehicle.  
He wasn’t there.  A walk around the block 
couldn’t hurt.  I strolled around, looking 
into windows, going into places where 
Papa might have decided to plop.

The beeper resounded as I was coming 
out of a dumpy cafe which served stale 
donuts and greasy spoon food to insom-
niacs at its peak hours.  Central wanted 
to know what the hold up was.  The hotel 
had called them complaining that they 
still had the corpses on their hands.  I 
began to explain things in terms of the 
meticulous kind of detail that makes 
small-time authority addicts like our 
control operators impatient.  Dismissing 
what I had to say, I was implored to get 
the job finished.

Pupu came walking around the corner 
fishing a goodie out of a pastry shop bag.  
He was gluttonous smiles and rabid glanc-
es when he realized that I’d had to call in 
and that we were both possibly in trouble.  
“They called you huh?” he said licking a 
coat of icing off his index finger.

Scratching my cheek in imitation of 
Pupu’s second favorite mannerism I said, 

“Huh--yeah.  Uhhh.”  Papa folded the top 
of his bag.

“I had an eclair in here for you, but 
you ain’t gonna get it now,” he declared.  
“The rest of the stuff that bakery makes 
is pretty junk--except for these eclairs.  
They use real cream and not that pudding 
filling you get everywhere else.”  Pupu 
re-opened the bag and gingerly clasped 
the prize with two caliper-like fingers.  
He lifted the eclair up over his head and 
dropped it to the sidewalk.  “See?” he said 
stepping on it, “Real cream.”

“Wait here.  I’ve got to get some ad-
hesive tape for that loose arm back at the 
hotel,” I said.

“Hey!  You sayin’ you wasn’t impressed 
by my demonstration Buzz-Hard?” Pupu 
pouted.

Ahh.  I could see Wild Papa Destroyer 
emerging from his corner of the ring to 
scoop me over his head and try to swing 
me through a Flying Mare.  “I had to 
call in,” I explained.  “The hotel man-
ager’s complained that the couple is still 
occupying the suite that should have been 
vacated an hour ago.”

“Piss on that man’s head,” Pupu 
grunted.  “Bald and good for shark bait is 
all he is.  One thing I hate is being pushed 
around by a trained dog that thinks his 
barking can change the shape of the sun.  
There’s a Woolworth’s cross the street 
from the Kaimuki.  Go get the tape,” 
The Destroyer commanded me.  His 
word combinations had impressed him.  
Does the muse like to stroke through the 
throats of men made of mud?  You bet she 
does.  I got my rear in gear and fetched 
the tape before I thought too much more 
about it.

II.

The heart is the organ of desire.  Mine 

Photography by Tom Mac; Body paint by Israel Morales
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weakens every day.  Pupu and I piled the 
Canadians along with the politico that 
had been left out on the beach to fry.  
Four hours left to our shift.  Sometimes 
the mornings are the hairiest, sometimes 
afternoons.  Depends on the time of 
month rather than how busy the season.  
Many people don’t even find out when is 
a good time to visit paradise and end up 
here in the rainy season.  Relative cumu-
lative frequency curves are plotted and 
smoothed by a computer.  We’re usually 
ready for what has been predicted to be.

Next thing we had to do was to drive 
all the way out to the airport to pick up 
an old fart who had collapsed when a 
stacked, in hula skirt, greeter had kissed 
him, put a lei around his neck.  The 
widow was not in good shape, but they 
had managed to get her away.  The body’d 
been put in a janitor’s closet and was 
waiting for us when we arrived.

We were led to the closet, which was 
nice and close to where we were parked, 
by an airport guard.  Pupu had the 
blanket in his hands.  The guard wanted 
to leave immediately.  He didn’t want to 
watch us work.  Typical enough.  After 
unlocking the closet, he scurried away 
without too much politeness.  I reached in 
to haul the old man out.

“He’s not cold,” I remember saying 
very nervous right at my first touch of 
the perspiring skin.  “Stiffs don’t sweat do 
they?” I said glaring at Pupu.

Papa shoved past me and fumbled for 
a light switch.  Light blazed on, a pair of 
hands feebly went up to protect the eyes.  
A voice followed . . . “Bastards!  What’s 
happened to me?  Where am I?  My son’s 
a lawyer!”

“That might not be too good in this 
case,” Pupu told our corpse.  “You died 
about three-quarters of an hour ago.”

“Where’s my wife?  She’s aware of my 

condition.  Where is she?” our corpse said 
pushing aside brooms and towels and 
trying to come forward.  Papa gave him 
a slight push backwards.  He doesn’t have 
any sympathy for pushy white people who 
threaten and scold without considering 
the position they are in.

“Your widow’s taken care of,” Pupu 
snarled.  “We gonna take care of you.”

The Destroyer’s words had an effect.  
The man’s false teeth slipped out of his 
mouth and he fainted away.  “We can 
get him into the ambulance now,” Pupu 
commented.

“What do we do with him then?” I 
smirked.  “He’s not extinguished.  If we 
wrap him up, we might smother him.”

“It’s a sad tale you tell Buzzed.  I’d like 
to do what you think is fair.”

“I say we hike him up to the first 
waterfall at the end of Palolo Valley and 
read in tomorrow’s paper whether or not 
the scared sucker’s been born lucky.  He 
came to see paradise.  Let’s sink him in 
the middle of it and see what happens,” I 
suggested.

Pupu gently closed the closet door 
and scratched his cheek whilst speaking.  
“That would sure kill the afternoon,” 
Pupu said dreamily.  “But too many folks 
hike up that way.  Any trail this side of the 
island is likely to have folks on it.”

“You can always hear people from way 
off if they’re coming on any of the trails.  
We slip off, wait for them to pass, then go 
ahead,” I sailed.

“Palolo.  Alright.  But we take him up 
to the second waterfall, take the identifica-
tion off of him, and give him something 
that will cut his believing that he’s still on 
the planet,” Pupu insisted.  “Got anything 
available which will take this man’s mind 
off of himself for a full day?”  I did.

This stuff may seem sadistic and cruel 
to some of you, but you have to keep 

things in perspective.  If Pupu and I 
turned the old bastard over, they would 
have snuffed him.  Life or extinction?  A 
tryst with adversity, at any age, is better 
than being flattened out and shoved into 
a crematorium, ashes into the trash.  The 
second waterfall idea was the rotten part 
of our idealistic scheme.  The trail led easi-
ly out of the valley from the first waterfall.  
From the second waterfall, you have to 
come down a steep and slippery trail, 
around the 
first falls, then 
hunt for a not 
highly visible 
trail.  It would 
be spooky to 
find yourself 
up there at 
night.  What 
I was going to 
give our client 
might put him 
to sleep for 
four to eight 
hours.

Undaunt-
ed, Pupu and I 
had Mr. Clark 
on his way to 
the valley soon 
after making 
the decision 
to give him 
a chance to save his own life.  Clark was 
unconscious for the entire ride.  Pupu and 
I split the $2,341 he had on his person, 
threw the wallet and identification/credit 
cards, at intervals, back to the city, along 
the Likelike Highway.  Parts of the person 
every few miles.

“We cuttin’ this guy up,” Papa yukked.
“It’s called dismemberment,” I said 

informatively.
“Aww--you gonna spoil my mood if 

you play superior turd on me,” Pupu com-
plained.  “Throwing a guy around a little, 
I had that kind of experience a lot you 
know.  Don’t try to tell me what I’m doin’ 
when I know what I’m doin’ you Buzzing 
word dog,” Pupu cursed.  I considered 
getting just enough on the wrong side 
of Pupu not to cause danger of physical 
injury an art.

We drove as far up the valley as a 
car can go.  There didn’t seem to be any 

other vehicles 
parked near 
where the trail 
started.  You 
could smell 
the rotting 
guava fruit 
as soon as 
you got your 
feet on the 
ground.  The 
forest is always 
lots cooler 
than even the 
back settled 
part of any of 
the valleys.  In 
Manoa, the 
locals keep the 
tourists from 
hiking by 
keeping their 
dogs hungry 

and letting them run around.  Palolo was 
a better choice.  No locals up this way.  
The end of the valley had some pre-fabs 
in it, but nothing more.  Another nice 
thing about the valley--the beeper signal 
couldn’t creep in.  We could perform our 
chore unmolested.

Pupu took Clark’s legs and I got the 
feet.  We didn’t bother wrapping him.  I’d 
forced the pill down his throat when we’d 
put him in at the airport so now, Clark 

It’s Always 5PM Somewhere
Ben Nardolilli

At breakfast I sit with company,
A lady stranger and a bottle 
Of  anonymous wine, 
Both of  them lie to me about their age.

Against the hardwood hallway
Are empty boots, ready for attention
From destinations and toes,
But they remain as polished as the walls.

The lamp is a lid overhead, 
Some red rose of  a tulip that collapsed
And turned upside down,
I raise a toast to our unlit souls.
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was behaving cooperatively--completely 
out.  I checked the pulse and heart rate to 
be certain that we weren’t about to waste 
an effort.  It was nearly three miles to the 
second falls.  The path was narrow.  I recall 
walking the trail once with a friend out for 
a visit from home.  The trail has a water 
pipe running beside it for quite a ways.  
The sound of the water rushing through 
the pipes scared the crap out of my pal.  
He thought that wild boars were running 
towards us and that in a few seconds we’d 
be run off the path, maimed or pushed 
to our deaths into the deep ravine inches 
to our right.  Our imaginations run us 
right to oblivion lots of times, don’t they?  
You can feel firm and sensible only when 
surrounded by the familiar.  I was feeling 
more and more certain that the second 
waterfall wasn’t right for Clark.  As we 
carried the body along, I tried to say so to 
Pupu.

“You softening Buzz,” Pupu replied to 
my suggestion that we not take Mr. Clark 
quite so far away.  “Left by the first falls, 
this bugger will be back in town by to-
night screamin’ those same things he was 
sayin’ in the closet at the airport.  I know 
these people better than you do.  All their 
lives, they feed and feed, makin’ things the 
way they want them, gobblin’ up what 
they don’t like.”

“You’re right Pupu,” I said gravely nod-
ding my head and readjusting my hold on 
Clark’s ankles.  “I’m wrong in believing 
this polyester saint is going to reawaken 
converted once he finds himself between 
lives and in the trees.  Please forgive my 
faith.”

“He’s not going to wake up a polyes-
ter saint cause he ain’t gonna have on no 
clothes,” Pupu snorted.  “And don’t talk 
to me about how cold it gets up here at 
night.  Risks is for tightrope walkers and 
other types of artists who got audiences to 

play for.  I don’t need to prove nothin’ and 
I don’t like talkin’ to cops.”

Since Pupu had outlawed dissension, I 
threw away any words I may have wanted 
to use and concentrated on the simple 
pleasures of the journey.  Small birds 
would fly up in front of us as we rounded 
corners of the trail and I would try to have 
my eye chase its flight across the green 
masses of gyrating leaves.

Parts of almost every trail that you 
hike on Oahu will be muddy from where 
a stream cuts across or the water runs 
during rain.  Papa and I were stepping 
carefully through some mud when we 
heard three or four happy voices trying to 
sing a tune in harmony approach.  Slip-
ping through the slop, I looked up and 
saw Papa grappling to maintain his bal-
ance, drop Clark, and disappear down the 
side of the trail.  As I hopped forward to 
examine our patient, the doggerel words 
of the tune that was being sung penetrat-
ed my ear . . .  “First there was Newton, 
then there was Bohr, next we have 
Einstein who settled the score.  Now we’re 
sub-subatomic and always there’s more 
. . .”  It was the University Physics Club 
out on a hike.  They like to take hikes.  I 
dragged Clark off the trail as quietly as 
possible although I doubt those egomoron 
ergs could have heard anything above the 
sound of their own caterwauling.

I kept looking around for Pupu, 
couldn’t see him anywhere.  I visualized 
his having slipped several hundred feet 
down the side of the valley, a tree limb 
tearing a hunk out of him as he sweeps by 
on his tumble past.  The universe revellers 
a safe distance off--no lyrics distinguish-
able, I pulled Clark onto the trail and 
commenced a search for The Destroyer.

Fifteen minutes later, I crawled back 
up the side of the slope thinking that I 
would have to forget about Pupu and 

bring Clark in for crisping before chaos 
triumphed completely.  The wrestler was 
licking the pink inside of a guava with 
his tongue beside the body.  “Good for 
the bowels, guava fruit,” Professor Pupu 
lectured.  “The things clean you out.”

You can’t fume at someone like Pupu.  
Fuming at them makes them gloat at you 
all the more.  “This was a particularly nice 
guava tree that I met because it didn’t have 
those messy thousands of gnats swarming 
about the fruit rotting on the ground,” 
he continued in hopes of conjuring an 
ineffective remark.

I checked in on Mr. Clark.  He was 
dead.  When Pupu had slid off the trail, 
he had dropped Clark’s head on a rock.  
There was a lump the size of a handball 
where the spinal column encased the 
medulla.

“Accidents,” said Pupu flipping the 
skin of the guava into the valley.  “This job 
sometimes has me thinking about all the 
people that have ever died.  I dream about 
corpses being stacked around my bed at 
night while I sleep.  I think that when I 
wake up that I’ll have to wade through 
them in order to get into the bathroom, 
then--I dream that I’m awake, wading 
through the stiffs.  Somehow I don’t think 
that there won’t be corpses in the hall, but 
there are.”

“Let’s just get Clark up the valley.  
We’re losing time.”

“You’re not bein’ courteous Buzzy.  
This dream is one of those dreams a 
Kahuna would give his boodle of tricks 
and herbal medicines to have.  It’s a spirit 
dream.  You’re supposed to revere people 
who have spirit dreams.  It would be foul 
of you not to revere this dream.”

“Clark must have befouled himself 
before he went,” I noted lazily.  “Let’s 
clean him up before we carry him like this 
all the way up to the falls.”

“Ahh, you’re right,” said Pupu sniffing 
the air.  “I’ll enchant you some other time 
with this power you weren’t aware that 
I have.  Since you figured out that we 
have to dump Clark in the valley because 
we’ve stolen his money and he has to be 
a missing person and not a stiff in order 
for us not to burn, I take back thinkin’ 
that you’re backward, Buzz brain,” Papa 
announced while we were busy preparing 
the corpse for rapid transit.

“We’ve really got to hurry back into 
town,” I said--a drop of sweat rounding 
my eyebrow.  “We can only pretend to 
have been searching the airport for this 
gone to glory soul for so long.  I bet the 
beeper will start screeching as soon as we 
get to the road.”

“Oh, say, you’re right,” Papa puckered.  
“Let me help us out,” he said grabbing the 
corpse out of my hands.  I was not watch-
ing in fun as Pupu bent his back, raised 
Clark over his head, spun him in a circle, 
and flung poor grand-dad in a high arc 
over the edge of the trail.  Swish, swish, 
thunk, thunk, crack.  The disgusting Pupu 
was rubbing his hands in self-satisfaction.  
I was grinning.  We dog-trotted the mile 
and a quarter back to our vehicle.

The University Physics Club had been 
taken by the ambulance.  One of the 
toadying geniuses had had a black magic 
marker in his shirt pocket and now our 
vehicle was tattooed with duration and 
distance formulas.

“How we gonna get that crap off!” 
Pupu exclaimed.

“We go through a car wash.  Does 
it matter that we pick up a few more 
witnesses to say that we were up here?” I 
said slouchily.

“Sure it does,” Pupu retorted.  “Our 
bets are still pretty good.  This guy isn’t 
gonna get in the papers, you think?” Papa 
said, thinking.
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“I keep seeing myself on the carpet in 
front of Danny Sing,” I confessed.

“Car wash in Palolo Valley?” Pupu 
asked lifting his head to the sky showing 
between the tops of the trees.

“One down in Kahala,” I reminded 
him.  “There’s a stream a little ways 
down the road.  We stop there and 
smear the symbols over with mud.”

The beeper went off.  We threw 
ourselves in the car and wheeled towards 
that stream.  While Pupu smeared the 
car, I knocked on the nearest door, 
pretending to be official, and asked the 
young man who came to the door who 
was trying to stuff his erection into a 
pair of cut-off shorts if I could use the 
phone.  Calling in.  I let control talk 
without interruption for as long as 
possible to try and spark what kind of 
condition we were in.  A cutie drifted 
into the kitchen with only her pant-
ies on and, after shooting me with a 
disdainful glance, opened the fridge to 
fish out an avocado.  She excused herself 
to me as she brushed past to get a spoon 
from the drawer I was blocking, then 
glided off.  Torture/tease--all of the great 
hot way.  I shouted thanks for use of the 
look and the phone and ran back to the 
ambulance.

“What kind of shape we in?” Pupu 
said slinging the last gobs of slime from 
his hands.

“We seem to be fine for now.  Con-
trol wanted to know where we were.  I 
explained the walked away corpse and 
how I didn’t want to call in until we got 
the matter of this missing man cleared 
up.”

“Any other work?” Pupu asked.
“Not yet,” I replied.  We zoomed off.  

Papa was nervous.  Bounced in his seat, 
hands on the dash.  He took a few more 
pills.

The beeper went off while we were 
in the middle of the car wash, roll-
ers coming up across the front of the 
windshield.  “Like bein’ at a moving,” 
the unrealized wrestler beamed with his 
usual force of insight.  Peering intensely 
into my famished eyes, the Destroyer 
accused, “What’s the matter Buzzard 
Honey, don’t you like Papa Destroyer?”  
He tried to turn one of his paws into a 
crosier and haul me towards him for a 
sloppy kiss.  I scrunched in my seat and 
avoided the meeting.  “You don’t love 
the Destroyer!” he screamed pounding 
his fists on the dash.  “That’s O.K.,” 
Pupu said smiling flashily now, “The De-
stroyer doesn’t love the Destroyer either.”  
From then on he was sullen and shrank 
up into himself.

We were wanted urgently in Waikiki.  
Two miserable writers had hung them-
selves in the lobby of the biggest hotel 
with piano wire in protest over materi-
alism and their own mediocrity.  I could 
almost guess who they were.  I’d dated a 
Chinese girl briefly who once was remiss 
and smudged enough to drag me to a 
“reading.”  The experience had been 
queasily familiar--like having to haul 
a decomposing corpse out of the hotel 
room in which the spirit had abandoned 
the flesh as much as a week before.

I fretted that this part of the day 
would go as miserably as the rest.  “Local 
Artists Shock Hundreds,” or something 
to that effect on that evening’s news.  
We were all spared.  To be completely 
“honest” in what they were about to do, 
the twig of a male and the obese female 
suicide couple had decided to do it in 
the nude.  The plan was to hang from a 
sculpture and be on display for as long 
as possible.  Clumsy as they were, they 
took a long time to do what should have 
been done in a hurry.  They had difficul-

ty looping the wire over 
a piece of the sculpture 
they had decided would 
hold them both.  While 
the male played cowboy, 
the poetess found some 
chairs.

Needless to say, these 
activities attracted some 
attention. The manager 
of the hotel, a healthy 
Korean/Japanese lady 
with lots of sense, feared 
something subversively 
intelligent was going to 
happen, that a bomb 
was going to be set off 
or something.  Having 
cleared the lobby as 
discretely as possible, she 
was about to plead with 
the couple not to . . .  
but they “jumped from 
the little stools they were 
perched on looking like 
two kids about to hop 
into a wading pool,” the 
manageress, Mrs. Jo, con-
fessed.  “The beam broke, 
and, oh God, if they 
hadn’t been using that 
awful wire nothing would 
have happened.  I got the 
boys to throw a canvas 
over them making it look 
like the lobby had been 
cleared to protect people 
from a rickety piece of 
art.  Please, I’ll have the 
boys clear the lobby again 
so that the rubbish’ can 
be cleared.  I’ll have an 
elevator waiting and you 
can take them out in the 
basement parking lot.”

I liked the lady’s 
savvy.  Pupu eyed Mrs. Jo 
drowsily.  She didn’t take 
an immediate liking to 
him.  We got the two out 
of there.  By the time we 
got them to the morgue, 
it was time to turn in our 
taxi and part.

Pupu wanted to go 
out together drinking so 
that we could, hush-hush, 
worry about what was go-
ing to happen to us when 
Mr. Clark appeared.  I’d 
done most of the lifting 
and carrying of the fat 
poetess.  I was tired.  I 
wanted to see Ruth.  My 
mind wouldn’t have too 
much trouble pretending 
she was the casual sass 
that had troubled me 
when I made my call in 

from Palolo.
Nothing happened 

about Clark as it turned 
out.  No one in the 
man’s family would 
miss him that much.  
Ruth squeezed me more 
greedily than usual when 
I dragged myself through 
our cottage’s door in the 
evening.

“What’s up?” I said 
looking down into those 
fired-up eyes as we held 
one another.

“Oh, baby!  You’re so 
lucky.  The research vessel 
you were supposed to go 
out on this morning sank 
like a ton of bricks in the 
Kauai Channel an hour 
ago.”

Ahhhh-Sit tibi terra 
levis, my friends.

The Domestication of  the Atom 
Will Schmitz

Cats and dogs and oxen and horses
Wait, let me find Rimbaud to sing for you.
Uh?  He won’t come back?  Why not?
He says we’ve totally misunderstood him
And that none of  us is worth a sou.
Gentlemen, what have you done?
The dead are usually so glad to return.
Protons and neutrons and mesons and quarks:
Oh, you odious beasts,
You termagant crude--
Why this teratology,
This past problem with superheating,
When we only want to love you?
Well, look over here:
I think this ditch is just about your size.

1
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WHAT DID WE have? Was it strudel? Was it love? Was it vodka mixed with 
tonic in a plastic bottle? Or just sex? Was it any of these, or all of them? And was 
it was or still is? Maybe we could make another strudel one day. We could mix it 
with love and vodka and it would be so satisfying we wouldn’t need the sex part 
just then because sometimes that ruins a strudel.  And a strudel is all a person needs 
sometimes if they have someone to share it with.  You could be that person if you 
want.  There’s nothing sadder than a solitary strudel.  Mine’s almost done, ready to 
be taken from the oven and I’m starting to panic.  What if you don’t like strudel? 
If you don’t feel like sharing and it cools before I find someone else who would 
appreciate it like me, with me.  The vodka would overpower everything without the 
love to keep it sweet.  The crust could still be delicious but I’m sick of exteriors that 
don’t match fillings.  I’ve experienced too many perfected shell recipes with generic 
puddings inside.  Maybe I should just give up strudel, go for cakes instead because 
there are no crusts on cakes–cakes have to be evenly cooked all the way through 
so there’s no hiding. The problem with cake though is then you have frosting and 
frosting is even easier to pretend.   

Stressful Strudel 
Cerise Zelenetz

WHEN COTTON BALLS began to accumulate they knew it was over.  They 
built up in intimidating mounds of condescending fluff.  We both walked through 
them outwardly ignoring their presence but we were both sullenly aware and it 
pained us every day, wading through another congregation, sometimes losing our 
footings and skidding awkwardly, only for milliseconds at a time but that was 
worse as we’d try to catch ourselves and deny recognition of our mistakes which 
only added embarrassment to inelegance and cotton balls to the quarters. It became 
unbearable at some point.  The puffs grew vertically matching our heights and be-
gan to block our vision.  We were obstructed from each other by supple processed 
vegetal product.  They would soak up the sweat produced by our growing worry 
and become stronger, knowing our shame and sharing our odors.    

Untitled Indefinably 
Cerise Zelenetz
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“SO WE KICKED the Krauts’ asses 
back across the Rhine and had ‘em on 
the run.”  My father swirled his glass in 
his thick wrist.  Ice cubes jingled.  He 
swallowed another gulp then hammered 
the glass down on the table.  The alu-
minum legs shook.   “Once we crossed 
the river, there was no stopping us.”  
He clapped his hand down then ran 
it over the tabletop.  “We rolled right 
over ‘em.” Cubes clanked, the bottle 
wobbled.  “We slaughtered thousands.  
Rounded up a hell of a lot them, too.”

I swallowed my breath.  “You killed 
Nazis?”

My father’s cloudy, gray eyes nar-
rowed behind his thick black frames.  
He took a deep breath.  The boxy blue 
pattern on his frayed shirt fluttered with 
the heave of his broad chest.  He leaned 
closer to me.  “You damn right I did.” 

His glare reminded me of how he 
looked when he was mad but his eyes 
opened wider and his lips slowly curled 
up on the side of his cheek.  He leaned 
back in his chair then reached for his 
drink.  He swirled the tumbler midway 
into its lift.  Cubes clacked against the 
sides before he took another sip.  Then 
he slid the glass across the table.  “Put a 
few fresh cubes in there, kid.”

 I hopped off my chair and 
scooted round the table to the re-
frigerator and went up on the toes of 
my sneakers to open the freezer door.  
Luckily, there were four full trays.  I 
pulled one out and closed the door.  
When I bent the plastic frame, the top 
sheet of ice crinkled then cracked before 
a couple cubes popped out onto the 
floor.  

“What the hell is going on back 
there?”  

I reached down to pick up the cubes, 
but one slipped away.  It slid a few 
feet across the cracked linoleum and 
got stuck in a groove.  I ran over and 
gripped the cloudy cube but again, it 
shot out of my hand across the buck-
led floor.  My father yelled, “Christ 
Almighty, kid.  This isn’t brain surgery.”  
His blue face was expressionless as he 
watched me in silence wipe the water 
off the floor with a wad paper towels.  

“Do you have to use so many?” he 
barked.

I didn’t look up. “Sorry, Dad.”  He 
shook his grey head and turned back to 
the table. 

“Hey Dad,” I said.  “Were you 
scared in the war?”  The dull whirl of 
the refrigerator’s electric drone started 
moaning.

“Don’t hey me,” he growled.  His 
eyes were blazing.  He pulled a cigarette 
from his breast pocket and tapped the 
filter on the table.  With his other hand, 
he snapped the wheel of his Zippo.  “Of 
course I was scared,” he said behind 
a fluttering orangey blue flame.  “But 
we had a job to do and by God—” he 
paused then nodded with that same 
curled-up grin, “we did it.”  He tilted 
his head and lit his cigarette then blew 
out a thick, gray cloud.  He took 
another long drag.  “I’ll tell you this, 
kiddo,” he said as smoke seeped out 
of his nostrils and framed his face in a 
grey-blue fog.  “When you see your best 
friend blown into a million pieces, you 
don’t feel scared,” he frowned with one 
eye closed.  “You’re mad.” 

RIF: Reading is Fundamental
James White

“You saw your friend get blown up 
into a million pieces?”

My father glanced down then toward 
the back door.  The kitchen was silent 
except for the soft clatter of swirling ice.  
“We were advancing behind a tank.”  
He pulled on his cigarette then exhaled.  
“A mortar went off less than a foot away.  
The ground opened up around me and 
I was thrown twenty yards backwards.”  
His wrist 
turned, ice tin-
kled.  “When 
I shook it off 
and looked 
around for 
my buddy, 
all I saw was 
his blood and 
guts splattered 
across my 
uniform.”  He 
took another 
drag then 
placed his glass 
back down on 
the table.  His 
eyes receded 
into the dark 
rings around 
them and his 
drooping blue 
face was ex-
pressionless.  

“What did 
you do?”

My father’s face remained un-
changed.  He shifted in his seat and 
grabbed my shoulder.  “Do?” he 
snapped.  Sweat was beading on his 
bristled face.  “What could I do?”  He 
fell back in his chair.  “I wiped my 
buddy’s brains off my face and kept 
fighting.”  

***

It was after nine and my father sent 
up me upstairs a few minutes later.  My 
brother Tom was stretched out on his 
bed reading.  He put the book down 
on his chest and flashed his usual smile.  
“Hello monkey man,” he giggled.  
“How are all your monkey friends?”  He 
started laughing and his squeaky metal 

bed-frame 
creaked.  

I said, 
“Leave me 
alone,” then 
marched over 
to my bed on 
the other side 
of the room.  
Everything 
looked the 
same but 
something 
didn’t feel 
right.  

Tommy’s 
eyes slid from 
side to side 
across his 
husky face as 
I put on my 
pajamas.  He 
was giggling 
and steadied 
himself with a 
hand against a 

panel of the wallpaper’s wooden pattern. 
“And that fellow you’re so fond of…
what’s his name?”  

I had no idea what he was talking 
about.  

“Is it George?” he wondered with 
a hand pressed to his cheek.  “Yes,” 
he said, jutting a finger into the air.  
“How’s he doing these days?”

Ripped Off  the Baseline
Ben Nardolilli

Crumbles around for food, girls,
Any chance of  light or heat,
The box is narrow, the air thin,
The official dance here
Is a stumble to endless alarm clocks.

Heavy folk music sticks and slides
Down the viscous pink walls,
They emanate without compliments,
Only the murmur of  other voices
Is supposed to get as loud as I want.

Membranes offer themselves up
For breakfast, lunch, dinner,
No judgments at all or I’ll starve
Such a hackneyed diet today,
The effect of  surrendering tobacco.
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I jerked round on my bed.  He was 
gone.  I jumped up.  “All right, Tommy, 
give him back.”

The bed creaked as my brother sat up 
on an elbow.  He opened his palms.  “I 
haven’t seen him.” 

I looked all around the room then 
I saw him.  Hanging from the rod, 
in a fold in the long blue curtain was 
Curious George, dangling from a noose 
made of red and white striped bakery 
string.  I knew I was too old for stuffed 
animals.  I was already in the first 
grade—but for some reason I still liked 
him.  I grabbed a scissor and climbed 
up on the radiator to cut my best friend 
down. 

“You know,” Tommy went on. 
“George once told me he couldn’t stand 
living here anymore.”  He gazed at the 
rough spackle on the ceiling.  It looked 
like vanilla frosting.  “He said he had to 
get out of here one way or another.”

I pulled the rope off George’s neck 
then steadied myself against the window 
frame.  “Very funny.”

Tommy pursed his chubby lips and 
shook his head.  “I don’t think it’s funny 
at all.”  He turned toward the wall with 
a squeak and a clank.

I put George next to me under the 
covers.  It was quiet.  “Hey Tommy,” I 
said.  “Did you know Dad killed Nazis 
in the war?”

Tommy let a fake laugh.  “Yeah.  
And got his friend’s brains smeared in 
his eyes?  So?”

“So?” I said.  “He’s a hero.”
Tommy kept his back turned and 

sniggered.  “He had to fight, monkey 
man.  Everyone did.  He was drafted.”

I didn’t know anything about that 
but I didn’t care.  “That doesn’t matter.”  
My head’s shadow bobbed along the 
floor.  “He’s still a hero.”  

“He’s an alcoholic.”

“Shut up!”  I didn’t know what he 
meant but I could tell from his snippy 
voice, it wasn’t good.  

Tommy rolled over with his brown 
eyes blazing.  He scrunched up his nose 
and pointed at me.  “He is.  Mary Kate 
said so.  So did Billy.”  

I didn’t like the sound of that but 
before I could ask, he swatted his book 
onto the floor and told me to turn out 
the light.  With the same look on his 
chubby face he 
warned, “If Mom 
gets off early and 
sees our light on, 
she’ll kill us.”  He 
raised a fist.  “And 
then I’ll kill you.”

I shut off the 
light and hur-
ried to bed.  I 
didn’t want to 
think about what 
Tommy said.  I 
thought about the 
war.  I could see a 
gray sky above a 
vast field littered 
with the corpses.  
Through splin-
tered tree branch-
es, I pictured my 
father running 
in the tracks of 
advancing tanks, 
killing Nazis and wiping blood and 
brains off his face.  As I battled the 
downward tug of sleep, George close in 
the crook of my arm, I wondered how 
many Nazis I would have to kill when 
I grew up and whether I’d be wiping 
brains off my face or would somebody 
wipe mine off theirs.

***

It was late August and school was 
due to begin a couple weeks.  I had 
been nervous about starting school 
ever since something hit me while I 
was watching television with Tommy.  
My parents were at work and none 
of my older brothers or sisters were 
home.  Tommy was stretched out on the 
droopy end of the sofa with a glass of 
milk on the coffee table and a plate of 

cookies on his chest.  
I was next to him, in 
the chair at the arm 
of the couch.  He 
was wearing his I’m 
with stupid T-shirt 
and he wanted me to 
sit in the direction 
of the big pointed 
finger.  Popeye was 
on the screen.  At the 
start of each cartoon, 
the title appeared in 
between two galley 
doors that opened 
and closed with each 
segment of credits.  
I said, “What does 
that say” when the 
doors first opened.  

Tommy groaned.  
“Sea Sick Sailors.”

The galley doors 
closed then opened 

again.  “What does that say?”
He swallowed a vanilla wafer.  “Di-

rected by Seymour Kneitel.”  The doors 
closed.

I was amazed.  “And you know just 
looking at it?”

Tommy wolfed down another 
cookie.  “That’s what reading is, monkey 
man…once you know how you read 
everything you see.”  He ate another 
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Cinder Glory
Ben Nardolilli

Sitting sunburnt, a face
Gone from red to darkness,
It hurts to be emotional

Wrinkles are out of  hiding,
And my hair is gray,
I cough and ashes come out

No reason to be angry,
Not just because of  the pain,
I have the beach to myself

A speck against the dunes,
I keep everyone away
With the worst case tan
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cookie.  “Look,” 
he pointed to the 
opening doors. 
“Animation, Jim 
Tyer.”  He placed 
the empty plate on 
the coffee table, 
then shifted on 
his arm.  With 
his other hand he 
pulled his shirt to 
the side until the 
finger was straight 
at me.  “Duhhhh,” 
he droned.  “Don’t 
you get it, mon-
key man?  All you 
have to do is see 
the words to know 
what they say.”

I thought about 
what Tommy said.  
A few minutes 
later, as I watched 
Popeye tear open 
a can of spinach, a 
chill ran down my 
back.  I thought, once 
I learned to read, I’d be 
bombarded.  Words were 
everywhere—on milk 
cartons and cereal boxes, 
street signs, newspapers 
and television, too.  I 
wasn’t so sure I wanted 
to read everything I saw.  
Nothing would ever be 
the same.  

Weeks later, school 
started.  The teacher, 
Mrs. Herbert, was tall 
and had black curly hair 
and pointy pink glasses.  
She smelled good, too.  
Despite all my worries, I 

learned to read with all 
the others kids, though 
there were a few bumps 
along the way.  One night 
I did my homework at 
the kitchen table while 
my father was home.  His 
head’s shadow darkened 
the table when he peered 
over my shoulder.  A 
moment later he gasped 
then pointed at my 
workbook.  “What the 
hell is that?” he shrieked.  
I squirmed in my chair 
and looked up.  A wild 
fire was burning behind 
his thick black frames.  

“I asked you a question, 
young man.”  

He fingered the draw-
ing of a pair of animals.  
“Oxs?” I squeaked.  

His blue face quivered.  
“Oxen!” he shouted.  
“Oxen!”  

I repeated what he 
said and he sighed and 
wiped his brow.  He 
studied me for a few 
long seconds then said I 
was going to give him a 
heart attack.  After that, I 
decided I’d stick to doing 
my homework upstairs, 
like Tommy told me.

Mrs. Herbert on the other hand, 
never got mad and had a way of making 
hard things easy.  Whenever I was 
stumped, she told me put the letters 
all together and sound out the word.  I 
liked reading and first grade turned out 
to be fun.  Every day was a surprise. The 
first Monday in May was no different.  
On the board, written in bright yellow 
chalk was, Father’s Day in May.  I knew 
what Father’s Day was but my family 
always celebrated at home.  We’d barbe-
cue in the backyard.

“All right class.”  Mrs. Herbert placed 
her hands on the hips of her long blue 
dress.  “Your parents all received the no-
tice about Father’s Day in May.  Please 
bring your signed slips up to the desk.”

I sat at my desk in total confusion 
as I watched my classmates storm Mrs. 
Herbert’s big desk in front.  They all had 
sheets of paper fluttering in their hands.  
When everyone had settled back in their 
seats, Mrs. Herbert shuffled through the 
pile and looked over a few.  She held 
one up.  “This is called an RSVP.”  She 
turned and spelled it out on the green 
blackboard.  “When someone invites 
another person to a party or some other 
event, they are asked to return an RSVP, 
which let’s the host know if the guest 
will be attending.  Is that clear?”  Ev-
eryone nodded.  I looked at the board.  
Risvip?  Mrs. Herbert pulled a few 
papers from the pile.  “Rebecca, I see 
your father is coming.”  Rebecca’s desk 
was second from the front, next to the 
bookshelves along the windows.  Her 
braces gleamed from her freckled face.  
“I’m sure we’ll enjoy learning what an 
attorney does.”  All around the class-
room, little heads were bobbing up and 
down like a sea of fuzzy waves.  She fin-
gered another.  “And Matthew’s father 
is going to tell us all about the furniture 

business and what goes into owning 
a store.”  Mrs. Herbert went through 
more risvips but I drifted off wondering 
why I didn’t have one.  I wondered if I 
should I ask Mrs. Herbert if she knew 
what happened?  Maybe the letter was 
lost in the mail?  The postman always 
came while I was home for lunch.  If 
my mother weren’t busy on the phone, 
she’d open the mail while I was eating.  
I decided to wait until lunch to ask my 
mother.  

Mrs. Herbert walked up and down 
the rows of desks and gave each of us 
a big cut out letter.  She said we could 
decorate them any way we wished.  
When were done, she said we would 
tape them across the doorway to spell 
out Welcome to Father’s Day in May.  
Desk lids creaked open with a snap 
then closed with a clang like an army of 
square-faced wooden monsters when we 
all went for our crayons.  Mrs. Herbert 
gave me capital letter F.  I liked to color 
and draw but I was still thinking about 
the risvip.  As I concentrated on making 
my lines straight, I felt a hollow beating 
in my stomach.  I tried not to worry 
and kept coloring with one eye on the 
letter F and the other on the big white 
clock.

***

I hurried up the walk past the patchy 
lawn to my house.  When I charged 
inside, I let the screen door slam and 
my mother Shhhs’d me.  She was on the 
phone.  She pointed to the table.  There 
was a peanut butter and jelly sandwich 
and glass of chocolate milk at the head 
where my father always sat.  It was 
my place when he wasn’t home.  I ran 
over to her and pulled the sleeve of her 
nurse’s uniform.  I started, “Hey Mom,” 

Meditating on a Broken Member
Will Schmitz

The phallus has been knocked off
Oscar Wilde’s monument stone.
The half-Assyrian winged gypsy
Art-deco once intact assassin
Represents the kind of  friends
You don’t want to leave behind
To glorify the memory.
Pretty Oscar posing in the photographer’s studio 
amongst the pillows
Fat Oscar drunk and numbed
in the sunlight outside a provincial cafe.
You and Dowson flip a coin
To see which one has to try the local whore.
“First piece of  mutton I’ve tasted in eighteen years,” 
you remarked.
What cards.
The sycophants appear
And do a job to get the body
Into consecrated ground.
Ouch!  The bores.  Lasting out your life among theirs
What a trial.
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but she raised a finger and poured her 
watery blue eyes out on me.  I stepped 
back and closed my mouth.  She turned 
away and the spirally phone cord coiled 
around her.  I fell into my chair but 
then heard someone on the porch.  I ran 
out of the kitchen.  “Mailman’s here, 
Mom.”  There was no letter from the 
school.  

When I went back inside my mother 
was off the phone.  “How’s your day, 
honey?” she asked while she tied her 
long, gray-blond hair into a bun.  I told 
her about the missing risvip.  Her blue 
eyes twinkled and she pursed her pink 
lips.  “We didn’t receive an invitation.”  

I plopped down in my chair and 
dropped the mail on the table then no-
ticed a small stack of letters.  I pointed 
to the counter and shouted, “Maybe it’s 
in there?” 

My mother darted across my path 
and snatched the mail off the counter.  
She ran a hand through my hair.  “Let 
me look, honey.  If it’s here I’ll find it.”

I sat down and took a bite of my 
sandwich.  I couldn’t wait to show my 
classmates my father, a war hero and 
import export agent.  He wore a suit 
and tie and took the train to the city ev-
ery day during the week—sometimes on 
Saturdays, too.  I was sure no one else in 
my class had a father who killed Nazis.

My Mother opened one of the 
dented cabinets above the sink and put 
the mail on the top shelf.  “I’m sorry, 
honey,” she pressed the uneven door 
into its slot and turned around.  “We 
didn’t receive the letter.”  She took a seat 
next to me and stroked my shaggy hair.  
Her watery eyes shimmered beneath the 
blue.  “You know honey,” she started.  
“Your father is very busy.  They need 
him at the office or they wouldn’t know 
what to do.” 

My mother went on but I couldn’t 
believe my ears.  I blinked back the tears 
and ate my sandwich.  In our house, no 
matter what the reason, nobody liked a 
crybaby.  Still, I reasoned, my mother 
had said, she didn’t think he could go.  I 
figured I still had a chance when my fa-
ther came home from work.  I’d tell him 
we were having Father’s Day in May at 
school this Friday and he had to take off 
from work so he could come.  He could 
tell the class about killing Nazis and 
how he ships stuff all over the world.  I 
finished my sandwich, washed my face 
and brushed my teeth.  Then I kissed 
my mother goodbye and went back to 
school, confident the matter would be 
settled that night.

***

When I got home from school, 
Tommy and my sister Erin were in the 
living room watching a game show and 
my other sister, Mary Kate, was making 
dinner in the kitchen.  Tommy was ly-
ing on the saggy side of the couch near 
the window and Erin was in the love-
seat with the legs of her Levis draped 
over the frayed arms with her blue clogs 
dangling off her toes.  I told them about 
Father’s Day in May and they both 
made sour faces.  “He’s not gonna go 
to that,” Tommy howled.  “He never 
goes to anything.”  He glanced over the 
armrest at my sister.  “Ask Erin.”  

I looked at Erin and she nodded.  
“He’s never gone to any of my chorus 
concerts.”  She pulled her long blond 
hair into a ponytail.  “It’s no big deal.” 

I went into the kitchen and told 
Mary Kate the whole story.  She was 
spooning tomato sauce into a casserole 
dish full of pasta.  She put the jar down 
and took at seat at the table.  After I fin-

ished, she brushed her 
long black hair off her 
rosy cheek and tucked 
it behind an ear.  She 
placed her soft hand 
on my shoulder.  Her 
thin lips were pointed 
at the corners.  “Don’t 
feel bad, Jimmy,” she 
squeezed my shoulder.  
“It’s not that Dad 
doesn’t want to go, 
it’s that he can’t go.”  
Mary Kate told me 
she knew for a fact 
that made my father 
even sadder than me.  
I suddenly felt guilty 
about the whole thing.  
I didn’t want to make 
my father sad but I 
wasn’t ready to give up 
on my mission.  “Our 
Dad isn’t like other 
fathers,” she told me.  
I looked up at my 
sister and she smiled 
then brushed her hair 
behind her ear.  “It’s just like Dad being 
a hero.  Not all fathers are the same.”  
She put her hand on my cheek. 

I fidgeted my way through dinner 
wondering what I should do.  Mary 
Kate excused me from the table even 
though I hadn’t eaten a bite.  She said I 
could watch television while the others 
did their homework.  

I went out into the living room and 
turned on the TV.  There were a few 
good shows on but I couldn’t enjoy any 
of them.  My stomach was rumbling.  I 
didn’t want to make my father unhappy 
but I wanted to show everyone what a 
great guy he was.  Time moved slower 
than ever that night.  I worried Mary 

Kate would send me to bed before my 
father came home so I turned off the 
television and went up to my room.  
Finally, at five after nine, I heard the 
front door open.

My father was in the kitchen, tug-
ging on the sleeve of his jacket.  There 
was a missing button on the cuff and rip 
in the lining.  He slid the jacket onto 
the back of his chair then loosened his 
tie as he went to the cabinets.  He took 
out a bottle and glass and put them on 
the counter.   

“Hi Dad,” I called.  “How ‘ya do-
ing?”

My father turned his big head and 
smiled.  His cloudy gray eyes were 
drooping.  “How ‘ya doin’ kid,” he said, 

Birt by Dan Nogara
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turning to the refrig-
erator.  He opened the 
freezer and disappeared 
behind the door.  “God-
damn it!  What the hell 
is going on with all these 
empty trays?”  My father 
slammed the freezer 
door and then tossed an 
armful of empty ice trays 
into the sink.  Upstairs, I 
could hear shuffling feet 
and closing doors.  He 
turned and his shadow 
swallowed me.  “Am I 
the only one who fills 
these goddamn things?”  
He sat down and undid 
the top button of his 
shirt and rolled up his 
sleeves.  I turned on the 
water and carefully filled 
the trays but something 
had me by the throat.  I 
could barely reach the 
rack inside the freezer 
and the door’s swing was 
another disaster waiting 
to happen.  I pulled out 
a chair and placed it next 
to the refrigerator but my 
father glanced over and 
stood up.  He pushed the 
chair back into its place 
and opened the freezer 
door.  “Let me help you,” 
he said, taking the tray 
in his red hand.  “I guess 
we have do everything 
around here, huh, kid?”  
A rush of relief ran 
through me and settled 
my jumpy stomach. 

When we finished 
with the trays, my father 

turned on the oven.  He 
placed the casserole dish 
that was on top of the 
range inside the stove.  
He took his seat at the 
head of the table and 
poured himself a drink.  
He nodded to me.  “It’s 
just as good without ice.”  
He swirled the glass in his 
hand and took a sip then 
a gulp.  I sat down on his 
left and he tilted the bot-
tle above the glass.  Then 

he leaned back in his 
chair and yawned.  His 
white shirt expanded and 
the saggy blue bags under 
the rims of glasses swelled 
before an airy shriek sent 
the air rushing back.  He 
reached for his drink then 
turned his wrist.  I no-
ticed how quiet the house 
was and missed the cubes’ 
glassy jingle.  He put his 
drink down on the table.  
“So what’s news kid?”

I had to be careful.  He wasn’t happy 
about the ice but I did help fill the trays.  
He raised his head and I started to 
stammer out something about the Mets 
but before I knew next, I had launched 
into a full report about Father’s Day 
in May as he sat silently in his chair, 
nodding.  I said he could tell everyone 
about the war and shipping things all 
over the world and that the school was 
close so he didn’t have to worry about 
the walk…it was a short one.  

My father stood up and stuck his 
head in the oven.  He straightened then 
turned up the heat.  “Father’s Day in 
May,” he said, grinning, as he sat back 
down.  He spun his wrist.  “I like that.”  
My heart shot up into the back of my 
throat.  “And all the father’s talk about 
their jobs?”  I shook my head.  He 
reached for the bottle and refilled his 
glass.  “That sounds like fun.  You’re 
going to have a great time.”

The flowery walls and grease stained 
ceiling swirled all around me.  “So 
you’re coming?” I cried.

My father’s purple lips drew back 
upon his face.  “I wish I could, kid.  But 
the office is just too busy.”  My heart 
sank into one of my sneakers.  I fought 
off the tears and took a few hurried 
breaths.  My father opened a newspaper.

“Are you sure,” I started.  “You 
could—”

He looked up and a light flashed 
behind thick frames.  “Damn it, kid,” 
he slammed his red fist.  “I said I can’t.”

I hopped off my chair and went up 
to my room.  I didn’t excuse myself but 
I didn’t want to get caught crying.  I 
walked out of the kitchen on pins and 
needles but my father didn’t call to me.  
I climbed upstairs on the balls of feet 
to avoid the creaky boards then skulked 
into my room with a pout on my face.  

Tommy was sprawled out in bed with 
the new issue of Dynamite.  I shut the 
door and he lowered the magazine.  His 
dull brown eyes shined dimly and his 
lips were pressed into an unhappy grin.  
“What did you do?” he said, shaking his 
head.  “Ask him?”

***

I couldn’t help feeling some excite-
ment about Father’s Day in May.  When 
we arrived Friday morning, Mrs. Her-
bert had taped the welcome sign above 
the door.  I thought the capital F that 
I colored looked the best with its red, 
white and blue stripes like a barbershop 
pole.  We moved our desks and made 
a circle around the room with folding 
chairs in between each desk for the 
guests.  My desk was in the back corner, 
near the bulletin board.  Mrs. Herbert 
said she was going to sit next to me and 
when my turn came, I should introduce 
myself and tell the class what my father’s 
job was and what I wanted to be when 
I grew up.  

When I left the house after lunch, I 
started out in a good mood but as I got 
closer to the school I started to drag.  
I limped along Morris Avenue under 
glowing green trees past brick houses 
with slate roofs and dark shutters.  A 
smattering of speckled yellow light was 
splattered across the street and sidewalk.  
When I reached the school, I could see 
some of my classmates and their father’s 
waiting near the front doors.  I stood at 
the fence and watched them for a few 
minutes, then the bell rang and a clang 
of dread shot through me. 

When we got upstairs everyone took 
their seats. Mrs. Herbert welcomed the 
fathers and said the whole class was 
pleased they could join us.  She sat in 

Coins on the Collection Plate
Will Schmitz

A few dead friends smile back at you
From some cringingly unforgettable places.
Plato, I join with the mumblers in his cave
Straining eyes to decipher the possible
   significance of  or pattern in
The processional shadows.
What’s that there you see in your sleep?
Yourself  as a parading flicker
About to pass the distance
In front of  the fire while
Several of  the wiser priests
   are asleep
And the others left
   are absorbed
By a discussion of  something
That passed last week.
   They will miss
Your three-second advent &
You’ll wake up tomorrow
Hungry for less incriminating repasts.
The discomforting images will fade &
You will remember only the terrorist who,
When shot through the chest, knelt over
In an attempt to lap up his lifeblood,
In the seconds before death.
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the chair next to me, then Mara Levin 
and her father stood up.  “This is my 
father, Mr. Levin.”  The whole class said, 
Hello, Mr. Levin.  Mr. Levin said hello 
and told us he was an airline pilot.  He 
flew planes all over the country and 
sometimes to England.  As we went 
around the room and each kid intro-
duced their father and we learned about 
their jobs, my mind began to wander.  
Most of the father’s were wearing ties 
and suits like mine did but they looked 
different.  None of them were missing 
any buttons on their cuffs and I didn’t 
see any frayed sleeves or 
even one rip or tear.  And 
they all wore polished shoes 
that weren’t worn down at 
the heels and scuffed at the 
toes.  I remember watching 
the way Mike Regent and 
his father were smiling and 
laughing together like they 
were friends.  His father 
kept his arm around Mike’s 
shoulder and every now 
and then, he’d squeeze his 
neck or pat his arm and 
Mike would look up at him 
smiling.  All around, it was 
the same everywhere.  All 
the fathers were listening 
to the man who was telling us about 
advertising with their arms around their 
son or daughter and smiles on their 
clean-shaven faces. 

I walked home from school in a 
daze.  I was thinking about the fathers, 
how they were all so nice and how each 
one shook my hand and smiled and 
told me it was nice to meet me and how 
much they all liked their kids.  I crossed 
between lights and a brown paneled 
station wagon honked then swerved.  
The car ground to a halt and the driver 

shouted, “Stupid kid.” 
When I got home Mary Kate was in 

the living room winding up the vacuum 
cord.  She stood up and eyed Tommy, 
who was sitting on the good side of the 
couch.  He hopped up and pressed his 
new Dynamite magazine to my chest.  
“Here, monkey man,” he said with a fake 
smile.  “This is a great issue.  Check it 
out.”  Then he flashed the same face at 
Mary Kate and started for the stairs.  

Mary Kate’s sharp blue eyes followed 
him.  “That’s very nice of you, Tommy,” 
then she went into the kitchen and made 

me a glass of chocolate milk.  I sat on the 
couch flipping through Dynamite, look-
ing at all the bright pictures and reading 
the funny comics but I couldn’t stop 
thinking about all the other fathers.

I barely ate my dinner but I didn’t get 
in any trouble.  Mary Kate excused me 
and said I could watch television until 
nine.  I sat in the living room wonder-
ing when my father would get home.  I 
wanted to tell him about Father’s Day 
in May but when Donnie and Marie 
ended and he still wasn’t home, Mary 

Kate sent me up to bed.  I held George in 
the crook of my arm and listened in the 
dark for the front door to open.  In the 
blackness, I could see a green field under 
a gray sky.  Scrambling soldiers and ad-
vancing tanks were scurrying all over the 
smoky battleground.  I could see bombs 
bursting and hear the cries of dying men 
in between blasts.  Then I saw my father 
charging across the scarred ground with 
his rifle pointed forward.  I fell asleep 
dreaming of my father—a real war hero.  
No other kid in the class had a dad who 
killed Nazis.

***

I woke up early and hopped out of 
bed.  Tommy was still sleeping, encased 
inside his blanket like a candy bar snug 
in its wrapper.  I tiptoed across the room 
and shuffled down the creaky stairs.  My 
father was in the kitchen, dressed in the 
stained khakis and faded flannel shirt he 
always wore on the weekends.  He was 
rubbing his eyes with his huge red hand 
and his face was white as a sheet of loose 
leaf.  He put his glasses on then reached 
inside the cabinet and pulled out the bot-
tle he drank from at night.  He poured a 
little into his coffee and slowly raised it to 
his lips.  The little cup was shaking in his 
hands.  I went into the kitchen and sat 
down at the table.

“Morning, Dad,” I tooted.
My father’s head jerked up and he put 

his hand on his flat forehead.  “Don’t yell, 
kid.”  He took a seat then lifted the cup.  
It teetered back and forth and nearly 
spilled before he sipped.  I sat in silence, 
watching him.  When he put the cup 
down, I told him all about Father’s Day 
in May.

He lit up a cigarette and puffed.  
“What did you say when it was your 

turn?”
I straightened up on my chair.  “I told 

them my father was a war hero and that 
he was an import/export agent.”  My 
father nodded.  “I said you ship stuff all 
over the world.”  He continued nodding.  
“And that when I grow up, I was going to 
be an import/export agent, too.”

A flash sparked out behind his thick 
glasses and his deflated purple lips 
snapped back and curled down above his 
chin.  His head craned toward me and 
his teeth were gritted.  “You ever do that, 
I’ll break every goddamn bone in your 
body.”

Something grabbed my throat and 
punched in me the stomach.  My father 
fell back into his chair then he reached 
for his coffee.  I couldn’t move.  At first I 
thought I was crying, but a second later, I 
realized I wasn’t.  Something glazed over 
my eyes but there weren’t any tears.  I 
spun on my seat and drifted out of the 
kitchen to the stairs but remembered my 
brother was still sleeping.  I sat down on 
the stairs and tried to figure it all out.  A 
few minutes later, I heard the kitchen 
floor creak and the cabinet door open 
then shut.  I pressed my head against the 
banister.  Through the space between 
the balustrade posts, I looked out into 
the living room, at the saggy end of the 
frayed couch, and the newspapers and 
overflowing ashtray on the coffee table.  
A million things were swirling around in 
my head.  I struggled to find some order 
so I did what Miss Herbert had said.  I 
lined up my thoughts like letters of the 
alphabet then tried to figure them out.  A 
thin ray of light gleaming in from a crack 
in the curtains caught my attention and 
I followed it to a bald spot on the carpet.  
It reminded me of my dad’s suit.  That’s 
when I put together.  I didn’t even have 
to sound it out.

Untitled
Will Schmitz

Honolulu hot nights the boys
Around the kitchen sink
try out an informal discussion
Of  how often they masturbate when
They aren’t getting laid.  The banjo strummer
Is the most enthusiastic in following
The subject.  He’d like everyone to admit
That jacking-off  is as good as putting it in.
Heads shake, but voices fail to contradict
The friend... 

1



Uptown 1           70 Uptown 1           71

Photography by Tom Mac; Body paint by Israel Morales

This Sunday Mourning
L.A. Koch

Observable from the front porch
There is a sobering deadness to the hour and to the vantage.
Just as well, it is the Sabbath after all.
It carries the sickness of  religious meaning 
Harbored by the bulk of  Sabbaths past for yours truly.

My subscription to the source of  the source of  the meaning, of  the sickness
Has long since fizzled from the position of  loving, contemplative recalcitrance.
It now soaks in spiteful, contemptuous vitriol.
Still, the feeling aroused by today and the view it has furnished me are the same in the 
absence of  a Once sturdy loyalty to what appeared as pious, divine doctrine.

The solar center responsible for all things interacting with my awareness
Is suffering a lasting, noticeable blow from overcast between 
   the central source and myself.
But no matter, for I sense plenty despite the central source’s diminished provisions.
Lawns are draping over soot and they are almost algal, 
As if  they are undecidedly more dead than alive. 

The green and the beige confluences over surfaces 
Are dead giveaways of  the indecision among flora.
Should they seek my counsel, I’d have none to lend.
Humbling is having a mind, but being unable to advise the mindless, 
Especially on a day that traditionally highlights religious faith.

Those counted among the avian category have banded together 
Assembling a Sunday morning chirp choir shy one-hundred yards from me.
Apparently, not all fellow gazers are making gazes concordant with my own.
Perched and congregating in rows, they’re occupying exalted rungs of  bark
And wailing out choruses composed of  meanings unknown to me.

The tones reverberate from the vaulted overhead of  overcast;
The overcast that bounds all from the full provisions of  the solar center on high.
These are no friends of  mine.
They seem just as fit in Sabbath gray
As they do any other day.

Damn it I hate Sundays and I hate Sunday feelings;
I cannot talk myself  out of  either of  them.
I wish every new day had its own unique name.
Perhaps such a measure would permit the avoidance of  reliving the same experiences 
And allow living new experiences for a change and for the sake of  change.
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Luther Koch: This is Luther’s first publication outside of  academics. He lives 
and has lived most of  his life in northwest Ohio. In his opinion, good writing has 
something to offer everyone. For him, when he wants to learn about something, he 
writes about it. When he wants clarity, he writes for it. When he is ready to solidify 
his thoughts, he writes them down. George Carlin, the late, great comedian, and 
John Kenneth Galbraith, the late, great institutionalist economist, are two of  his 
favorite models for writing well and for improving his craft.
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Publishing, Digital Divine Revolution, Peg Leg Publishing, HP Publicity, AKW 
Books and Fideli Publishing. 

Zoey Miller: Zoey is a charmer and a scamp. His creative influences are J.D. 
Salinger, Jack Kerouac, Charles Bukowski, Noam Chomsky, Nas, Kendrick Lamar, 
and most forms of  whiskey. Born in Columbus, OH, and currently residing in the 
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science fiction short stories.  A book of  his entitled Bots, Come! is to be published by 
Pagebacon Press, and he has also penned a couple screenplays. When he is not writ-
ing, he gardens, reads, takes pictures, draws, and makes postcards. He is influenced 
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Dance With Kitty Stobling.” Will currently lives in Los Angeles, CA. 

James White: James is a writer and filmmaker living in New York. Originally from 
Long Island, White’s work has appeared in Huffington Post and PM Magazine. He has 
been the recipient of  several awards, including Amazon.com’s International Short 
Story Contest, the Lorian Hemingway Short Story Contest, and he has also earned 
honors from The City College of  New York. An avid people watcher, White can 
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ests. When he’s not writing fiction, James likes to read fiction, root for the Yankees 
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Cerise Zelenetz: Born in Southern Vermont, Cerise is a designer, artist, and writer 
currently based in New York City. She has studied and lived in both New York and 
Paris, gathering inspiration from her surroundings. Cerise uses writing to consider 
ideas of  unsubstantiated nostalgia, exploring ways in which commonplace items are 
able to evoke the strongest emotions, however imagined those bonds may be. 
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