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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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HARPUR PALATE 

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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ANDREW FARKAS 

"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 
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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 

24 
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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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AN DREW FAR.KA 

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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