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WINNER 

DARK SKY, WHITE SAND 'NEW MEXICO, 1956 
Amanda Au ht r 

after Ernst Haas 

Th d re p I ba k c ch bla k ky 
and ch only h riz n i and. 
Th r i a icy und r a hood of a h 
wh r ch arch i a lo m f du k. 
Ev ning, a bru h with m mory. 
Pray co ch ray riv r-6 d for it la k 

f riv r. Kn I in chi whit - w pt 
wa t land pr y ur h kt th dirt. 

v r a k f; r an n. B Ii v 
in chi uni iry chi pat ral nt. 
J ch car ch ri ing dun . 
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MILTON KESSLER MEMORIAL PRIZE 

FINALIST 

AFTER THE FALL OF ALL OF THIS 
Amanda Au ht r 

Th un llap through pi k t of tr 
ch at rpillar on. r n id ch kit h n, 
ch wall Ii c n t chi ruin of ur -
fin r tray d fr m t a up ch Ai k d 
orang I af. L t I av ch arch b n ach 

ur h n ch p r h and ch wa p 
. 1 pin ch ir hiv ab v ch lampp c. 

Th rn unwind fr m ur bran h 
ur mpry bird n c . Th p int ntinu 

t hip I n inc wine r and ur h u 
wind b kw rd : lapb rd fini h 
an n 1n I arni h. Afr r ch fall fall f chi 
(lat ar burnt her t ch b . u ch t ran 
\ i Id r u r A r ) n tin u c r 
t d t r und. 1n1 1n ur Iv 
b m h r - r d limb 
dr in th ii. Wh n th h ur turn 
d., r 1 r th n d r m m b r 
r pl. nr th bulb c I n r I p 

t m n 1n r rn t r t. lh air 
t \ i II u i t d \vn n th i At t I nd 

rtl inc it r z n p I- c it \ "' n in Ii ht. 
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MILTON KESSLER MEMORIAL PRIZE 

FINALIST 

JUBILATION 
Margaret A. Robinson 

1. 

one instant I'm 
coo weak to cut 
a frozen lime pie 
the next flat 
on the linoleum 
staring into light 

2. 

buzz rumble clunk 
in the E.R. all night 
head and heart re cs 
somebody's blood smear 
the sink 
I hould feel 
for a tranger cut 
in read dread 
HIV hepatiti 

3. 

morning 
more te ts 
brain MRI drowns out 
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Sinatra 
on a creen pulpy 
mu cl pump , look 
di ea d 
1 not 

do I tru t th r ult ? 
will the h t wir chart 
my many b trayal 
a lin jig down and up? 

4. 

b hind a urta1n 
my roommat g t bad n w 
part f h r body t I graphing 
d fe t from th front 
Im so pissed off! h rant t vi itor 
p aks on th ph n of h r ard n 

I p k m h ad ar und I th 
w mak ma.JI t mat talk 

m pal in b d 
Ha d n arruth 84 
ur i d p v rty 
I tr h k al h I div r 

hi dau hr r di d 
h an br ath y t 
rand wnt r ad lau h 
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6. 

Can't we have happy poems? 
students a k 

7. 

diagnosi syncope 
loo ilk n word kipping ab at 
door b n h mok r w aring pajama 
my fri nd pi ks rn up 
ba k ro rh ki r h n 
pi rill in rh fridg 

8. 

d ar rud nt 
rhi p m i ab uc 
jubilati n 

MAR ARET A. R BI 

I I 

12

Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal, Vol. 5, Iss. 2 [2006], Art. 1

https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol5/iss2/1



MILTON KESSLER MEMORIAL PRIZE 

FINALIST 

IN DEFENSE OF OBJECTS 
Linda Dove 

An object . . . is what makes infinity private. 
Joseph Brodsky, Watermark 

Unlikely winter : San Francisco and its trolley 
car stuck in snow, Bangkok blizzard white. 

Flake shake to life, bright and insular. Cities 
fade in the blur of a handmade storm. 

Despite the dizzying effects, the eye rests 
there, at home in beauty's small arcade. 

No sirens sound no policemen sew their yellow 
threads to these treets. The past collects 

on souvenirs, turning kitsch to trea ure. 
When the Wedgwood knife falls 

to the Aoor shard of blue shed like tear . 
Yet the eye is saft here even in pieces. 

The pink Christma ball shatters to an inner life 
of mirror . It's what confounds the mendicant: 

the object's pull, the need for pockets to keep 
stuff in. What amounts to wonder lurks in things, 

12 
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whole or broken, near, as distant as the gray 
gargoyle where the eye's balloon comes to rest. 

Rusted keys, horseshoe, rust itself, color of burnt 
sienna. The word itself: burnt sienna. 

Petals pool beneath a tree. In morning light, 
the snow globe glows like a translucent papoose. 

LINDA DoVE 

l 
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MILTON KESSLER MEMORIAL PRIZE 

FINALIST 

CouNTING DoWN 
Kare Bele 

3 a man, a woman, and a girl 

Our id , ch y oft n w r and the hou wa coo. 
Th bungalow wa p ling blu bur ch t p 
w r paint d a gli r ning r d. Tuer wa a man 
and woman in b d. Th y lay ba k 
r ba k. On night, th woman par 
blood into a lay up and ch man look d our 
an p n window. Und r tar , th mall girl ran 
h r hand down a dar t n and got a paln1 
full of w od. h h II fr m a wing. 

a woman and a girl 

In id it wa light. An ir n1n b ard wa a tab] . Th ba k 
p r h h u d a b d. n v n1n a w man r ad al n 
at h rr wo d d k. h wr t ink pill d 
d wn h r rin fin r. Th 111 II irl pla d und r 
ah wrh rn tr . h limb d up a wall f whit tu . h hun 

nth ill p r d rhr u ha r d-trimm d wind w 
r r d h ir han in rap r u I f: . Th w m n in id 

did n r I k up. 

l a girl 

In and ur id f chi h u it i dark. 
Ir i Id and paint d lik pit h. 
Mapl I an h avy v r a ov r d p r h. 
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Somewhere, a ball bounce . Somewhere, 
a hammer pound . The girl sit in a whit 
nightgown atop a garage, abov 
a red car, which i clo d behind 
door held hut with a tick. Th hingle und r 
h r bottom catch on cotton, h r to kim gutter 
war r, and wind blow hair into h r mouth. 

KATE B L . 
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MILTON KESSLER MEMORIAL PRIZE 

FINALIST 

DIP YouR FINGER IN THE WATER, CoME AND CooL 

YouR ToNGUE 
Lori Anderson Moseman 

This dude ranch so arid 
we got but an inch 
in our half-foot creek. 
Not enough for guests 
bent on baptism. 
Their theology of immersion 
leaves them no choice 
but the sewage leaching pond. 
Kinda hard to get into 
a god like that. 

Tho e of us working here 
have no choice but to becom 
a river each day after lunch. 
When the hailstorm hits, 
we hustle kid off ro k 
and run with the rope . 
We take water path 
act all gully-wash, 
side-winding boulder 
after boulder compacting 
the path as a pack 
down canyon teep ravine. 

We run 'til we feel 
our lung in our throat. 
Altitude clamps down 

16 
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on oxygen. I reckon 
when blood pulses in sync 
with surface water, 
we're finaJly in 
geological time not on it. 
Closest to god I get. 

It's dry by dusk 
and locals in pick-ups shoot up 
road signs then send boulders 
down Devil's Slide. 
Sound will send you up a tree. 
Best not to look. 
Momentum no more 
desirable than immersion. 
Times like this, all you want is 
to step outside the How. 
But, who's ready to rest 
resurrection theory? 

That summer's monotheism 
was a unicycle. 
One mountaineer managed 
to navigate glacial scree 
in drag on one wheel, 
hands free to finger 
the note of hi favorite Bach. 
Human achievement (Amen) 
The force of water (Amen) 
Youd rai e your hands high 
for a tory that praise both. 

Best our east coast spiritual 
guide could muster was Woody 
Allens early work: island 
allusions and Manhattans 

Loru ANDERSON MosEMAN 

17 
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cadences lost on we tern 
laborer who only wan red 
an afternoon off, a ummit 
un et, a dark walk down 

heat lightening lighting 
rod d tone al I th way 

to (Prai the Lord) 
chat t mporary bunk. 
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EVERYTHING UNDER THE SuNSPHERE 
Andrew Farkas 

The road in Knoxvill never end, the names just change. 
Ir wa the Summer of the Phlogi ronite . Thar gang of 

ar oni rs who burned up the town. Scared the hell our of 
everyone. I wa waiting at ch inter ecrion of Broadway/Henley 
and w; t rn/Summit Hill looking at the Sun phere when I 
fir t aw h r. Th Sun ph r i dilapidar d. Some of ch pan l 
in ch golf ball cop hav fall n our. They might rill b on the 
ground, kidding through ch park. Sh rood in th had of 
a lon magnolia tr . Her hair wa horr and black. Black, the 
olor of h r loch . Ev n in ch int n hear (about I 00°), she 

look d ool. hill d. As if h had h r own r frig ration unit 
that onrroll d h r bodily and armo ph ric t mp ratur . A qui k 
glan at ch light and ch n ... bur h was gon . 

Ar ch un ph r whi h I vi it d v ryday, I walk d down 
by ch dri d-our f; unrain trying co imagin what it' lik wh n 
it fill d. rd n V r n it fill d. Th f; w ragnant puddl in id 

m h w mad ch w ath r m v n h tt r. I wip away 
ch p r pirari n with a p k t handk r hi f J alway arry. In 

r I nou h f; r m . Th w at th forth 
1n nttnu u rivul t draining d wn m h ad b hind my 
ar r m fa . n th handk r hi f i oak d through 

and I qu g it ff with m hand . A lo ing bani . I ll nd up 
dr n h d n matt r. 

An ut-of-b d ur- f-tirn xp ri n : m I aping into 
ch t untain plun in int th ool I ar war r av d from 
ch w at and th u n n v r a a in a au It d b i ch r of ch o 

aJ ri h r 
M apartm nt wa n ap . le la k d air nditioning. And 

I la k d ch fund t run air onditi ning. o th un bak my 
mind and it fa ulci b ii v r. Thi i a mrnon cory form . 
Th r i a way to battl th t rrid w rld a way to und r rand it. 
But 111 h w Im n ch ut id . Ev n wh n ch an w r app ar 
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so simple, obvious: get a job that affords air conditioning; move 
to a place that has it. 

I blame the heat. And my sweating. 
Often I visit cooled places. But since I don't live in 

them ... well, you can only stay somewhere that isn't yours for 
so long. My territory is the outdoors. I would sweat at my place 
just as much; might as well go where there's something to look 
at. The Sunsphere is across from my apartment. So I'm here 
everyday. Even then. 

A ritual I have: when I get to the Sunsphere, I press the button 
that should summon the elevator. 

But it doesn't work. Much as some of the golden panels are 
missing, much as the green paint on the shaft of the rower is 
flaking away. Nothing is in there anyhow. No one can get to 
the top. Ir's just a derelict reminder of the pa t. I pressed the 
button, no matter. I press the button and wait for the elevator 
to come down and get me, take me to the top where it will be 
air conditioned and I will understand everything. 

While I wait, I look at the dried-up fountain. I might wait 
forever. Until the sun boils all the sense out of me. My end will 
be in a stagnant pool of myself. 

In a shadow, in the distance, I saw that girl with the black 
hair, sitting on a bench. 

' I just can't take this hear,» I told her, sitting down. 
'Why don t you go back to your place and sit in the air 

onditioningt' she said. 
I don t have air conditioning. 
Thi i the South. Everyone has air conditioning.' From up 

clo e I could ee she wore white lipstick. 
' I done," I aid. 
She turned and looked at me. Her eye were probably 

sympathetic behind her sunglasses. 
'Whats your name?" I said. 

20 

'Sophia White. But my friends call me Stiria. ' 
'Stiria? What's that mean?" 
'"Icicle,' in Latin. What's your name? ' 
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"Gene," I said, and shrugged my shoulders like I always do. 
"Eugene? 'Well born'?" 
"N J G 'B '" ope. ust ene. orn. 
"Why don't you come back to my place, Gene? I have air 

conditioning." 
"C 1 " I ·d 00 , Sal . 

"Absolutely," said Stiria. 

Then: 
It was night. You could feel the fear in the air. The sheets stuck 

to me in the dense humidity. The temperature didn't drop at all 
from day to evening. All I could think about was people who 
didn't per pire. They wore sunglasses. Somehow they tapped into 
an ethereal icy source unknown to me. It pervaded their entire 
existence. They would never swear. No matter how hot it was. I 
see them and ask what I have to do. But they ignore me. I want 
to be like them. They're sleek. Suave. Knowing. 

They're cool. 
I turned on the radio. After the song, 'The Heat is On," ends 

(a DJ's inspired joke), I heard: 
ft has been over 100 °for an entire month now, in a crazy radio 

voice. I shut it off. 
Unhelpful: the fact that during the heat wave there was 

a group of arsoni ts at work. The first building to go was an 
apartment complex on Highland/Bridge. Only a couple blocks 
from my place. The heat from the sun and from the potential 
fire invaded my dreams. I would see the cool people with their 
sunglasses outside of my window. And my buildings on fire. 
Disinterested, they watch. Right in front of me is an escape route: 
a staircase. But I've forgotten how to walk down stairs. 

Stiria and I would watch old reruns in her loft apartment 

21 

22

Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal, Vol. 5, Iss. 2 [2006], Art. 1

https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol5/iss2/1



HARPUR PALATE 

in the Scerchi Building (a palace compared to my place) on 
Scace Street (one of the few roads whose name stays the same). 
We talked very little. She sat on the couch, still wearing her 
sunglasses, and I lay with my head in her lap. Neither of us ever 
got coo warm. Maybe because she had the AC turned down co 
65 ° for me. Maybe she was naturally hypothermic. For me, she 
was perfect. 

In the chilled loft, I would slip in and out of con ciousne . 
I am awake long enough co see an old episod of The Dukes of 
Hazza,rd. On wh re Beau and Luke are ab enc, replac d by m n 
who r embl them, but who ar n'r. 

'When I wa a kid I fi le cheated wh n Beau and Luk 
disapp ar d and ch guy rook ov r," I aid. 

Stiria didn't re pond. She p re d my head, as if crying co 
calm my ov r ook d mind. At ch nd of th pi od , I realiz d 
chat inc I'd been in the ouch, I'd n v r m t anyon narn d 
Beaur gard. For om r a on that both r d m . 

lmag of h at from chat umm r: a man jogging down 
For t Park/F r t Hill . H wa a marathon runn r. udd nl 
h fall ov r. H ran v ryday. H kn w what h wa doing. Bur 
hi body t mp ratur wa 114° wh n ch f; und him prawl d 
on th ground. 

A ar driving along King t n/ umb rland/Main din 
an th r. Th two driv r g t out. With ut p akin ch fall 
int a fi t fi he. Wh n anoch r dri r cri t t p ch fi t fi hr 
h i b at n aJm t to d ach. Th p Ii u rubb r bull t t 
top th rwo m n. 

Th r i un-p i ning. H at i kn . H at d liriun1. Th 
inflam d d m nc d di a d icy run wild. ar n d wn 
tr t wh nam hang o ft n th y ha n nam at all. 

Afr rward p pl ay It wa hoc. h t. And a at m 
ar n rvat dint hao p opl ar m rph d into d mon . Th 
ity b om h IL And th Phlogi tonic rhriv d among t th 111 
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burning buildings. So many buildings no one ever knew which 
wa next. Everyone positive it would b their . 

A man on the news ay : 
You know it's hot. You try not to think about it. You don't bring 

enough water. You're not wearing sunblock. 1he water boils out 
of you in streams you find annoying. You can feel how hot it is. 
But you don't think about your body temperature. You assume it 
will always stay the same. You don't think about how you're slowly 
dehydrating. You don't realize that you're slowly being cooked. And 
then it happens. tick a fork in you. You're done. 

Avid o how Phlogi tonic I ad r Paula Redd nbach (aka 
Paula th Pyro) p aking to h r fir cult. 

Sh r am and talks about her fi ry red hair a mop oak d 
in w at h r whol body oak d in w at h 1 ov r d with 
brown fr kl cog th r a million a billion fir blazing on h r 
kin firing h r torrid purpo and h dan around th fir 

with th r t of h r ult who ar al ver d in w at pr d 
cog th r g n rating mor and mor h at th bodi ti king 
tog th r v ry n hanting t th fir god or about fir r m 

r h d om thing that would inAam th w rid a world half-
nak d writhin pul acing in th a umularion f bodi mad 
int n with Paula a th hri king blazing h ad. 

Th tap end d with a 1 -up f th Pyro. Ey aAam a 
lurid rin n h r fa . A if h w uld d vour th world with h r 
inn r inh rno. I ould t I th h at through th t I vi ion. 

I I ok d at tiria wond ring why. But I didn ta k. In t ad 
l aw a r A tion of a fir from th TV in tiria I n . And I 
th ught ab ut th fa t that in tiria loft it wa alway 6 ° ju t 
form. 

A uy pull d up and a k d m how t g r to hapman 
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Highway. 
«You're on it," I said. 
He frowned. 
«No, no, no. This 1s Broadway. I want Chapman 

Highway." 
"Right. But if you keep going, through Henley in 

d '' owntown ... 
"Turn right on Henley downtown. Got it." 
«No. You're already on Chapman Highway. Ir's this road. It 

b '' ecomes ... 
"What?!" Sweat poured down his face since the window was 

open in his car and the AC was venting outside. 
«This is Chapman Highway. Ir's also Henley. Ir's also 

Broadway." 
«Son, what the hell are you talking about? Are you on drugs? 

Let me say it slowly. I want to get to Chapman Highway. We're 
currently on Broadway. How do I get to Chapman Highway 
from here?' 

'' From here?" I asked. 
"From here," he said. 
"You can't," I said. And walked off, wiping perspiration off 

of my forehead, from behind my ears. But the handkerchief was 
oaked. So I ju tended up making myself sweatier. 

Night. Sitting up in my room. Not even bothering to sleep. 
Ir's so hot. The radios on. The fear in the city growing thicker. 
More buildings burned down: the apartments on Highland/ 
Bridge offices on Cumberland/Kingston/Main (also known 
as routes 11, 70, and 1) a short but wide schoolhou e where 
Magnolia branches into Asheville and Rutledge. The DJ says the 
Phlogistonites could be anywhere. No one was safe. The cops 
were clueless. At any time we could burst into flames erupt 
into madness. Ir had been over I 00° for an eternity. People 
were already hot, irritated. Now they were paranoid. If the 
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Phlogistonites weren't captured oon, we would set ourselves 
ablaze. 

A confu ion of voice pilled into th hall. Everyon trying to 
talk at one . And it am from Stiria' apartm nt. I'd nev r met 
any of h r fri nd . I'd n v r h ard about any. Stiria didn t talk 
mu h. Wh n v r I cam ov r, it wa ju t m and h r. N body 
call d. Nobody topp d by. 

Wh n I kno k don th door, th room b y nd w nt il nt. 
I imm diat ly thought of h I. A group of kid would b 
ta]kjng. Th n Id h w up. Th yd go mut . Nothing t 
w; r n t talking ab ut anything anyway why? And th r ' 
door. lo d. As if it was p n am m nt ag . Only I hadn t n 
1t 1n rim . it wa lamm d hut. M n ch ut id . 

A m m nt lat r tiria an w r d th d r adju tin h r 
ungla rfin r rhr u hh rbla khair. 

H II n h aid. 
In id ch pla 

fall th b di . 
t v r n 

a bit warm r than u u I. Pr babl b u 
r m chin lik that. tiri intr du d m 

Thi i 
Whit m 

Wh r 

mu rri k r M utt J hn Ada ir J 111 

u 1n and Willie m Bl unt. 
ld i ? J k d. 

ut unn n f th m id. Th n an th r hut hin1 up 
ith a pun h in th arn1. 
1 h up m d an1i ab l n u h. Bur r n \ a 

a k rd 1n didn t kn 111 . hu ffi in ar und t c rin 
t th A r. I t n aft r l v a in tr du d. 

--r; n1 rr ch aid t ttrt n ch ir a u t. h n d 
nd I \ r d th ch [111 Cc t C 

0 

111 ur fri nd ? I aid. 
h. l rl ith ch n1. h I rh inl 71 uk of 

Ha ard h id. 
r nd it l k d Ii I I c a . But it · a n c 7 / e 1th 
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at all. Instead it was some drawn-out infomercial pretending 
co be The Dukes of Hazzard. The actor only sore of resembled 
the p ople they were upposed co be playing. If you knew what 
co look for, though ... well, they're not convincing. The guy 
pr t nding co be Beau and Luke ar n't ev n ch cond rat opy 
cat chat fill d in on ch how for a whil 

I wa down n ar ampu , wh r Volunt r b com ] 6th, 
wh n Hodg Library bur t into Aam . le u d cob a impl , 
quat, r ccangular building. Th n ch y pump d mon y into 

it. Mad ch library chi prawling po cmod rn tru cur chat 
r mind d m of ch old video gam Q-bert. Now it a harr d 
hu k. Q-bert ould v till jump d around on it. Only h d 
probably fall through. 

Th fir was fu I for mor h ar. Wh r w r ch Phlogi t nit 1 

Wh know wh r anyon i in a town lik chi ? Who kn w 
anything? Th h at onfu v rythin · ch fir d v ur all. 

Amid t th r wd war hing th nAa ration I th ughr I 
aw tiria. Bia k hair ungla . h w walking aw y. But a 

I tri d to at h up with h r h walk d fa t rand fa t r. Until 
I fi gu r d it mu t not b h r. Ju c m i rl w h r a I i z d that 

m u h did n t kn w wa gain in n h r. I c pp d and 
ch u he f tiria. 

tiria: h r nam m t n u r lax m . m d wn 
wh r v r I am. h k p m awa fr m ch h at ch burnin 
ch r hin ch ha ti inh rn wh th r I n1 with h r r 
11 t. 

M r buildin t burn d d wn: th h pital n Br adw / 
H nl / hapman (aJ kn wn a r ut 
th Univ r icy lub n n rd/N land 
Park/F r t Hill and an ch r pla on Jam 

441 44 and 71) 
ahu nFr c 
A whi h u d 
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to be 15th, and following the order of the numbered streets, in a 
way still is. The buildings on the transiently named roads remind 
me that the University ofTennessee was originally called Blount 
Colleg , that the Tennes ee River omehow runs right through 
Fort Loudon Lak , o it' a river and a lake at the am rim , 
and th n it go off and plit into two oth r riv r : th Fr n h 
Broad and th Hol ton which mak m think about ch flag 
of ch Scace of 'ft nn , which ha chr car b cau at n 
rim ch Scace ofTt nn could hav plic into chr parat 
tat (W c, Middl , Ease) and I'm ur om body m wh r 

know what ch nam of rho tat would hav b n if ch y 
v r am c xi t. Bue chat om body i n cm . I don't want c 

kn w. I wi h chat ch r ad would hav n nam in n icy. 
King con Pik h uldn t aJ ob umb rland Av nu and Main 

er t (alon with ch vari u rout numb r it al by)· it 
h uld b King c n Pik and n chin l . Wh n ch r ad I av 

Kn xvill , it an hav an ch r nam if ch p opl in chat t wn 
find it ht co nam it om thing I . am f; r th riv r. 

au r ally h w do a riv r b m a lak but cay a riv r 
v n om in g out on ch o th r id t b j u t a r i r a i n f; r a 

litcl whi l b f; r plitting int cw ch r ri r ? 
It d n t ma k any n . Wh i h ma k m th ink f th fa t 

chat w didn t alw hav air nditi nin . ch pr bl m f; r 
ch nam r w th am pr bl m I h : t mu h h at.~ 
mu h ha . Th ir n wa b ii d ut f th m. d a 

ith ch ir n h nd . n qu ncl , th h r t tr t 
a all d. r if it h d a narn in ch hr t pl And \ h n II 

th namin d n ch didn t b ch r t n an fit. 
111 ri u app llati n m d n ibl n u h t th 111. r 

m thin lik that. 

,_Th p li \ r r 
111 I h uldnc in id 

n h m . p alwa 

h r ut id f th 
. l k d wh . 171 

\.nt · ut 

r r hi. 111 t Id 
ld Ill ] LI ht t 

7 
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"Wh :>" y. 
"Ir's just better you don't go inside, sir. That's al l," said the 

police officer. Even in the un iform he didn't sweat. He wore 
m irrored sunglasses. I watched myself sweat in h is eyes. I didn't 
bother w ith th handkerchief. I went traight to my squeegee 
hands. 

Then I told the police officer that although he's a police officer, 
he couldn't tell me where I could and couldn't go unless cher 
was a good reason. Ad receive ov rheard me talking, and came 
over. He looked at me lik he wa my dad. And he ha really 
bad new . And h didn't know how to give it. Another polic 
offic r wh isper d omething co ch d t ctiv . 

'Yeah, chat' h im,' aid the d t ccive. 
To me: 'Son I ch ink itd b a good id a if you went home. 

Now I can t II you you cant go in that building, on becau 
we got om th ing going on in th r we cant talk about right 
now and I m ure you und r rand what that m an . Wi r n t 
trying to b pri ks or anyth ing. Ir ju tin your b tint r t to 
g on ba k to your pla and ool ff. Pl a on? 

W II all right I aid. Bur I ant ol ff b k at my 
pla . 

Wh that? 
I d n r ha 
Thi i ch 

1n n n r 
nditi nin . 

air nditi 
urh ch 

th fr n r 

r n J aid. 
And 1 I fr. 

111 da ., t r I \ a b(_ 

n1n 
p aid di era r d b m chin 

f th t r hi . r n ha air 

k r ad t t '- 11 t ti ria '- b Ut th 
v h I thin lh r r n tan p l i at th t r hi that d '· 

Ut id th r r n tan p pl · an h r . E r pt~ r n u 
h I pt r and r - r 1n tr t n thr diffi r nt 
rn r . ln id rh r r p pl r h r hi p rin i I 

( 
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they had chis big secret, and all of them knew about it. Everyone 
knew about it. But me. Only, it seemed the secret was about 
me. Whenever the people saw I was approaching, they stopped 
talking. And looked at me sympathetically, like someone had 
died. 

When I got to Stiria's place, I had a lot on my mind. And it 
was all about roads changing name and rivers and lake and 
cities driven in ane by heat and paranoid by arsoni ts, and even 
about cops and what they think is in your best interest and how 
they always eem co want you co go home. The cop ' paradi e: 
ev ryone ev rywh r raying in ch ir hou e or apartm nrs, 
n ver I aving. Which makes nse, now char I chink about it. 
L chanc for crime, for chao , for fir , if veryon cay at 
home. 

The door wa wide op n. I walk d through and it' lik 120° 
in ide. Th h at knock d ch wind our of me. Sliding again r 
a wall, I found my If on ch Aoor. Lu kily ch loft had arp t. 
Bur char' all it had. Ev ryching wa gon . Ev n ch TV 

Rjghr away I figur d tiriad b n robb d. That why ch 
p Ii w r ut id th day b h r . Only I didn t kn w h w u 
ould t r bb d f v ryrhing you wn living n ch i heh 

Aoor fa I ft apartm nt buildin . p iall a ni 
char. Th n I th u ht ma b h wa kidnapp d and h r f: n1il 
air ad h wn up and tak n h r cuff. R all char didn t n1ak 

n n it h r. W h n I u Id fi n all n1 l m b I d u t I n t 
ch h 11 nd k d th fir t p r n what happ n d. 

Did n t u h a r? th u aid. M \ r fu 11 f at 
l didnt him t w II. 
What? l id. 
Th JU ht th I hi nit . 'Turn ut ch r n t nl 

c r n i t but th I m t r f di ut d r . Th 
t I a l t f id n ti ti . d llkind fnarn .L rbun hf 

n 111 th t I m th Id Pr b t ri n rav ard. 
But l didn t ar b ut ch nam J int rrupt d him. 

h r un ? 
l._u . 
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"Sophia White? The woman who used to live here?" 
Finally, I got the swear our of my eye , although I still couldn't 

see too well. The guy looked like he felt sorry for me. Ir was just 
wear In my eyes. 

She' gone, man. Sh 's gone." 
Later on, I found out char Paula and her band were arr red 

ye rerday at the Srerchi. She wa going to er it on fire, I gue . 
Or h nded up th r after running from th cop . Whi h i 
why th cops w re there wh n I arriv d. Th only thing I ould 
chink of wa that Stiria had gotten o fright n d by Paula that 
he rook off right away. H ad d for om plac wh r h ould 

t 1 afe. Or om thing lik chat. 

Walking through Mark t quar . To tiria' . B fi r h 
di appeared. Th r a parry. On f rho iryF t hindig 
wh r ov r band play and bu in p pl drink al oh I our 
of pla ti cup . And dan . And don t w at v n th ugh it lik 
a thou and d gr our. But ch r w rkin n Mark t quar . 
Th y v got it all t rn up. th r ar f; n v rywh r . And 
Im on th our id f th f; n . And II th d n 1n drinkin 
bu in f; lks ar in id . I ant find a wa t tar und th 
t n . Th r i n t a at . 1 ha n id h w th t in th r . 

I t d n th ur id and w t h d. nd rin h t t 
in id . 

At tiria ft Id h r I ith r ant d t 
ap . 
Whi h n ? 
I wi h I kn w. 
I w nr t ap h aid. l antt 

1t1ntt h c r t Id. 
Wh d nt u? 

t in r I wa nt d t 

fi: r f: r a wh r 

But h didn t n r. h put h r . rm r und n1 . h a 
\ arrn that da . A1n zin I arm. h turn d n th TV Ir '" 
m f: n t h . Wh n l rh in I b u t h r n that ch da 
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I remember .... 
And now, I like to think Stiria slid aero the hood of her car 

when he escap d the Sterchi. Ju t like Beau and Luk . The real 
Beau and Luk . 

Of our non of what follow actually happened: 
Th button glow r d when I pre it. I h ar a whirring from 

in idc. Th fountain i till dri d out, xc pt for a t w puddl . 
Th park i litt r d with rat h d gold n pan I from ch golf 
ball top. I am ov r d in w at. L t it roll down my fa e. But 
ch levacor i on it way. 

Th r i a ding and ch door op n. Wh n I g t in id , I 
chat it wa all an opti al illu ion. AJchough ch I vator app ar 
co b opaqu , it a cua11y all gla . So I an th nnr iry 
as I a nd. I an all ch p opl and ch building and ch 
Univ r iry of~ nn (Blount oil g ) and all of ch variou ly 
nan1 d and rout numb r d tr c . 

On ch way up: I lik c chink chat I was mad in od own 
imag . That d i ju ca awkward and ridi ulou and w ary 
a m chat H ha o n1any nam b au H coo timid cot II 
an n ch r wrong chat Hi r al nam i ... 

Wh n I g c c ch c p I find rn If in an all-whit room 
mad f ind rbl k . l d n c und r rand h ,v ch in id of 
ch u n ph r an b mad f ind rbl k but i c i . Th r 
i n air nditi ning. In ch ro m th r i a man ittin in a 
hair. H I k lik a burn d uc nfu d w ary r i n f 

I n I and r . 1n auch r f m c r . F r fun I will all 
hirn B aur ard. 

H offi r rn m fri d hi k n. 
I a k h w m th in id f ch u n p h r i n c l d. I c 

b Id. E n in th h at I n1 h r d up a lied b chi . 
ln n w I k at ch w rld th r u h ch Id n la . M and 

B ur ard. N ich r n f u kn w what c d in chi w rid. 
N ith r n f u kn w h wt mak n fit. Our n ha 
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been boiled away in the heat. Squeegeed away by our own hands. 
But for a brief moment, me and Beauregard make a connection. 
Because j use as I am about to ask, Beauregard makes it come true. 
And suddenly, from th Sunsphere, that broken down remnant 
of the pa t, we're able to look past the city of Knoxvill , w 'r 
able to look pa tall of it, and we'r able to ee th pla wh re 
th road run logically and the tr et ' nam nev r hang . 
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STATEMENT 
Thom Ward 

He aid h wanted to b ch only on at hi in term nt. Of our e, 
h didn't count on the sky hawing up, a clump of gr y, nor on 
pop of chund r lik ch bur c of a pi col. A f; w dai i tr t h d 
ch ir n cks co g t a glimp of ch un whi h, r p ting hi 
tat m nt r fu d co glar . B n ath ch pil of dirt trand of 

gras tri d co mov ch ir gr n fing r . Tur row war h d frorn 
th bran h of an oak. rav t n wait d. A ngr garion of 
nothing v ryrhing. Or wa it h aid h want d t b th only 
thing at hi fun ral. Admirabl p rhap . Bur th r i alway th 
matt r of th a k c. 
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BLACK TUPELO COUNTRY 
Doug Ramspeck 

Down amid the bottomlands, 
where the backwater woods 

reshuffi themselves from stuporou summer 
into fall, 

the e black tu pelos 
and their deep blue fruit mak a alve to fend off 

ghost . 
And beneath the flickering, wind-tr mbling canopy, 

pileated woodpecker 
batt r out their ecr t me ag to th invi ible. 

Ame ag 
that old man LI w llyn dying in hi cabin inc July, 
half-hear in id a dr am 

of a p kl d king nak wallowing 
a mou h ad fir t. Dream lik the a h know 
ar trying to arry him into th b lly of th 

infinit . 
And though hi wit and i t rand grand hildr n 
mak a potion of rydali wild butt r up and larkspur 
h th w rid 

din11ning tran par nt all around him 
tran par nt a th m nlit vi w fr m th p nd bott m 

amid th attail talk . 
And too oon h b Ii v th bla k tup lo will li ft him in it 

in xorabl ann 
and it lapi -lazuli-blu b rn will fad pal r 

u n til hi kin fall a 1 o 
th n th pil at d w dp 

and pal r 
a th lcing nak -
k r will 

und th fun ral drum 
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DouG RAMsPECK 

and only the black tupelo salve smeared 
out of familial mercy 

on his stilled chest will prevent his released spirit from 
swooping beneath the wind-moaning 

canopy. 
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LIVELY OAKS TRAILER PARK 
Farrah Field 

There are no dragon 
flies here and sweepers 

don't hum like Mama. 
The ground cracks 

if you think about it. 
Phoenix has tennis court 

and a Bingo hall. 
My sister ay people 

who ray h r w II , 
Grandma nt her la t 

hu band to a arolina 
and h wontl tu ay 

Leukemia. At dry du k 
nail rawl p lin 

paint and w I k 
h r n i h b r in id 

hi trail r av t ran. 
Ev r on ha pati 

Astr turf and durin 
unday lun h w Ii t n 

t pian -fin r l 
f c:uan rula wal kin 
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LOUISIANA PHONE CALL 
Farrah Field 

Yes, weather is humid there, cold here, 
and I am your only daughter alive. 

If my sister hadn't been killed, 
I'd tell you about my new man, 
where I met him and his humming. 

And you would ay more than oh. 
I can't promi e I wont di befor you. 

Daddy'd rather talk of cats 
and I hear Mama doodling tar . 

W are trang r now, n v r proud 
alway blood-n rvou v n at a pig roa t. 

Th phon tati tap 
th lo di tan of th n r- aid. 
Ev ry n wh an think ha aw ap n. 

. 7 
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BAPTISM IN THE RrvER 
Jame Doyle 

The cypress have running water 
from ch recent rains. Head bent 

und r the wamp feel the glide 
of word down th ir bodie runoff 

among the tree roots and r prile 
hid . The pr hi roric floor mu cl 

into and and fo ii what v r 
it i giv n- flash Aood mo quiro 

warm pray r idling und rwar r 
lik vin . Th riv r i luggi h 

with n w bodi 
Th r k hold 

in whir gown . 
ar r ady h r limbing 

ur dr ing kin n ch orh r h r 
I in d wn for ch n xr I ud r br ak. 
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ALL THE MEN 
Anne Germanacos 

Dog 

Before I mov d in co ch hou next door, h ch ought I would 
be the ryp of woman who would hav a dog. 

For w k , h mu t hav b n x it d with ch a um d 
knowl dg . But ch n, moving day am and it turn dour I had 
no dog, at, or hild. So h , Jordan, b am my dog and lik a 
riv r, ran b rw n ch hou 

A lied wild om what rough. H kno ks thing ov r a if h 
had a rail-a mall cab) a hair. Bur it turn uc char v n if 
I don r hav a d g Im u d to that kind of wildn . aying 
n v r mind I rak him in id my lila and gr n kit h n h r 
frothy milk. I don't know y t to h ur a r th driv way to 
hi moth r: I milk oka :> 

7hat thi k blue v in 

B ing d g m natural I t him. V n .rwouldnrb hard. Ir 
rh rh r du r that n1 t onfu him: rat lizard parr w. 
p kin in rh r k fm arm rh n I ti pla , h r rh 

1n h w blu and rhi k. 

I n1 r mind d f th r wh v p k d at n1 
known al ng th wa : 

1n m n [ 

A Ttd 

A ainr cak 
li t n t ch 

n th nt ur 
t rrn that i u 

f hi ti m . P pl ru h t 
fr rn hi lip . 
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HARPU R PALATE 

This is where I was: inside the house, doing his dishe . 

Who ha time for aint ? 

That Attraction 

Hi aintlin , my barr nn : ach a riff on ay1ng no. 

Engulf; d by am n 
not v ry n at part . 

w plit ur Iv at th r. Two 

It' oppo it that attra t. 

(That am d.) 

Mid-Life 

v r ha 1n th ught f m If a hrink h I r 
rtainly n t m th r I kn w J rd an th b 

r haman 
n xt d r 

wh n - r h rn t11n thinks Im a bird. H b m d 
m n ar. 

n1 nfi ra\ hil n 
m tu ff. r tt 

but [ ha in1p rt nt r lat i n hip 
a r. Th \! a I 1nbi n ch cw . 

ith 

W irh n di and thr ad lu ._ nd p in c l n1ak th in d h c 
th m r h v n t d n b fi r . Bur- p il p ,? 

uld J lur fr mhi ll1cLd? 

Mid-Ii ti h, If a ntL1r h r irh ch r r LI. 

uno 1 

ch fir ? L1ld it r l 111 LI rt u : r th r p pl 
b n tru d a In r r in ? 

h nJ 
r al p in ul nd t rri in ;, 
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ANNE GERMANACOS 

(not to mention embarrassing) 

Jordan 

He gives me a sideways look, actually turning his head away 
from me then looking back, whenever he feels I'm about to say 
something dishonest or sentimental. 

A Sampson, a Donald 

In the desert, he wore everything he owned to protect himself 
from the day's sun, the night's cold, eventually donning a 
toga-half-sheet, half-drapery, like a woman. Only his eyes 
were open on the world. 

This is where he learned to see and be seen. In the sand-filled 
atmosphere, the scorching heat. 

The desert: a place he returned to, in hi heart if not with 
the soles of hi feet. We used to go down to the dirty and 
beach, pretending. 

This period was long before he met me. I ve never been to 
any desert but the internal one. The presence of men has 
prevented me from donning their clothing. 

Two slits for my eyes. 

These Donalds, these Sampsons. 

Sound's Color 

It takes too long to figure out: he hears color. That is: each color 
sounds. 

The painting he makes in the living room (blue and orange paint 

41 
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HARPUR PALATE 

on the rug, green on the wooden floorboards, sofa, his face, my 
arm) has a song to go with it. Ar first it's just noise bur heard 
repeatedly, I begin to get the hang of it. A jingle, it plays in my 
mind all night, threads itself through my dreams. 

I wonder if he's singing it co himself at home in the house 
next door, walcing himself up out of sleep with the force of his 
voice. 

In th morning, I mak coffee cake with blue and green fro ting, 
trying to imagine the ong it'll be: up-and-down, dancing 
around? 

Fit 

The world zoom in on him. Light dance. Windows smash into 
thou and of trill .ion of parkJe .' 

I ch r anything in it to lik ? If he wer cur d would he mi 
it? 

Daniel, Donald Michael, tephen Anthony, Jason. 

Arri t? S r? Farn - k r? aint? A tor? 

L ry of how of all kind . 

Too many rim I thought: arti r. Bur now know: actor. 

Question 

How do a Ii d ce tor work? 

Math 

How not to be th urn of ch ir di cordant part ? The bright 

4 
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ANNE GERMANA 0 

heights they'd be better off not knowing. The darks they'd 
do anything not to dredge. 

Here, again 

Deposited back on earth, the resumption of gravity is never 
without its shock. Here. Again. Oh. With a bark or a meow, a 
warm lick of the hand. This, I can take. 

He lick it r p aredly, tongue warm as the milk he' ju t 
swallowed, wet on my smooth palm. He doesn't top there. Bires 
my nail a if rhey'r hi own. I hoo him away. 

Later, h find m in anoth r room rhi on mag nta, wh r 
I'm wing old thing together. Thinking I'v not n him he 
r treat , placing the creen door a il ndy a h an, th n jump 
ch four wood n t p pring a ro ch thin r tangl of gra 
that <livid th h u 

Bound horn . 

Half a century, revisited 

Ar th r food char an prot t him? Word chat pu h him o r 
ch dg ?Th ughc? Ha h v rdr am d a fie and awak n d co 
find it wa only a dr arn? 

old how r? Hor bath? Blu j an ? Nak d? 

Ar ch ondicion only int rnal? What about ch w ath r-
loud p ltin rain har h unli hr? now? 

And m ? Half-a- ntury in th world and b tt d with a wily 
fiv -y ar-old. 

4 

44

Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal, Vol. 5, Iss. 2 [2006], Art. 1

https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol5/iss2/1



HARPUR PALATE 

Close-up 

That morning, he was making a mask with bits and pieces found 
on the kitchen floor: carrot top, button, cancelled stamps, mouse 
droppings. I screamed. He dropped to the floor, unable to stop 
his laughter. Then I saw what epilepsy looked like close-up, but 
still from the outside. 

Discretion 

We're all continually exchanging molecules, nothing being truly 
discrete. 

44 

Stephen, the one and only. 

After each "game," his father left something for his mother-a 
piece of jewelry, boccie of perfume, a scarf. Or simply a fresh 
bill off his wad of cash. 

Later, she took Stephen, her son, through her treasure 
chamber, a room at the end of the attic he and his brothers 
had never discovered in all their years of hide-and-seek. Had 
the wall absorbed the door co protect them? But it was there. 
He saw it. A museum of expensive belongings, crystal and 
scented, colored, heavy or light. 

If I were you, he told me he'd told her, I'd have put a match 
to it all long ago. 

But a person's feelings are so much more complicated than 
another can imagine. 

Shame 

Desire can be humiliating, especially after the heat of it wears 
off. Shame confines us to such narrow regions of desire. But 
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ANNE GERMANACOS 

cutting designs on your wife's skin as you take her? 

Stephen said: It's impossible, even at forty, to stop being a 
son, without a son of your own to make you a father. 

This was our dilemma; I couldn't help him out of it. 

Nothing: more Stephen 

He said he wanted nothing but nothing, the purity of 
nothing, the clean air of emptiness. He coveted nothing the 
way he once died for certain obscure exhibits of the flesh: 
pouring over the flashy garter strap of a woman showing 
herself to a roomful of men. 

He couldn't give up watching in the quiet cave of his mind 
(so he may as well have watched it in the flesh). In the end, 
he no longer touched any flesh but his own, when he had 
to, and that included (unfortunately) mine. 

I understood that he had problems but I couldn't follow him 
toward the solution he'd devised. 

Our Children (Stephen, again) 

The many children lost, month before their tiny lives were 
tenable. I still love him enough to believe the lo t babies 
weren't his fault or mine. 

Does he spend hours pursuing gloomy nothingness because 
he sees his children there? Do they smile at him from within 
the frail purity of his achieved state? (A state that toppled if 
the phone rang, a fly buzzed, or I walked carefully down the 
stairs, not ordinarily meaning to bother him.) 

We left one another not cold but too sad for excitement: 

45 
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HARPUR PALATE 

sadness bears little sensual fruit. 

Shit (Paolo) 

To himself he called it the shit. There were pictures chat went 
along: finely detailed curds, curly and moist. Great pipelines 
of it, liquid and pungent. Shit surrounded him, infested him 
like something animal and alive. 

I left quickly. 

Future 

Time, for him br ak up. Like a r l phone conv r anon 
int rrupr d by cacic, or a lightning bole. 

Will h v r look ba k on the early day of fie a om thing 
rar and ov t d? Wanting again to b that boy driv n from th 
ordinary by wirling light and animal voi e ? 

My eyes 

Writing around th bright intillaring aroma that light (and 
ob ur ) my way. I it anything lik chi ? 

tephens Dogs 

Sp aks with th lo t babi word that ar n t xa tly word 
nothing h d v r ay ro anoth r human b ing. 

P r.hap th dog ar r lpt nr of th yllable 1n a 
whi p r d ru h mor ar s than n e but h artb le. 

Jordan Like a swift river. 

de troy rh plan ts I l ft on th bottom t p of th porch 

4 
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ANNE G ERMANA 0 

planning to work them into the soil the next morning. I'm 
certain he's the one who threw chem randomly acros my 
hardly fertile yard, blossoms torn from weak vine clump d 
dirt bottoms up on on ratty gra . 

Surveying it from the kitchen window, coffi cup in hand, I 
chink maybe h wa right. Who want to pend a Sunday digging 
around in wormy earth? 

H arrive lat r, h igning di traction, hi chirpy bright y 
darting around the n ed to pretend. I offi r him foamy milk, 
add a drop of whi ky for early morning olace. 

Continu hi lih with women. 

47 
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UPON CHARLEY'S MARRIAGE TO A GIRL FROM IDAHO 
T. J. Beitel man 

forCH&TT 

My friend Charley cleans up real 
nice and is handsome in his red 
silk shirt. We are on the beach. 
It is March and that means wind 
and a smudged, slate sky. The bride 
wears green. She shimmers. Her babies 
toe the sand. They don't wear shoes. 
It is almost cold. The Officiant 
gathers us in a circle. A circle means 
things. Charley read Neruda in his 
red shirt. She reads Rilke. Letters 
to a Young Poet. She is green and Charley 
i red. At the end, they vow to each 
other: Christ aid, "I commit my 
pirit unto you.' They ay this. 

They join hand . Charley has rolled 
the Neruda up like a racing program. 
She take hi hand, rolled poem and all. 
The circle part for them. 

48 
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UPON THE BIRTH OF MIKE's DAUGHTER, SoME 

UNSOLICITED ADVICE REGARDING LOVE AND OTHER 

SucH VAGARIES 
T. J. Beitel man 

forMH&MH 

I. The Underworld. 

I will tell you this, dear little girl, 
there is a Hades and it can be found 
everywhere. I imagine your course: 
there will be places you go. Just as 
important, there will be places you 
never go. To wit: Appalachicola, 
Florida. Its own kind of Underworld. 
I shudder at the memory- a pea-soupy 
night in March after eating succulent 
oyster from a bed gone bad. Teens 
in pick-ups tear down the quiet streets, 
whine through their gears. If you do 
not end up there on what, God willing, 
will be your long trange ride know 
that you are lucky, that it is a hell-hole. 
Know, too, that it's just as hellish to love 
and lose as it is to have never loved 
at all. That night in Appalachicola, I saw 
a chick-necked, tattooed man. 
His back was rigid his hair clipped 
tight. I was afraid of him because 
I believed he was ignorant. He retrieved 
a woman, a barmaid with Aoppy 
breasts. She, too, had tattoos. They 
stumbled off to a Lincoln, their life 
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HARPUR PALATE 

together. Hell is tattoos and oysters, 
ignorance. Hell is unlucky geography. 
Hell is knowing the rest of the story. 

II. Orpheus & Eurydice. 

Once there wa a nymph-
Eurydice. Nymphs are beautiful, so he 
was. Orpheus sang every chance he got. 
Saturdays was karaoke. 
Eurydice came into the bar baring 
her midriff as was the fa hion then. 
The bikers dropped their jaw . 
Orpheu put down hi beer and ang 
her an Elvi ong. They became lost 
in their mutual charm . Togeth r they 
were young and pretty and in lov . 
They melled good and they ta t d 
good and there wa no place on their 
bodi that wa not mooch and good. 
They pent bli ful Appalachicola day . 
Ir wa h II. 

III. An Inc rlud 

What I am trying to ay i that h II 
is. Much fruitle ffort an be p nt 
looking for place wher it i not. 
But it is. Everywh r . Do you know 
that I am miJing? I am smiling. 
Tuer are ertain thing you do not y t 
know. That i probably b t but I will 
t II you a ecr t becau e I can, b cau 
oon nough you will figure it out 

for yours If: 

50 
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IV The Rest of the Story. 

Orpheus and Eurydice had many trials. 
They churned through life on the Panhandle. 
They loved and lose. It ended. Orpheus ang 
a sad song. And then, alone, he gave in. 
His music was full. Perfect. Ripe. 
It was midnight on a Saturday. No on 
in the bar but him. Eurydice long gone. 
Stolen by a m an old nake from Wi consin. 
There wa ch ubiquitous p a oup. 
Hi throat warbled to nobody. Th n he 
realiz d ch er t in a Aa h: Wi con in 
i a bu rid away. urely it i an iced-
ov r h II. A nightmar wor than chi . 
Bue it can be got to from h r and th r 
I will find my b auciful nymph. 
I will b with her in th i o our lip 
fr z cog ch r. Or w will Ae char old 
man. Wi will amp r through th h Iii h 
land ap . Wi will m Ir and w will fr z . 
W will b w c dry thirty full a ti ks 
rubb d raw in ch g nital from I v . 
W will r ad to mu h and not nough. 
Wi will nort Ritalin hoot up. Wi will 
ab rain. Wi will know ch word of od. 
Wi will do thing our moth r annoc 
imagin . Th r will b unnamabl 
obj c a t purity p ac . All of ic i h 11 
y bur I will b inging and h will b 
Eurydi and w will know v rything 
th r i t know. Wh r i Wi on in? 
What if I d n t r m mb r h r fa ? 

Th n h trik out into th mi ty night, 
bli ful for ch fir r time in day . 

T. J. BEITELMAN 
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TEENAGER: THIRTEEN 
Neil Shepard 

Old Orchard Beach, first beach 
down from the border, Quebec girls 
speak a tongue more foreign 
than the put-downs and come-
ons of American girls. 

Perched on the boardwalk, 
you listen to the bright lure 
of their words, your teeth sunk 
in candied apple, your tongue 
curled around a few French phrases: 

Bonjour, Bonsoir, Bonne nuit, je t'aime. 
Their skimpy bikinis, atomic 
in impact, power the Ferris wheel 
in your blood hauling up hidden 
fish from the salt marshes, hidden 

stink of flopped kisses, flubbed 
unbuttonings. This year you'll gee your first 
wet kiss-but wait!-first 
cocked fist in your eye 
from a French girl whose name 

you'll never know-you'll know 
her simply as "Elbows" for the tomboy 
swing of her arms as she beelines 
away from you, your one rehearsed line: 
Voulez vous couchez avec moi sur la plage? 
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which probably sounds as garbled 
as Marconi's invitation to the Queen 
of England, 1902, via transatlantic cable, 
co return his call. Bur you don't know chat yet. 
And chat's the difference between 

us. Benighted and ballsy at thirteen, 
you're neurons and raw nerve, ganglia and gangly 
indifference co risk. You're as close 
co siren-singing as you'll ever be. 
No wax in your ears 

co block the electric 
hum of the blood's dictation. 
Whether a reefer on the beach 
leads co enormous appeti re 
sated by French fries or French kisses, 

you'll stuff your mouth with some 
thing and feel good, if not lucky. 
But why stop there? Tonight, 
we're betting on saltwater kisses 
and something steaming in your hand-

a wedge of pizza or hand-cut fries, 
and a girl's hand warm in yours 
as you move away from amusement 
lights and begin the mouth-to-mouth 
resuscitation of desire. 

NEIL SHEPARD 
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DUETS 
Neil Shepard 

I've left you, my daughter, for the first time, 
quite cavalierly, to arrive at this colony. 

And everything was planned, the wild, reclusive, looping lines 
of mind's indulgence, the world's static filtered out. 

But I had not reckoned with the rwined song in my chest, 
the subtle couplets you've written everywhere on my being. 

I cannot hear my own voice without hearing your . How odd, 
chi lyrical int rference comes from another ource, 

anoch r powerful voi who If-promotion end wav 
of ong into the futur . Shal l I tun you out t th fr qu n y 

co om thing further down the dial om gold n oldi ? 
Your mer ly thre y ar old, in lov with chi n w languag 

that beam forth with ev ry br ath. You re all exp riment: 
Why i a madhou a hou that mad? Wh r th arrow 

fir d from th tring of a rainbow? Littl lit rali t, n1ak r 
of n w m aning the world fre hly ung th form undi v r d. 

Th wav band broad nough to hum in four-dim n ional rim 
b yond AM FM horrwav urving to ch dg of tin1 -

l n wh r m mory onv rt to ong. Do lov for what gon 
xplode in oni boom ? Out th r in un ir um rib d air 

i the world ircular? Can your c entri na1ning bring m round 
again or will it all b squared by hoolmarms and go] n1 ? 
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N EIL HEPARD 

Courage, little one, and ong of your own tran mis ion. 
Should you ee m out there, along the edge, co mic dust 

in your eye, a my father wa tardu t for me, hum a ti w bars 
of something unforgettable-a another inger 

did for her father. Make it in quaint couplet aero the 
di ranee , and lee the e old mi ion echo ba k co you. 
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EXCERPT FROM THE NOVEL SHARK GIRLS 
Jaimee Wriston Colbert 

We were herding ducks just a week before it happened, 
the tragedy at the seat of our lives, Willi Beever attacked by the 
shark. Nuuanu stream, that cold river green, Father, Willi and 
me (who knows where Robbie was, was he even then becoming 
the underexposed negative, part of the photo where not enough 
light gets in, shape rimmed in fuzziness, our shadow sibling?). 
We're bringing these ducks from Honolulu home to our mother, 
three little yellow baby ducks and their big white mama duck in 
a wire mesh duck cage, back seat of the Plymouth, quacking their 
little duck heads off. Hush up! Willi orders chem, demanding 
little Willi, pretty fair-haired Willi , gets to sit next co chem, did 
she never question then chat the world would always listen? 
The mother duck, alarmed little pebble duck eyes, quawks 
and quawks. 

Up then ov r the Old Pali Road, around the Windy Corner, 
cars haking like the hand of God' playing jacks with chem, 
shak' em up splat! To chi day if you cake pork in your car over the 
Pali at midnight your car will tremble and rock so hard it wont 
move forward, and it not the hand of God it' ghost - vengeful 
Hawaiian oldier pirit , you can hear their yelling in the wind 
clashing of their wooden pear and club fierce mano shark 
teeth fa tened on the end of these-warriors Kamehameha the 
Great pushed off the Pali in 1795, Battle of Nuuanu. They're 
not keen on pork being chlepped, its kapu! But that's another 
story. Quite a ride back with a car full of ducks, a commitment, 
and Father decides we cant make it all the way out to Kailua 
after all, over the Pali these quacking ducks, chat they need a bit 
of a dip first, get their clipped little duck wings wet, clipped so 
they can't Ay away. But they can swim! Father said, A chance to 
be ducks, Father said. 

Four of them paddling dizzily about chat stream ecstatic 
and confused in their sudden freedom, not exactly in a line, not 
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exactly li ttle soldiers these ducks-what's chat expression, have 
your ducks in a row? No row, the e ducks are al l over the place, 
yellow and white feathers twirli ng and drifting like cloud , little 
darting of yellow, here, there, everywhere.' And ch noi es they 
make, n v r mind ch quack quack, mor of a ick and throaty 
quaaaaawk like we had been trying co murd r ch thing and 

at long la t ch y'v ap d. 
And ju t what th h ck Fath r wa chinking, buying tho e 

duck in th fir c pla I 11 n v r know. D id h g c it in hi head 
that having a fami ly of du k in ch iccy bitty pond h bui lt for 
our moth r off th lanai (a wi hing w II h cold Jay ) in our 
Kailua yard might in pir fami ly t nd n i among u Fath r 
Jay Robbi Willi and m ? Did h chink ch xan1pl th y c 
at d du km m and h rob di nt lied du kling mi he mak it 
u h char Jay w uldn c wane t lip our co th Ba ha I -hula 

h r th hard hav n marin ? 'TI1 ir parti ular mo rly v carian 
du k di t mi ht m ak h r want t a c a h alt h y b r akfa t 
t p uzzlin quit n1an in and c n1 b n1 ch ob r 

n rou h u wih nl h uld dr am h rt 6 ? ur m th r 
d Willi b t and char a chin w all und r rand n w n 

b tt r than h I d u r fa ch r. D du ks pr f; r n r r h 
n t ju t b au l k m r lik th m th r du k? L in 
ch n1irr r ima ur If? azin at n1 Ja w uld 
n n u n : Wi II i f: r n1 but u . . . nd h d p nd r chi a 

bit h r l nd r h nd r tin und r ch t p rh ti p inc d hin 
t nn . t ch kn 66 lied II f n1 wn rubb knu kl 

rn ridi ul u I I n and C\ i t d M11rfani h hn r · u n1.u t 
cak fr r om on at I ch r wh n u \ r 6 rn aft r 
all hah hah hah! n ch cin l lin f ch ir lau h r ch an1 
ba k wh n Wi lli t ill r n1 mb r d h c lau h. Min m r 
h r n i h n i h ch u h n t F ch r i ch r. H u ld i c 
6 ? F ch r r £ r I I au h d . 

r all A ppin ar und in th Id d rl at r du k 
B r ch ITl LI I lipp r r und r k at ch 6 lt 111 r k 
urr und r d ich 111 rt 111 li ITl tuff. 1h 

darn du l ar I ad in u n a \ i Id h ' a J•ach r. 
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Is he making a joke? Willi gets a look in her eyes, lirrl Beever 
sister's silvery eyeballing glint she gets in the wak of a joke she 
would never be the brunt of and she lunges our, grabbing on 
of the quawking baby ducks by one paddling orange leg, and 
lifting it upside down our of the black water she whips around, 
to sing it at me. I ee a blur of yellow, the terrified squaaaaawk 
and b fore we know it I'm butt down in the cold hallow war r, 
legs splayed, me and the duck, a flutter in my arm . 

You look ridiculous! Father exclaims. Ger up, Scar, and for 
heaven' ake hold onto that duckling! We hav n'r got all day. 
Why can I nor count on you, Scar? I n ed co be abl to d p nd 
on someone. 

I try co do chi , I do, try co plea my farh r bur th lipp ry 
loppy, grungy h ling of th mo berw n my to on th 

underwat r rocks i o gross a I arr mpt to rand, char down I 
go again and up go th du k and my h ad lid und r war r 
for ju r a ond ey popping op n in th murky gr n. I 
th baby du k h r paddling away from m fa ta rh y an g . 
I don r rak hold. 

In t ad I it rh r chat limy ro k and I grab onto ch r. 
hri roph rm dal hanging by a h ap hain ar und my n k 

lo my y and think. My moth r wa outrag d wh n I fir r 
tart d w aring chi a oupl month ago. Ir a fad Jay in i t d 

to my farh r Im itting right th r in rh living roon1 a w II· 
h trying to b with it. A arholi thing and h n t v n 
arholi . Oh for rying out loud! Jay hrill d wh n m farh r 

aid n thing. Bloody h 11 what you probably don tr aJiz at 
i m daJ hav cob bl din ord rt b holy as holy in ord r 
co mak any diffi r n at all. Your i unbl d o what d 
an it b ? Only atholi girl g r ro hav rh ir 111 daJ bl d. 

Thinking about chi now I wond r what mad my moth r 
un a y? Pr bably char ch r uld b Ii v in it arholi i 111 

b Ii v in om thing b yond ch m Iv . But what did I kn w? 
Thi n kla wa on mor thin about 1n that irrirar d h r 
char wa out id h r oner l. 

I lur h ch unbl d m dal in my tin lin w t hand. I know 
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a real blessing: if you go steady with someone you exchange your 
medal wi ch his and everyone sees his medal around your neck 
so this is proof chat someone likes you. And I also know the Sc. 
Christopher story, because Kathy Connely is Catholic and she 
cold me. He was a giant of a man and he made his living ferrying 
people across a fierce and mighty scream on his huge houlders 
o they'd be safe. So one day he carries uch a heavy child he 

chinks he'll fall down into the raging water. Bue the child cell 
him he' Je u and the h avine s is caused by the weight of ch 
world on hi houlder . 

Ri ing lowly out of ch water I climb up on ch bank, 
duckl , hop les , unblessed, my fach r glaring angrily at me. 
Th n hi fac often chat di cracced look h g c and I am young 

nough at chi point inno ent nough naive nough to b li v 
v rything i going to b all right, aft r all. I offi r him my lbow 

bl ding from wh r I kritch d it again taro k. H tare fir t 
at th blood th n at th du k drifting gra fully away all in a 
row now behind th moth r du k down th Nuuanu tr am. 

It OK at my fath r ay w arily D n t ry. (I wa n t 
going to rying got you nowh r in my family· it was m r ly 
vi w d a om on la c craw a final indignity a trip to th 
b dro m b hind a lamm d door for th ri r. ) Look at! h 
ay I anin down I r to my fa p intin . Th du k 

win w r lipp d uldn t A fr and \,v ill ou I k 
t that. TI1 r th o nywa b d! M fath r life up m 
lb w dabbin ntl at th bl d with hi wn w r hand. 

E i ht , ar I at r and r thin han d. A m rn ry fr m a 
h urth f Jul i ht r aft r it happ n d but rill in it ak 
it f: 11 ut it r n nattn f th famil lin allian wh 
d hat, h w uld b and ith wh 111 n th t Willi wa 
. . . w h ? Had n t b n dub b d ha rl i r I c till h id d n fr 1n 
th f th w rl d in th at b d, b r a t p kin up u n d r th 
h t that h k f bl nd hair th in r dibl un .rnilin fa . 
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She was more beautiful than I, no one ever doubted chat she 
would be. She refused to get up out of chat bed and the rest of 
us-at this point we're talking Father and me, Grandma's moved 
back to Newwwwengland, and Jaycee? who knows?-we had 
long since given up coaxing her, urging her, asking Willi if she'd 
ever get up. Robbie was gone. I was who was there. Just turned 
eighteen and in my head I coo was mostly gone. 

I lied, lied, lied about my whereabouts, to my father who did 
care and Jaycee who pretended to, who became annoyed, anyway, 
at the things I did, places I went, people I aw. But I don't chink 
she was really all that bothered; if anything, he wa amu d 
at the ways I could di appoint my father, my lies lies lie . Her 
daughter, of course, didn't lie ... didn't p ak, didn't move. 

It was 1969 and I wa into it with reli h gusto what that y ar 
had to offer, heavy man, drug . I hadn t dev loped my taste, my 
terrible rhir t for alcohol yet but I might ve gu ed it hovering 
hadow by how r adily I rook to dop , a du k to war r a they 
ay: gra ha hi h opium LSD p ilo ybin .rn alin p d 

upp r down r r d lud b nni popp r anything that 
walk d rawled A w m way gr win th ground grubb d onto 
my rongu by way of a po rag ramp, a blorr r f; Id d int a 
lip of pap r ch k d inhal d non d h w d tu kin my ar 

und rmyarm n di dund rm kin- g tripp d m II w ur 
blow your mind- [ did it all. Ev ryrhin pt h r in· I had a 

bwprin ipl aft rail. ttinghighm antn thavin t think. 
N t havin to tr and mak n f thing . 

h r th m m r . M la t umm r in Hawai i b f; r 
ap1 ng t th Wi t a t f; r II and ] h d a fri nd. F 

hapa-ha 1 M na- n half ha 1 nd th th r half all kjnd 
f d .I al ruff paint ur kin that ri p un -br wn 

Hawajian hin Filipin t . t . All th u want d t 
ball h r bur h wa pr u :ind h and ma b m r int 
hi k an ywa . M n a h d 111 u h Id r b r th r all d RaJ 

f; r a r a n that wa n r m pl t I I ar t rn . R k a 
b autifid cat w cid f I I in · u th n th at · 
n1 th k i n b I a I h u Id r I n th qui f u r I h i 
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rakish smile-this the name? He was also a dealer, a pusher, we 
all knew it and this made him the more visible to me. His up 
front job building surfboards and catamaran sailboats for a shop 
off Kailua road called Wind and Fin. 

Too old for me, my father proclaimed when one day I caught 
Rake's eye, smoking dope with his sister on their lanai in my 
bikini, baby oil slathered skin, legs long and pink as two wet 
tongues. (Marfans was the till uncertain future, whether I had 
it or not, but by then I had learned to use my height, gangly 
arms, leg , general gawkiness to its bone-thin, brale s, hippie bare 
advantage. If my heart was in trouble, telltale swelling at the root 
of the aorta, I was dutifully tun ting it further engorgem nt, my 
near-religious drug intake.) Rake invited me to a concert, th 
Jeffi r on Airplane in the Diamond Head Crat r and chi time 
bad choic , I didn t lie when I a ked my fath r if I ould go. 

The amping trip to th Mokulua I land off the Lanikai 
coa t for th fourth of July wa to have b n M na Rak and 
m and o I cold my par nt I wa p nding th July rd night 
with M na. I b Ii v d chi to b almo t tru a half Ii you 
wouldn t fry quit o hot and if th y aught you you ould Ii 
your If down a diffi r nt path, plan udd nly hang d a vi rim 
in th ir wak . But wh n [ arriv d at ch ir hou rn pa k d 
hippi -bag my m ch r all d it a n lorn rati n of I rful 
rhr ad w v n fr m m an i nt and w 11-cr d arp t M na 
uddnl ouldnr .And h uldnrl km inch rllin 

rn chi I kn w h r broth r had r co h r in m wa a 
kind f brib - ma b ba ball ard r a rar h 11. M n had 
th i b II tin tu ff· ba k th n w n v r q u ti 
th chin w nd r dab ut ch n1 it wa JU c 111 thin 
ot off on. 

Bu c l aw ch r u h i r. Rak want d t c m UC 11 th 
ht n il i I and a c n i h r al n . L al r i a r fi kl a r J u r 

pu r ha d. l 111 r I n dd d at M nc c id l u Id . I 
l i n1 b d int R( k A r and p n d a I d n ( ch r 

111 c bcin but 1 chinkin an chin r than 
111 n h arr-han1n1 rin 111 he h ad rid in in hi c n?), fill d 
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with the food he packed, gear for the boat he borrowed from 
Wind and Fin, one he built, he informed me, that beautiful 
cat grin and off we went. At the least I was anticipating a good 
high; Rake had some orange sunshine acid. Bue I knew he had 
other ideas and this excited me, frightened me, made me ache, 
jagged breath, unsure. I was more at home with the drugs of 
the sixties than sex, got stoned way more than I got laid, but I 
was willing to try anything that would drive me further from 
my family, release me from the chains of my reassigned future, 
for however long. Vietnam War. A man on the moon. Equal 
Right . Civil Rights. Black Pan th r Party. Altamonte. Th larger, 
mes i r world. The Beever that wa l ft. I wa ready. 

We sailed out to the bigger i land, a whale' hump in then ar-
dark, purpling ky, slap lap of th war r again c th boat lap 
lap of my heart beat; a bird pre rve Rak told m di curbing 

ch tern and boobi th iwa bird a w dragg d th catamaran 
up onto the and, all ri ing in a hadowy bird loud abov u . 
Frigat , man-of war birds I tar d at hi harp brown hould r 
in th dying light inewy hard hurtling th uppli from th 
catamaran th n preading a lauhala mat on th and. Ir wa 
almo t night. Th r w r no oth r human nor would th r b 
on chi littl ro k i land. I drumrn d in a br ath lunk down 
on th mat and Rak pa d m a j int th n th orang a id 
cab p h d I ic ha r. 

H lit th fir gr a in up our ham bur r and dumpin our 
ann d orn int a ri k ry handl d pan th n u~~•=>e·t d I rak a 
wim. I kn w what h wa tting at. And I want d t d rhi for 

him I r all did lith r ur f m I th lik om hippi a 
odd uninhibit d (Are you e :P ri n ed~ div int rh an 

a rhrillin I n ual nak d ar h h uld tar at m h 
would want 111 . Bur rhi wa ch o ean. wimn1in ju t aft r th 
un w nt d \vn! W kn w what wa ut th r 111 famil and 

m if n b d r m 1116 r d. I h itat d and Rak mu t v 
th u ht it wa th nak d ch in . H hru d Did u bri n a 
bachin uit? I uld h arch I rd wn in ch w rd . 

w; ll f ur I did chi wa t hav b n a ampi n trip 
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after all, but I hook my head. 
He shrugged again, said our meal would be ready oon. I 

know what's in that water. 
After dinner I was reeling, acid kicked in, stars burst out, night 

air t aming of alt and wind, ound of the dark th bird th 
roiling wav , thing immen . Th roof of my mouth tingled 
and Rak wa taring hard at m , giving me th up and down and 
all ov r, and what I wanted to do was plea e him, belong to him 
make him dig m , glad he w nt to what ver trouble, whacev r 
d c ption to g t me out h r , away from hi i rer, away from 
the world for chi night anyway. Tomorrow the fourth, fireworks, 
a c I brarion. I n d d to beli v . 

Will you wim right b id m if I go in? I a k d hoar ly, 
My i t r you know? 

H nodd d, though who know if h did know, mo t in 
Hawai'i had forgoer n had ropp d aring. Only wh n th 
fir t arti l udd nly app ar d lat v nti or th r about 
pro laiming hark Girl1 om ore of mira I ! did om in Hawai i 
r m mb r h r laim h r a th ir . 

lowly fing r haking working loo th button of m hire 
g tting only halfway b for hi fing r w r th r coo long and 
qui k and rtain. And th fing r w r unbuttoning my pant 
in id Ill pant 1lly und rpant Ill and I kn w I wouldn t hav 
to worr about th wimmin part. 

H la m d wn on th lauhala n1at hiftin f th o I and 
und r u . 1 ould th had w f hi p ni min wn on 
m a ki a we bran h a it p k d ab u t b rw n m I g ar hi n g 
f; r ch enter- w w ~r b th pr tty hi h and ma b ur nar 
f; r chi thin wa ff. F ram m nt I ch ught fb g in him 
t t p udd n pan i hok ff; ar what ch h II am I doi n ! 
And ch n h in m and i c d n c hu re and I m b in BALLED 

REWED MADE LOVET FU KEO FU KIN 
FU K! L vin ch 
about in ch r lik 
t ar ch r u h ch 
ch m raJ lik ma ti 

und of chi w rd in my brain racdin 
m thin with t ch om thing that uld 
hain bindin m c m family h w up 
atin nail pit uc ch havin and ld b 
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free of this, the tragedy at the seat of our lives. 
OK, so here comes the bottom line. Hone t to God I actually 

thought this, high out of my skull on LSD, Rake lurching about 
in id m : I could do what Willi couldn't, stunning Willi, one 
b li ved likely to husband b t, langui hing in h r b d and I 
am h r GETT'ING LAID on th b a h. Wh n h wa don 
h roll doff of m w ary h ap rnu ky a- m IIing air playing 
down ch long ool w t of my body. I hiv r d I an d ov rand 
crok d ch oar ud on hi h ad, hi h c, a k d him holding 

my br ath for hi an w r did h om in m ? I wa chinking 
v n if h did ifl had co hav a baby from chi it w uld b OK· 

I w uld experien e it. A id will do chat t you. Mak y u damn 
razy om t1m . 

R k r a h d v r and rabbi d ch cop f my h ad lik I 
wa a p t hi hild aln10 t t n y ar y un r than hirn aft r 
all. W w bab h aid v; u uldn c c II? Wa n c hard n u h 

ran un hin ah? F le g d th u h huh? You n 
at h a id rn ti po i ti n in m h d int th 

r k f hi h uld r hi d Ii htfull funk- m llin rn1 pit. W 
lik that f; r th r t f th n1n a i nail 

tarin at th billi n f tar d in th ir pul in L 0-indu d 
t r clan bird lik dark an i i ff th r k h r and 

th r a n it a\ pa i h· t rn r \ a th f; urrh f Jul 
and hik! fdb I KEO I 
th h t a rn1 n t n u l f; r n1 i I r r n 
hu h c nd hu h tt pin th fr m th 

u r h r . r t d. F r r a I n r in th 
d ti II \ it h p . 

l I n t L i ti. Re.I fi r th r t f th 
hi dili nt and r ul r in tru ti n c 

i th d ru . Li d l m p~ r n t f; r 
111 . h t uld th d ? l air 

un1n1 r b , n1 
ni1nbl Ill r a ] 

irh 

· hil b ut it th n quit 
I n r t 

hi 111 l n ran, bl i 11 I re r \ h 11 I 11 r ff t hi h h 
r.._ r I , n r d ni , n 1 r t ul 
11 a k d b r hi 11 11 t 11 j f lll t I ,n l d l 

k H .. r u? 1 111 I. h l r u d in ? Thi ha 
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I'm doing, response, nothing personal, nothing heartfelt. Bue 
imagining he might have loved me, chat he did once love me, 
having co eventually accept chat he would love someone else, 
chat he was loving someone else, making love co someone else. 
Rake, free pirit of the island , the times, and I craved chat in 
him. How it ached co finally under rand om thing of my elf, 
not being able co be chat. A h w mor y ar I'd b lo c co ch 
boccl , cagg r d day night , on drunk co the next, ch dizzying 
blindn , having co wake up oc a ionally co ad ad black ight 
th n collap into ch next n dful drunk. La t umm r in 
Hawai i umm r of my ighc nth y ar ch lo c I'v om 
y t co om thing all d lov . 

Th r ar ch r mom nt bit and pi of m m ry that A at 
udd nl ba k th way a dr am d unan h r d. Willi b h r 

it happ n d my prin ipl pla mat ma b m nl fri nd. 
Willi a umin r ift I r iv d int h r w rid a un1in 
my w rid m thin th u ht dr am \ h I n1 a h r Id r 
i t r t b h r w rl d. Th B tty r k r bak t I n t m 

b rn au nti m hri tn1 . Pia n with th hin bb k 
pla ti kn b paint d pap r wh I h r th t . Th m a : 
R bbi ich hi b and Indi 11 h w uld h" u d 
h d b th lndi n and di pp ar? Willi h r bab d 11 
th hildr n h \, uld n v r ha . And m ? H r h r u 
b I 11 th i i ft p k B hind t h r u n h p 
t nd up. 

Willi rn1 1n up th A \ hie nt nc r n1 ch 
J i c cl b I t p ka p I, , Yi u an a r i t ! r h \ rd 

n 11 u n d n t rh u Id t It r th t it d r u 
t t r d . l t ta t I i k 1 u pp p 
tu ff th rh th A r n 11 d 
pt ndl111 hali , , I nd illi utin licl 
pink u li t c r lu runnin ( ti ll th re t 

l !) t t 11 J t_ ni 1 id tr i t r! J y dcrnall 
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If she fixed you something co eat, you eat it for heaven's sake. 
Have you no manners? Honestly, Scat, can't you see I've got on 
of my headaches? Bloody hell. Do something, for crying our loud! 
So of cour e I do it, o my mother will love m , so her headach 
will go away, I ear char oggy, gloppy me s co keep Willi quiet, 
co keep u at p ace. I would have eaten my own hand for h r. 

My fach r, pulling m into the bathroom with him aft r 
clo ing right th living room louver so the Connelys aero ch 
ere t can't , can't hear, hutting the door on Jaye e in on of 

h r franti , hart ring mood , who had grabb d up ighc y ar 
old Willi, maybe a month b for th hark? whe ling with h r 
around th living room inging at ch top of her voice- Im 
going to wash that man right out of my hair! ov rand ov r, high r 
and hrill r and I ould h ar Willi' laught r h r d light co 
b th on in lud d in chi fr nzy ch on always in lud d in 
our moth r fr nzi our fach r all d ch m. And Fath r who 
wouldn t p ak of ch m orh r than chi lab I-your moth r 
frenzi a if ch y w r om thing v ry moth r had ju t char 
th in parti ular happ n d to b Jay - · almly r m ving 
hi ti caking an aloha hire off th hook in id th bathroom 
lo t wh r h ar fully hung it turning d Ii at I away from 

m t put it on hi bar ba k I ng and tangl d w b of fr kl 
n u h a loo aggi n fram . Where is the Haiuaiian in thi ? I 111. 

itting on th I d coil t at p ering d wn at 1ny h t j rky 
ridi ul u co ch nail that n d lipping. Wh v r both r d 
to lip my nail ? I; 11 m co lip my nail ? Hi ba k rill turn d 
raw n k ch hi h wobbly ound of my moth r laughc r 
high r till Willi qu al . I an th m. v n n w my moth r 
holding Willi und r h r arm and h winging h r around 
and ar und th y wh I chat fa t dizzying way 111ak n thin 
1 in ch world matt r pun m m nc lik your own p r nal 

wind blowing about y u and v ryching ] di app ar th 
wholly n urn d nd . H a k d m : at ha y ur m ch r 
xplain d co y u ab ut ch fa t flit ? 

I nodd d ol n1nly. Afr r all wa n t Jay 
on fa t f lih r an th r co m what I 

alway xplaining 
an p t from my 
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future, what I could xpect from her? 
Well, h aid, he itating, turning around to gaz at me, chat 

ad, light smil , the w arine s of hi coo colorful aloha hire, 
orang piky bird of paradi e 1ningling with th lim gre n 
finche , wings pr ad wide like they wer flying for ch moon 
mayb , ch car , anywhere ju t gee chem our of chi hire! Wi II 
Father b gan again, Th r a on I a k, it's dang rou our ch r in 
ch world. Silv ry tinkle of plintering gla , h ' raging again 
throwing thing ; arli r Fath r had brought h r ba k from ch 
Bae haul d h rout of the Plymouth kicking and er aming 
into ch hou . I imagin Willi fa e down on ch ou h now, 
plugging h r ar with h r fing r ch way h doe if I am not 
ch r to r cu h r, h rr t h r away into our room b hind our 
lo d lock d door. My fath r igh You ju t n v r know at 

you n v r know what your going to g t, what hand you II b 
d aJc. Iv tri d, od know co giv you kid a r gular hildhood. 
But I don t v n know who I am anymor . You und r rand m ? 

aucion i in ord r h r . You ant alway know. 

And chi . Why d pit v rything I o d p rat ly y arn d 
for w uld di h r till do rill would od h Ip m my rnocher 
Jay And r on B v r. Im fife n ull n and apart. My 

rand moth r oing ba k to N wwww ngland and it wa n ta 
happy day for any of u . It wa a giving up h r lea ing giving 
up on Willi r ov ring giving up on my moth r and m 
grandmorh r v r b ing abl co har a lih again. Re ncly w 
had I arn d chat my grand fa th r whom In v r kn w had finaJJy 
di d. Thi coo a ii n in our hou . Ov r th y ar th mo t I 
pi k d up Jay lurr d and truggl d word wh n h db n 
drinking too mu h: Got off ch bu from third grad th rory 
would b gin t ar dr n hing h r h k Moch r alway m t m . 
Thi rim h wa n t ch r . Ambulan light in our driv way 
I run into our hou and v ryrhing brok n turn d up id 
d wn u h a m Jik ome furiou corm batt r d through. 

7 
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We stood there like soldiers my mother and me, either side of 
the door, not touching you see while they wheeled him out, his 
hands, arms, shoulders bound in white like they've cemented 
him, or maybe he's a mummy-I remember thinking that, what 
did I know?-swathed in bandages. The last time I saw him. My 
father. In an institution! chis last part always whispered. 

Keep it to yourselves, our own father would admonish us; 
Nothing you've heard goes outside these walls! 

Shame in chis, these family secrets, we learned it well. Who 
knows if our grandmother missed her husband? She never 
spoke of it. Who knows if she ever visited him after he was 
institutionalized? Apparently even Jaycee was nor allowed to 
speak it. Her father a silence and now he's gone. Once, years 
ago, I asked her what he was like and Jaycee got that faraway 
look, eyes focused somewhere inside, not at me, not at whatever 
her life had become. Well, Jaycee said, My father was very, 
very ... compelling, but difficult, of course, terribly 
difficult .... She could have been talking about herself. We call 
our Hawai'i State Hospital (mental hospital Robbie said, almost 
got his mouth washed out with soap) we call it the pupule house 
crazy people's hospital. 

My grandmother wasn't well and was afraid to make the trip 
back to Newwwwengland. Maybe more afraid not to. She had 
gained a lot of weight de pite the gourmet jello diet she survived 
these past five year . Her limb were swollen and immovable with 
the arthritis she called it. Perhaps she was grieving her husband 
coo, whatever small window of po sibilicy she mighc've kept 
cracked open now shut. Who would know? Gone so many years, 
might there yet have been hope? Brain sick! my mother shrieked 
once, one of her frenzies, gin bottle pitched against the dining 
room wall· Brain sick brain sick brain sick! That's what they said 
about him and bloody hell! nobody even questioned it. 

How much denial can we bear? How drunk must we get co 
silence the silence? 

My father was on the mainland Robbie already gone and 
Willi, of course, in bed. So it was I who was forced to accompany 
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them to the airport instead of who knows what I would've rather 
been doing, just about anything. And of course I let my mother 
know this. Bloody hell! Jaycee snapped, Your own grandmother 
and God knows if you'll ever see her again. You can act decent 
for once, Scat, it's about The Family. 

I hung back from them at the airport, dragging Grandma's 
suitcase behind, embarrassed by them, the old woman in her 
drab grey NeeeewwwEngland coat and matching hat, despite 
(to spite?) the grand and sunny tropical afternoon, her swollen, 
lunging gait; Jaycee, her arm held gallantly out so her mother 
could clutch onto it, all made up and dressed in a white linen suit 
like this was some son of occasion. All the Other Mothers at the 
airport with their local families, aloha wear, slippers and smiles. 
My mother in her painted scarlet lips, her haok perfumy airs. 

Where she'd be leaving from was part of the old airport, the 
new one still in the process of being built, open air decks and 
steps that led down to the tarmac, more steps leading up into 
the planes. Grandma was concerned about the steps, kept saying 
she would fall, she just knew she would fall. We sat on a bench 
in the yellow sunlight, breezy trade winds, sky the blue of the 
ea and the heady scent of pikake from the nearby lei stand . 

Hibiscus in the planters behind us, royal reds and yellow. 
My mother dug her spiky painted fingernails into her lauhala 

bag, emerging with two plastic lei bags, an orchid lei for me 
to give to my grandmother and a red carnation from Jaycee. I 
rose up off the bench where I was crunched as far from them a 
I could get, placed the lavender lei around my grandmother 
meaty neck knocking to the side her little old lady's pill box 
hat in the process. I kissed her rouged cheek whispering the 
requisite Aloha, and slunk back down to the other end of the 
bench, eying the people around us to see who saw, who I would 
care if they saw. 

Then it was Jaycee's turn. She fussed with Grandma's little 
grey hat first, righting it, clucking gently like Grandma was a 
child who had somehow managed co mess herself, pinning it 
into place then she smoothed out Grandma's crinkly foil-colored 
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curls beneath the hat. Such love at time in tho e fingertip , that 
patient, consuming care. She really was capable of this, you could 
see it, this caring, the heartbreaking gentlen -how I hunger d 
for its touch! Grandma whimpered a bit, murmured omething 
about th step , h wa cared of rho rep . I watched from 
where I sat, cowling down into my elf, and I felt a lump of 
something o needful, o wanting ri e up in my throat. 

Wh n she put the carnation I i around my grandmoth r' 
n ck, gently placing it on Grandma' tooped and fl hy 
hould r , Jaycee ki ed her mother on her moth r' mouth th n 

held onto h r, not I tting go. H r moth r my grandmoch r 
tho e blue clawed hand h Id on back. Jaye rocking chem 
both, humming a bit· I ould hear her whi p ring to Grandma 
her t nd r voic , th voi e that r ally mu t b Ii v aft r all in 
some ore of red mption t lling h r v ryching wa going co b 
OK. Everything wa going co b ju t fin . 

70 

71

.: Harpur Palate, Volume 5 Issue 2, Winter 2006

Published by The Open Repository @ Binghamton (The ORB), 2006



FURTHER SUGGESTIONS FOR THE STORY 
Eric Rawson 

Lee' in i ton p opl who neglect ch 
Con quenc and o can liv without 

Ta t rarh r fr - they may quabbl ven 
Murd r but ch y mu t b of a circl 

Lik bridg play r - giv chem w alrh char poil 

Th m lik fruit and hoc w r afternoon wh n 
Tim rand a rill a a h rd of arrl 

Th r mu r b bl u pat h of now and ch 
Bran h di olving in an acid-bath 

Of y llow light whil alway ch longing 

F r th rank bar f mid ntury thrill r 

For I g1 ch m ch air of m mor 

1 v ch m a b Ii f in u n n - Ii t 
hould pr r a it h uld- a id nc or 

F r ma int rt r blund r r whirn 
May in r rt r but ch p p I mu r n-

J ch i r w rld- w h d n t w 1n I r n char 
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DECLARATIONS FROM GHOSTS 
Rachel Eliza Griffiths 

Som day I go co Saint Monica's 
and couch the pews: I cannot pray 
co wood. Instead I watch the old 
worn n who have oucliv d you. 
I cudy ch ir wrinkl d hands, hu 
of liv r pot , ch w dding 
ring lipping around their knuckl 
I pray for d ach b for my body an b tray 
m : bri f ach dral of miracl . 

y; u w r not a mall woman. Larg 
and full y u fill d ch hamb r of my livin 
h art with your cudy f d tail : ch mira I 

f miniacur ch pau b rw n h rd . 
I had n c put m arn1 ar und u n u h. 
Th la c d I am c ur h u I c f; r 
n din t a m thin . 'L lat 

ur hu band aid. n ar lat r h wa b era d 
b ch an r in hi thr at. H uldn t v II w 
ch c i h c: a i l n t k eel n ch c 
1 n Id r n kit h n. 

I cud al ndar hi I I i c in ch p 
unttn ch b . 111 p rh t mp ' 

r " an c ch ITl h rt 
num J i l .Id n c li 

11 m r. M n c1m J ch p ll1 

li he nd . rn nd l r 
n1 < t r dr n hin r 

r I h ld ur r m in , cl 
th n t n p und th uo-h O U r l n 
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RA HEL EuzA GRIFFITH 

an infant. The royal blue velvet softened the hard 
corner of the urn. I imagined the one beating heart, no more 
than a pound while you lived. 

Tell me you ar d ad. Declare it 
a certainty. So that, in my dr am and day 
and daily rout , I will not pau and call 
for you. I will wor hip th gro ry tor 
ch ach dral, th y llow ah', and ch park 
not copping for gho t who ov rand ov r 
all out your nam . 

7 
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A PARTIAL GENEALOGY OF SPOKEN WAVES 
Bradford Gray Telford 

for Nan Worman and j. f<a_stely 

beyond the reach of words 
ophocles 

I have rwo friends-both reading the same tragedy. 
One friend's a philosopher, the other a retired dancer. 
They both lik wine and travel. Boch work in the academy. 
Boch of them will ask a question with a qu rion and an an wer. 

The philo opher wa a medic. Two full tour . Vi tnam. 
The dancer, upon r cir m nt b cam a cop-notch H II ni c. 
Th danc r, upon a battement brok h r hip. Trop grande. 
Th philo oph r, while a medic, b cam a (hurri d, bloody) oprimi c. 

Th philo opher r ad from how it works to how it h el . 
Ir doe n t urpri - urpri , f; I good in any way. 
Th danc r r ad from how it t l to how it work . Sh h 
rh re work to do on how h h l about th play. 

Th danc r h walks fin de pit all h r injuri . 
Yi ar and y ar of tr arm nt and he not v n don y c. 
Th philo oph r h talk in th wry wry imil 
acad mi pol i ti ? Like Crimp, like Laos. Like Tet. 

And the play? Ir about pain about rim about what on earth to do. 
What v r can be aid and to what kind of piric. 
Th r 1 an i land ch re i a wh n j a how. An aln10 r-who. 
Th r i a oul-cr that ha fall n and ch r no on l ft to h ar it. 
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BRADFORD GRAY TELFORD 

No one but a read r, maybe. Okay, maybe an audience. 
Maybe a moment shatters on cage and then it's done. 
Philosopher, Dancer-maybe they shudder and wine 
as a man undergoes his birch-his birch as No One-

undergoes self crack d clean and sheared off the body, 
leaving elf co trickle and ooze and then dis olve into the ea, 
where waves hammer the blank beach-pappapappapai-
waves and wave . Noc dying. ArciscicaJly. 
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BoucLE 
Richard Robbin 

Boucli yam was origi,nally developed in order to frustrate mass machine production. 

How doe a mall kink b gin to an w r 
th factory, dazzling, rapid lin ? How to do 
mor damag now than Ludd ir t n y ar b fore 
all hung now or hipp d to Au tralia? How to 

p ak th ho k f th word by day and garh r, 
dr d a m n to u th word by night wh n, 
dr d in bonn t and kirt th y hart r 
th hug inhun1an I m ? ntun g n : 

H w ar th r u h I p t r hir w a r 
u d r mp r with m hin . AJI ch w 

ur th do r rhr ugh rraffi rhr ugh pian 
w 1 r f n i h wal kin t ward a r at 
unplann d pla - all park br k n p t r b wl-
a pla \ h r hap d rhino- ant h Ip bur unr I. 
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B ROW · LL T l 

,r, L 'nt r Li ht A'JJ'' 

77 
78

Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal, Vol. 5, Iss. 2 [2006], Art. 1

https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol5/iss2/1



HARPUR PALATE 

Fo!lr Red 'hair 
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TI BARDWELL 

Elephants Bathe in Dust 

7 
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Ostrich keleto11 
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THE SEXUAL PREDATOR'S HANDBOOK 
Viet Dinh 

1. Always stay alert, remain vigilant. 

2. Assure yourself: there is nothing wrong. They are old 
enough to kill grandparents for another day of vacation, 
to wear boxers with baggy carpenter jeans. They yawn 
and stretch like Teamsters, arms raised and backs 
arched, interrupting your Romeo and Juliet lecture 
with an elastic waistband, a white flash of stomach, a 
bellybutton trailing hair. When you show the movie, 
they stifle laughter when Romeo stands naked, bathed 
in sunlight, and they bite their knuckles when Juliet's 
breasts flash across the screen. Don't be obvious when 
they cross their legs and fold their hands in their laps, 
desire and shame irreducible. 

3. Demand respect. Make them take off their baseball 
caps. They run fingers through their lopsided hair and 
stumble over the 'thee's, 'thy's, and 'cloth's. On the day 
the girls are called out of class for an in-service, they 
snigger when the scrawny boy the one who hangs out in 
the empty theater room during lunchtime volunteers 
to read Juliet. Learn to cherish him. The others have 
sun-dappled legs or wear satiny soccer shorts that offer 
a shadowed crux of crotch when they prop their feet on 
the back of other students' chairs- but he, he reminds 
you of yourself at that age, and you close your eyes as 
his voice quavers: Dost thou love me? I know thou wilt 
say ~y.' 

4. Find excuses. Help the chain-smoking drama teacher 
with her production of Annie Get Your Gun; edit 
the expletives out of the yearbook; monitor the 
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82 

lunchroom. Each time you see him, ace surprised: 
What a coincidence! Even if he doesn't look you in the 
eye, examine how his bones push against his skin, as 
if testing its elasticity; his body is a lesson in skeletal 
anatomy: fibula, scapula, femur, pelvis. Make your 
presence known. Wave with a solicitous smile. Ochers 
equate your enthusiasm with an unspeakable lack of 
cool, but they don't see the tongue behind your lips, 
tracing the sharp edges of your teeth. 

5. Persistence pays. One day while forming red Cs on 
quizzes, using the same motion with which you stir 
coffee, he asks you co look over his essay for a Veterans 
of Foreign Wars contest: What Patriotism Means co Me. 
Nonchalance is a weapon: Sure, why not? He looks at 
you with earnest awe. Help shape mediocre platitudes 
into astounding platitude . Push your elf further under 
your d k so that he wont notice your rection. After 
h thanks you, pat his shoulder You're welcome and, 
quickly, imperceptibly bru h your thumb again t hi 
hire. Imagine, if you will, the Ae h underneath. 

6. Rememb r this fir t couch. Lee it linger on your tongu 
like hard candy. Rub your thumb and for fing r 
together in an approximation of contact. You will n ed 
chi feeling on night you find your elf tortured and 
alone. De ir is a my r ry. A therapist would likely pin 
your de ir s co a childhood craun1a but what if th r i 
no trauma? What if you begg d to be touch d wanted 
co b h ld, demand d to be loved? What if you kn w 
exactly what you wanted- and rill do? 

7. Giv favor . Leniency for a two-day-lat pap r. Ab n 
chat would normally b r ported to th attendanc 
offic . Hall pas es for puriou rea on - or no r a on 
what oever. He tries your generosity, but don t b p tty. 
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An implicit secrecy exists. These lagniappes accumulate 
as a bill to collect later. 

8. Wait with leonine patience. He advances to the 
state competition, and ocher civic clubs beckon: The 
Optimists, the Kiwanis, the Jaycees: gatherings of old 
men who pay to hear their past glory reflected back 
by the young. During the field trip to the Shake peare 
festival, he rides in the front seat of your car. You almo c 
f; el embarrassed by your preference for easy listening 
mu ic, but he mouth the words co the Burt Bacharach 
tunes. He fingers the vinyl piping on the id of the 

at, and you could, if you dared, tr c h a pinkie from 
ch tick shift and touch hi knuckl . Bue witn 
urround you· the chool bu honks in good fun wh n 

you pa . H looks out th window a if m morizing 
chi cape route from chool. Your h art b at o fa t 
it almo t break . 

9. Avoid di traction . Th re ar many: jock t a ing 
midriff-baring girl with br zy brutality; hang r -on 
with ag r mil and ondhand laughc r wh nap 
up th jo k rumb · n rd who radl th ir b k 
lik babi in t ad of holding th m und r ch ir arm · 
f; rball pla r who chi k mu I r nd r th ir n k 
1mm bil · bla kb wh dontr a rwh n v r n 
turn t th m durin Othello' ra i t ntim nt · kat r 
b p rt1n uffi d kn arr d lb w and air f 
in uln rabiliry· ba k tball bo with I that bran h 

ut ra i u I ·pr t rnaturall hi h-v d h irb 
w h d ail a r I m n1 d a a i n t th I k r · b w h 

r w atp nt r da · b h r th am 
pair f w acpant v r da ; b wh m chr u h 
la h ad d wn h pin n cc attra tact ntt nand 

d in fr m la k fit imulcan u I . n1an b 
mu h uffi rin : ou want t h lp th mall. 
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10. Know when the tide turns. He eats lunch in your 
classroom and empties his tray in the waste bin by 
your desk: apple cores, pizza crusts, chicken nugget 
breading. When the two of you work on his speech 
lace into the evening, after the janitors have turned out 
the hallway lights, offer to drive him home. Ask if he 
wants omething to eat, your treat. Between French 
fries, he cells you how his parent pressured him to 
join Future Business Leaders of America, how drama 
was a waste of time. You're the only one who listens to 
me, he says, holding a burger. Se arne eeds tick to hi 
greasy finger , and you want to grab hi wrist, hold hi 
hand rill, and lick them off. No one understands me 
he continue and you realiz chis truth the lonelin 
implicit cher in . How wi eh i b yond hi year · how 
adult he i ! 

11. ize ch pportuniry wh n it om . N xc y ar will 

1 

b hi la t a Aurry of AT antron h t II g 
r ruitm nt bro hur xtra- urri ular a tiv1t1 
pl tt d c r und uc ch mo c indiffi r nt cud nt. H 
will fad a o n a u turn th p in your grad 
b ok. Air ad ch r b lam r c r pla hin1: 

II agu \ arn f up-and- min tr ubl mak r in 
ch oph m r la · warm w ach r brin uc thinn r 
and chinn r c- hire bi p and p c ral takin 
hap und rn ach. Th app tit f; r umm r a aci n 

thr at n c hak ch h I pare· truan l an ut 
n1 r and m r d k . y; u ar runnin ut f tim . 

u ur I h dul an aft r h nh r n 
'"r; ll hin1: u n I tti n p rman 
I id but ic ant nnnu . ptan h n n 
I ni d I . La Ut hi n1i d m an r 

th Jr un1 t<cnriJ id n th da,nnin truth. Li L n 
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as footsteps and residual chatter drain from the halls. 
Pretend to straighten the desks in the corner of the 
classroom, away from the windows and the door. 
Let him know that you know he's a good student. 
You're concerned about his future. You want to help, 
but .... The trail you leave is full of ruin. Worry blots 
out the resistance behind his eyes; he tears up and 
tremble . Tell him: It's okay. We can work something 
out. Close in for a hug. Pre hi body against your . 
Feel how reas urance comforts and stiffens. You could 
nap him in two if you wanted-leave him broken and 

ble ding at your feet-in tead, envelop him in your 
arm . H no longer pull away; the r mnanc of hi urg 
co Ae di solv ; hi twit hing dwindle co a hudd r. T ile 
your head and promi protection ah cy, ii nc . L c 
him know h i lov d. Brand hi ne k with a ki . 

13. R m mb r chi morn nt. H will whimp r and cry 
from ch pain harp and unimaginabl bur chi i how 
it alway i i n c it? le not ju c ch phy i al pain-it 
th pain of knowin who you r all ar . Th pain f 
g ttin what ou want. Aft rward h Id him. m ch r 
r h ob fa II i n g i n c u r h u Id r. H w i 11 h ak fr m 
ch ho k and u will kn w char fr m n w n h 

ill f; ar auch riry h will w r hip aurh rit and h 
will hi r wh n r m n ra p hi upp r rm. 
Bur b n xr ar u ill n I n r a r . Th r will 
b an ch r. 

14 . n rarulari n . 
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SLIDE SHOW 
Dara Mandie 

When my father returned 
from busi ne s in Rio, 
we crowded on the couch 
to see the tram to Corcovado, 

co e Dad at the base of the statue, 
without his briefcase, without 
hi uit, in frayed jean , 
a leach r camera bag dangling 

from hi hould r. 
H co ed hi head in th wind, 
hi mou cache untrimm d. 
I didn t know him. 

I felt apart. Wh re did he go 
in the dark? I rra ed th circl 
my up of jui had left 
on th gla tabl . 

Th haft of light proj t d 
n th livin ro m wall 

trapp d p k f du r. 
Th qui k di pla : 

1n1a blank. Th b an1 
and li k. Ipan ma b a h 
un t V r uanabara Ba . 

I l d rh lid tra 
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loaded with plastic plates. 
I loved my father's narrating: 
this concrete Jesus towers 
thirty meters on the hilltop. 

I loved how time stopped 
when Dad came home and how, 
on the sofa, orange as disco, 
in the dark we each sat alone. 
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STILLBIRTH 
Peter B. Hyland 

Daddy broke to his knees, 
Then made an unchildlike cry, right there 
In the red dirt. 

Pressing his mouth to the warm foal's, 
He forced his human breath, 
The animal head wet and dumb, 

My brother and I watching 
As he made a fist to summon 
Back the rush of blood, 

Beating the chest as if the dead horse 
Were one of his own, 
Its birthcoat shimmering as he tried. 

Weary with digging, Daddy told me 
To pour the lime, the brute foal a few feet 
Away in the restless sun. 

A white cloud in the hollow ground 
Rose up; the wind 
Ran through the chicken wire. 

In the dark I lay on the graves belly~ 
The cold earth beneath my palms. 
I watched the far house, the small square of light. 

The brown coat my brother wore 
Was in the pasture. 
The gate shook against its metal latch. 
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Fenced in the next field, 
The black mane flared, month on month, 
Until the mound turned flat. 

PETER B. HYLAND 

89 
90

Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal, Vol. 5, Iss. 2 [2006], Art. 1

https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol5/iss2/1



THE IRIS HOUSE 
E. R. Turner 

I. Her Garden in San Francisco 

She has arranged iris from those years, 
and forsythia, roses into fads, 
territory of photographs, clasped 
jewels, shades of henna. Cataracts 
of the eye, never deep, array surfaces: 
raveled terracotta, scrim, pale birds 
on the window, persistent fogs, 
pinafores laundered many times-
all clouded tan and tincture of pastels. 

Inquiry behind many panes. Frosted 
Aeur-de-lis, Victorian effervescence, 
vine curled glass falls like slow liquid, 
unperfects the iris. Leaf, vine, dot, line. 

Time touche brittle join tu re of force . 
Crystalline mi t tiny imperfections, 
ft Ir undulations. She wait for what 
the iri know , nothing more than age. 
Widow, house, window. 

II. Who She Has Becom 

She watches from inside her frost of hape , 
acid marked. Color streaks and blur her 
iris bed, tinged, unst ady, r fleeting parts-
yellow stamen , orang petals etched 
at an ind nt. She is the iris, miniature 
of her memory. She escaped the house, 
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translucent egress, etched gray, ash-copper, 
full flowered, before the borders disappeared. 
Insistent beauty. Strong life. Weak life. 
Her design-first, make small, in her eye 
her image, shaped exactly for a key. 

Spring brings prolific iris, earth-born, 
raises variety of blue, stops passersby. 
Iron wrought to a fence, no more 
immune to rust than she who hides 
among the many purples, escaped 
from bordered beds through all the yard. 
Hand, trowel, root, line, leaf. 

III. Iris of the Eye's Desire 

I knew a girl who eye flecked magenta. 
Ocher time , were m r gr en. I would 
like to say we made love. When 
ch lover dies, ch iri hrinks the pupil 
to on black doc. Seeing i not believing. 
Sh loved a woman named Fl ur, who wor 

hiffon who prid d h r blue y b yond 
all rea on, but would trad ch m for viol t 
du ky ienna, m raid lav nd r. 

Behind h r fro r d window h own d 
an old-fa hion d name- Maud , ora 
Agatha. Id clare nobody knew her nam 
the lri Lady x ept h r form r lov r . 
Each told love in a pecial word. 
Sh color d th ir gaz with d ire. 

I ay h r nam i Fl ur whi h unwind 
h r bunn d hair and blo om h r lip 

E. R. TURNER 
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HARPUR PALATE 

with coral, lifts her breasts, repaints 
her aureoles a deep pink, sets her running 
to the front gate, her soft hand on new-black 
wrought iron, her bodice demure, straining 
against the binding cotton, a signal the boys 
can read and love to dream of after prayers. 
Marriage, birth, flower, death, sun. 

She waits to meet Ephrahim, Clifford, Elihu. 
Presbyterian boys with a glint of softened 
blue in the iris of their eyes, gun-metal 
gray during work when they sell their goods 
at the emporium. She has skated on ice, 
laughed as swinging in the park she heated 
chem to white desire. She once sat 
in the rumble seat of a yellow motor car 
and let the pale wind ruffle her hair, 
pick up her chiffon as picked up shame, 
something she delves into as years 
and years push her behind glass. 
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ERJ OTT ) LI WREN E LEHMAN) YAN XIANG 

Three c1ysta!s of tin grew frorn the srnne seed, but with differe7lt orientations, 
intertwining on their tortuous path to solidification. 
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HARPUR PALATE 

The growth of tin crystals frorn a tin 1nelt containing a da h of silver 
changes dramatically as a third element, copper, is added. 
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RI OTT , LAwR N E LEHMAN, YAN XrANG 

The presence of nzore copper allows the tin crystals to grow out into the rnelt 
unirnpeded by their brethren, deueloping into large, stout individuals. 
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HARPUR p ALATE 

rystals of tin align the,n elves 012 the nucleu li!?e a hexagonal wheel, ertch twisting 
sixty degrees. 771i spe iaL arrangenzent allows theJ1l to grow apart and together to Jonn 
what we all Karas Bea hball. 

9 
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DNA 
Victoria Boynton 

Before you go in, the undertaker warns you 
about his eyes, and indeed, they are bruised 
and collapsed, like tents without poles. 
The donor bank doesn't want his heart 
or hi liver either. "Young for rejection," 
they murmured. 

They will push him off to ch fire soon 
on rhos tiny gurney wheel , 
but for now, it' you 
and the kid and your mom and I ter. 
Ir' arly till. 
Hi mom' in the air. 

And it funny how you want 
to it and drink out of that fac , 
char bowl of hi h ad abov ch h c 
chat mpty hining plat . 
Bur ch r ' no chair anywh r -

onomy arrang m nt -
no fault of your or anyone . 
You rand and had your If with your hand· 
h i o bright it hurt . 

And ch n you look up and 
plitting it If among you all 

hi DNA 

lik a J u ra k r-
ch la d dan in your i c r kid 

and your boy with hi fach r c ndon in hi hand 
and your i c r girl whom ch nak bit and 
hook h r fa out and rho y 
camp d lik o ki with ch fach r- utt r 

n doubt ch r d pit v ryrhin . 

7 
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H re we are, claimed things, roped 
in chis insi cent helix, it doubl pun twist 
mbrac chi broken strand, 
tit h d up, om how, 

a narl d ball of fr zing worm 
k ping ch m Iv warm 
waiting for ch fir 
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EIGHT NAVY SEALS 
Dara-Lyn Shrager 

Afghan is tan 
opened it mouth 

and wallowed u , 
one by on 

by one 
until w wer 
non . 

Our hinook A w 
out on a r u . 

w; w r holding 
our pa k and gun . 

W xplod d into 
a ingl -fil lin 

going bla k 
on th horizon. 

Und rn ath u 
at min 1ry 

of r p rt r 
p k ur hi t ry 

rd chat url d 
in th dr , ind 

lift d ff 
and ~ 
t 111 n 
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A STORM AT DusK 
Amy Spade 

On Christmas afternoon, we all-adults 
and kid alike- wanted to sled the curvy 
cro s-country ki trail near my father' house. 
Thi was guarante d fun- we'd never gone 
horn di appointed. We would laugh o hard 
w 'd forget about th hot chocolate, cold toes. 

Someon alway ran traight into a tr e; 
a t w alway fl w down th hill id way . 
Thi day wa no diffi r nt but w d gott n 
a lat tart had to h ad horn wh n du k 
am on. Jimmy want d u to cay till dark 

with a chirt n-y ar-old doubl dar you .' 

didn t dar . now wa tarting t om 
down in h avy Aak and b id pl nty 
of a tiviti lur d u ba k. w; gach r d 
ch pla ti I d and lin1b d in to Dad tru k 
aJI p aking at on th uburban h adl i he 
hinin a a1n ta a f wirlin whit . 

Wi d I ft b hind ch w rn w d n I i h 
and Jim1n I ft Dad n w I n ch trail. 
Dad 11 d w; II t u t and ar h .~ r ch n1 
ch 11 · alk h 111 ! Jimn1 jump d ut lamm d 
th d r, di app ar d 11 ch trail I adin 
in t th d . Wi r all q u i t. 

Dad w r at hi l I f i he a th r ad 
b a1n blurr d with furi u Aal . Air blar d 
h t fr m nt at ur mitt 11 p k d fr z 11 

and d n i th i n w · w a c I u n u n d r 

10 
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steamy layers; cheeks and lips were red, 
chapped dry; the Beatles sang (CA Hard Day's Night." 

The wind worsened, but Dad wouldn't turn 
back for Jimmy. We begged him to stop, 
but he did only when Emily's boyfriend 
gallantly volunteered to search, cheerier 
than all of us, wandering into the wild 
for a family still lik a quaint dream. 

Dad finally turn d into the lurid ky 
and w were in th driv way. In th hou 
ten minut th n half an hour w nt by-
th trail wa ju t half a mil away, 
bur th r wa no ign of Jimmy or Larry 
a w po t d our Iv at window 

training for a glin1p of ch m trudging 
blindly.~ choughc w aw rh ir A ting 
hgur Th yr in ch front ya rd! No- tr 
My t pmorh r wa ry ing y lling ayin 
y; u r n i I r a n d i r all y u r fa u I t! 

I ch u hr ab Ut whi h ubcl difn r n 

mad Jimm ur n n r ur 
h an thin that , nt irr tri ab l 
wr 11 all w d v r 
m in lud d. D d 

n t b I 111 m fat h r 
id Th 11 h up 

ch II h up n and with a blank car 
at in hi fa nc hair. t n f u 

· · ill in t m fr 1n th d la : 
m b r ch r i l n r u n d r a pin 

n di la hin hi f: hi arf Iii rd 
tu1nblin t n fi t awa). 

n 

bann r Larr 
With pati n 
rhr win ball 

ch n w I w d h p m r d 
in ch tr t m rr nd tran . 

AMY SPADE 

I 1 
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FORMAL DREAM STATE 
Ed Zahniser 

I dream Basho on the narrow road 
to the far north laying down his steps 
like written characters. He knows 
preci ly every breath relationship 
between the journey and each metaphor. 
His bru h pen mapping progress 
topple a ake glas and wake me 
to hi paperback on the night stand 
and thoughts of how its tight-packed 
quared-off angl might impres him a 

a narrow coffin for uch flight of fancy. 
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Wru 1 BY D RE p RTFOLIO 
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TWENTY-ONE STORIES ABouT GuN CONTROL 
Thoma Mill r 

1. 

In 1967, my fach r a fr hman at Marqu tt Univ r 1ry, 
join d th Army R rv Offi r Training orp . H rood 
ix f; t chr in h rail· hi voi wa low and lightly na al. 

H would rudy on1parativ lit rarur . On O cob r 17 ri t 
brok out nin ry mil away at th Univ r iry of Wi n in 
ov r wh th r Dow h mi al a manufa cur r of napalm hould 
b p rmitt d co r ruit und rgraduar . 'Th admini trati n at 
Marqu re f; ar d yn1pachy d mon tration might br ak ur 
and d pl y d ch ROl r ur high-ri k ar a . B au m 
fat h r and ch r c f ch fr h m n ad c had n r y c r iv d 
w ap n tr 1n1n ch wer all w d r arry nl walki -ralki . 
M fach r wa cari n d at ch ntran f th uni r iry librar 
whi h rcli d n1 ch r- h a h w uldn ch v d fi nd d 
an ch r buildin ampu . 

I w k I hi quad , enc c ch riA r ng wh r 
aft r ral r und f rar c pr ti , th ca k d ch ir un 

nd c k a h rt br ach r. Wh n n1 fach r r turn d , h had 
pr bl n1. A h aid c hi drill in rru c r: 

l n c find n1 u n. 1 r. 
Fir t ff a II it v a p n n t a u n. nd ho1 

th H II did 1ou lo our 1 apon! 

B au m 111 th r di lik d th id a f hildr n pla in 
itl1 t un ] didn th., 11 until f wa I r Id. [ didn t 

n1ind. And , Bur m i rand P t 111 ra wh li d., r th 
u t had f un and ap p1 t I ._nd l tn1 pb with ch m. 

B id u d cl pi k up tr br.c11 h p int it ._nd 
n1:1k n1a hin un n . M 111 111 ntuall r I nt d c nd 
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TH MA MILLER 

for Chri tma bought m a tar War gun, a hunky quari h 
blo k of hard bla k pla ti wi ch a grip and barr I cu k on at 
omi aJ angl . No one would hav mi cak n it for a r al gun. le 
hri kcd in chr pitch , d p nding on how far ba k you pull d 

ch crigg r-d ah n ch n my mu t hav b n ch ch ory. Ir cook 
four D bate ri , whi h mad it w igh about two pound and 
mu h b ct r for wha king p opl than a light r mor r ali ti 
looking coy gun. 

My m ch r and I h t BB gun at ch M m and 
v rni he ampouc. W w r urpri d t I arn h wa a 

M 
d 

aid a mark w man a any f ch ub ut moth r ch r . h 
h w uldn t hav mind d v r nin - ar- Id in ch untr 

am rul 
n I ad 

wnin a BB un pr id d ch h d r 6 11 w ch 
w did: th n1 th r I d wh n th n h c nd ch 
wh n th m th r h c . 

M fifth rd la w nc n a f: II nature hik ac ch Audub n 
nc r. Wi \ r I arnin t id nci diffi r nt tr c nd II cin 

t pr c rh r b n n h t f \ a p p r. M 
111 . c nd I \ nt d u r 111 pl I v I and c rl t) 

\ ith n1an 1n in th m but ur p rk r n r 
uid w int ffi rd u chi mn 111 ni : lh 

r d k h p int d nd n tt ju t lik ch p in nd 
f th arr w th rd mJn u d.111 whir ck ha r und nd 

lik th r und nd f th bull t th whit n1an u d. 

a h Frida w had an h ur f Dru Abu 
du ti n r D.A.R. . whi h w . cau ht b 
ffi r. H wa n duty w hi I t a hi n h w 

R i t , 11 

b Id p Ii 
r hi utility 
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belt with all its equipment. NaturaJly, Jason Luell asked him if 
he'd ever killed anybody. He said no, but he'd fired hi gun in 
the line of duty. 

'Do you hoot omeone in the leg if they're running away?" 
Jason a ked. 

'Never" the offic r aid. "We u force appropriat co the 
ituation. We hoot only a a la t re ore and we hoot for either 

the h ad or ch h t. Th yr d ad in two econd . 'He napped 
hi fing r . 'Ju t lik chat.' 

6. 

In May of that year, the LAPO op who had beaten Rodney 
King w re a quitted and riot rupred in Lo Angele . King 
appear d on r levi ion and famou ly aid Can cw all ju t get 
along? For w ks w all ap d Rodn y. Playing dodg ball or 
apcur ch Aag: an cw all ju t g t along? [Thwack!] an'r 

w all ju cg c along? 

7. 

Wh nth B y 
told u In rh Bo 
murmur from th 
ho ring.] 

8. 

our ame co r ruir th ub out , th y 
our w don r hoot BB gun . [R nv 
rowd.] We shoot .22 rifles! [Ex it d 

Ar umm r camp fiv kid at a rim lay prone on thin pla tic 
mattre e , the co k of th ir riAe nuggled up against their 
heeks th butt bra d again t th ir hould r . Th range mast r 
all d out Put on your ye and ear whi h l thought meant 
Pay attention! but whi h really meant "Put on your goggl 

and ear prote tor . 
We u ed bolt-a tion .22s which required u to manually 

eject th a ing after each hot and reload a fre h cartridge. Five 
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TH MA MILLER 

shots at a target fifty feet distant. A "qualifying" target meant 
grouping all five shots closely enough that a quarter could cover 
them. Earning the merit badg required fiv qualifying targ ts. 
One target with ammunition co t rwenry-five cent , o it wa 
a relatively cheap m rit badg , or an xp n iv on , dep nding 
on your aim. 

I wa near ighted and had l fr my gla e at horn . Wh n 
[ ighted in on the targ t all I ould e wa a big, bla k blur. 
I'd cake a long a half a minut co aim- by my cond hot 
th guy wer reaming at m to hurry up, v rybody I wa 
done air ady- but when I pull d the trigg r I ouldn t v n 
t II wh ther I'd hit th targ t or mi d it ntirely. I had no 
trouble with th re t of the r quir ment . Som ab ry cuff a 
few que tion w w r uppo ed to an w r. ov r d it in a 
half-hour on th fir t day. My favorit qu tion wa D rib 
how you would r a t if a fri nd vi icing your horn a k d to 

your or your family fir arm(). Aft r my mart al k 
an wer ch in tru tor a k d m again: If your family own d 
firearm( ) ... " H didn t mile. 

My dad came up halfway through the week for hi thr -day 
hifr a an adult leader. He brought my gla e . udd nly I ould 
ee th concentri black ring on the targ t a h with a white 

number printed in ide. Noc char I ould hit them but I could 
e chem. I needed rwenry-five or thirty carg t co qualify. A .22 

doe n t ki k mu h, but it do ore of tap your h k a h rim 
you fire. I had a t nder pot b n ath my I fr ey by the nd of 
the we k. 

My rifleman hip merit badg i wn on my uniform a h 
between my pat hes for oin olle ting and fir t aid. 

9. 

Leonard M Dowell twenty-two wa a dropout from 
Wauwato a West the high school I later attend d. On D ember 
1 1993, he returned to hi alma mater and wand red the hall . 
One of hi former teacher recognized him and immediat ly 
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called th offic ; they di parched Dale Breirlow, th a ociare 
principal in charge of di ciplin , who had dealt fr qu ncly with 
Leonard when Leonard wa a cud nc. Mr. Breiclow onfronced 
Leonard, who pull d a pi col from th wai cband of his pant , 
hoc Mr. Bri clow i.n th ch t and walked away. A cudenc in a 

nearby la room- a lif; guard- ace mpced PR, but fail d co 
r u cicac Mr. Br irlow. 

On hundr d yard w c of th high chool wa Ei nhow r 
El m ntary, wh r my broth r and i t r w r lo k d down. 
On blo k ast of th high hool was Whitman Middl hool 
wh r I wa lo k d down along with my fourth p riod rman 
la . AJI w kn w wa char aft r a two-word announc m nt on 

th PA y t m Frau Wirzk had lo k d th la room door and 
cold u w wer nor allow d to l av ch room. h didn t know 
why. Wi ra k d jok and rhr w pap r. No n n d d co g 
co th barhr m until I a k d if w ould and Frau Wirzk aid 
n . 'Th n ry n n d d t . 

did not I rn what had happ n d until v ral h ur lat r 
w h n w w r di mi d. AJ I ch I a I n w t ti n ga v ch 
h ting r und-th - lo k rag and Tt m Brokaw I d with 

it n ch NB Nightly News (ch onl rim 111 m hildh d 
Wauwat w m nti n d a id fr rn ch oli ucbr ak at 

izzl r ). 
Th p Ii fi und th un I 1n in th tr t n ar th 

apartm nt mpl x wh r m fri nd Ju tin r n liv d. Th 
fi und L nard f; w h ur aft r that. Th gu 
but n n f u ri d ix rn nth lat r wh n h 
in t ad of lih in a m ncal in ticucion. 

raz. 
t lifi in pri n 

Wi had ho I ch da aft r ch ho ting but n la . 
In c ad w had harin i n wh r w talk d ab ut h w 
bad w f; le r h w bad w fi Ir f; r Ty Br irlow a f; ll w v nth 

rad r. l pla d nt r b hind him n ch ba k cball t arn and 
had b n a ign d to him a a math tutor and m rly what / 
th ugh t wa that h d LI it an x LI to a t I ik an v n bi r 
a hol than h u ually did. 
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THOMA MILLER 

I went co the fun ral with my parents. Ty hugged me in the 
receiving line. Hi moth r bur t into rear . 

10. 

When I tarred high chool, I thought it lent me a cough guy 
I gitimacy. Cro country me t, .marching band omp tition: 
Where's that guy from? Ni ol t. Oh- rich suburban kid. Where's 
char guy from? To a We c. Oh typical- wait, no ... they were 
the ones that . . . yeah. 

11. 

A dozen kid from my high hool w nt to Fulda rmany a 
x hang cud nt . In hi cory la I look d at my ho t-br ch r 

t xtbook. I wa int r c d c how ch rman wr t ab ut 
rid War II. Though th t xc wa t mpli at d h r m t 

foll w Ir aJiz d I hadn t n m c f th pi tur b h r - non 
f th familiar h t n 0-.Da r Yalta nh r n or acorn 

b mb. Th nl ph t graph Ir niz d wa n in whi h ix 
Wehrma ht ar pointing th ir riA at a rinning blindh ld d 
m mb r of ch Fr n h r i ran who i lin d up a ain t ch 

rn r fa ton barn. H p 1t1 n d at the rn r ro pr v nt 
n h t frorn r b undin t ward th ldi r x uring him. 

1 

I want d co ay m thin ab ut it a Yi u hav all diffi r nt 
pt cur in our b ks x pt f; r rhi on whi h I hav n 
b for . Bur it wa a dif6 ult nt n t tran lat and by ch 
r i rn I had par d i r th t a h r had d id d h r la h u Id 
hav a qu rion and an w r ion with th ir vi icor ab ut lit 
in Am ri a. Th y w r t ask qu ti n in Engli hand I wa to 

rman. 
I Am ri a a dang rou pla ? W ell part are. But I feel safe 

nearly always. I it v ry viol nc? Your n w i quit vi 1 nt. Yes 
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the news is sometimes quite bad. But mostly it is not like that. Do 
you know peopl who have guns? Yes. But one must be eighteen 
years old. Also, one must not be a criminal. Would you be able co 
buy a gun? No, I am not eighteen. Bue if you want d, could you 
g con ? No, I could not do that. But perhaps some of my classmates 
could. Doe anyon ev r bring a gun co hool? 

Nein, nein, nein. Nie. N v r. In Milwaukee, maybe. Th n 
I realiz d I wa lying. Noc lying, really- it had b en fiv y ar 
and I ju c nev r thought about it anymore. So I said, Der 
Hauptman von unsere Schuie war in 1993 geschossen. Aber nicht 
bei ein Student, bei ein verruckte Mann, der Leonard McDowell 
heisst. Aber das ist sehr untypisch-jederman in der USA hat uber 
das gesprochen. 

hie ' aid my fri nd Erik Sehl ik r aft rward . Ni e job. 
Now ch y chink p opl hoot a h och r at Am ri an hool 
all ch rim . I h le bad about giving ch G rman ch wrong 
irnpr ion. Th n am 1999 and by ch nd of it it had b gun 
co h I lik pcopl r ally did hoot a h oth rat Am ri an chool 
all ch nm . 

13. 

I cook American Publi Policy--civi e encially-rny en ior 
year of high chool. During th fir t week our t a her dr w a lin 
on ch halkboard 111arked one id left and one id right 
and cold u co rand where on the poliri al pe crurn we thought 
web long don differ nt i ue . Due co a heduling peculiarity 
mo c cudent in my e cion were repeating the las ome for 
the e ond time and were haky on what con cicuced liberal 
ver u onservacive po ition . The activity rapidly degenerated 
into a game of "Look at wher Tom randing and figure out if 
you think you re on the arne ide or on the other ide., When 
th i ue of gun control came up I held my po icion on the 
far left side and a dozen of my clas mace bunched around me. 
The teacher asked rn co explain what my position was. When 

110 

111

.: Harpur Palate, Volume 5 Issue 2, Winter 2006

Published by The Open Repository @ Binghamton (The ORB), 2006



THOMA MILLER 

they heard the words «handgun ban" all but two of the students 
moved to the other side. 

14. 

Public chool kid who w r me1nber of Sc. Joseph's pari h 
didn't get confirm d until they wer ev nt en. I sp nt th 
two-day pr paratory r tr at trying to find a way to p nd a 
few minutes alone with my girlfri nd and p aking a lied a 
po ible in the group di cu ion our of h ar that Id be found 
out and sent horn . («If I think the t achings of J u are a good 

thical code, but don't r ally b lieve mor than that, hould I g t 
confirm d? Or, 'Say your engaging in an activity you know 

inful and that you feel guilty about, but don't want to top 
doing it. Should you conh chat?') 

As a bonding activity on th fir t night w at in a cir I on 
wood n hair and an w r d que tion that th group I ad r r ad 
off ind x ard . I got What th mo tu le inv ntion ev r? I 
aid pap rclip. ond rim around I got What the ru I t 

thing orn on ha v r aid or don to you? Th only thing 
I ould think of wa D ar Torn I r ally d n t want to go our 
with you. orrr Kri tin. (In ch form of a not d liv r d by a 
third parry.) Only h wa in th room. A wa my infarnou I 
j alou girlfri nd. o I aid I didn t know. 

Well I know aid 1y Breirlow who wa 
Leonard M Dow II hot my farh r. That 

anybody v r did tom . H got up from th 
didn t do any mor que tion aft r that. 

15. 

1tt1ng n xr torn . 
the ru I t thing 

ir J and I ft. Wi 

When the math team comp red, I rook both my calculator 
a TI-34 and a Tl-85, re tangular machine with heavy, black 
pla tic case . I liked to walk into the room where th test wa 
b ing administered without my backpack. My calculators in my 

1 1 1 
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back pocket , pencils in my front pocket. Un ncumber d lik a 
Wild We t gun ling r, all rny weapon in ea yr ach. R moving 
ch cov r from the calculator felt lik pulling back ch lid on 
a pi col, I thought. The la k of ch calculator hov d horn in 
it a at ch nd of at t ound d nor unlik a fr h magazin 
b ing in rt d. 

16. 

In ch forty-four-hour Fir r R pond r our I co k b for 
b coming a lit guard w l arn d to tr at gun hot wound or 
G W . (Th r had b n hoc fir data ounry pool ch y ar 

b for bur n on had b n hit.) 
Thing b om 01npli at d wh n ch vi rim i PNB-

pul I n n-br arhin . In gr up of rhr r pond r rw 
p rh rm PR and n pat h ch G W ch vi rim d n t 
bl d ut. Th tri ky part i k ping ch n k irnmobiliz d whil 
r llin ch vi ttm t w p ch ba k f; r an it w und- u 
a urn char ur 1 rim ha a - pin 1nJur nd if ch n k 
m h di . M r up uldn t t r th lif; of u ( r f ur 
111 tru t r) r II hi111 rr ti). kill d him rhr ttm 111 
r w. 

ah d n r v rr b u r 1 c h 
11 t 1111 bri im ba k with 
ttm . L arn m thin 

17. 

aid. AP B W- ur 
PR. Ma b n p r nt f ch 

Ourin th rn r n pr par dn r t char umm r ur 
amin r draft d m t pl ch vi rim fri nd in ch W 
nari . M j b wa t inf; rm th lift uard that th r wa an 

m r n and l ad rh n1 t th it of th h tin . Wh n th 
amin r aid [ ran up t Tra tayt n and d adpann d 

Lif; guard lif; uard om body ju t hot my fri nd! 
Afr rward v ryb dy or th ig I ab ut it. J u you 

I J 
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ounded dumb" Tracey aid. 
<What wa I uppo d co ay?' I a k d. 

18. 

Th t nth word of my fir t r aJ hort cory wa < gun hoc." 

19. 

I r ad T imothy Zahn nov I tar \-ttars: Heir to the Empire 
wh n I wa I v n y ar old and tart d working n a qu l 
th dayafc rlfini h dir.Ov rth n xr v ny ar inrh ba k 

f my hool n t b k I d ign d w ap n y r m fi r my 
tori - tarfi hr r and hi Id g n rat r and b dy armor and 
j ti on at . 0 v r th r h u n d r d p i n al I. 

During my fir t w k f oil I at up n ni hr dia ramrnin 
bla t r in ch b k f m ph n t b k. le wa a Bia T; h 

OL-44 h a bl c r pi c I- Han l pr f; rr d w apon and 
ch c un I had wn d a kid. I h uld he b n w rkin 

n a pr bl m t- it wa du th n t d - but it r quir d 
n1 th I had n r n h ard f. A half-h ur b fi r I had n arl 
walk d ut r ch dump t r in th urcyard and hu k d in 
rn b k . ch r I r in n1 d rm it r m 111 n r m 
k c hi n w rki n fir t in Ii ht p n i I th n dd in hi h l i h c 

with mark rand ballp int p n. [ hi Id d n1 drawin \, ith 
rn b d . I th u hr chat if I au ht a u in m d rm dr \ in 
un Id pr babl turn him in. r Id at l a c him pl nty 
f p if I \ r in l in b hind him fi r ch h w r. 

0. 

I j in d an in1pr I tt nal m d t am. m 
111 m b r h d fa r It ffi n iv j k th , t l d b a k t 

co br ak ch t n i n bur al in h p char th w uld 
ch i r up pl f n a tin o it w u l d n c m u t on ta 

f ur 
pa rel 
hau t 
. Rb 
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Dubbin did an impression of the Kennedy assassination in 
which he played the president, the side of the president's head, 
and Jackie crawling across the back of the limo. He'd studied 
the Zapruder tape, he knew Jack's little "That's odd-something 
seems to have bitten me in the houlder" movement before the 
third shot. He understood balli tic , that the spray of blood 
and ti sue particle mov in the opposite direction of a bullet, 
becaus th bullet create a vacuum b hind it. He knew that the 
con piracy buffi who claim Lee Harv y O wald couldn't have 
been the real as as in, becau eh would have be n hooting from 
the wrong angle, hav the phy ic backward . 

21. 

Aft r I graduated, I mov d into an apartm nt with two guy 
I found online. On roommat B nny, rook medication for a 
facial tic. H thought our och r roommat Hayd n whom h 
had m t only a coupl of w k b for wa ome ort of g niu 
who inhabit d a world of pure thought-you had to rep at 
om thing four or frv tirn b for Hayd n r aliz d you w r 
p aking co him. I thought Hayd n wa hard of h a ring. 

I am horn on aturday aft rnoon to di ov r chat B nny 
had allowed th apartm nt co b burglariz d. le had happ n d 
while h wa in ch how r- Benny how r la t d a half-
hour ch ame I ngth of rim a hi Bon Jovi r p rtoir . H 
had walked out of ch bathroom urround d by a whoo h of 
r am, cow I wrapped around hi wai t and hadn t b n abl to 

find hi gla e which he had left on hi dre er. Th y had been 
knocked to th floor. Wh n he put ch m on h di ov red chat 
the candy di h that h k pt hi hang in wa empty. He thought 
he heard a door lam. 

I came home two hour later. B nny grabbed me by the 
should rs and a k d 'Where Hayden? 

'~r work I aid. ' What ... 
On a Saturday? When did he leave? 

1 I 4 
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«He always works on Saturday. He left at like seven chis 
morning. Why?" 

«Because someone knew I was in ch hower." He explained 
about the burglary. H 'd lo t hi change, hi watch, and mo t of 
hi DVD collection, including Sorority Sex Kittens (which the 
cop had been sp cially int r red in- if ch y bagged a guy 
with chat particular film ch y could trac him co our apartment). 
Benny thought it wa an in id job. Hayd n,' h aid again. 

Then why didn the cak your computer?' I a k d. 
'Okay, mayb nor him, mayb on of ch n ighbor ." B nny 

aid. 'I w ar co God though, if ch y cry it again and chat guy 
h r wh n I om our of ch how r-BAM! I rak him down 
and I'm not r pon ibl for what happ n n xt. 

It k pt coming ba k to m ov r th following w ks a pri kl 
of anticipation in ch rim it rook m to wip ch t am from 
th bathroom mirror and hang up my row I and tree h our 
th how r urtain to dry. Walk out of the bathroom kin till 
oft and damp war r dripping down th fold of your ar 

profoundly n ar ighc d and th r a guy in the living room 
with a knit . B nny had wr cl d at th 185-pound w ighr la 
in ollege-it wa one thing for him co talk about BAM!-ing 
omeone while arm d with a bathrobe and oap-on-a-rope. Bur 

I thought Id want om thing mor than char. 
Wh n I ubler rny room veraJ rnonch lat r I all d my 

dad for advi . o I t ay your apartm nt hypoch ti ally get 
broken into. Do you hav a I gal obligation to tell a porenciaJ 
ub-le ? 

Wh n did chi hypothetically happ n? 
0 rob r.' 

'Why didn t you ay anything? 
'I didn t want Mom co worry. Th n ighborhood' afe it 

wa ju t ore of a freak thing. Ir happ n d while B nny wa 1n 
the show r. Th. y cook my am ra. 

"Uh-huh. 
'You know aJI rho e p ople who ay they want a gun for 
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protection? I mean, you'd have to shower with it for it to do 
you any good, but what if you get out and find omebody in the 
living room? You know what I mean?" I straightened a tack of 
books on my desk. "Is chat stupid?" 

"Yeah," my dad said. "Yi ah, you're right. You have a legal 
obligation co cell chem." 

"Thanks," I said. I switched the phon from my left ear to 
my right. 'H y, did you se ch gam chi aft rnoon?" 

"Yeah. Favre hot th goddamn light out didn't h ?" 

l I 
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MEGAN, INSIDE 
Tom Hau halt r 

Then I am ba kin Indiana. That hou having 
n v r not h Id ch ruddy Occob r con 

i aJI ov r again. My i t r arri di h-cow l 
and a ho bo co th foot of ch walnut tr 

wh r an infant quirr I ha land d and Ii , 
a parat plan t. Th r i n t a v rb 

t nd r n ugh for h r mann r of guardian hip. 
F r th t r a n ch r i nochin h an do. 

Ba k f ch barn a n w h bo - 1z h I 
will l n ch n a hidd n rim lin f a n : umm r 

and autumn of~ lin fun raJ a r en r pa 1ng, 
a luc f ham t r th utrighc pla u f ldfi h. 

H r br th r paJlb ar r arv ut pl t 
a M an in id fall apart h r hagrin d ar 

am n ch t rribl A rb ard in that hou . 
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THINKING ABouT EMERSON 
Judith Harris 

far Githeri,u 

I remember the place 
b hind my mother's ear 
always a little sunburned, 
melling of sweat, or lilac, 

waxy as an apple's skin. 

That was the place, 
I first breached and whispered 
th way guJls must Ay inside the cove, 
when the sea i rough, 
when the wind shakes out of its bones. 

Tt 11 me a secret," she said, 
and I watched it tangle in her hair. 
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Mv MoTHER's GHOST 
Judith Harris 

From behind the rift of dreamy shadow, 
I see her cross the garden's line, 
and then alight on the birch's minor limb, 
with it bark sloughed off and paper chin, and there 
she spreads her topaz wings, 
like a tiny drop cloth, and fixes 
on the purple hyacinth, her kite string legs 
black as a man's moustache, her pinions pressed 
as rwo palms in statue prayer. 

And here, I stop to watch her 
on her morning cask, a nibbling 
on a bronzed green leaf 
so ab orb d in her matter he hardly flaps 
or turns co nonce me 
but in t ad she cay till as scone, 
her nowAake leeves opening and losing, 
a a book breaking its spine. 

Then all at once she changes course, 
ail campering into the distant sky, 

sudd nly metamorphosed, back 
in co a haze of fog the woolsack cloud, 
a min r path with her lamp held up 
like a darknes lost without a flame. 
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SCHOOL DAZE: REFLECTIONS AND RIFFS ON A 

NEW YORK CHILDHOOD 
Michael Sc inberg 

junior High chool Bus 

Junior high i ch univ r ru l jok on adol nt mal 
Had it b n up t m , Id hav kipp d ag rw Iv and chirt n 
and gon craighc co high hool. 

P . 44 ch junior high wa lo at don B a h 98th tr t l 
than fiv mil fron1 m hou . y; tit t k ch ho I bu alrn t 
an h u r co t ch r . 111 rid t k u ch r ugh n i h b rh d 

ur par nt had warn du about in w w r lied kid . n 
ou g r pa t M u1r Bar and rill n Bea h 108th all ou d 

w r d I okin bar d liqu r t r run -d wn 
mark t w d- h k d a ant I t hutt r d r m ha kl 
h u and h p with ir n bar on ch wind w . E r in Id 
r ad The An1boy Duke ov r ch umm r f db n r n1anci izin 
I az run-d wn n i hb rh d lik ch . Bue wh n I aw ch m 

f; r ch fir trim I wa unn r db ch u lin and qu I r. I 
uldn t ima in r win up in th ndirion . 

Th junior hi h it If wa a dilapidat d turn- f-th - ntur 
r d bri k buildin . With it Id p ling paint and barb wir 
f; n d hool yard P. . 44 at quar I in th h art of ch 
Arv rn -Hamm l -Holland ti n f R kaway B a h- n 
of ch rough t mo t run-d wn ar a in ouch Qu n . 

Th n ighborh od and ch junior high w r in dramati 
ontra t co P. . 114 ch uburban grad hool w d all b n 
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attending for the la t ix y ars. For one, th school was less 
than a ten-minute walk-close enough for u to go home for 
lunch. Plus, we mix d with the ame middl clas , college prep 
kid year in and y ar out. To th lik of u then, P.S. 44 might 
a well hav be n on the far ide of th moon. Nothing we'd 
experienc d at horn or in grade chool could have pr par d us 
for this junior high. 

The p eking ord r on th chool bu wa a mi roco m of 
th junior high ocial hi rar hy-on that had v n mor 
harply d fin d boundari than rho w 'd rabli h din grad 
hool. 
Th guy who got on th bu aft r B a h 79th tr t w re 

pr dominantly lri h and Italian atholi . Mo t liv d in 
dilapidat d old wood n horn with rwo, om rim thr oth r 
famili . Th Bia k and Pu rto R.i an who got on n xt liv d 
in th iry fund d hou in proj t lo to th El. 

A lot of th white gu b long d to tr t gang lik th ouch 
Lav rn Bo lub and ch Hamm. I Raid r . Th y took 
p ial la lik automotiv hop and woodworking. Many 

w r ju t bidin th ir tin1 until ch y turn d ixt n and ould 
I gaJI quit hool. 

ar a ti all r t rr d to th uy a gr a r but w 
all kn w b tt r than to m with th m. Lik ch hara t r in 
7he Amboy Dukes ch had Ii k d ba k 0. A. and wor th 
am I th a h da · bla km t r I ja k t with upturned 
ollar eight bla k t hire wi.th igar tt pa k rolJ d up in 

ch I v arri on b It and dungar r p g d pant with 
whit tit h runn1n d wn th id and bla k hit ki k r 
( t 1-t db t with trap and bu kl ). 

Th girl ft n arn t ho I with ud r in ch ir hair. Th y 
w r br a t-hugging bla k w at r ti ht bla k wo l lcirt with 
lie d wn th id bla k nyl n with am running d wn ch 

ba k and p n-c d Aac . m had bla k I ch ja k c with 
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club name , like "Pink Pu year " embroider d on the back. 
Mo t of them mok d cigar tte and h w d gum. 

Th greas r and ch ir "gun moll" girlfri nd omn1and r d 
th ba k of th bu , th ir h t up on th at ba k , m king and 
ur ing loudly nough for v ryon to h ar. 

Up front w r th guy in ch B II Harbor-N pon it liqu 
(L ui Mand I Fr ddy Kl in AJI n Nathan on, and Frank 
P a rl man) w h T ch u ht f a v r -pr iv i I d Ar h i and 
R i . Th y pr n d nd h Id urc with th ir B cry and 

r n i a i rl fri nd . 
1n h ur u I an- Lit pr ppi - fucur la pr id nt 

c nd h 11 ad r . All f th m had V - - ryl d r w uc and 
the r blu fi rd butt n-d wn kh ki p nc and uffi d 
whit bu k . Th ir 111pani n - w uld-6 h rl ad r bat n 
rw i rl r and b t r - w r 11- rub b d p n -c i I d i rl 
dr din tar h , hit bl u plaid , pl at d kirr nd whir 
b 66 - r wich ith r p nn , I ah r r ddl h 

A r ,,.,, b hind th 111 wa n th r r up h ur u h J 
th u ht th n t r a r . All f th 111 , n c t m 

rad h _ n d n n \! r a p In n at h I t bi b r In i c I 
111 r , r n h rd- r r a r . y; t th had an ura b ur 
th m. 

T h ir I _ d r a Mann An II- a ru h nd 111 
phc rdi J , \! h t: rh r rum r d r in ch J , i h 

Mcfi a. Menn \ t, 11 , I an and br ad h uld rd\ ith a hi Id 
pr fil and thi km n d rk unrul hair. H h(_ d .. br d in 
111 I 11 r 1111111 Lill M" rl 11 Brc nd r f th j 111 

c r in/ b / Wit/ out fl flu . 
c nn n1r d - tui I rl ld111 (_ n and L~ rr 

I an i - r ah a I n n i n d tr u b I . 1 h l u l7 b I 
in i ch r d (_ th t Mann and ru i h d Ir d "n t 
r rn1 h I. 1h rd t u ht h t- irin t l n r. nd 
tJ in th 111 r j rid in th l ii P rl rl in l t. 1 
h (_ rd th(. t th al I 111 I r r .11 d th t rl nd " rr d r, -
re d th l'> i r , 

r h n Lit 

" rl , ' 
nn nd 

ut th n ti t ill c tin ru n1 r 
ui "o- in all ti ' ith 
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the rich high school girls from the Five Towns-an enclave of 
gated villages just across the county line. 

On the school bus, these four had an air of defiance chat 
bough c chem a kind of unspoken respect. The greasers, I noticed, 
never taunted chem like they did everyone else. And the pretty, 
popular girls would steal furtive glances at chem when the guy 
in the clique weren't looking. 

Sandwiched in between the preppie , gent el greasers, and 
the r al grea er , w r the four lo er and ocial outcasts. Poor 
Eli Rubin c in and B rnard hoenberg till had Vitali -train d 
hair and wore blu or brown gabardin pant and Bu cer Brown 
hoe . Th girl , Sc phanie tern r and Francin L ibler, w r 

ov rw ight and had oily kin and a n . They wore gray h It 
poodl kin to hool. Ac dan and make-out parti , ch yd 
alway nd up doing ch Lindy Hop with a h oth r. 

Th gr a r taunt d th two guy unm r ifully om rim 
ailed ch m kik v n dirty J w . If; le orry for rho four. 

And I on1 rim want d to int rv n - co rand up for th n1. 
t lik v ryon who didn t want to b cyp a ta a lo r 

I k pt my di can from th m. 
Wh r I wond r d did I b long in thi d iant hi rar h 1 

Ar rhirc n 1 wa a h rr hubb kid per ona non-gratis 
with th liqu a w II a with £ lain R n Ali Hir h 

c nd Kaufn1an and Linda Fir t n , th p pular irl th 
hun out\ ith. 

An1 bi al n t a l f; I t ab u t th m I ti II h Id u t h p that 
ch u w uld Ill da a pcm int ch r up.And 1 at 
ri htb hind ch 111 n h bu Ii c n din nth ir n r att n 
and tri d c put in Ill , t \ n t w rch r ft n. Yi t n 

n nt ut f hi a , t in it 111 t th l~rid 111 ht mal -
utp ru r r h lpi 1-upba I tb"' ll an1 in Fr'"nk 

P c rln1 an dri v c 

ur th nul r painful ut th " 111 r indj ffi r nt ti r 

L ... 
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acted coward me, the more determined I wa co court their 
approval. Whenever I asked myself why I was so desperate for 
their attention, all I had co do wa look at the circle of girls (and 
guy ) who were al o vying for chei r approval. 

Ju t what would it cake, I wondered, co wedge my way into 
chat crowd? 

Temple Beth El Dance 

By ch middl of my fir c term of junior high I was till having 
no uc g ccing ch guy in ch liqu co noci m . Mayb 
Id g t ch ir ace ncion if I ould at h ch int r t of on f ch 
popular girl in ch ir ncourag . 

Id had a ru hon Ela in Ro n in ba kin fifth grad . And 
o did v ryon l . h wa I nd r about m h ighc with 

dimples and and blond hair chat url d in rin I t ar und h r 
ar . Th guy in th liqu naturall fawn d all ov r h r. 

Normally: I wouldn t v n chink ab ut approa hin m n 
who wa o far ut f 111 I agu . And on cop f chat lik th 
och r chr girl h hung out with Elain had ch r pucaci n 

f b in cu k up and al f. But in fifth r d h r r a n l 
uldn t imrn diat I und r rand lain a k d n1 t h Ip h r 

\ ri t a b ok r p rt n The YearLi ng. l t k ch b it. I \ 
u r pr i d J u l d n t a fa t n u h . H r r q u t A t t r d 

m mu h that I lune r d t writ ch b k r p rt m If. 
And h didn c b th r c pr c c. 

Th b k r p re c an A and I bi cc rl , di pp inc d 
chat all h aid wa a p lit Thank u. h uldn t t awa 
fr rn ITI fa t n u h . 

1 arl Id n1i r ad h r in I. ltwa if h dplann dth 
wh l nari ri he fr n1 th b . innin 

But ral da lat r £ lain thr 111 ab n . h n1ad 1c a 
p Int t wa r a , h II t ITI b h r r at r . I c a 
ju c n u h c build n1 h p n. 

ud ha ch u he l mi ht ha arn d n1 I n. Bue it 
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strange what you'll do when you're so desperate for attention. 
Elaine was the only popular girl who'd so much as even spoken 
to me. 

I wa always elf- onsciou and shy at ocial v nt -
particularly, dance , mix r , and make-out parcie . o mu h o 
chat I rar ly attended chem. Bue chi time, I'd ri kit and arr nd 
ch fir t n ighborhood dan . I'd already d cided chat I was going 
co a k Elain Ro n co dan . If h aid y it would boo t my 
to k with th guy in th liqu . If h turn d rn down at I a t 

Id had ch u r co er . 
rr; m pl B ch El 111 i r w r r pi al of mo t n i h b rh d 

dan . Th u - v n th liqu - t d ar und n n 
f ch n u r ro m whil th p pular girl lu t r d n 

ch r · Th b huffi d th ir h t n rvou I laughin 
t llin j k and n1aking nid mn1 nt about th girl . Th 

i rl in turn I d and p int d a r th dan A r at th 
bo . 

Th c ni hr I c d ff c ch id r h ar 1n what Id a 
c lain . h wa candin with Ali Hir h an ch r f ch 
popular irl wh d n r a kn wl d d m . ] uld h I th 
lump in m chr t ti ht n I walk d a ro ch r m. R al r 
im in d Ihle that r , in th r n1 wa n n1,---- p iall 
th u in ch liqu he .b uc hi k nin ut. Burl wa 
al r ad half a a r ch r r rn A r h n Ali p re d n1 
fir t. h i nal d t £lain ich a li he rile f h r h ad. 

Ju ca I blurt d uc Wi uld u lik c dan... Elain uc 
111 ff. rr r but thank n a , h aid. Ju r lik chat. 

, n p I n a ti n . Wh had I p c d an ch r kind 
f n 1 

'111 n h abrupt! turn d ba I c ard Ali and b ch f 
ch 111 tare I c i I . 1 crud d ba kc th b id f th 111. 
I didn t d r p.i k up 111 h ad h r fi ar f ha · t nfr nt all 
ch lau hin fa . M alp tin I d 111 I fi Jc bbl and 
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my face was flushed. The la t time I felt so mortified was when 
I threw up in kindergarten, after our teacher, Mrs. Buckley, had 
publicly criticized my drawings. 

Before I'd even made it back co the boys' side, I heard Alice 
ay- loudly enough for all the ochers co h ar-"J'd n v r 

dance with him· he' coo horc. B side , h hangs around with 
chose ocher loser . At rec , all they ev r talk about i cupid 
ba eball.' 

I wallowed hard and tried not co cry. My I gs felt o h avy. 
I wondered if I had enough trength co make it co ch entranc . 
Knee haking, I kulked out of ch r c room and h ad d craighc 
horn . I crawled into b d without aying good night co anyone. 
I wa coo numb with humiliation co v n cake off my loch . 

Th next day I duck d around rairw II and hid in dark 
orn r of ch hallway. I k pt my h ad down during la at 

lun h, and at r . I v n avoid d P t r and Mik my two 
r ron1 . Ev ry two n1inut it m d I h k d my 
war h. By chr o lo k I ouldn t wait co g t ch h II out of 
ch r . 

I had co adn1it char Ali ru I r n1ark did hav m truth 
co it. Mik Rubin and P t r hwarrz th two o ial ur a t I 
hung out with p nt 111 t of ur rim at r talking about 
ba ball. 

And it tru chat ba ball had b nm ah ha n r 1n 
fifth rad . Ex pt f; r r ad in b k ba ball wa ch nl chin 
chat mad m f; I kn wl d ab) and ur . 

I ran h m rabb d a br 111 ti k ut f ch t put 
n n1 hi h-c p and Id t rn rdur and ra d 

d w n c L c- a d- h I d r I - c r n p n fi Id 
n ch f 1 ch and B a h ha11 n I Ori . A I w._ tr d 

ha 11 d u I f t 11 i 11 t J a n1 aj " B" 1 pr c n I d l wa D LI l 
nid r, ch n Ja Ii R. bin 11 ch n ii I-I d . It a a an1il i r 

r i t LI al- a · r Id I r tr at d t h n r l n d d c a p fr 111 
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disappointment at home or in chool. 
I k pt it up until the broom handl wa overed with ni ks 

and curs, and my palm had prour d blood bli t r . And with 
ach wing of th broom handl a nagging voi in id m k pt 
aying I II how th m. om day, th y lJ all b paying a half-a-

bu k to war h m play. 

junior High Yearbook 

A far ba k a f uld r m mb r I id liz d writ r ch am 
wa I w r hi pp d pr fi i n I ba ball pla r . ln w r 

1 mp i an d w h p w r p ran fr m m n1 a i a I u r 
chacw uld Ith u he alw rm in lu i t m . . Buticdidnt 
t p n1 fr m wantin t writ . 

In i heh rad ch nl la I I k d fi rward t wa 
L n ua Art . M t a h r Mr. A r n a lwa pra1 111 m 
b k r p rt and pap r hi h nl m d m ant t rk 
hard rt pl him.Whnh oa m Hu kFinnpap rbak 
h hand d m hard r n at her in th Ry . 

If u Ii k d H LI k h t J d m u II r a II o- t n \ i th 
thi H Id n aulfi Id hara t r. 

H I d n q u i kl b '" 1n n1 n r I n1 d J . H u I d 
rti uL t 111 n d p t , arnin _ . l in turn und r t 

n o t and lf-in1p d i lati n id ntifi cl with hi mpa i n 
r a II ch l r and u t t n d ha r d h i d i d a in fi r th 

ph ni . F k I w nt " r und in1itatin th hip it wa 
h rail d. l n unn1ail cl Fan I tt r t J. . alin r. 

ft r n1 La 11 u a r r t rm p r j r l r t a r 1 
H Id n ulfi ld l n 1- ff - h rt kt h chat p lun1b d 
m d p t ar nd r r pr j udi . l r t ab LI t ch dad 
th u h t I ha r b r d t a rd t a h r 111 fa 111 i I , n d n 1 1 f. 
But l r rv d 1n n ti t r nd di rib ft r la mat 

1 7 
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especially the clique and the popular girl . 
Mr. Aaron ncouraged me to how th ketche to the school 

yearbook editors. I was Aatt red, but I wa n't ur I could how 
anything this per onal to strangers. Suppa they hated it? Wor 
yet, what if they want d to publi h it? Th n v ryon would 
know what I wa thinking. 

I'd alway b n uriou about Rita a lli and Sarah 
' Broomfi Id th y arbook' di tor . I'd ob rv d th min ch hall 

and in ch cab t ria talking to ch ir Boh mian fri nd . Boch w r 
ighch grad r who look d old r and act d far mor aloof and 
ophi ti at d than any of the oth r girl . Boch had dark, braid d 

long hair and th y dr d lik id ntical twin : loo -fitting bla k 
abl -knit w at r bla k wool arv chat hung down to th ir 

kn baggy bla k kirr , bla k o k , and ich r high bla k 
boot or Indian mo a in . Th ir fa w r pal and wa h d-

ue looking. And ch n v r wor mak -up r lip ti k. Th y 
alwa look d lik ch yd ta dour all night at orn re nwi h 
Villag jazz lub making r h r and drinking hard whi k . I 

uld imagin rh m fiv y ar from n w rudying lie ratur or 
philo phy at Mount H I ok mirh r Rad Jiff- · r an f 
rh ch r x I u i n I t r ol I g . 

Wh n r Id rh 111 in th ah r ria rh d b han in 
ur with a n1all nrourag f ighrh gr d girl who look d 

and dr d ju r lik th y did. Id m rim av drop whil 
th y pok in hu h d riou t n about ch books th y w r 
r ading and rh ool mu i ian wh w r gigging down in th 
Villag . I kn w I wa n r hip n ugh h r chi rowd. t rh 
cw gi r I w r th on I on I d n u n r r d in v n ar f 

h ol who v n talk d about bo k and writ r . F r a n1 m nt 
I nt rtain d rh fantas that w w r kindr d pirit - and 
p rhap th might v n lik m k t h . But l uldn t ju t 
barg in on th m and a My t a h r Mr. Aaron t ld m to 

iv th t you. 
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To find out, then, what I was up against, I made a scouting 
trip to the yearbook's office. 

Th 'offic " wa at the far nd of the third Aoor, right next 
to the fir ap . The room was a conv rt d upply lo t that 
re k d of cal cigar tt mok , Clorox, and offi grind . 

For all it grungin th plac had kind of mu ry old 
book tor harm about it. Th hipp d p ling wall w r 
ov r d with bla k and whir po t r of writ r from th 20 

and O lik H mingway, Firzg rald rtrud t 1n Edna Sr. 
Vin nt Millay and t inb k. 

Wh n Ip k d through th half-op n d do r ch rwo girl 
had th ir ba k t m . Th y w r I aning v r a rat h d oak 
d k that wa tr wn with h t of wrinl<l d ryp write n pag . 
B th w r h in- rn kin and ipping ffi a ch pa d ch 
pa ba k and h rth. I ould h ar faint mut d train f mu i 

min fr m r di . Jr und d lik th j zz- Mil Oa i 
lrran M nk- ch t I Ii t n d t nth J zzb llin h \ 

1 t at ni he. 
1 h It a harp p n in n1 h t. I pi cur d m If 1tt1n ith 

Rita nd ar h at m im in d j zz lub in th Wi t Villa 
m kin t I ki n b u t u r fa r it b k n d ri t r n d 

int rrnitt ntl d h t f t h. 
A t r \ k pr ti n and w rr l fin II put m 

kt h 1n br nm .nil n I p and rt m n rn and , 
h 111 r 111 la nth fr nr.Th nlh Id nt ch p fir 
rw 111 r da n Frida fr rn 11 h n I kn 

u Id b n 1 I id ch 11 I p u n d r r h ffi d r. n 
a it I ft 111 h nd 1 i111m di t I nt d r r k n 
tr i d t I id 111 h n d u n d r th r r cc k b r 1 1 n u p. 

l r tt d rd (_ d thinl ritin . 171 n 
n m rnin du ri 11 111 m h lJ n n i r h nd d 111 
ffi - t in d n --n, in h· lurr d ll l U ( n y I ' t 

nan, 11d I il er I tn ee l Lll th h 111 r m num r. { 

, 
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in tinccively kn w it was bad new . Why el e would they b 
ending back ch nvelop ? My ar burned and my h art wa 

chumping o loudly char I was ur v ryon could h ar it. I 
couldn't bring my elf co open the nv lope. 

I thought about it all morning until I ouldn t rand ch 
c n ion any long r. In fourth period o ial Scudie , I a k d 
for a bathroom pa and duck d b n ach a cair a wher no 
on could m . All I ould hop for wa a polic r j ccion. 
Or mayb om ugg cion on how co in1prov ch writing. I 
ripp d ch nv lop op n and in id wa a handwritt n not . 
Two hort nt n : W don't ac pt work lik chi . B id 
it i n t cyp d." Ir wa ign d ch Editor . 

My kn b gan co hak . I r ad rho h arcl omm nt 
ov r and ov r again. What did ch y m an by work lik chi ? 
I h le a mom ncary cab of ang r. Ir wa all Mr. Aaron' fault. 
Why did h ubj cm co chi ? Wh n ch ang r pa d I b gan 
co blam my If. I hould hav known b cc r. I hadn c t Ir 
ham d in ch v nth grad clan . 

All aft rn on I walk d around in a cup r. In ch hall I 
a o id d on ca t with v r on . 0 n th bu rid ho m I 
at alon and buri d m h ad in a b ok. TI1 r j cion rung o 

mu h char finall I uldn ck pit com If. I blurt d it uc c 
my par nt at dinn r. 

y; u c ok a han and it didn t w rk ut rn fach r aid. 
Yi u II b un ba k. 

a y for hin1 t a . I wi h I had hi r iii n 
M moth r h It rr for m - whi h wa of ur ch 

ympachy I wa I king h r. h ugg c d I talk co Mr. Aar n. 
Mayb h ould ay om thing co ch cw dicor . Ir wa good 
of h r t cak my cba k co h art. Bue th la t thing I want d 
wa co g1v th cw harpi th aci fa tion f knowing how 
I h I c. 

For ch n xc w w k Id ima 1n ch m 1n that br om 
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closer, laughing and making fun of my writing. When I pa sed 
chem in the halls, I couldn't bear co look either one in the eye. 
Ev n if I did have the baJI co stare chem down, they wouldn't 
hav had the lighre r idea who I wa . 

What' worse, I wondered, being rejected or being invi ible? 
In two y ar of junior high, rho e emed co b my only two 
option . 

So I turn d my arr nrion to making ch umm r VF.W 
ba ball t am. Fu I d by ch two diror r j rion, and rill 
driv n co prov n1y If co th liqu and ch ir arrogant girlfri nd , 
aJl char umm r it m d a if I wa on an urg nr mi ion. If 
I didn r play for ch V.F.W t am th r wa virtually no han 
of making th high chool var ity- my ob iv dr am in 
th v nth grad dan . 

Pitcher Wannabe 

At chi rt n I was what ba ball a h call d a hi pp r - a 
Ii hrly awkward bur not ntir ly in pt arhl t . I kn w Id n v r 

b n f th t p ba ball play r . Id n a lot f gam and I 
ould p t th d n in an in rant. Th ha c an ffi rd 
ra an a and fluidity that infu r cur . Id n r 

ha that kind f raw ability. rill I wa dri n t pit h. 

1l1at umn1 r I lit r ll tau hrn1 1ft pith. l rad d z n 
f h w-t b ks and [ ru tin iz d th 111 hani and Aaw f th 

maj r I a u hi tt r I at h d n TV and in p r n. n h n1 

arurd I nt t Ebb t Fi ld and r dir ti b hind th 
plat - ch b tan I fi r cud in th D d r pit h r habit 
and d Ii r. And It k pa and pa f n t . 

Pr a h r R a tall and lanky all ann and J . H had 
a bi w pin rn ti n and hi h I kj k char hi Id d ch ball 
fr 1n th barr r lin f i i n. D n N nib built Iii 

I I 
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a lumberjack. He had a ninety mile-an-hour fastball, and a 
perpetual scowl designed to intimidate oppo ing hitters. 

Still, Carl Erskine wa the pitcher I identified with most. He 
had a lender build-narrow shoulders and a capered waist. He 
looked more like a di ranee runner than a pitcher. Bue he threw a 
sneaky fa cbaJI and a wicked overhand sinker that induced hitters 
co beat the ball into the ground. I noticed too chat he threw all 
hi pitches, including the chang -up, with the same motion. 
What made him o effective wa that the hitters couldn t pick 
up the ball' rotation until it wa right on top of chem. 

Mor over I liked hi cunning and resili nc . In a Sporting 
News int rvi w an oppo ing manager had aid that uni you 
got co him right away you were in for long day. Bur ev n when 
h got roughed in th arly inning I noti d chat Er kin rarely 
lo chi ompo ur . U ually h d eel down by th third inning. 
Ju t lik th arci I aid h d g t trong r a ch gam w nt on. 
That umm r I cudi d him mor r fully than th och r . 

Th r w r morn nr that umm r wh n pit hing m d to 
om natural) t m . If I n ntrar d hard nou h I ould 

chr w crik han p d nd mak rh ball ink r br ak 
harpl awa fr m th barr r. I n had a kna k h r izin up 

hirr r w akn . ] uld r II wh r a barr r blind p t w r 
ju r b cud in hi habit and mann ri m . 

A a pit h r 111 inhibici n nd lf-d ubc m cl c 
di I . Wh n r I wa uc nth m und l h le a a ur d 

I did wh n I wa irrin in rh rand ac Ebb c Fi Id cud in 
pit h r m h ni and pl inin ch 111 nd uc f th am 
c m Mik and P c r. 

Wh n I pi h d r i 11 ni 11 11d r b cc r a a 
hall 11 11 th m und all f 111 n r p n. I uld 

h l th ann br z 11 n1 h k h r th mufA d 11 i 
d m t c 111 lllc t he rt r and ch th r t an1 barb . 11 

f it di tr t d 1n . In fa t i c rnad 111 b r d n h rd r. 
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Even the little gestures and rituals felc natural; tossing the 
spongy resin bag nonchalantly to the ground and watching the 
swirl of dust kick up, or inhaling a ba eball' pungent scent, 
rubbing up its smooch, lick surface, wrapping my thumb, index, 
and middle finger around the ball's raised earn , earching for 
the right grip on the curve, fastball, inker, or change-up. Most 
of all, I relished the cat and mou e game char went on becw en 
pitch r and hitter- m d ciding what pitche to throw, the 
hitter trying to gue s. 

I didn t throw hard nough to hav what oach call a liv 
arm. To build my tr ngth and nduranc ea h morning I got 
up arly and ran on th b ach-w aring army boot and a rubb r 
ja k t. During the day I p dal d my bik v n hard r wh n I 
d liv r d pr ripti n . Afr r work Id go d wn into our I 
damp llar and lift w ighr . 

I n b ant chink of m If a a pit h r. In mulari n f 
th big) au r Idwalkar undrh n i hb rh d v n nth 
h tt t da w arin a atin ba ball ja k t drap d ro m 
r i ht h u Id r. Wh n r n n a k d m ab u t it I d x p I a in 
th r it wa t k p ITT) pit hin rm w rm b cw n arnc . 

ln th I t up a r ubr pra ti r utin . Fir t I 
ut a cw I -in h h I (th 1z f h m plat in c b d h t 
nd hun it n ch ba k ard l ch lin . Th n r nio-ht until 

it t dark I thr w hundr d f rubb r- r d ba ball t 
th t r t. [ t th ball b tradin m pp nd B wman 
bubbl um ard with Arn Id B rk 1tz h w rl d at th 
I al b tt1 n ran . 

B, n1id-JL1l l uld thr vi L1r Lit f r 6 pith 
th r LI h th b d h t h l . B, th nd f th um 111 r l LI Id 
thr chr f fi ith blind ld n. r11 ,n 
br th an t din fr nt th d r, ith L at in hi 
h nd, hil J pit h d h d t nni b II t hin1. B trin1min cr h 
JI fu zz. u uld 111 I it r al and dip re z. il . 1 h 111 r l 
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work d at pitching, the more instinctive it felt. By mid-summer, 
it wa a natural co me a r ading a book. 

I wa convinc d chat with the right guidance and coaching, 
I co u Id ge c a Io c b cc r a c ch i . 

l en f thi a cpp ar din a d iffi r nt rrn 111 ti/L Pit hin: A 
Mernoir. Mi h ioa n tat n i r i Pr 00 . 
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KNEADING BREAD EVERY SATURDAY 
Roxana Cazan 

Grandmoth r kn ad br ad arly on Saturday , 
And rak om to hur h 
For th Eu hari t Fath r N ula dron th n xt m rn1 ng. 
Through rh villag , th hur h b 11 lank 
Lik a tardiv train, waking th hildr n up. 
Th y dingdong in th air long 
Aft r th ii n pr ad v r h r h uld r . 

In h r w d n ba in 
arv d irr gularl in th ti n fa I 
h add A ur and war r m y a t t rat th d u h 

Lik h did with pr g ni : h r m th r ... 
H r fin g r b r ak th I ump -

rippl d rp nt ar und Ev ankl · 
Th quirrn rwi t wri I in up th n d p 
Int th whit la f A ur lik ak r r 
Al n trail f h u 

h q u z th d u h if r i I n 
A if t f; r tab ut tax rai 

r p taro di 1n 
Or ab rninabl un 
H r 1 r II d up h r arm 
Wh r li hr pill alon throbbing 1n . 

randpa u 111 

m nm h n1 t pull ur ar r pin h u 
Or ti kl our armpit wh n h kn ad 
A if h ur fa in ch pal mi cur 
Our h ky mirk 
Wh n w d nd from th Id hayloft-

ow l wing warn1ly b J w-
in th barn wh r ant h w l wly at it wall . 
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She's o beautiful and so childish 
With her Play-Ooh, 
With her funny grunts and frown ju t lik in her sl p: 
A crinkled forehead 
And withered kin around her ey , 
Tracing th cir I of Saturn, 
R main with h raft r th kneading i don 
Wh n h go t b d in th morning th next one 
Wh n h r hand hurt but h do n t complain 
At l a t not in fr nt of th hildr n. 
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THE LAST TASMANIAN 
Sarah Klenbort 

Note to the reader: Twelve thousand years ago the la.nd bridge that connected 
Tasmania to mainla.nd Australia was covered by water. As a result the Aborigines 
of Tasmania developed differently from their ancestors on the mainla.nd- they 
spoke their own la.nguage, had distinguishing physical characteristics, and, in 
short, were considered a separate race. The end of the eighteenth century brought 
English settlers to Tasmania, who felt that this island, surrounded by n~.gged 
coastline and rough seas, was the ideal pla.ce for a penal colony. oon after the 
English and their convicts began arriving in Tasmania, Aborigines began to die. 

ome died from diseases brought by settlers; others were killed in conflicts as they 
tried to hold onto their la.nd. Records show that often Tasmanians were simply 
shot dead by whites. As a result, the entire population of Aboriginal Tasmanians 
was killed just eighty years after the British settlers arrived. The fast Tasmanian 
Aboriginal, a woman named Truganinni died in I 876 What follows is her 
story an account of the ghost of Tn,ganinni. 

I am r tie un aci fi d. Lying on a cu hion d ofa in a pink 
man hou I dangl on w ighcl leg off ch dg and chink: 
in life I would v killed for chi . On grow bor d quickly in 
et rniry. Ev ry ofa t I th am . Ev ry pink man living room: 
id ntical. Th am drawn urrain r v al th am bay window 
looking out on th am hiny aucomobil . 

Drifting into the pink man bedroom l war h him in hi 
pink lumber. Hi mouth i op n and on arm flung carele ly 
over the woman next co him. A pink brea t pe k out of th 
cover , reminding m that I, too once had br a t that w re full 
and round and weigh ry. 

What pink world do th y dream of? Childr n occ r 
matche - pink kiddie cha ing a ball down a fi Id. Or office 
parties secretaries in coo .mu h make-up drinking prickly rum 
and Coca-Cola. Maybe they dream of shoe the sexy ready 
knock knock, knock of high-heeled shoes on hardwood 
floors. 

I want to sneak inside their heads, slip inside their dreams as I 

I 7 
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lip into ch ir hou , but chi i on luxury I am not afford d. 
Pa ing without a ound from b d to window and back again 

I Ii t n co their rhyrhmi br ach . A row caw out id , uncling 
lik a i k at or a baby. A rink.I d Po c-Ic not Ii di card don 
ch window ill: toilet paper, bananas, razors, margarine. 

I want co do om thing, mak om thing happ n. Th world 
chang all around rn and I cay ju t ch am . 

Floating int ch hild room I war h ch pink baby girl 
dr am and chink of d ing rn thing ru I. I pla my ld 
woman hand ju tab v h r oft pink n k and squeeze with all 
my might. Nothing. allou d brown fing r lip chr ugh A h 
lik blad of ra li in ch br z . I irnagin ch r xrur of 
chi baby n k· Iv forgorc n what A h f; I lik . I imagin 
h r lar hrill r am- if nly I uld mak h r r am ru h 
chat pink A h. Th b b urgl t rrlin m · I jump ba k 
and r m v m h nd a ham d f m ch u hr nd m ru I 
. . Int nn n . 

Th pink man r k n r II inn r v n char lump f 
pink A h in ch rad) · ch pink 111 n ha m funn id a . 

P i ng ch r u h la p ti d r I rand n th b I n char 
r I k ch i ry. u r id r h i n d h pi k d up. I an r f; I 

wind bur I an it ffi t : tr hi r· a hild pla ti t 
bl w a r th lawn. Wind thr ugh m . I an, al n . 

Th ind m di ffi r n t t n i ht I k if it . rr In 
n1 chin . I er t wh r chi i bur ch r r nl tr 

wa in and chat damn d r w awin I uttural all n w 
Jik an Id man d in . 

L apin ff ch bal 
I pa plane d irru er 

n I lid up ch hill a ain t ch wind. 
nd ch n I It. uld itb ?~ ch 
urpri . M unt cu rt I my haunt. hap fan ch r ul-

H. 11 I a. 
H IJ ? th i timid h icant. 

rn ;, 
Of l lau h. Th n wl d ad ar 

hildr n ch r hy and uri u . Thi n 
lu l w; I om I ay. 

an ... u ... 

r fr hin . Lik 
pink and bald nd 
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«Who ar you?" he whi p r . A if om one could h ar u . 
((Ti . . " rugan1nn1. 
He tare at me. 
«You know," I ay, "the last full-blooded Aboriginal Tasmanian. 

You r ad about m in chool ... ' 
'M G d ' " y o , your ... 
D ad ' I ay, lik you." 

I watch him war h him If. H lowly lift a gho cly arm, 
tudi it and put it down. H walk through a I mon tr . Ha 

ha! h ay , D h !' I don r c II him how fa th II cir of chi 
game how oon h II long co lap hi hand again t rough bark 
and feel th ting of it. In a h w day or w k or y ar - it all 
th am now- h II wra k hi brain t r m mb r what bark 
h le lik . 

I do r m mb r h a y ur ph t raph . . . u lo k 
diffi r nt. Youn r. 

Thank y u I a h r vanity ur iv 
I hat char pi cur I t II him. I I ok 

Wi had t 1r till u ;> 

ag nd v n d ach. 
pr ud d fianc old. 

Um h a jumpin rhr u h th I m n tr 
It u d t b u d m t n han in in th 

mu um ?he last Ta ,nanian. Thi till him. Tin1 hav 
hang d and o ha m c r . 

What i ur tor a ain? le b n awhil . I fi r c. 
Whi h v r i n? Im till waicin for ch m i . I mil 

Th pink ul lo ks onfu d. 
Oka I ay all right. Thi 

my p pl . Th r wa a pink 
R bin n- a fri nd a l r ... 

mu h i cru : I tri d t av 
hri cian man wh h Ip d 

Pink? 
Lik you. You ay whit but 1 k at y u. 

H 1 k at ch kin on hi hand a if for ch fir r rim. 
Robin on onvin d m to follow ch pink man rul . Wi 

w nc co that i land th pink rnan av u - a Id windy pla . 
Ir runk f d ath b for w v n tare d dyin . Wi had to go. 
Robin on aid it wa ch nly way. Th pink m n hat du w r 
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shooting us dead like kangaroos. I believed my pink Christian 
friend, and I con vi need the others to follow. I even prayed to the 
pink man's bloody God. They all died there, on Flinders. Even 
though Robinson told us Flinders Island was the only way. He 
had the best intentions." 

"I'm sorry," he say and shakes his head. 
"This much is also true: I watched my mother stabbed 

to death by sealers; blood spurted from her heart like a tiny 
fountain. My father was murdered too, but I didn't see. My 
si cer: raped, killed by a pink man. And my fiance." I pause. 
"Paraweena. He swam out to gee me one day. I was on a boat 
with two pink men whaler -I know what you're chinking; I 
know what they aid about me but I wa young and curious. 
Paraweena thought I wa in danger· h warn out to rescue me. 
Bue it was coo far and he was not a strong wimmer. When he 
grabbed onto the pink man' boat, they chopped hi hand off 
at ch wri ts. Parwe na drowned in purple water-you should ve 
e n the color. Hi dead hand gripped the boat. 

Je u ," he ay . 
«And they ay we were brutal." 
A couch of pink man' guilt Aashe cro hi dead face. Aft r 

a while he a k Are there others? Like you?" 
A f; w l ay. «Mo dy th y re our we t. They prefer th 

wilderne . le' only m chat likes it urban. I like co lip through 
th pink man pi ket fence glide through hi bolted door. I 
lik co r ad hi book -ch r a lot of time. You II ee. I like to 
it and Ii ten to hi modern noise : the ru h of water through a 

tap the tick tick ti k of a ga burn r lighting the mechanical 
birdcaJl of the inc rn t connecting.' 

The dead soul looks away. 
«I don't fit in ' I say. Its been o long ince I've talked to 

anyone ince Ive told my tory: I have co tell it or it stops being 
real. 'I don't fit in with my people or with yours. Its becau 
I m half pink myself. Not in color ... ' 

"Between worlds," he says. 
Maybe he's not so clueless. 

140 
141

.: Harpur Palate, Volume 5 Issue 2, Winter 2006

Published by The Open Repository @ Binghamton (The ORB), 2006



SARAH KLENBORT 

"What ... what about the mainland? Have you been there? 
Victoria, New South Wales ... Darwin! Have you been to 
Darwin, to see your cousins there?" 

"Cousins? Well, it's only been 12,000 years." Why does the 
pink man think we're all the same? 

I watch him squirm inside his new dead soul. 
"Goodbye," I say and leave before he has a chance to leave 

me first. 
"W-w-w-wait! I have to ask ... " 
I don't wait. I float up Mount Stuart Road feeling angry and 

uneasy. 
I fly straight up the tarmac road that ov rlooks the city. I 

pass square hou e and square balconies-the pink man likes his 
, quare . Hedges mark square lots of land. Ro s peek through 

picket ti nces (nature prefer a circle). But even the pink man' 
flowers have their spikes. 

The pink man likes his barb . Hi drink- we tole a botd 
once when I was till alive rook it from the cold box and drank 
it down fa t-it was filled with a thou and tiny pike that 
prickled my tongue and throat. The drink made me warm and 
ea y and then it made me leep. When I woke, one of the pik 
had grown large and lodged it elf between my brow and kull. 

The pink man likes hi line . olumns of word on a page 
row of grapevine up a hill a trip of tarma cro a harbor. I 
reckon it the line that killed u . Not hi gun or spike not 
all hi fancy word not ev n his di ea e. It wa the borders, the 
quare : we could never get u ed to four wall . (At Flind r we 

didn t ray in the hou e th y had u build for our elv . Wi at 
on the beach in read and stared back at our homeland: it wa 
clo e enough for u to ee and far enough away for u never to 
get back. Oistan e made the mountains look soft and blue.) 

The pink man likes to build. He like his lights and so do I. 
At night they parkle like sunlight on the sea, like stars in the 
sky only brighter, closer. At the top of Mount Stuart I look 
down at the city such a beautiful city, and yet I want to crush 
it, plunge the pink man into darkness. I Aoat around the top of 
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Mount Stuart until silhou tte of mountains appear with th 
dawn. They look more lik hill today. I hare it wh n the pink 
man' right. 

I make th ro ing at night. l'v alway pr h rr d th pint 
who gov rn th night to the pirit who gov rn the day. 
Pr led -even hi name i pr tty, boring, bland-you an 
right through him. Wrangiowrapp r i th pirit of th dark 
and h ' a infinit a I am. I Aoat a ro wave lit only by th 
moon ov r th a th pink man aJl Ba traighr- rh pink 
man lik co nan1 . w r ati fi d with o an. (Th n again 
w w r ati fi d with gr a and har oal m ar d on kin t 
k p u warm in wine r.) 

Th war r i trang ly aim. I 1 k forward t g tting ch r 
t g tting m wh r t in th u in of cw Iv th u and 
y ar ag . I w nd r if th y II fi I m pr n . 

Ir b n n hundr d cw nry-nin ar 1n I w ali 
and v n I ng r in I aw my moth r but it h r I think of 
now a I glid a ro th a. I r m mb r h r dark dartin y 
forr11 d b f; ar. Th pink 111an an1 wh n h wa ju t a bab . 
H r farnily hid fr m him at fir t war h d him from b hind 
th tr . We should never have come out fronz the tr es h u d 
t a . I r m mb r th jawb n that hung ar und m m th r 
n k. lt wa th bon fh r i t r wh d di db for I wa b rn. 
Th pink rnan aJI d chi a ril i u and o did I until th 
kill d my moth rand w buri d h r all of h r. I want d to hold 

nto n mall part f h r arry h r with 111 lik h arri d 
h r i t r. h didn t arr mu h· ch y didn t. Th trav I d with 
ch a on and th y trav I d light. Th y w nt n rrh for al in 
autumn and urh h r wan ~::::~:: in prin . Th y arri d a ba k t 
and a digg r. 111 y arri d war r and around th ir n ks lo 
to th ir br a t th y arri d pi e of ch d ad who nan1 
w r n v rm ntion d. 

I arriv at daybr ak and r t- th d ad g t cir d too th ugh 
w an n v r l p. I top and war h th wav . Th y ri up 
blu and lap down whit again t th b a h. 
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Floating a c, beach turn co cliff, ch n bu h, ch n beach 
again. I don't any footprint . l'v h ard about ch va t 
di cane h r but it' diffi r nt co see it for your If. Ev ryching i 
bigg r, v n ch kangaroo . Och rwi , it' much ch am , ch r ' 
ju t mor of it. An chidna wobbl forward, hi pointy nout 
crounging in ch dirt. Two agull ha ea h och r aero th 
ky. Bia k and whit t rn p k at w t and. A whice-b Iii d a 
agl follow m o lo I an h arch ru rl of hi gr at wing 

and I chink rhac h must n my pr nc . le h I o good to 
b noti d until h Ai off, our to a and Im alon again. 

Du k arriv and I lo k for a pla t r t. I find ch p rh t 
pot: a liff chat ov rlook ch a. P r hing n rh I dg I 

Ii r n co ch wav br ak b low. Ir a I ar night nd rh moon 
our hin rh tar again. 

H y I h ar a qu aky v i ay. Thar my at thank 
you. 

A pink r na gh r fa girl , irh I n whir wild hair 
A at in fr nr of m v r rh an. 

H r arm ar r d a ain r a Aar h r· h r whir hair bl w 
urandallar undh r. Idappr iar irif udmove.Pul-e11e. 

I b n ittin h r h r lik s ven year . 
I n r it ju r lik rh pink r b a p iv ind arh « rh 

'-'V r in lit ? Im orr I a nd m 
h it ch n lik a prin rwirlin rrand fl n whir 

hair. H r kin i al 111 r a fair a ch hair n h r h ad. h l k 
chirt n. 

Wh r ar u fr m? I k. 
ob r P d uch Au rralia. u? 

Ta mania. Iv ju r arriv d ... 
Th r ar pl ncyof ch r liffi d wn chacwa h p int a 

ki nny a h n fin r a t but n n a n i a chi .... Loo kl h 
hour A hooci n car! A light fall qui kl r rh tar . 

Wi h wi h rnak a wi h! Damn. Ih y alwa r o fa t. 
U uaJly I hav a wi h. r ady but y u di era t d m . Wh r ar 
you from again? You don t Look Au tralian. 

Ta mania. Im Aboriginal. 
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"Oh, but I thought you were all dead." 
"We are." We look at one another, the girl and I. She smirks, 

I smile and then we laugh. Deep, dead-belly laughs. We laugh 
at ourselves and our predicament. 

"I was the last one," I say. 
"What a claim to fame!" 
We laugh again and then there's silence. "Tell me, girl," I say. 

"Do you have a wish ready now?" 
"Wishes are stupid," she say and looks out at the blank, 

black ocean. 

I leave the white-haired girl staring out to sea, and travel to 
the city. 

Melbourne's all tram and traffic jam restaurants and coffee 
shops. Melbourne is more suits than I have ever een-nor in 
Hobart, nor anywhere. I stand at the Flinder Street inter ecrion, 
next ro the big yellow building they call historical. le' forty 
year younger than I am. Early evening come · pink people 
push pa tone another. Of cour e rh pink mans not ju r pink 
anymor -hes Chinese and Korean Indian Nigerian-hes pink 
all rhe am . Pink nor a color; it a rate of being. 

I Aoar up and down the blocks: William Street and King 
Sere t, Leice rer Ser er and Peel. A tram goe through me; I feel 
nothing. 

All rhe rime Im looking for someone with kin like mine. 
When I finally ee a brown man h · dre ed ju r like the pink: 
belly bulging over belt a pink tie rrangling hi neck. Floating 
next co him-he walks fast-I try to listen for his step but 
there ar o many steps around us chat I cant distinguish hi 
from all the rest. I go in front of him beside him. I scream a 
voiceles scream into his left ear. His mind is somewhere else on 
a conference call at work perhaps or what he 11 have for dinn r. 
I let him go, disappear inside rhe big yellow building. I sit on 
top of the train station and watch the rest of rhe businessmen 
and women pass by. Then I watch drunken backpackers come 
our and stumble from one pub to the next. Shoulders up against 
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the cold, they shiver inside their T-shirts. I miss being cold. 

That night I fly north. 
Sydney's Harbor is a children's picture book: the Opera House, 

the Harbor Bridge, the Manly Ferry and its tail of whitewater. 
Painted Aboriginals on Circular Quay don't look real. 

I float up George Street with the morning rush, past the 
souvenir shops with singing stuffed koalas at low, low prices!!.' 
When I arrive at that quare stone building they call Town Hall, 
I pot them: five brown men in beards and blankets. They sit 
outside the main train cation asking for money from pa ersby: 
busy busine smen, plump tourists, foreign students. The office-
goer glares· the tourist give a piteous glance; the student cuttle 
off co cla s. 

I it with them while they drink from brown bottle . Tog th r 
we watch the world go by without u . "But you are still alive/' 
I hour, and either they don t hear or they pay no attention. As 
the morning wear on, my companions get progre sively drunk. 
Th y begin to lur their words which pick up a nasty ton . 
Som one tart an argum nc about ten dollar , you owe me! H 
hour . Voice ri e. Pink people catter. A bottle i broken and 

Im graceful for flight. As I float up and over them I hear a howl 
and look down in time to e a liver of gla s kim a cheek and a 
chi k drop of blood fall to the concrete. I don't mi s blood. 

Gliding over the po tcard city I pa s crowded uburb and 
white b ache . I peed up. Im looking for omething but I 
don t know what it i . 

Wh n I finally stop it just before the other end of thi vast 
continent. 

The north i heavy with sun. Heat o strong I can see it. Heat 
so hot and dry, it sparks fires in the bush and send small critters 
scattering. It warms the largest water hole. It keeps things low. I 
watch people move through the long day, barefoot and sluggish. 
They look like how I feel. Brown people are everywhere here. 
They are strange and yet familiar. I feel both at home and very 
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far away. 
Drifting above Kakadu, I see crocodil baking in ch sun. Th 

riv r look like a giant nak our of a story from my childhood. 
The bush is brown and tr rch on for mil . Crackling dry, it 
wait for th n xt fir . If I w r aliv , Id ft I thir ry ju t looking 
at It. 

Th n I e th trang t ighr: a group of pink p ople in lin , 
hunch d ov r, holding p ars. Th y'r following a brown woman 
through ch bu h. 

Although I know that it' not po ibl it looks lik th y ar 
stalking h r. Ir looks a if th y'r going to throw th ir p ar at h r 
back. Hunting h r th am way w w r hunt d on hundr d 
fifty y ar ago. I go lo r. My invi ibl h art pound . Th pink 
p -opl ar w ary and m ar d whit with un r n. Th y hav 
hat on th ir h ad and am ra round th ir n ks. 

Th n I . Th brown woman in front i al arryin a p ar. 
Up ah ad i a wallaby. h turn to th pink man b hind h rand 
whi p r om thing. Th pink man awkwardl thr w hi p ar· 
it wobbl through th air. urpri ingly it hit th wallab ju t 
abo 1t tail. Th b a t I t ut a t rribl r h h d b a 
pink woman in th lin . Th wallab tri t Jump awa and th 
brown woman hurl h r p ar killing it nth p r. 

Th pink w man ri . 
ln pink man rak a pi cur . 
Th brown w man mo t ward th d ad wallab . 

n1 ling now ch pink w man wip h r n and I h ar 
h r hu band a Bur you wanted th Hunting and arh rin 
Tour Lov . 

Th trip horn i qui k r. I don r r p. I Ay right r ch r d 
nt r ov rd rt and min . Wh n I g th m my mountain 

look lik mountain again. I am cir d bur th cir dn ft J 
differ nt light. 

Floating up Mount Stuart Road a voi tarrl m . 
Truganinni. 

I turn to th nor- o-n wly-d ad man and hi bald 
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tran luc nt head. 
«You," I ay. His blue eyes look gray. 
«rm home ick." 
«I k " now. 
I want co go back." 

< V > " rou can c. 

ARAH l<LENBORT 

R turning to my favorit pink man hou e, I curl up on hi 
ofa and Ii c n co ch tick tick ti k of hi Ikea clock. For ch fir c 

cim in 130 y ar , I fall a I p and dr am of pink childr n ri ing 
in ch morning, coming our of ch ir bedroom , climbing with 
ch ir o k f; c onto the ou h on cop of m . I am invi ibl ; I 
am alway h r . 
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AFTER THE ELECTION 
Sean Thomas Dougherty 

your house was bread 
lArry Levis 

what book is opened what hand-drawn pictures of saints what 
humble shrouds ruby'd in the earth's flooded grief there in dog-
hearted exile lee the roses sweep exhausted on the ground at the 
feet of the strikers crying for bread in the poor drizzle against 
factory windows someone i sewing the map of the world of 
what should be human with sound in the rooms of bare bulbs 
in ch unkempt child's hair in the mother's gold comb in the 
mu ic of truck in the calling and the kis like lied crumpet 
ch re is a love char i thick a the breach from loave cooking in 
a crowded kitchen where the amputees bow their head co r ad 
the map that scops u from lying a new life will enter like a long 
walk through the scare of ruin to love this city will celebrate 6:32 
r.M. a boy rai e hi bicycle in the city of what could b what 
hould be h unrolls a map a red bicycle with ilver rim and he 

rid pa t cathedral Italian re tau rants bodega wheelchair ra 
gr nhou es cookie hop Tai Chi ballet in the parks wh r ch 
jail hav b n turned into print hop b aucy parlor bak ri 
breach th warn1 bread on the kitchen table we hav pread ch 
map run our fing r over ch avenue of lentil ch boul vard of 
angria eggplant arroz chutney cou cou la conga in a bakery box 

in a blueb rry muffin in the breaking in the bowing in a bocrl 
of milk in the new paper where the page are blank and w lift 
our rayon with our new bodie where we draw like umbili al 
hord like kite cring the line chat lead into the never known 

mi pronouncing the new word no one ha yet co define chis 
new go pel cro sing the lase eclipse chi cartography we claim 
coward a new refuge this new passage ri ing into these houses 
of br ad inside you. 
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F[x] LovE 
Renee E. D' Ao use 

When Rick was little, he organized the food on his place, 
screaming if his grandmother served him a medley of vegetables, 
the colors all mixed together, orange carrots with green peas and 
yellow corn. Yellow was his favorite color, so he would start with 
the corn, painstakingly using his fork to separate out each kernel. 
Then he would work on the carrots, and lase on the green peas, 
ending up with three eparat and distinct circles of yellow, 
orange, and green. He counted each vegetable, they were from 
the freezer-hi family never are fresh vegetable -numbering 
each one as he are, again starting with the yellow (corn) then the 
orange (carrot), then the green (peas). The color rook precedence 
co the vegetable. If the final sum of ach eparate grouping of 
vegetable was even, he went to bed happy· if the number was 
odd he didn t know what to feel and o felt nothing. 

Later in hi life the nothing t eling turned into numbness, 
which Rick under rood was not a feeling bur a way of op rating in 
the world char prevented disappoinrm nt. Numbne prevented 
chaori medley of emotion mo t particularly with regard to 
women particularly worn n who w r not engineer . 

Rick xi ted in a world of quarion ome beautiful and 
omplicar d. Rick was an engine r. He had alway wanted to 

be an engineer. Hi father had ju t retired· he had been a civil 
engineer. Hi grandfather had be n an engineer befor the 
di tinction were o harp betw en electricaJ, civil mechanical. 
Back then they hadn't even thought of comput r engin er . Rick 
remember d hi fir t computer at Long I land City Community 
College. The computer filled an entire room. 

Hi ex-wife had not been an engine r: hi first mi rake in 
judgment. She was a failed accountant: his econd mi rake 
in judgment. Before buying the ring he had nor properly 
calculated the probable failure of their marriage. He did not 
think the outcome would have been different had they stood at 
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an altar instead of in front of a judge. He wa not supersnnous. 
Hi ex-wife Gail had failed at accounting in the early nineties, 
long b fore fuzzy numbers became a viable I gal d t n . He 
r aliz d coo late Gail wa too much lik his mother, so h 
divorced h rand mov d her into a larg r rwo-room hou e n xt 
door with a yard. H prid d him elf chat he did th right thing. 
H took Gail to dinner very Sunday night with hi moth rand 
farh r. H call d hi moth r, Mommy; hi farh r, Daddy. H 
maintain d hi par nt ' plumbing, which wa oft n non n icaJly 
ere d fix d th ir car , mowed th ir lawn, and paid hi m th r' 

er die ard bill . 
H did not lik a di organiz d, unpr di tabl world y t hi 

mall hou wa a m . Now at ch ag of thirty-nin , h had 
om how lo t ch ability to ord r thing ompl t ly. P rhap 

chat wa why h brought h m chi woman nam d ach rin 
who laugh d a h cold h r about ch hildh od v g cabl . 
H look d at hi hou wi ch a care. 

Ri k aw grim on ch wind w pil f I ch on th 
Ao r dirt di h act r d ar und th mput r n I . 
H wa m rcih d. H did not know that ach rin aw onl 
him- that h I v d him imm diat ly in tin ti I wh n ch 
w r intr du d by two mutual fri nd . 

n ch i r hr t dac a th ri n had d rib d h r I ifi a a 
dan r. I tr t u all part f m b dy to r at a wh 
h aid. 

Ri k had aid Two id fan quati n mak a wh I . 
H wa 6 blond mu ular and h had a g d trai he 

n . B au f hi r rv r p rhap b au f hi h ight h 
k d lik a marbl tatu - n t xa dy a g d but not xa dy 

availabl ith r. Ex pt unb li vably co ach rin h wa 
in I . Availabl . 

Th y om pl t d ea h och r. 
N ich r t d on formality or pr t n th y had om 

horn tog ch r to Ri k tiny hou in M dfi rd Long I land. H 
t ld ach rin right away that h liv dun omh rtably n xt door 
co hi x-wifi Gail but not coo far fr m hi job at Brookhav n 

l 0 
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National Lab . v n y ar into ch ir marriag , h had walked in on 
Gailwichh rlov rTra yin th irb d.Tharwa ch orh rrea on 
h 1noved Gail n xr door. Och r than chat he had b come hi 
moth r. Gail rill n d d Rick to chang ch oil in h r car and 
fix h r brok n applianc . 

Rick xplain d aJ] chi co Carh rin . he li t n d. cl did ch 
right thing," h aid. 

'Ar you doing it now? Carh rin a k d. 
h look d int nrly at him dir rly, n v r I tting h r y 

m v from hi gaz . Ir mad h r m trang ly orh r-worldly 
y t mpl t ly ngag d with ch pr nt. H r body I an d 
forward co h ar hi word . arh rin did not hav Ri k quality 

f randing away from lit of b ing r rv d. 
Jlj k wa kind and h wa v ry g d at If-rationalization. 

H wa n t o d at lf-r A ti n. v ncually ail affair nd d 
bur Ri k and ail div r d anyway. H had air ady b ughr ch 
h u n xr d r nd m v d h r ch r . Fr m rim t rim h 
nt rrain d ch r w m n in h r b d bur it wa f n n rn 

r Ri k. 
a i I r i II w r k d w i ch n um b r n r h u h h had f: i I d 

h r M.B.A. h unr d numb r fr dd b r Id fr m a 
bu in all dB ar h r ch ul. 111 b ar an1 with p r naJ 
n r handv ritt n b hir d h r b u h lik d 
ch ur i quality f ail p nm .n hip. ii w n t all w d 
t writ ch nt nt f ch n t . h had aJwa want d t 
run h r wn raft all r wh r p pl uld m and mak 
art- n ran r at art bur a ibl arc lik magaz1n lla 
u in pi cur f thing n want t bu r ran1p arr u 1n 
b u he rubb r tamp with h art and tar and kitti . Lik a 
I c f p pl n L n I land ail ch u hr n1 n and bi ar 

r m r important than dr am . h found ch job at ch 
t ddy b ar f: tor whi h h had t r cw nry y ar b t r ch 
bu in wn r old h r b ar t a man in H ng Kong wh t k 
ch f: tor t hina. Th n Gail b am th ir r pin Am ri 
and u n t d th numb r of b a r Id p r day. h n t r d th 
numb r in data fi ld on ch input rand n Ion r pi d 

t l 

152

Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal, Vol. 5, Iss. 2 [2006], Art. 1

https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol5/iss2/1



HARPUR PALATE 

out cursive notes. 
None of this was supposed to matter anymore to ruck, but 

he told it aJI to Catherine. She said, "I don't think that explains 
why your ex-wife still lives next door. Are you sure you're 
divorced?" 

Rick bent over, all six feet five of his lean, muscled frame, 
and began rapidly picking up dirty cloches and throwing them 
in the corner behind one of his speakers. There was a feeling in 
his groin; it was definitely not numb. Something inside him wa 
changing-rapidly and unpredictably. Catherine watched him, 
quietly. Rick wanted to touch her neck. 

Thi woman wa not a thing he could put into an equation. 
Catherine had long Rowing hair and wore long Rowing skirts. 
She knew how to Ii ten. Even if he didn r understand the 
mathematical cone pr char he couldn r stop celling h r, h 
Ii tened intently, her h ad rile d ro th ide like a bird Ii tening 
to the wind. Ev n though h knew h didn t und r rand hi 
work Rick felt he had nev r b en heard befor -or een-in 
ch way h felt Catherin h ard him and aw him. 

Hi movem nt toward her would equal love h thought bur 
th r wa no way to fa tor our love. Th r wa no quarion h 
knew of for lov . No proof h could make except rh feeling 
in th nt r of hi ch r. Ir wa almo r painful. Th fe ling 
uddenly o real o potent, ould nor b r due d ro a number. 

It connected phy ical part of him h had nor thought previou ly 
connected: hi heart and hi tongue. The feeling could nor be 
quared. It could nor b mad mathematical in any way. He knew 

this intuitively and topped trying to explain it to him elf. 
Catherine had moved to New York City from Coeur d'Alene, 

Idaho, at the age of eighteen to follow a dream of being a 
ballerina. She had auditioned for balJet companies but never 
made it. Then he di covered Isadora Duncan and dancing freely 
with scarves and in bare feet. She put her pointe shoes in a box 
in the closer. For the past twelve years, he had studied and 
staged Isadora Duncans works, and taught to younger dancers 
the gentle, free-flowing movement, which required incredible 
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strength in the abdomen. She became an lsadorable. One of 
the few. 

Sometimes, in the evening, aft r dancing all day, her abdomen 
cramped and he doubled over, unable co finish eating dinner. 
Catherine had 1 arned to get down on all four and slowly lee 
her tomach hang out. A the cramp I s ned, she lay down on 
the floor in a little ball exhau red. She oft n wok in ch ame 
po icion in ch morning, h r body tiff and tired. 

Rick watch d h r p rform in all ore of place -bar 
gall ri ch arr iry parks. I'll dan anywh r ," h aid. 

On night h p rform d at th Baby DoJI Bar on th Low r 
Ea r Sid . Th wall w r lin d with rh h ad of pla ti doll . 
On a m nt floor, in h r bar h t with t n p opl watching 
Carh rin b am th wind. h wa o th r al h almo t 

m d n t to b th r but Ri k h l t h r m ov m n t n hi kin 
th wa n h I th wind at rwili hr wh n th bright f da 
nd and th ii f ni hr b in . Aft rward th walk d th 

N w York i ry tr r h r hour ralkin and nor ralki n b h r 
ridin th Lon I land Rail R ad for rw h ur to M df; rd and 
hi tin h u . 

Thar ni hr arh rin bd m n ramp d a ain bur rhi 
rim Ri k plu d in ah tin pad and pla d it n h r I w r 
ba k. H r d h r bd m n with rh palm f hi hand and 
p n d h r b d. h f; II a I p in hi rm . H didn r I p 

all ni hr. 
Ri k \ n r d t d n bur rh r h u hr f I r r in h i b d 

J ttin hi d t JTI und r n ari n with arh rin 
in hi arm rru kt rr r int hi br a c. h th d him and 
aid L t .m I d h did. Th v a d ba k and f; rt h r 

B. B. Kin th m In u t f p ak r h h d put t th r 
fr m _ lcit h n h i ht n. Wh n h I k dint hi 
h h lr th h C und hi1n Jf.- hi r al Jf- in id h r 

111 dr m d b ur 1n r ldah t th r. H \ uld 
p n an n in rin d · n bu in . h uld tart a dan 
h I. lf h ldn c bu i h uld r pair l tri 

· irin in h u . I h uldn r c a h d n h uJd h 
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a baby. 
For Rick, v ry gradually what had m d intriguing about 

Catherin , magical, mystical, sup r titiou , b gan co b lightly 
irritating. H could not s parat h r out like veg cable on 
a plat . Her part pill d ov r, ch lay r of h r p y h w r 
ompli at d, wov n with wool and many color and lot of 

pink. H tart d co h I chat hi layer w r ynchecic yarn at 
b t and at wor t chat h might not hav any lay r at all. H 
h le a numbn returning, not in hi groin but a gr y quality 
ecrling ov r hi ch t. 

Wh n Cach rine tart d d fining th ir union in t rm of 
marriag and aid he want d a thr -ti r d w dding ak and a 
daught r nam d I adora Ri k' br ach caught. h wa dr aming. 
H wa till learning ch way of dr am - that om nt rand 
I av without r alization chat oth r hav part arti ulat d but 
n tall that till oth r nly r main in hap I form trav ling 
with a bod lik h p trav I through ch air. 

Ri k didn t tart co w at not quit . H had r ad about m n 
w acing wh n ch marriag copi am up· h thou ht h d 

h ard it all d th m w rd. On tr didn t t p I r m n 
m r h p fu I m n fr m a n d tr but h r al i z d it w u Id 
top him. 

ath rin aid ln a way our till m rri d to h r. 
pla d h r hand n h r hip h rrnin lied id wa cnan 
int rrupt db a t ma h. Ri k fr z a littl and t till h It chat 
numbn in hi big t 

ath rin aid Why n t follow l v ? Why fight ur h art 
d ir ? 

H tar d at h r. Wh tar you talkin about? 
U ually th n Ri k would run out f ch lied h u apin 

for a mom nt into fr h air and ch n into th familiarity f 
ail h u n t door. 

ath rin wa 1 ft in hi h m . U h aid to h r Jf. Im 
talkin about u . 

Gail had bla k hair dy d and w r r d lip ti k with n1ac hing 
r d nail . h had h r nail paint d at ch nail alon v ry 
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Saturday morning. Gail never changed the color of her r d 
polish, and the color nev r looked fresh or glossy. She wa n'r a 
glo y per on. 

To her ex-husband, Gail pr tended about everything exc pt 
hi girlfriend. Gail pretended she loved his ability to writ down 
long quacion from memory, hi ability to how ch proof of 
any cheor m when r ally he just wanted him to chang ch 
oil in h r ar. 

' My x-hu band do om thing important for ch d h n 
of our horn land, Gail cold arh rin ch fir t rim ch y m t. 
What do you do? Th x wa formally uppo d co ugg t 

chat a r larion hip had nded bur ail u d it a a form f 
own r hip t ugg t that a r larion hip ontinu d. 

If ath rin wa vi icing and m t ii ut id , ail turn d 
on h r h I and waJk d away with ut a in aw rd. If th rin 
an w r d Ri k phon wh n Gail alt d ail hun up. n 

ath rin wait d h r Ri k f; r two hour n hi fr nt por h. ail 
brought h r a gla f war r and aid Ar you ur h know 
your oming. H v ry bu y coda . ath rin aid Im n t 
chir ry. Wh n ath rin did n t tak th proffi r d war r ail 

t it on ch t p b id ach nn 
ch rin a k d Ri k D ur x-wih ha n lo 1n 

h r h art? 
H aid What d u m an? 

ath rin aid What i hat but an a r i n t l v ? 
Ri kl v dth tam d1n di ffr h tabl ath rin 

mad h r dinn r wh n h I pt r. H n I n r h It th n d 
t parat th rabl n hi plat . th rin abd rninal 
ran1p ub id d. Wh nth m d l f; Ith r in id w r 

b in ma a d. Ri k nt r d h rd pl h th t h uld 
f; I him t u h part f h r ili p a n1 u l . H f; It it t . H r 
ramp t pp d n ti r I . 

Ri k tart d cakin ach rin t hi per nt h u f; r ch 
w kl unda ni he dinn r. ail Ri k and ath rin dr 
c ch par nc c ch r. Ri k dr ail ar and ach rin 
at in ch b k at. Th fan1il u d a diffi r nt pap r cabl 
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every week with matching paper cups and plates and napkins. 
Catherine's setting never matched because Rick had to set her 
place; his mother set the table for four-never five. 

At dinner, Gail talked the entire time. Gail inclined her head, 
so that it looked as if she were including Catherine; however 
Gail never actively looked at he r. When Gail moved her head, 
she didn't look like a little chickadee listening to the wind. She 
looked like a turkey trying to find his hen. 

((Ricky Dickey," Gail would say, "remember you said you d 
check my car next Saturday? Take me to get my nails done, and 
then do the car." 

Another tim , Gail aid Ricky, r m mber your girlfriend 
Patti? I really lik d h r. ' atherin knew about Patti. Patti had 
written her nam on Rick hot wat r heat r in black perman nt 
marker. At lea t thought Carh rin , Rick had a girlfri nd 
b tween m and Gail. 

Th mother aw h r daughr r- in-law mi b havior but aid 
nothing. The family wa of an x lu iv orr wh r har h word 
co out id r w r allowed v n n ourag d. Tho word k pt 
ch family wall rai d and imp n trabl . ail wa part of th 
family. Ri k moth r had d id d that Ri k and Gai l had n v r 
di or d that ath rin wa a t mporary irr gulari ry. 

Th fath r b Ii din family. Buth didn t kn w chat fan1ily 
n1 ant I tting y ur hildr n o to r at th ir own Ii and th ir 
wn fan1ilie . H m ntion d n char hi i t r had t pp d 

cal kin co him wh n h marri d hi wit . H did n t kn w chat 
h n d d t a t hi n 'yj u l v arh rin . b with 
h r. Wi w n t cop ralki n t y u. 

arh rin had taught Ri k char [ ad ra Dun an dan r 
r at J ri a l b aurifu l and ntinu u m v m nt. E n in 
harp m ti n ch r i n di nn ti n in ch phra in · all part 
fch b d pullc th r allm tin I k aml . Onl· intn 
tr n th and a will f th pin and b d an r at u h fl w. 

Ri k und r t d rh f: n1il n la uld d tru t if h 
n1 ar ri d a man · h d n d an h r h uld i th a r 
and in b r h t. 
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"I'm trying co do the right thing," he said co Catherine. 
In the beginning of Rick and Catherine's time of fighting, 

Catherine lost control and beat on his chest. She was familiar 
with pas ion, and it didn't scare her. Ir didn't excuse pounding on 
her boyfri nd's heart, but he was a tatue, some Greek figure chat 
Isadora Duncan would have u ed for inspiration. For Catherine, 
he wa no longer a god-like statue, but had become immovable 
marble. Hi heart looked all sticky and full of glue, and sh 
wanted co make it beat again co make him feel. Bur she cared 
Rick. H called her lo of control hysteria- not pa ion. 

Ri k decided char uch d p h eling were highly ov rrated. 
In ch middl of ch ir fighting, Rick knew hi lin ch whol 
cory of ch ir problem , o h r pond d on cu bur without 

car . H had m moriz d what co ay: I mad a mi cak . 
Im orry. Ir ju t chat Gail i a v ry n dy per on. 

In th nd th y both forgot that lov without Ii t ning i not 
lov at all: Ri kb am unabl t h ar b au f ch numbn 
in id him- th numbn had filled hi groi n. ach rin 
topp d dan ing pontan ou ly in th nt r f hi littl hou 

To Ri k h b gan to r mbl a pop i I - ti k ar r w n t 
a bird. H wa r p 11 d. 

Finall ath rin lift d h r arm . P int d at th nt r f 
Ri k h art. 

Th m ti 
th wind th 

F[ ] L 

n r mind d Ri k fa I ff llin and 
n f al I i n g a i n . 

thin fl 

h aid . 
u d n t n1ak an fl 

ath rin pa k d at t ba 
JI t dathi h u . 

Ri k id. 
f h r w k nd 

Ri kputhi hand in hi j an p k t . H f; 11 
rfra,11 . nd t d in th n1 iddl f th cl 

n n th b ri I Ii n cl I k a , ch 
ar uncl. 

url till qua! I id. 

ch chat had 

d ath rin 

rt n turn d 

ch nn 
tand in in '" 

uldn 1 n rh rhi,n. h turn d , ncl a il 
ind f h r h u thin th 111 . ._ th nn 

I 7 
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waJk d away. 
Rick aw Gail randing at h r window, too. He went back 

insid hi little house. 
Rick rook hi yellow, pJa tic mechanical pencil, and wrot at 

the top of a pie e of graph pap r: 
F[x] Lov 

He rared at th quarion .. Ir didn't mak any en to him. 
Rick hou got m y again. H p nr almo r very vening 

with hi x-wife. Gail mad dinn r for him. Sh never rved 
fre h veg rabJ . Th froz n v g rabl cam on at a rime 
ach on their own plat : y llow ( orn) orang ( arror ) gr en 

(p a ). On night a carrot wa our of plac in th orn. Rick 
at th color tog th rand aid nothing. Ri k and Gail w nt to 
Ri k par nt hou e v ry unday for dinn r. Ri k no I ng r 

ran xtra pla for ath rine. N on m nti n d arh rin 
or a k d about h r. 

arh rin mov d ba k to Idaho r o ur d Al n a qui t 
town on th dg of a lak . ln Bank of rh Mountain tat 
fund d a dan hool wh r y ung hildr n ould dan with 

arv . Th bank pr id nr had d n hi M.B.A. at iry 
II g in N w York and und r r d th pow r f mov m nt. 

H d n arh rin p rh rm n in a park in Upp r Manhattan 
and r m mb r d h r I n blond hair. H d n r n aw man 
m lik th wind. H d n r rhoughr it p ibl b f; r or 
v n ima in d wind uld b n. 

N arh rin aid t th bank pr id nt wh n h rri d 
r ki h r. Bur h aid it nrl rippl fa br z . H 
und d that h had I v d r hard and that h w uld n r 
lo a atn. 

R_j k h r ry-fi r t bi rt h d a am . 1h r w r h u r p I a t at 
th tabl at hi par nt h u . Th pap r tabl I th and th pap r 
napkin aid Happ Birthd y. 'TI1 plat had n thin writt n 

n th m . Th w r b I u . ai I had put a p I a ti fi u r i n n th 
tab] mad in hina hi h h b u ht at Wal-Mart. An arm 

ldi r ah t ldi r. ail had write n a littl i n and pla d 
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it in hi hand: "For the defense of our homeland." 
le wa a sign, Rick thought, chat Catherine would never 

make, and he felt ick n d. H couldn't eat hi birthday cake. 
He couldn't look at hi mother. I am forty-on , h thought, 
and I have given over my life to fixing the cars of women who 
de crib where w live as a homeland. Rick didn't even fe l horn 
in his body. He had felt horn in ide Catherin . Two pares of an 
equation make a whole. 

In ide, om wh r in ide, Rick realiz d h had given hi oul 
co ch negative t male animu and chat it wa n'c uppo d co 
happen chi way. H hadn't ven known ch word animu until 
Cach rin caught him. 

Rick gav two w ks notic at work. H had to b r pon ibl . 
He ne d d r fer n . He till had co tr ad car fully. He call d 
ch U-Haul and rnad a r rvacion. H all d ch r alcor. 

Th la c night in hi horn , h ook d a m di y of fr h 
v g cabl . H parat d ch y llow ( orn) and ch orang 
( arroc ) and ch gr n (p a ) into rhr e di tinct circl . H 
thought mayb h houldn t eparat th v g rabl bur h 
ouldn th Ip him lf. H ount d. Th · um wa v n. h lov 

m h thought. Th n he mix d all ch v g rabl cog ch r and 
at th n1. 

Ri k pull d up in front of ath rin hou in o ur d AJ n 
Idaho. Ar fir t Ri k didn r noti ch lied blond-hair d girl 
w aring a pink undr and running bar foot around th yard 
trailing a hug ilk purpl arf in ch air b hind h r. TI1 n h 
aw arh rin randing in th doorway. H want d to b in id 

her co b fully part of two id of an quati n with an qual 
ign in b tw en. 
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A REGULAR P ARADISE 
Matthew A. Ricke 

I pass by a teenage girl wrapped rightly in a white sarong. 
Sh it at the water's edge and gather clump of wet and in 
her hand , ifting it co grain . Her vertebra ext nd our through 
h r brown d kin lik a gorhic arch, and h r h er ar bru hed 
cl an by ch mall waves of ch lowly approaching rid . Th 
war r i ri ll coo cold co wim, bur a f; w childr n pla h around 
h r in th urf and ch lih guard up ch bea h pr r nd co pay 
act nt1on. 

B hind m bik r 
Aatt n d and b 

loudly along ch narrow trip f 
hoc l and ch boardwalk. Ar th 

Main tr r ramp th y roll up and onto Arlanti Av nu 
wh i h run ch I n ch of Daye na B a h. I h llow th m and 
am in tanrl a part f th thing Bik k rowd lar and 
d t rrnin d t t m wh r fa t but wh r I d n t kn w. M 
old II r om mat J and I park d in a a ant I t ju t d wn 
th tr t lase ni hr.~ I pt in th b d f hi rru k und r pil f 
'f- hirt and j an t k p warm. At dawn a pa in man tapp d 
m n th h t n d aid Tim t t up. I r an d and r 
but h n . Y: \ nin It t d th tar in th fr hi , pa d 
r ad a it t ti d n m t n u . l r a th i k and al m r tan i b I · 
bl k ii bu bbl n1 r d fr n, th a phalt and h n I h pp d 
d wn r tr t h I p pp d th m p n with m bar h t. 

Lat umrn r [ h d th kid t ch niJ h m h 
t p p th bu661 if th c nt d. 111 hri k d at fir t 

rri d ab ut burnin r P rn1 n nt di an n · th 
r t u h '- nd un 2 d. Ir ffl rn1n ur r a m h 1 

ll111 fr h '-ir 6 • T n JTIU Lit d fil 6 I. 
in id 11 6 I'd th m th t1 n 
r d r n1 7h Od i h 1n r c tt n Bibi ud irh Mr. 

161

.: Harpur Palate, Volume 5 Issue 2, Winter 2006

Published by The Open Repository @ Binghamton (The ORB), 2006



MATTHEW A. RicKE 

Jim, the poorly dressed man who owned the facility. 
"Bible or Odyssey?" I asked once back inside, slipping on my 

hairnet to enter the kitchen. "Because Mr. Jim is here." 
Samantha Byrd, the new girl, colorless in the cheeks and 

with the palest blue eyes, asked, 'What's The Odyssey?" Her 
head was visibly dented, planed like the roof of a house at 
forry-fiv degre ; no doubt she wa hit or dropp d repeatedly 
a an infant. I wa n't allowed co read their ca fil , but quickly 
no ugh I'd I arn d chat if I r ally want d an w r , the body i 

alway I gibl nough. 
What' The Odyssey? I a k d. The Odyssey i th cory of an 

old man named Ody u who' b n crying cog t hon1 co hi 
family for lik rw nry y ar . H lo tat a, v ryon crying co 
kill him all char cuff. I lik it bur it is thou and f y ar old 
o you might find it b ring. 

h d arriv d ch night b for in th ba kofa p Ii ar 1x 
n1 nth pr gnant bur hardly h win . 

Ir ool aid Wair r rny urr nt fav rit . A far b y with 
w i Id AO D h at i n th r n r and r a cl d i i n r r r i n i u f 
National eographi with r Ii i u int n ity. L r f fi hcin 
h aid. 

f c ur rypi al ad Id man c r amancha. L r f n1 
and I c f d u kn w. I aid le pr tt) mu h a ti lik 
ch Bibi nl it ha 1c1n r. 1 h Id it up and 
p int d c ch rud war r I r· a br k n var hip rru lin t 

urrun A in chund rb Ir . I a k d Bibi r dy 
0 ,, aid Wair r. t h r hat J 111 calkin ab ur. 

I id . I kn w ch a c w h c u r c I k i n ab u t 
but u atn t upp cl t b cal kin at II with uc rai in ur 
h nd. 

rr Mr. M. 
D n t rr ju t rai ur hand . H rat d hi hand 

and I aid Y, Walt r. Whc t d u wane? 
an I writ a I ct r t 111 n1 m? 

I it I t r- ritin cin1 ? 
Wi ll th n an I r ad Th Ody ey i ch u? 

I I 

I 
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"Can you give me a moment of peace?" 
"Can we stop asking questions, Mr. M?" 
"You can stop," I said. "But I'm still waiting for an answer 

. " to mine. 
Samantha was the only one to join Mr. Jim for Bible study. 

They sat at a table in my office where Jim nervously read and 
explained passages from the New Testament. Jesus hung on a 
cross, spoke to his father, wondered where his friends were. 

I read Book Five and to the delight of the kids that sac around 
me in the dayroom, the gods were angry yet again. "Hey Mr. 
M?" said Walter, "How come these gods are always so upset 
about everything? I mean, they know they're gonna live forever, 
don't they?" 

"Walter," I said. I chink it's some sore of ancient god in ide 
jok or omething." 

Jim' pathetically monotonous cone carried into the dayroom 
and di tracted me. Wishing I could lap om color into hi 
ch eks and till retain my job, I pa ed the book on co Wale r, 
who read it with hi u ual dramatic flair-Po idon had ad p 
bloodthir ry voic . Homer oddly enough had a bad Brici h 
a nc. I went ba k into the kicch n to ch ck on lunch. 

Samantha car d blanl<ly at the wall of my offic . Her y 
wer vacant and balli h v n b wilder d. H r hand kn aded 
ch pal blu hire Id given her during lntak . Knotting it cighcly 
only to unti it h u d th urfa ofh r thigh lik an ironing 
board mooching away ch hire wrinl<l with h r palm . H r 
w atpant bor a faint ru t-colored mudg th r idu of 

anoth r girl m n trual blood that n v r am our in th wa h. 
Unawar I gav h r th rain d pant with the blue T- hire aft r 
h d at n the night b for - p anut butt rand j lly ma aroni 

and ch e e 1nilk and an appl - I rv d her at ch tabl in 
th dayroom th food m 11 d natural bur oddly r ril lik a 
dollar bill that had liv d through rh wa h cycl or the ind r 
block walls of rh dayroom after theyd been scrubbed pod 
during chore rim . 

Samantha at mute in my office b ing unnaturally ab orb d 
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by the hard wooden chair on which she sat. Christ breathed his 
last and gave up his body; Jim asked, what can we learn from this? 
I'd just learned chat parents in Indiana could have their children 
arre red for being pregnant and under eighteen; apparen cly, 
it is an act of incorrigibility. Simple, efficient, transcending: 
chat God i good I had always taken as a given. Jim mutt red 
nervou ly about et rnal life, but I wanted co a k: do w really 
have chat kind of time? I mean, Lunch is on the way. Ody u 
truggl d on his plintered raft and behind him, Calyp o faded 

away. 'Thing happ n for a reason,' Jim aid. God r a on . 
au e and effi ct you ee?" Samantha mooth d down th hair 

along ch cop of h r head. Sh tucked h r arm in id h r hirt 
and look d out at Wale r a h read. Which r a on ar God 
r a on ? au al icy: I ook d hamburg r a rol · h at from th 
tov fill d ch kit h n. 

I follow ch bik r d wn Arlan ti Av nu and m t with Jo 
at Sc Ila B a h afi' . I ord r a alad and br ad ti k without 
omm nt having liv d through nough abu ar hing fi r 

v g carian option ch night b for . Id a k d ar und fi r a whil 
finall ttlin on a Ii f hit h pizza aft r on co man 
v ndor had a k d ifl wa om cyp ffa t. 

lf b fa t I aid u 1n an v tarian- ch n l 111. 

H tar d at m and lau h d u kin n th nd f hi bla k 
w t 1gar. 

I th u ht h aid tar i n at J . H 111 . n 
u lo th n u r with. H hand d m m li 

with a pap r napkin that didn t I k up t th j b. 

1 n a 
a I n 

H I k d p intin c th i n b hi b ch d u 
r all 11 n1 thin all d th iant Bik r au a ? 

H II h aid with a n d. W ar 
J lb w d m in ch kidn and id u r t 

LL kill d. 
Fiv bu k alt ch r ch v nd r aid. N w chat what 
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I'm talking about." 
"Yeah, yeah," I said as I paid. 
Joe and I sat down on the curb and he said, "Just try to play 

it safe." 
"Jesus, Nancy," I said. "Just relax already. We,re fighting a 

system here, can,t you see that? A dangerous one. Ies a dangerous 
system, and you just want to let them walk all over us, totally 
reifying my position as the patsy vegetarian and his as the violent, 
bearded, I don't know, sausage-eating biker." 

"But you're wearing a wearer and Converse,» he said. "And 
. ,, 

you are a pat y vegetanan. 
'Oon,t try to ucker me into some ab urd emantic argument,» 

I aid. Just give me a minute of quiet, that' all I ask., 
' Whae emancic about chis argument?, 
'Whae not? I a ked, but the dron of a thousand pa ing 

motorcycle wallowed my word . I tried to make a few more 
point y lling, but unable to hear Jo wav d m off. Wh n I 
fini h d th Ii , I I an d back again t a t I phon pole and 
lo d my y . 

Th dg of Arlanti Av nu b gin to fill with park d bik 
and ar th ir own r trudging toward Main tr t it booze and 
ov r band . Th y pa by t Ila wh r I tab at my alad with 

a pla ti fork. A group of bik r t p obliviou ov r a rain on 
ch d tt d y llow lin wh r Molly Whit blood had pool d 
that n1orning into a pot no larg r than a dinn r plat . agull 
hov r ov r our tabl vu I cur -lik but mor pol it . In ch v n1ng 
h at ch air abov Arlanti Av nu undulat a 1c n 

I h ard it b h r I aw it. 
l bru h d n1y t ch by rh 

111 uch uc wi ch cal war r fr 
id f J tru k ri n in 111 

m a b rel Id p n d th ni hr 
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before. Too foul to drink, I poured what was left into the grass. 
Joe was refusing to participate in any hygienic act, citing the 
spirit of Bike Week as his inspiration. When he spoke, his teeth 
were dull and flat, a permanent whitish mo s growing slowly 
outward from the gaps. It happened while I was pouring out 
the water. 

Losing the oncoming traffic in the glare of the morning 
sun, a woman backed her truck into the road. Sheet metal 
is forgiving but loud, and we heard it clearly enough. What 
happened happened with a pop; Molly Whit , thirty year old 
wa thrown from her motorcycl . The bik lid ah ly becw n 
the truck's wheel , coming to a rest in a bed of hydrangea chat 
urrounded a picnic area. I aw the sliding bike and the parks 

a it kidded to a top. I saw th truck yellow and dome tic. I 
aw th hocks compr a th wh el roll d ov r h r body. W 

wer igh t block away. 
A man r am d and I kn w h would di . 
I r ad about it lac r in the n w pap r, a hundr d rim 1n a 

row until I wond r d if Id actually n anything at all. 
Th man I h ard r am wa h r fian ' David. H wa riding 

b hind h r on hi own bik . H hit th tru k too but wa n t 
injur d. Molly lung ollap d and David pull d th driv r 
of ch cru k out by h r hair and kno k d h rd wn with blow 
co th fa . 

Jo ran coward ch n c h Ip but uldn t find ch ourag 
b ch rim h arriv d. 

I cay d b hind and war h d a ch param di and 
poli arriv d· hrill ir n uc through ch damp air and 
ab ncmind dly I mad ch ign f ch ro on my h c. 

I h ard lat r chat h wa ch ixch bik r t di durin Bik 
k although ch man wh cold m chi 111 nti n d chat la t 

ar w mu h wor . Em r n w rk r II t d id n and 
qu ti n d urviv r on tru tin th t r f what happ n d 
and wh . H t I rowd ath r d n th id walk th tr n 
ha in JI d ch m fron1 ch ir r 

111 d riv r f ch tru k at 
111 . 

n ch urb i ch ch p Ii 
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chaplain. Blood dripped from the gash on her face co the legs of 
her jeans. The body of Molly White was covered with a blanket 
and David sat alone over her corpse. 

They'd been high school sweethearts who went separate ways 
after graduation, finding new lovers, getting married, getting 
divorced. They met again la t year and he'd r c ncly proposed. 

Sixty stitch lacer, the woman driving ch truck cho e not 
to pre assault charg . 

Th polic blamed no one: she Jo t th oncoming traffic in 
the morning sun, and back d h r truck into the road. I op n d 
a n w boccie of war rand cook a ip. Thir cy, piricl , cir d: I 
cak it a a given chat God can do what H lik , bur I alway 
forg t chat H do . Ir rook four poli men and a paramedi 
to r train David wh n hi fian ' wa finally load d into th 
ambulan . 

I gav amanrha h r own loch tow ar at h r h anng. h 
mil d and l ft with m o-work r Kari a round woman with 
urly hair and a y llow onv rribl . Th t p w uld b up on 

rh way to rh ourrhou bur amanrha aid it look d ol 
anyway. 

Walt r a k d m wh that irl wa h r . 
riminal h aid. 

h bur u I k xa cl J i k Al 
Wi II ar ] asr ] m adud h aid. 

h do n r look 

right? 
rt f auromati aJI 

mak m up t. 
h man u r on a fj t r i ht i n at 11 I aid. 

H n cl budd · I d n t kn w wh aman cha i h r . I n1 n t 
u pp d t kn w and i c n t m bu in . Whi h m . n 1 t 1 

d fin it ] not ur bu in and finall - u n d t rai ur 
hand b f; r u talk. 

Wh n amanrha r turn d fr n1 urt l h at d up what wa 
I ft: bak d hi k n r n b an and ran li . I lipp d 

m era n t h r pla ti plat b au ch ch r kid w r 
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already playing cards and board games. 
"Thanks," she said, picking at the chicken. "I'm pregnant, 

kn ,, 
you ow. 

"Really?" I asked, acting surprised. "Congratulations." 
"Judge says the only reason I'm here is 'cause I'm pregnant. 

I can go home as soon as I have my baby." 
"Well, congratulations again. Make sure you write us a letter," 

I said. "Just give me your dishe when you're done and you can 
have game time." She pushed her food around the partitions for a 
few minutes, mostly for show, and then he drank her milk. She 
dumped her dinner in the tra h and brought me her place. 

"I'm not really hungry," he said, sitting down on the couch 
and staring blankly out the window. 

As I washed her blue pla tic plat , I wondered wher the 
baby' father wa on a Friday night. H might have gone to h r 
hearing, although they wouldn't hav b en allow d to talk. H 
could have b n older and I gal but h probably didn t know 
Samantha wa here, wearing w atpant and ating waxy chicken 
with a di po able fork. Ab ent a r lativ mayb ven unknown· 
th only thing I f; It for ur wa that h wa not lock d up. At 
nin o'clo k the kid went to b d limbing onto th waterproof 
mater that xhal d a h rim th ir bodi hift d. I mad 
a habit of aying good night to v ryon individually although 
I was oft n ignor d and o a ionally in rru t d in a mumbl d 
whi p r to go fu k my If. But thi wa a g od gr up. WaJr r 
drumming on hi h t with hi fing r , a k d if h ould r ad 
ah ad in The Odyssey. 

Sur thing I aid. 
I want to r ad about th Cy lop . 
'But we air ady r ad that. 

ah h aid. Bue I lik d it. 
Okay but your t hnically r ading ba k th n, not r ading 

ahead. 
'Word word word he aid di mi iv ly. 'Good night 

Mr. M.' 
I turned off th hallway light and pau d out id Samantha 
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room, where she sat on the bed with her hands in her lap, smiling. 
In the dayroom, the spotless tables reflected the few bars of 
fluorescent lights we left hining after lights out. The kitchen sink 
was filled with ticky bowl of half-eaten chocolate ice er am, 
half-eat n becau it ta t d like the indu trial pla tic buck t that 
it came in. I Ii k d on ch motion detector char hung above 
the hallway of bedroom and all d our a final goodnight. Th 
day nd d lik chi : Samantha aid h d me tomorrow and 
I wand r d ba k co my offi wh re I op n d ch window and 
at in ch ooling br ez char rri kl d through ch r n. 

On Main tr r w r cu k in a lin of p d crian all of 
u u king down ch hau t furn chat waft ov r ch poli 
bl kad char parac ch id walk from ch bik -fill d tr r. 
M I ar hau c d fr n1 walkin all day b ing capp d awak 
in ch Id m rnin unri b a di app aring crang r· my b d 
unk n nfu d and b ffl d. I rru I t pu h m wa rhr u h 

ch r wd and udd nl ch r a h II w a pa b cw n cw 
buildin a II cw I f; c quar · I withdraw n1 b d from 
ch nakin rn ich a p p and it nan mpry barr I. 

rn h thi pa ha n unu d ha n rb n ld.171 
il n . 11 th m r rwh Im in b au h r th r 

t b and pr babl rli r a 't d u nt tribuc band. r 
w 111 n ll i n b r i ch A r tap d n th i r n i pp I rt r 

f . I i n m n rub bi n h u Id r ch I u r h d f; r a rd i n 
p rh t tin1 t th Aa h f th ir am r . l n m thi pla a 
an cuar . 

A n1 n app ar n tr n1 with a ta k f n lry hundr d 
d llar bill. Hi t p rt a p1 cur f J u and a pct h chat 
a Ridin for th on. [h bill ar i nti and f; Id din h If. 

H he nd th 111 ut t pa r b plainin th tit a fr ifr 
ch at i 11 l t f; r c r n i ry n d a w h I 1 t m r . 

hri cian bik r I hi p r c J . Ridin f; r ch n. 
Wh r d u chink ch r rid in t ? 
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"I d " h unno, e says. 
"Does Jesus tell him where to ride?" I ask, rubbing my chin. 

((I mean, specifically. Does Jesus give directions?" 
"Why don't you ask him?" 
"Okay, well who's more reliable," I start. "Rand McNally? Or 

the Christ?" I light a cigarette and rub my chin again. "How 
long do they have co ride?" 

« £tern i ty." 
«And a whole lot more, I gue s." I approach th man and 

ask for a piece of the fake money. Next to Franklin' portrait, 
in the tiniest print, is a pared gospel story. Chri t i born of a 
virgin, crucified, and rises again. B t to leave out all hi loser 
friends, I uppose. Bur hi mother made the cut. She at at the 
foot of his cro , after all, bathed hi body with cent d water 
and placed him in the tomb. And it was her body that carried 
the boy, pushed him our, and expelled the lick and bloody 
creature into a manger omewhere and once upon a time. Th 
man di tribute the evangeli ti ca h and th tr t begin to 
fill with the crumpled bill . I wonder who if anyon will clean 
up the me . 

When it late enough to drink, w rand up and aim our 
bodie coward the one bar that eemed a if it wa n t entirely 
dependent upon the angry raci t biker to cay in bu ine . The 
crowd on Main Sere t have thinned and hift d· pedestrian have 
found th ir bik and hav join d the rui lin which grow 
louder and den er a the ky dark n . Salty moi cure garh r at 
the peak of treet lamps ob curing the yellow b am · randing 
on crates above the crowds, half-naked women ell cheap beer 
at five dollars a can; college boy on Japanes port bikes offer 
rides to every girl they pass, and the police gather at inter ections 
to complain about the noise. Joe, because he doe n t know how 
else to say what's on his heart, pats the Christian biker on the 
shoulder as we pass. 

At Piggy s Saloon, we stand apart from the crowd to observe. 
The bar is more like a fenced-in outdoor pavilion, the size of a 
gymnasium, and there's barely room to walk between the bodies 
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that crowd the floor. By my count, there are ten cages in which 
lingerie-clad women struggle to look sexy as they move to songs 
chat were never meant to accompany dancing. 

"Is chis Black Sabbath?" I ask. 
"Nope," he says, cracking open a Busch N/A, the remnant of 

an adolescent pact he'd made with God stipulating abstinence in 
all rhings-"Ir' the Nuge," he says. "'Stranglehold.' Again." 

The closest dancer, brun tte and wearing pink, has a system 
in place. She does the same move over and over again. The man 
hold a dollar in hi mouth, and he beats his face to hell with 
her enormou brea ts, snagging the ca h in her cleavage. 

'That girl looks like Heather," Joe says. "She looks just like 
Heather." 

You want me to buy you a dance?" I a k. "You know, get 
your ar boxed by a gigantic pair of tits char remind you of your 
fianc 'e' ? Ir only Bik W k one a year." 

No I can't do char. Ir not right ' he say . Im ju t going 
to watch h r dan for a whil . He wand r off to ch clo e t 
bar tool wh re h it down and pr t nds to can th crowd. At 
ch front of th pavilion a poclighc hine on the DJ booth. 

W do chi v ry night th DJ ay . It tradition o pl a 
ing along. H wav an Am ri an flag back and forth and one 

of ch ag girl mom ntarily fr d of her ag duti wrap 
h r If in a a-gr n he t and hold up a fak torch. om on 
pre play. 

God Bl the U.S.A. L e Greenwood I chink although 
for all I know it ould b ch Nug again. A i w people ing 
along rai ing th ir beer high abov th ir head . The girl don t 
top dancing and if anything they eem to b making more 

money. I pot a guy trying to pa one of rho fake hundred 
dollar bill a a tip and I chink truly deeply-God Bl ch 
U.S.A. Th anth m fad out and anoth r pow r ballad about 
lov gon awry b gin to r am from the p ak r . I piphanize: 
chi ong and the DJ ar one in the ame: he wearing vintage 
Nike long hair tight jean and a Sreeler windbreaker-th 
ong ports a birchin' guitar solo a double bas drum, and a 
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section in the middle chat seems co be a conversation between 
the lead singer and the devil-they're both so tremendously 
behind the times chat they've inadvertently fallen right back 
into being hip. After a few more songs, I find Joe and cell him 
I'm heading back co the truck. 

In the dim light of the streeclamps, I can't cell the difference 
between the shine of the fresh asphalt and the darker tint left 
on the road by Molly White' body. Or maybe I'm just in the 
wrong spot and I'm watching the traffic drive over an altogether 
different, meaningless stain, because gasoline will discolor 
pavement, coo. But no, chis one's the size of a place, and it doesn't 
se m co have spread. Bikers have the chicke t blood, l'v h ard; 
they live in the wind and they drink the rain. 

I walk clumsily, my legs trembling and weak. I know Molly 
White walked chis morning, coo, if only co her bike, but how 
different were our bodie ch n? The un ro e and w both 
tumbled, ojourner , from leep into the re cendo of ch 

morning light. Her body lie brok n om wh re, ch ixch biker 
co di chi w k. Half a million more crui e round Daytona 
Beach, and David, ch ex-fiance its omewh r and wait for 
omeching. To go home? To collect her body? To gee ch joke? 

In the new pap r, he aid he lo tit. He watched Molly di and 
h lo t it. He punched chat woman in ch truck until hi hand 
broke and then he fell on the ground and cried. Th chaplain 
offer d hi rvic . Som one I offi r d a c II phon . H didn t 
chink chat any of it was real. Until four police offic r pull d 
him away, he at on the ground and moan d. 

This i what / know to b r al: Molly Whit i lying on 
he t metal; h r kin i i . I will g ton a plane in the morning 

and go back co Indiana. Jo will n v r cell hi fian e about 
th danc r chat looked like h r ch one he watch d for hour . 
Tuer wa a girl chi afternoon, no older than ixt en, sitting at 
the edge of the water ifting handful of wet and through her 
hands. Oidn t a tranger couch my foot chi morning, while I 
lept in the truck? I try to map out the e moments in my h ad, 

a constellation to chart the po i tions of one to another, casual 
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or causal connect-the-dots, I can't decide. Giant, fake hundred 
dollar bills are swept up by the breeze and are carried into corners 
and doorways, under cars. I reach the truck and lay on the hood, 
smoking cigarettes and watching moths bat themselves to death 
against the glass shell of the streetlights. They fall slowly. 

At the airport in Daytona, I sit at a bar to wait for my flight. I 
order a club soda and drink it slowly, smoking, trying co calm my 
wrecked and throbbing stomach. The actual flight won't bother 
me, it's just the waiting. The waitress, plump and bored, looks 
like a girl I once knew from the juvenile center. I can't recall her 
name, and I remember her face only because she shared a room 
with Samantha Byrd, the pregnant girl with the sloped head. 

The ice melt in my glas . 
After sh att nded court and I served her baked chicken, 

Samantha went to bed. In the morning, she writhed on th 
floor in pain and bled through her sweatpant . Katie took her 
to the hospital where the baby was expelled from Samantha 
young womb, collected and cataloged by the nur e standing at 
her side. She spent the night in recovery and was cheduled for 
release to her parent the following evening. 

What part if any, she played in the mi carriage I don t know. 
From what Ive heard it's not an ace impos ible to the determined 
mind. While h waited in the dayroom for h r father co coll ct 
her, I gav her back her cloche . I offered her a bowl of ice cream 
or a gla of juice, more for my ake than her becau e I couldn t 
stand to watch her it there looking empty and unoccupied for 
another econd. A lifeless body a crooked head, a broken hand; 
for that punch line we will wait forever. She thanked m but 
accepted neither. 

I wake up, dozing, at the bar in Daytona. The bored waitress 
is standing in front of me, smiling politely. There's something 
beautifully familiar about her face, but her make-up looks like 
frosting on a cake. 
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«Sorry," she says. «rm heading out, so I need co settle up." 
«Sure," I say as I hand her the cash. 
«So, what are you doing here?" 
I k «I' i" as , m sorry. 
«I mean, are you from Daytona or are you leaving 

Daytona?" 
«Oh " I «I' 1 · " , say. m eav1ng. 
«What are you leaving for? This ain't such a terrible place, is 

it?" She collects my cup and ashtray and says, «We got sunny 
skies, lots of young people, beach s, noching's coo expensive-
you know, a regular paradise." 

«Hell," I say, winking. "Maybe I should cay." 
"Oh, I'm just ceasing," she says, capping out the ashtray in 

the crash and tucking her apron into a cubby und r the bar.' I'm 
ure you got people back horn ." 

Waiting is what I'm doing here. 
le isn't until I'm on a plane again, looking down on snow-

covered fields, chat I begin co feel, in any real en e lik I am 
going home. The farmland below is divided neatly into squar 
miles; county roads inter ecc at right angle and the odd clu cer 
of mature trees look more like de erred i land than alvific 
oa es· they are afterthought pain cakingly arranged into ch 
barren land cape that tretche betw n cicie . Im eating a bag 
of pretzel , which urpri ingly nough co ch flight attendant I 
choo e to confront doe n c aci fy my hung r. Iv b n crying 
co read but th motion of chi di count airlin r i unforgiving 
and unrelenting. I can't cay fo u d and my act ntion wand r . 
Lik the night Samantha Byrd w nt horn , and I lo ta gam of 
Jenga co Wale r a boy so a ily di tract d chat h ouldn t writ 
with an ink pen without ruining hi pap r. 

Doe it matt r chat Molly Whit one had a daughter? A 
picture of the two ran next co an interview with David I read 
chis morning in a Daytona Beach n wspap r. A comboyi h girl 
smiling at her mother, brown hair cut close co h r head; she had 
large ears and was in love with horses. Once, the girl lipped 
through her mother's legs and cook a breach. Six years lacer, she 
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died of an unexpected blood infection. One year after that, to 
the day, her mother's body was crushed into the pavement a 
thousand miles from home. 

I read the article closely, but I don't remember the daughter's 
name. I wrote three letters to Samantha Byrd but she never 
responded. Joe and his fiancee indefinitely postponed their 
marriage, and David rode his bike back co Pennsylvania, where 
he lives alone. 

For me, time will treat this like a dream that I'm piecing 
back together, certain that I'll find meaning, moments after 
wakjng. Like a cube of ice wrapped in a clear glass of water, 
it will trecch and pop; crevices will appear and shift; it will 
disappear completely but be cooler to the couch. le will be 
saving, illuminating, anecdotal; something to cell my friend 
or not: I aw a woman die. Give me a minute, and I'll tea e ch 
meaning out. If any god ha marked me out again, my tough 
h art can undergo it. Crucifixion i a y wh n you'r in on ch 
jok . My comach chump and flop , rolling through my gut 
like a mis hapen appl . I am going down, chat ure. Th plan 
hit the tarma and I rand to tr cch my leg . 
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E. S. L. 
Pablo Miguel Martinez 

During the class of last night 
Miss Luna she asked 
Where are you from? This I hear 
her ask clear and loud. 
And right then I knew 
what she was up to 
she was making a room of proud. 

The pretty Korean girl who has more pretty 
than char skinny Jane in our books 
she answered Pusan 
then sac down the color of weer roses blooming 
in her all over skin. 
And the soft Filipina grandmother 
she says Cebu and I think 
hes just making a scary ound 

bur its a part of proud coo. 

And th n it my turn and I rand 
traight and taU tall like th girl 

at the winter carnival in the mountains 
tudying carefully the targ t o h can walk away 

with the big prize the priz 
chat veryone want so he hug it tight 
when he leave the booth 
with its halo of twinkle light . 

Thats how I am a I get ready 
to ay my answer 
My from is Colombia. 
And now the girl at the carnival 
is lost. She screams for her mother 
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for something true but no sound comes. 
She can't move. She stands there 
lights staring bells laughing 
carousels turning in her stomach 
until someone rescues her. 

I am from Colombia, says Miss Luna. 
Say it with me: I am from Colombia. 
She makes a smile. And I say it 
the new way of saying spinning 
locked safe in the car of a Ferris wheel 
the round and round memory 
making slow forever loops. 
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CONTRIBUTORS 

Lori Anderson Moseman is the author of two books of poetry, 
Cultivating Excess and Persona, and a chapbook, Walking the 
Dead. Currently, she teaches poetry for CUNY in Queens. 
She has an MFA from the Iowa Writers' Workshop, an MFA 
in Electronic Arts from Rensselaer Polytechnic Institute, and 
a Doctor of Arts from University at Albany. Her poems have 
appeared in Passages North, Colorado Review, Bathyspheric Review, 
8T3, Terra Nova, Phoebe, 13th Moon, and 7he Little Magazine. 
She 1 ives along the Delaware River and is an active member of 
the Upper Delaware Writers' Collective. 

Amanda Auch ter is the editor of Pebble Lake Review and the 
author of Light Under Skin (Finishing Line Press, 2006). She 
received the 2005 James Wright Poetry Award from Mid-
American Review and won the 2004 Howard Moss Poetry Prize. 
Her poetry appear in Bellevue Literary Review, Born Magazine, 
Crab Orchard Review 7he Florida Review, Smartish Pace and 
el ewhere. 

Otis Bardwell was raised in Africa, received a BA in Music whil 
living near Chicago and later lived for a year in Paris, France. 
H currently resides in Los Angeles with his wife and one-y ar-
old daughter, and is working on an MFA degree in sculptur . In 
his art Bardwell uses natural objects and man-made material 
culled from his environment to highlight the performative and 
imaginative aspects of the individual creative process. 

T. J. Beitelman teaches writing at the Alabama School of Fine 
Arts in Birmingham, where he also edits Red Mountain Review. 
His poems, stories, and reviews have appeared in New Orleans 
Review, Quarterly West, Indiana Review, and other journals. 

Kate Beles is currently working toward her MFA in Poetry at 
Virginia Commonwealth University. She completed her MA 
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in English Studies at Western Washington University in Spring 
2005, where she served as a poetry editor for the Bellingham 
Review. She currently interns for Blackbird and was awarded 
a first-year Creative Writing Fellowship at VCU. A few of the 
journals chat have published her work are Touchstone, jeopardy 
Magazine, and Inside Kung-Fu Magazine. This is her second 
appearance in Harpur Palate. 

Victoria Boyn con is Associate Professor of English and 
Professional Writing at SUNY Cortland. She has recen cly 
published her creative work in the Mid-American Review, 
Faultline, Heliotrope, and Happy. She has edited and written 
essays for Herspace: Women, Writing, and Solitude and The 
Encyclopedia of Women's Autobiography with Jo Malin. She lives 
off the grid in Ithaca, NY and Truth or Consequences, NM with 
her husband and hound dog. 

Phocorealist artist Anthony Brunelli studied at Columbu 
College of Art and De ign and earned a BFA at Binghamton 
University. His work is showca ed at the Loui K. Mei el Gallery 
in New York City. 

Roxana Cazan wa born in comrnuni t Romania in the umm r 
of 1980. She i working on a coll ction of po m in pired by 
reminiscences from childhood which inve tigate thr e level of 
the familiar: her clo e family h r childhood adventure , and her 
experience during the Romanian Revolution of 1989. Roxana 
used to write poetry in Romanian but switched to English and 
currently experiment with both language . 

Jaimee Wriston Colbert's novel in storie Climbing the God 
Tree (Helicon Nine Editions, 1998) won the Willa Cacher 
Fiction Prize. Her first book Sex, Salvation, and the Automobile 
(Zephyr, 1994), won the Zephyr Publi hing Award. Her fiction 
has appeared in TriQuarterly, New Letters, Louisiana Literature, 
Natural Bridge, Connecticut Review, Tampa Review Prairie 
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Schooner and elsewhere, and has been broadcast on Public 
Radio. A story cycle, Dream Lives of Butterflies, is forthcoming 
in 2007. Originally from Hawaii, she teaches in the Creative 
Writing Program at Binghamton University. This is her second 
appearance in Harpur Palate. 

Eric Cores is a Professor and Chair of the Physics Department and 
Co-Director of the Materials Science Program at Binghamton 
Univer ity and is a big fan of Harpur Palate. 

Renee E. D'Aousc's essay' Graham Crackers" was an AWP 2005 
Intro to Journals winner and will be published in Mid-American 
Review. D'Aou t attend the University of Notre Dame's MFA 
program on a Nicholas Sparks Fellowship and is completing 
a book Body of a Dancer, based on her year as a professional 
danc r in NYC. Publication include Brevity, Canoe & Kayak 
Magazine, Ka.lliope, North Central Review, Permafrost 13th Moon, 
and Touchstone. 

Vi t Dinh rec iv d his MFA from ch Univer ity of Houston, 
wh r h erved a fiction di tor for Gulf Coast. His work has 
app ar d in Zoetrope: ALL- tory, Threepenny Review Indiana 
Review, Michigan Quarterly Review and Fence, to name a few. 
H urr nrly t ach in Denv rand tri hi be t nor to leverage 
pow r ov r cudent for n fariou purposes. 

Sean Thoma Dough rty i the author of seven books of poems 
and pro including ch forthcoming Broken Hallelujahs (BOA 
Edition ), and Nightshift Belongi.ng to Lorca (2004 Mammoth 
Book ) a finali t for rh Pacer on Po try Prize. He reaches in 
th BFA Program for Creaciv Writing at Penn State Erie. His 
Big Time Love i the writer Erin Gay. 

Linda Dove writes and ranch sin Skull Valley Ariwna, following 
fi& en years of college t aching. She holds a PhD in Renaissance 
lit rature and taught mo t recently at Yavapai College in Prescott, 
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Arizona, where she briefly directed the creative writing program. 
Her poems have appeared or are forthcoming in The Antigonish 
Review, North American Review, Georgetown Review, Alligator 
juniper, GSU Review, and Clackamas Literary Review, and have 
won several awards, including the 2005 Stephen Dunn Award 
and the 200 l Alice Longan Award for a collection inspired by 
the American Southwest. 

James Doyle's book, Einstein Considers A Sand Dune (2004), won 
the Steel Toe Books contest. Doyle is married to poet Sharon 
Doyle. His poetry appears in River City, Eclipse, Illuminations, 
South Dakota Review, Descant, and The Southeast Review. 

Ocher works by Andrew Farkas have appeared or will appear in 
New Orleans Review, Berkeley Fiction Review, The Brooklyn Rail, 
Circle, Spoiled Ink, and Nuvein. Originally from Akron, Ohio, 
he currently attends the University of Alabama MFA program, 
where he is an instructor and fiction editor for Black Warrior 
Review. Holding an MA from the University of 'J; nnes e 
Andr w often gets asked which team he cheer for: Alabama or 
Tennessee? Andrew responds: Ohio State. 

Farrah Field's poems have appeared in Pool, Washington Square, 
Vox and Four Corners and are forth oming in Chelsea and The 
Massachusetts Review. She currently teaches high school Engli h 
with th genero ity of a New York City Teaching F llow hip and 
h i a poetry reader for Small Spiral Notebook. 

Anne Germanaco completed an MFA at Bennington in 2003. 
H r cories and essays have appeared recently or are forthcoming 
in AGNI Online, Black Warrior Review, Florida Review, 
Chattahoochee Review Salamander, The Diagram, Pindeldyboz, 
and others. Her work has been nominated for a Pushcart Prize, 
and a story was the recent recipient of Fourteen Hills' Holmes 
Award for Emerging Writers. 
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Rachel Eliza Griffiths is a poet, novelist, and painter. Her work 
has appeared or is forthcoming in Gathering of the Tribes, Inkwell, 
Sable Literary Magazine, and several anthologies. She is an MFA 
candidate in Fiction at Sarah Lawrence College and has a Masters 
Degree in English Literature from the University of Delaware. 
She lives in New York City. 

Judith Harris is the author of two books from LSU Press, 
Atonement: Poems (2000) and The Bad Secret: New Poems (2006) , 
and a critical book, Signifying Pain: Constructing and Healing 
the Self through Writing (2003). Recent poems have appeared 
in The Southern Review, Ploughshares, Southwest Review, Prairie 
Schooner, Ontario Review, and The American Scholar. 

Tom Hau halter recently completed hi MFA in poetry at 
Columbia University. He ha been publish din The New Orleans 
Review and contribute book r view to the online journal 
Perihelion. Tom live in Brooklyn NY. 

Peter B. Hyland received a BFA in Drawing & Painting from 
the University of North Texas. Hi work ha appeared or is 
forthcoming in The American Literary Review Gulf Coast and 
ArtsHouston. Currently he i pursuing an MFA at the Univer ity 
of Hou ton wher he al o t a h com po 1t1on. 

Sarah Klenbort i a teacher and writ r who currently live in 
Sydney. She ha liv d in C hina wher she studi d Chinese· 
Wale where sh met and married h r wonderful Welsh 
husband· and N w York, wher he completed an MFA in fiction 
at Columbia Univer ity. Curr ndy, Sarah i working on her first 
novel based on the story of her grandparents, a German Gentil 
and a Polish Jew who narrowly e cap d Nazi Europe together 
and ended up in the Cape Verde I lands. 

Dr. Lawrence Lehman, a microscopist with many years experience, 
is a Materials Scientist in the Physics Department at Binghamton 
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University and an officer in a solar energy company. 

A New York City native, Dara Mandie graduated from Yale 
University with a BA in English. She worked at such magazines 
as Talk and Mirabella and taught in Babelsberg, Germany, where 
Marlene Dietrich filmed "Der Blaue Engel." Dara earned her 
MFA in poetry at Columbia and is now the Assistant Director 
of Columbia's Undergraduate Writing Program. She lives in 
Manhattan with her fiance and their cat, Professor Boskowicz. 

Pablo Miguel Martinez's poetry has appeared in Americas 
Review, The Comstock Review, San Antonio Express-News, Lodestar 
Quarterly, and ocher publications. In 2003 he was a recipient of 
the Alfredo Ci neros Del Moral Foundation literary award and 
in 2005 he was the Second Place winner of the Chicano/Latino 
Literary Prize. He is currently in the MFA program at Texas State 
Univer iry-San Marcos. 

Thomas Miller i a econd-year MFA cud nt at the Univ r iry 
of Notre Dame. He is currently editing a popular edition of 
the life's work of American folklori t Marvin I. Berger titled The 
False Histories. Previous publication in lud Science Creative 
Quarterly. On Tuesday nights he captains The Pequod, the 
er ative writer ' co-ed intramural inner-tube water polo team. 

Doug Ramspeck direct the Writing Center and teache er ativ 
writing and com po ition at The Ohio Stat Univer iry at Lima. 
His es ays, short Storie and poem have appeared in a wide 
variety of publications. This past y ar hi poem have been 
accepted by journals such as Connecticut Review Rosebud 
Lake Effect, Louisiana Literature, Roanoke Review, Rhino Cold 
Mountain Review Green Hills Literary Lantern and Permafrost. 
He lives in Lima with his wife, Beth, and their fifteen-year-old 
daughter, Lee. This i his econd appearanc in Harpur Palate. 
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Eric Rawson lives in Los Angeles. His work has recently appeared 
in Commonweal, American Poetry Review, The Sun, and Iowa 
Review. 

Matt Ricke is an MFA candidate in prose at the University of 
Notre Dame. Prior to arriving in South Bend he worked in the 
publishing industry, managing and buying for several bookstores 
and working as an agent's a sistant in New York. He writes a 
weekly column for Whatzup, a Great Lakes area entertainment 
magazine, and has previously published prose in the The Denver 
Syntax. 

Richard Robbins grew up in Southern California and Montana. 
He studied with Richard Hugo and Madeline OeFrees at the 
Univ r iry of Montana, where he earned hi MFA. He ha 
publish d two books-mo t recently Famous Persons We Have 
Known-and ha received award from The Loft the Minn sota 
Stat Art Board, the NEA and the Po try Society of America. 
H dir ts th creativ writing program and Good Thund r 
R ading Serie at Minn ota State Univ r iry Mankato. 

Margar t A. Robin on jubilate in Swarthmore Penn ylvania, 
wh r he garden i a t a h r at Wid n r Univer iry and 
writ po m a often a po ibJ . Jubilation will appear lat r 
chi year in th onlin journal centrifugaleye. Thi i her ond 
app arance in Harpur Pala.te. 

Neil Sh pard ha publi h d two book of poetry: cavenging 
the Country for a Heartbeat (Fir t Book Award, Mid-Li t Pr 
1993) and Im Here Because I Lost My Wzy (Mid-Li t 1998). 
R c nt poem app ar in Boulevard Colorado Review New 
England Review North American Review Ploughshares Paris 
Review henandoah Triquarterly, and els wher . He t ach in 
th BFA Writing Program at John on State Colleg and edit ch 
Green Mountains Review. Neil Shepard third book Waterfall at 
journey's End, will be publi hed in ummer 2006. 
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Dara-Lyn Shrager is a poet and freelance journalist living in 
Princeton, New Jersey. She has work appearing in The Ontario 
Review and The Chaffin journal. She is currently a student in the 
MFA program at Bennington College. 

Originally from Detroit, Amy Spade lives in San Francisco and 
works as a high school English teacher in Palo AJco, California. 
She has taught creative writing coo, co both middle school and 
high school students, while living in New York City, Detroit, and 
Houston. Her poem have appeared in many journals including 
North American Review, Michigan Quarterly Review, The Louisville 
Review, Smartish Pace, and New Millennium Writings. 

Michael Steinberg has written, co-written and edited five books 
and a stage play. In addition, hi e says and memoirs have 
appeared in many literary journal and anthologies. Steinberg s 
last book, Still Pitching wa chosen by Fore Word Magazine a 
the 2003 Independent Pre Memoir of the Year. H i al o 
founding editor of the journal Fourth Genre: Explorations in 
Nonfiction. The fourth edition of his anthology The Fourth Genre: 
Contemporary Writers ojlon Creative Nonfiction (with Robert 
Root) is forthcoming in ummer 2006. 

Bradford Gray T lford wa ducated at Prine ton and 
Columbia and ha publi hed poem tran lation , and e ay in 
journal including AGNI Lyric Diner, and Eclipse with work 
forthcoming in The Yale Review and Pleiades. He i tran lacing 
Genevieve Huttin s new book of poem , The Story of My Voice, 
and is Poetry Editor of Gulf Coast. Currently he is the Ehrhardt-
Cullen and Fondren Fellow at The University of Houston, where 
he is pursuing a doctorate in literature and creative writing. 

E. R. Turner is a former faculty member at the Univer icy 
of Florida and a free-lance writer who lives in Gainesville, 
Florida. 
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Thom Ward is Editor at BOA Editions. His poetry collections 
include Vtirious Orbits and Small Boat with Oars of Different Size, 
both from Carn gie Mellon University Press. He lives with his 
wife and childr n in up rate, New York. 

Ed Zahn is r' po m hav app ar din or of lit rary magazin 
in ch U.S. and U.K. and in a hapbook, 7he Ultimate Double 
Play ch books 7he Way to Heron Mountain and A alendar of 
Worship, and v ral anchologi , in luding A Tumult for john 
Berryman, WFPM Anthology Poetry .from the Amicus journal, and 
Odd Angles of Heaven. H i a form r po try di tor of Living 
Wilderness m gazin a founding di tor of m Of U Pr 
and an a iat p try ditor f Antietam Review. 

Yan Xian 1 a raduat cud nt in th Mar rial Pr gram 
in th Ph D parrn1 nt at Bin hamt n U ni r try. 
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FRIENDS OF HARPUR PALATE 

As a nonprofit organization, we are grateful to the following 
individuals for their support and invite others to help us publish 
the best of established and emerging voices: 
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BENEFACTORS 

Susan Clark-Johnson 
Gannett Foundation 

Anthony Brunelli 

FRIENDS 

Janet Louise Lowery 
Jeannine M. Boehme 

We would also lik to thank our gen rou pon ors at 
Binghamton Univ r iry: 

Pr ident Loi OeFleur 
Vic Pr id nt Rodger Sumrn r 

Dean J an-Pi rr Mil ur 
As o iat Dean Norah Henry 

Professor Susan Strehl 
and the English D partm n t 

Profe or Maria Mazziotti Gillan 
and th Cr ativ Writing Program 

Graduat Student Organization 
Graduate Engli h Organization 
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SuBMI ION GUIDELINES 

i ri it r . P tr 

hav no re tncn n n ubj t 
matt r or form. uit imply, nd 
u your high t-qu lity fi ti n and 
p try. R ad thr ugh ur guid lin 
b fi r nding y ur w rk. Alm t 

v ry lit rary m g zin alr ady y 
chi but it b ar r p ing: l k at 
a py f ur publi ati n c g t an 
id of what kind f writin i b in 
publi h d. 

Pl t : H rpur P 1 t cl n t 
ubmi 1 n il. 

n n: rd n 
ubmi i n r u ch r· m il t 

m r than 1 t r 
ubmi i n · m jJ t P c P m n: r 

p r u h r. R ad· ri d 
Th in fi r h int r i u 1 

ar h 1 . nd r 

Harpur Pa.Lot 
n li h 

1n h 

n a 

itnultan 
111 

qu 1 

r l 

1 

1111 

r 
1 pt 
numb r 

i ap r imat ly t 

pl 

ry ur rk h 
m nth. 

p 
r 1 nd 

r-r und. 
r umm r 1 

r l t r n u 1n - iz d 
ill 
d. 

i h ur 
v ill n t r cu rn 

u 1 c u I n 
ubmittin 

im . ly. 
1 nn r p nd t 

b n r "d. n Clffi 

1 7 
188

Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal, Vol. 5, Iss. 2 [2006], Art. 1

https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol5/iss2/1



SUBSCRIBE TO HARPUR PALATE 

Pase contributors have included Lee K. Abbott, Marvin Bell, Joan onnor, 
Stephen Corey, Jim Daniels, Lydia Davis, B. H. Fairchild, Sascha Feinstein, 
John Poch, Jack Rid!, Ani hivani , John melcer, William V. panos, Ruch 

cone, Virgil uarez, Ryan G. Van leave, and Robert Vivian. 

D $16/ 1 yr. (In titution add $4; outside U.S. add $6) 
D $30/2 yrs (In titution add $8; outside U.S. add $12) 

Start with: D Current Is ue D Upcoming Issue 

Name: ---------------------

Addre 

Ciry/Stat 

Zip _ __ _ ountry _____________ _ 

harg : D Vi a D Ma t r a rd Expir 

# -----------------------

r Mail with h k payabl t Harpur Pa/a,te to: 

Harpur Palat ub ripti n 
Engli h D part111 nt Bin hamt n Univ r iry 

PO. B 6000 Bin hamc n N Y, rk 1 90 
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THE JOHN GARDNER MEMORIAL PRIZE FOR FICTION 

Award: $500 and publication in the Summer issue of Harpur 
Palate 

Opens: January I 
Extended Deadline: March 31 

John Gardner-fiction writer, dramatist, and teacher- was 
a great friend and mentor to students in the creative writing 
program at Binghamton Univer iry. In honor of his dedication to 
the development of writer , Harpur Palate is pleased to announce 
the Annual John Gardn r Memorial Prize for Fiction. 

Short tory ubmi ion hould b : l) 8,000 word or I , and 
2) pr viou ly unpubli hed. You may nter a many tori a you 
wi h. Th ntry fe i $15 p r tory. Please nd ch cks drawn 
on a U.S. bank or mon y order . Plea e mak ure your ch cks 
ar made out to Harpur Palate or w wont b abl to pro 
th m (or ace pt your ubmi ion). 

Pl a in lud a ov r I tter with your nam addr phon 
numb r -mail addre and tory titl . Entrant nam hould 
only app ar on th ov r I tt rand hould not app ar anywh r 
on th manu ripe. Manu npt annot b r turn d o pl a 

nd di po abl opi . 

S nd ntri along with a bu in - 1z lf-addr d tamp d 
nv lop (#10 A E) for ont tr ult to: 

John Gardner Fi tion Cont t 
Harpur Palate 

En Ii h D partm nt 
Bin han1t n Univ r icy 

PO. B 6000 
Bin harn t n NY l 90 -6000 

http://harpurpalat .bin han1t n. du 
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AREA OF TUDY 
P try fi tion, er ativ 
non-fi ti n, m moir, 
hildr n ' lit racure 

FA LTY 
Ruth t n Professor Ern rita 
Jaim Wri ton C lb rt 
M ria M zziotti Gillan 
Th m Gla e 
L li H yw od 
John V rnon 

A OCIATE FA LTY 
Liz Ro enb rg 
Li a Yun 
PA T VI ITI G WRITER 
Diana Abu-Jaber 
Marvin Bell 
Marilyn Chin 
Mark Doty 
Mari Howe 
Li-Young Lee 
Carole Maso 
Molly P acock 
Henry T, ylor 
Quincy Troupe 
H l n Maria Viramonte 
Tobia lff 

MA/PHD 
LITERATURE 
AND 
CREATIVE 
WRITING 

Maria Mazziotti Gillan 
Dire tor reaci e ricing Prosram 
Binghamton enter for nter 
Binghamton lJniver it 
P B x )000 
Bingh( n1con, Y l ... 902-6000 

BINGHAMTON 
UNIVERSITY 

State ni r it of ew rk 

For infonnation t tt our w bpag : engli, h.binghamton. du/ wpro. 
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N 0 T R E D A M E • r e V 1 e w 
IS an independent magazine of contemporary Ameri -

can and international fiction , poetry, and criticism. 

Each issue features a wide variety of authors , from 

Nobel laureates Seamus Heaney and Czeslaw Milosz 

to new voices. With nearly a decade of exp erience , 

w e are dedicated to showcasing the best of today 1s 

literary landscape. 

Creative Writing at 
Notre Dame 

Our graduate Creative Writing 
Program is a two-year, literary 
immersion program that leads 
to the M. F.A. Each accepted 
student receives a full -tuition 
scholarship; a limited number 
of assistantships are also 
available. All students are 
given opportunities to work 
as editorial assistants on our 
national literary magazine, 
the Notre Dame Review. For 
more information , visit our 
website www.nd.edu/~alcwp 

Subscriptions (Two Issues/Year) 
$15 individuals 
$20 institutions 
$8 single issue 

Send check or money order to: 
The Notre Dame Review 

840 Flanner Hall 
University of Notre Dame 

Notre Dame, IN 46556 

or visit us at www.nd.edu/~ndr/review.htm 
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