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An Innocent Little Kiss 

by Jane Yunker 

I crouched in the shadows at the top of the stairs and listened to the voices that 
came from behind Mom's closed bedroom door. My breasts rose and fell in the heat of 
anticipation. The man had a gruff, bawdy laugh. "Have another beer." Mom mumbled 
something that sounded like a refusal. I could tell she'd already had too much. "Come 
on, Mary. Loosen up" the man insisted. "A good bang needs to be followed by a good 
brew." He paused a moment, some more mumbles, and then he laughed again. "Yeah, 
I guess you are loose enough." I pressed deeper into the shadows as the door opened and 
the man's huge figure blocked the weak light that came from within. I couldn't see his 
face, because his back was turned. But I did notice the big eagle tattoo on his right arm 
just before he put his jacket on. 

"Will you be back later?" Mom asked, her voice slurred. The man smirked. 
"Are you kidding? You 're okay as an appetizer, baby, but I can do a hell of a lot 

better for the main course." 
Mom stumbled toward him and yelled, "Oh, yeah? Well, I was just slummin' 

with you tonight, buddy." As ifto emphasize her point, she pulled up a sagging shoulder . 
strap and tried to walk tall and graceful, her still more than adequate breasts thrust 
forward, but all she managed to do was trip on her tom hemline. 

The man shook his head. "In your dreams, baby. You just had the best" He let 
the screen door slam and stopped on the front step just long enough to light a cigarette. 
I could see its fresh-lit tip glowing red in the darkness. Then I heard a truck door slam 
and he drove away. 

"Good riddance." Mom muttered to herself as she staggered to the bathroom. 
'That's all I can say. Good riddance to bad rubbish." 

The flourescent bulb pinged as it flickered and then flooded the doorway with 
its artificial light. I could hear her throwing up, and then running water to rinse her face. 

I tiptoed down the stairs, hoping to get out before she saw me. She'd soon be 
passed out anyway and wouldn't wake before noon tomorrow. I'd be home long before 
then. "Melanie, where are you going?" Mom pushed the hair back from her face. "It's 
late. A lot of creeps out there after dark." 

"Yeah, I know Mom. I'll be careful. Promise." I brushed her cheek with a quick 
kiss, and left before she could argue. Not that she would. She was too busy trying to 
remember where she hid the extra bottle of gin. Why did she do this to herself? It was 
someone different every time: cowboys, truck drivers, salesmen, and now one of the 
carnival workers that were passing through. None of them ever stayed longer than an hour 
or two. None of them ever came back. Mom always ended up in the same drunken stupor 
after they'd gone. And, as usual, she'd cry herself to sleep- if she didn't pass out first I 
couldn't just sit around and watch the repeat performance. She• d be sound asleep by the 
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time I got home. After the sun sets all the carnival rides light up. I love to watch all the 
red, yellow, and white lights as they blur together in an excited frenzy. Their melodies 
electrify the air with a special magic. 

I've always believed that the most interesting people come to the fair at night. 
As Mom said. some of them are real creeps. There are the men in black leather jackets · 
with the group's name in bold letters across the back. They lean against their bikes and 
make obscene gestures at the passing girls. But there are also the young lovers, mere 
silhouettes under the trees. The people are all just faceless bits of conversation and 
laughter passing by. I like the anonymity this gives them ... and me. It didn't take long 
to find who I was looking for. He'd taken his jacket off and his eagle tatoo rippled big 
as life. "I think, of all the rides here, I'd have to pick the Ferris Wheel as my favorite" I 
said, and leaned against the fence railing. His back still turned, he pulled the lever that 
slowed and then stopped the ride. One by one he emptied the seats and filled them again. 
When he came to the last one he looked at me. "You getting on?" 

"I don't have any tickets," I said. "I'll have to wait until the next time around." 

He pulled back the safety bar and motioned for me to sit down. 'This one's on 
me." I hurried through the gate and took my seat. 'Thanks," I whispered, smiling and 
leaning forward so one of my breasts accidentally pinned his hand. A finger twitched as 
my nipple rubbed across his knuckles. He looked at me for a moment, as if trying to read 
my intentions, then slowly pulled his hand from between the safety bar and myself. 
Reaching over, he gave the lever a pull and the wheel lurched back to life. Every time my 
seat reached bottom, I looked over to where he was standing. He watched me intently. 
I smiled seductively and waved. When the ride was over I was the first one off. 'There's 
nothing like a ride on a Ferris Wheel to get my blood pumping," I breathed. Then I leaned 
forward so no one else could hear and whispered, "If you know what I mean." 

"Yeah. I think I do." He smiled back at me. 
"When do you get a break?" 
"Anytime I want." 
"How about right now?" I asked. He handed me two dollar bills from his pocket. 

"Go down to the beer tent and pick us up a couple cold ones. Then meet me at my trailer. 
I'll get someone to take over for a little while." 

"Which one's yours?" 
'Toe one under that last maple." He pointed. "Five minutes." 
"I'll be waiting" I said, and hurried away. I wondered ifit was this easy for Mom. 

True to his word, he arrived only a minute after I did. "I see you found it okay," he said, 
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beer slopping over his hand as he took his cup from me. I shrugged. "No problem." He 
escorted me into the dimly lit interior. It was small. Just enough room for a table, 
kitchenette and bed. He put his arms around me and started nibbling on my ear. "Just how 
old are you anyways?" he whispered between nibbles. 

"Eighteen." 
He laughed. "Who do you think you 're kidding?" 
"Does it really matter?" I kissed him. He looked me straight in the eyes for a 

moment. "I guess not," he said, and laughed again. I gritted my teeth while he fumbled 
with my clothes and nibbled some more at my neck. Tiris was the part I hated the most. 
I just kept telling myself it would be all over soon. 

He stopped groping me long enough to take off his own clothes. "You know, you 
never even told me your name," he said, his back turned. I didn't say anything, just quietly 
reached for my jacket and what I had hidden in the inside pocket He continued, " ... or 
asked me mine, for that matter." 

"I prefer it this way," I answered, and easily sunk my hunting knife between his 
ribs. I pulled out the massive blade as he fell to the floor. The thud ofhis body was muffled 
by the bang of the first firecracker exploding above the baseball diamond across the 
street I quietly dressed, washed the blood from the knife and finished my beer. "Sleep 
tight," I whispered on my way out, "You 're in good company." No one saw me leave his 
trailer and toss my empty beer cup into a nearby trash bin. They were all too busy 
watching the fireworks. 
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Ice Blue 

By Michael Corcoran 

Breathing from my tan tien 
Maintaining my discipline 

Reining the crimson rush that floods my brain 
The chill that grips my veins 

Tiger paw and eagle claw 
Off er no respite, no thaw 

To the eyes of others I'm just a dark shape 
In a dark light 

Stroking the petals of a dying rose 
No one sees the dreams of wild flowers 

Of stormy blue eyes 
The taste of lips and tongue 

And no one sees when I leave 
Shifting through the shadows 

Moving up the stairs 
Closing all the doors behind me 

And locking all the locks 

Page 7 



Cabbage s I,. l.:in[S 1992 

if !JD@ g D@ffe) !JiJ@f!D ~ @ff fil W@'jf fil l!@l 
by William Ribas 

As he was driving away, he turned and looked back at the group of elderly people. 
A few cars were entering the parking lot, and he could barely make out his mother's figure 
as the distance grew between them. He thought he saw her wave again, and then disappear 
into the lively crowd. He thought of speeding away, of taking out his joy and sadness on 
the car, but instead just gripped the wheel a little tighter and held back the tears. It's all 
for the best, he thought. Yes, all for the best. And he truly believed that. He knew now 
that there was no better way than to go to your death with dignity, and now his mother 
was headed for hers, happy, ebullient, among friends. He almost felt like joining them, 
but it wasn't his time yet. He hoped when his time came, he would be able to choose, as 
his mother had. Softly at first, he began to cry, and felt as if a great pressure had been 
released from inside his body. 

Several weeks before, Richard Taublin had gotten into an argument with his 
mother at breakfast He had come to the table groggy from a late night, poured some 
cereal into a bowl and deposited himself on the wooden chair. 'That nice Mr. Charon 
called again last night." 

He heard his mother say the words and anger crept into his body. He forced his 
eyes shut, clenched his jaw, tensing the muscles in his forearms while making fists with 
his hands . He could taste the cereal in his throat turning sour. 

"Oh, he is such a nice man. So pleasant, so- " 
"Ma!" He slammed his fists on the table. The cereal bowl danced. "Ma! Don't 

you realize what he wants?" 
"Richard, calm down. I'm not getting any younger you know." 
"And you won't if you listen to him." 
"Now, Richard, relax. Sooner or later we all have to-" 
He kicked out from the table and stood up, glaring at his mother. Her face pulled 

back in fear, wounded, afraid, a bony white hand over her white heavy knit sweater. 
Richard caught himself. "I'm, I'm sorry ma,"he said softly, grabbing her by the shoulders 
and squeezing. "It's just that I, well ... I don't like to think about ... I don't want to think 
about it." 

"Richard, I know you don't. Nobody does. But we all have to face facts." He 
turned away from her, putting both hands to his forehead. The kitchen was quiet for a 
moment. He took a deep breath, and the plaid flannel cloth on his chest slowly rose, then , 
descended, and his head dropped forward, bouncing twice before resting. "I don't want 
to lose you, that's all." He felt her cold fingers on the back of his neck." I know you don't. 
But you have to think of what's best, for you and for me. I've invited him to come over 
this afternoon to discuss-" He turned quickly and caught her by the eyes, a searing glare, 
then fled the room. She heard his bedroom door slam, sighed, eyes downcast, grabbing 
the back of the chair for support Inside his room, Richard flung off his bathrobe and sat 
on the end of the bed. She's not going to do this. I'm not going to let her. He fumbled on 
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the desk for a cigarette, but his nervous hands worked against the cellophane, and finally 
he just ripped the pack open. The cigarettes flew all over the room, and he picked one off 
the orange shag carpet and lit it. The fingers of his free hand were working in and out, 
alternately catching and releasing bunches of hair. She can't do this. She's crazy. Doesn't 
she know where these tours go? I have to stop her. 

He looked about for the phone, spotted the cord, and followed it to a stack of 
magazines next to the bed. He yanked on the cord and the telephone came tumbling out, 
the receiver emitting a faint dial tone. He held it to his ear and dialed work. He recognized 
Christine's voice. "Baxter's hardware store, may I help you?" 

"Christine? nus is Richard. Listen, uh, I'm going to be a little late today, okay? 
I have some important stuff that just came up." 

"Well, I don't think Henry will mind. 'Sides, it ain't that busy on Tuesdays." 
''I' 11 be in around noon. " 
"Yeah right." 
"See ya. Thanks." 
A light blue Chevy Celebrity pulled into the driveway, scattering the gold and 

red leaves that had fallen. The man inside looked at the house, then down at a clipboard, 
then back at the house again. His facial expression changed, he smiled, and shut the car 
off. He leaned over to the passenger side of the car to pick up his briefcase, and then the 
driver's door swung open. Richard watched from his bedroom window, hiding behind 
the curtains. 

He was dressed in a plain brown suit, and near the door he removed the hat 
perched on his head, gently holding it with the first two fingers and the thumb of his right 
hand. He stood still on the doorstep, looked slowly to both sides, and leaning forward 
slightly and slowly, squinted again at the house number while moving his arm to the bell 
. He's here, Richard thought. That's him. The doorbell chimed a muted tone, and in the 
kitchen Mrs. Taublin's eyes lit up. She paused for a second, face nervously twitching, 
then drew a napkin across her lips. "Com-" she began, coughing harshly into a bloodied 
handkerchief she clutched with her left hand. "Coming," she called again, and stood up 
resolutely. Richard heard her voice, and her footsteps dragging across the living room to 
the front door. He heard the door open, his mother' s voice extending pleasantries (she 
always says good morning no matter what, he thought), and then the low tones of the 
stranger's voice. "Do come in." Richard's head was against the wall, listening. 

"Why thank you Mrs. Taublin. Thank you very much. My, what a lovely house 
you have here." 

"Oh, Mr. Charon, you are too kind. Would you care for some coffee?" 
"Don't mind if I do, yes, thanks, that would be nice." "I'll be right back." She 

returned with a tray, the porcelain cups in their saucers clacking as she walked. "Say, is 
your son home today? I was hoping to get a chance to talk with him. "A dull thud came 
from the adjoining wall. Mr. Charon turned his head to the wall, raising the comer of one 
eye. He looked back at Mrs. Taublin. She hadn't heard the sound, and continued. 

"Why, yes, he is. He'll be leaving for work any minute, but he's around here 
somewhere." Her head bobbed from side to side. 
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"Splendid. Well, since I'm here, I may as well get to work." He opened his 
briefcase. "Here are some pamphlets about the various options offered by Vista Tours. 
As you may well know, we have been in business for quite some time, and our reputation 
is very well known." 

"Hmmm, this one's nice here." 
"Ahhh yes, the Asian Excursion." She lifted her glasses slightly. "See the Orient, 

and set with the sun. Hmmmm." 
"Just a little pun there by our ad depaJ1Inent. It really is a fine way to go, I must 

say . You are given ten days in China, and seven in Japan before, well, before you pass 
on." 

"Well, you know, I've always wanted to go there." 
"It remains our most popular." He lifted the cup to his lips, watching for the 

reaction on her face. She continued to stare at the pamphlet, a wisp of a smile on her face. 
Her head was bobbing as she read. She let the pamphlet drop with her hands into her lap, 
cocked her head, eyes closed, and looked up toward the ceiling. He placed the cup on the 
saucer and withdrew a pen from inside his jacket. 

"You don't want to see any others?" 
"No, it's this one, I'm sure." 
"About the price? " 
"I'll have my bank arrange that." 
"Now Mrs. Taublin, there are also some legal documents you must sign, that 

state you are of sound mind and all,". 
"Yes, I understand." 
"And I must also point out at this time that our personnel are extremely well 

trained, and most qualified, and that there will be no discomfort for you at all," 
"Why, of course, that's why I chose your firm." 
"And if I may, I would like to show you our selection of farewell cards, gold 

embossed of course. We can send out as many of these as you would like." As Mr. Charon 
described further the options and accessories, Richard lay in silence against the wall 
where he had fallen. She doesn't realize that this is a trip she won't be coming back from, 
ever. He wanted to scream out, but he felt paralyzed. Don't do it, ma, don't do it. He had 
seen their ads on the TV. Go anywhere in the world, travel to the resting place of your 
choice. But it wasn't real. It was just movie screens and then injections. He had to stop 
her. As he thought of a way to make a dramatic entrance, to save his mother from her fate, 
he heard their voices at the front door. He leapt up, looking cautiously out the window, 
only to see the man in the brown suit get into his car, and then a minute later, drive off. 
Richard dressed himself, furiously thinking of what he was going to tell his mother. She 
can't leave me alone, he thought, it's just not fair. Ever since his father had died, he an~ 
his mother had become best of friends. Sure, she was getting on, and her health wasn't 
as good anymore, but, how could she think ofleaving now? I'm thirty-seven years old, 
he thought, and what's going to happen to me? She's the only real friend I have. There's 
work, but that• s just a job, and I'm just a clerk. She can't leave me. He pinned on his name 
tag and left the room. 
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She was seated with her back to him, and so wouldn't hear him approach unless 
he made a lot of noise. He stopped in the hallway for a moment, watching her drooping 
figure, and how it appeared as if the weight of the sweater were pulling her shoulders 
down. He noticed the graying blue tint of her hair, and saw as well the constant shaking 
of her head. She was looking at the pamphlet, leafing through the pages, and Richard 
could hear her licking her finger a few times before turning each page. She cooed and 
brought the pamphlet closer to her face, muttering, "oh, that's nice", and then laid it back 
on the table. 

Richard kissed her on the back of the head, and told her he would talk to her after 
work. 

It was an awful day at the store. He was short with every customer, snapping with 

sarcastic retorts to inquiries, and almost lost his temper with one old man who was 
looking for some grout. When five o'clock rolled around, he grabbed his jacket and left, 
forgetting to punch out. He purchased a six-pack ofBlack Label and raced his car through 
rush hour traffic, cursing at pedestrians, and coming close to hitting a kid on a moped. 
He was going to tell her a thing or two. 

He wheeled the car into the driveway, making the tires chirp as they hopped on 
the asphalt, and threw the transmission into park. His mother was clipping flowers out 
of the window box at the front bedroom, Richard's, and she turned around and smiled at 
him. I can't let her, he thought, I've gotto talk her out ofit. She's crazy, she's not thinking 
right. 

"I wish you wouldn 'tpull into the driveway like that, Richard. You almost scared 
the life out of me." 

His eyes were wet. "You won't have to worry about that if you go on that trip." 
"Richard, what's wrong?" She stretched out her arm to touch his shoulder, but 

he pulled away violently. 
"Goddammit Ma, if you go on that trip, you won't be coming back. Do you 

understand? Do you know what happens on those tours?" 
He started crying. She put her shears down on the sidewalk and touched the side 

of his face with her palm. He brought his head up and she looked him in the eyes. _ 
"Richard, please, dear, sit down for a moment" She pushed down lightly on his 

arm, and he sat on the grass. She drew the back of her canvas gardening glove across her 

Continued on page 26 
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Run-way 
by Matthew Cross 

"I want to be some kinda writer," Tom said as he reached down into the murky 
brown water filling the sink, and came out with a handful of dripping food ooze. His friend 
and co-worker, Richard, watched passively as Tom then flung the mess into the nearby 
waste bucket already wet with steam and earlier food gunk deposits. He unlatched the 
spray gun and hosed off his hand with steaming hot water. "How about you? What would 
you rather be doing?" Tom asked. 

"You mean loading the dish racks or unloading and stacking?" Richard an
swered, and grinned. He raised his arm up to wipe his forehead. His fair hair looked black 
and shiny, but was only wet and pasted to his scalp with sweat He thought for a moment 
"I guess I don't know. I mean, I've been doing this type of work since I left school five 
years ago. I really don't know what a guy like me could do at age 21 with no education. 
I guess I could go into construction or ditch diggin • or something physical. Look at me, 
I'm pretty strong." 

Tom scooped another handful of brownish muck out of the sink drain and the 
colored water began to quickly get sucked down into the bottomless drain with an eager 
slurping noise. Tom flung the handful of ooze into the bucket, then leaned against the 
stainless steel sink, one foot on the wet brown tile floor, the other foot resting upon a plastic 
lime-colored dish rack. He watched the water swirl into the drain; slowly at first, then 
rapidly in a clockwise motion. The bits of scraped-off food floated in the grainy brown 
water like drowned things. He watched until the water was gone and only bits of soggy 
food remained on the bottom of the deep square sink. He took the spray gun in his fist, 
squeezed, and steaming water gushed out forcefully. He sprayed the perimeter of the sink 
until all the remaining food and water had been flushed down the drain. He hooked the 
spray gun to its holder and stared into the clean silver sink. Steam rose slowly and warmly 
to his face. He felt suddenly very dirty in his soaked canvas sneakers, worn blue jeans with 
the damp knees and sweatsoaked Rolling Stones t-shirL The baseball cap on his head felt 
like a sponge and the white plastic apron he wore resembled a shower curtain after a long 
hot shower. Tom looked at his own hands. They were the hands of a working man, but not 
this type of work. They were pale, white, and pruned. Food had gotten lodged under every 
fingernail and a coat of sink scum covered them. Tom leaned and stared as Richard sorted 
and stacked the heavy ceramic white dishes that had been sent through the dish washing 
machine. Bowls to the left rack, plates to the right, cups in the middle racks, silverware 
in the tray on the floor, sauce cups -anyplace where there's room. Richard finished the 
tray and set it on the floor next to Tom, who automatically picked it up and set it before 
him over the sink. Through a window in the wall to their right a busboy pushed through 
five full trays of filthy and cluttered dishes. Each tray displayed food mixed together or 
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left behind in different ways. Tom glanced over the full trays in disgust, and 
sighed. He hated his job. 

A departing jet roared loudly as it took off from the large airport and began to 
climb rapidly into the dark night sky. Within seconds it had cleared the perimeter of the 
airport itself and was over the glowing city and all its flashing and spinning colored lights. 
Its passengers looked down at the world slowly vanishing below and then sat back and 
awaited their arrival in a new city hundreds of miles away. The metal and plastic sign that 
rotated slowly, advertising The Skyway Cafe, vibrated under the sound of the fading jet 
engine. The patrons inside sat calmly and ignored the noise as they slurped their coffee 
and consumed the house special for that night hash and eggs with buttered toast The four 
waitresses continued to take orders and sweep the nickel and dime tips off the table tops. 
The cook flipped a set of bacon and took a drink from his own personal glass of orange 
juice. Richard and Tom listened to the roar of the jet, which was now only a faint 
humming, until it was completely gone. 

Tom looked out the tiny window above the sink. He could see the airport across 
the busy highway. Its three-story terminal glowed ominously in the distance through the 
fog like some futuristic city on Mars. The runway lights speckled the fields of asphalt and 
concrete and the control tower stood like a massive lighthouse beaming blue and purple 
lights from its many lanterns. Tom observed as a jet taxied out of a terminal and down the 
runway, until it disappeared behind the huge hangar that glowed with the words "WEST 
AIR." 

He looked away from the window and to the trays of dirty dishes. He began to 
sort them out and stack them into the rack above the sink, at the same time he sprayed them 
off with the spray gun. He watched the food particles melt into the sink. Richard was done 
sorting and stacking on the other end and he reached into his short pocket and pulled out 
a half packet of Camels. He tapped a loose cigarette and placed it hungrily between his 
sweating lips. 

"I'm gonna smoke while you finish that, okay?" 
Tom stopped momentarily to look over his shoulder. He observed Richard light 

the cigarette and take the first enjoyable drag. "Yeah," he said, not even caring. 
Richard took another full puff of the cigarette and let the smoke out slowly. He 

leaned back against the counter where the dishes were stacked and looked out at the 
airport. "You know what I'd like to do, I mean really like to do?" 

"What?" Tom asked, continuing on with his work. 
"I'd like to fix those jets. You know, be a mechanic. Get to crawl into the bellies 

of those big motherfuckers, rip everything out just to put in a new connecting valve or a 
new bolt. God, that would be the kicks!" 

Tom smiled as he wedged a plate between the plastic prongs and hosed it down 
with the spray gun. "You know what I'd really like to do, more than being a writer?" he 
asked. 

Richard inhaled, held it, shook his head, then slowly released the smoke. "No, 
what?" 
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"I'd like to be a guy who checks the runways. Every day I would get to spend 
my days walking up and down the runways just looking for cracks or chips in the asphalL 
If I were to find one I would tell the airport and they would close that runway while a 
special team would rush out with blacktop and sealers and fix the crack until I felt it was 
safe. Then they would open that runway up again and jets could safely land carrying 
thousands of people each day. And that's what'd do, every day, any weather, any 
conditions, I'd be walking up and down the runways checking for any problems that 
could hurt someone. I'd be important and I'd save lives. Pilots and passengers would all 
know and wave to me as they taxied by, and to me it would be just doin' my job, but it 
would mean so much to so many people." 

Richard finished his cigarette and put it out in a nearby ashtray. ''Go ahead, 
Tom, go ahead and be one," he said encouragingly. 

"No, I don't think they have such people. Besides, I haven't got any education, 
either, we're in the same boat." 

"Yeah, but a guy that checks runways needs less education than a guy that fixes 
jet engines, I'm sure," Richard added. 

Tom thought for a moment. then slid the full rack of partially cleaned dishes 
into the machine. It automatically switched on and a conveyer belt began pulling the 
rack through. The machine was loud with humming and sloshing water. Richard stood 
by the end of the machine, waiting for the rack to slide out holding the freshly washed, 
hot dishes. Tom began to circulate the spray gun around the perimeter of the sink to wash 
off the food particles that were clinging to the sides. "I just always wanted a job where 
I would help people." 

"You are; you 're helping yourself by earning a paycheck," Richard said, trying 
to cheer Tom up. though he could see it didn't t work. 

"Im a stinkin' dishwasher, Rich, I've been one for three years now!" 
"So what? I've been one for five years! You think I like this shit?!" 
"No," Tom answered quietly. He wiped his forehead with his arm. The sweat 

made his arm hairs stick together so they looked like black marker streaks. 
The rack of clean dishes slid out the end of the machine. Rich grabbed them 

and began to put them away; bowls to the left rack, plates to the right, cups in the middle, 
silverware in the tray on the floor, sauce cups - anyplace where there s room. Tom 
stared out the window longingly as he continued to spray out the sink. "I guess I'm just 
scared, cause I think this is all I'll ever do to help people," he said to himself. 

He watched through the window as a jet took off into the black foggy sky and 
roared overhead, its passengers happily awaiting their arrival in a few hours to new 
places. Richard continued to go about his business of sorting and stacking the wet dishes. 
The hot steam from the spray gun rose in waves to Tom's moist face. He released his 
grip on the gun and hooked it up. He looked down into the sink as the grimy water circled, 
then spiraled down the drain. A small break; the drain was clear, he wouldn't have to 
scoop out any muck with his hands. Even if he did, Tom wondered sadly, who would 
it help? 
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&y Neretcfa. Vazquez 

The living room of Rev. Jacob Coleman and his wife, Lillian. 
Evening. The only light comes from the lamp on one end table. No one even 
whispers. 

Rev. Jacob sits in his big armchair that's off to the darkest comer of 
the room. Behind him is the wall that showcases his dynasty of sons and 
daughters, grands and great-grands. 

EmmettD.,Rev.Jacob's eldest brother, is seated next to him in afold
up chair. He just drove in from Detroit with his wife, Oralee. 

Kat, Lillian's sister from New York City, is seated on the loveseat. 
Geraldine, Lillian• sonly daughter, is in Rochester for the first time in 

eight years from her home in Pittsburgh. She is seated next to Kat on the 
loveseat 

Mark, Cillian • s eldest son, is standing in the passageway between the 
living room and dining room. Although he lives in Rochester, he has not been 
in his parents home in about five years. 

Binnia Coleman, Lillian• s sister-in-law, is seated between the loveseat 
and the couch in a fold-up chair. She was married to Rev. Jacob's brother who 
died eight years ago. 

Rev. Mitchum, the long-time friend of Rev. Jacob and Lillian, is 
seated on one end of the sofa. He moved to Rochester about twenty years ago 
to assist Rev. Jacob in starting Antioch Baptist Church. 

Oralee is seated on the other end of the sofa, rocking Rev. Jacob and 
Lillian's four-year-old great-granddaughter, to sleep. Her name is Odyssey. 

In the middle of the room, sits the coffee table. All eyes are fixed upon 
the burgundy, grey, and pink swatches scattered on the top of it The phone, 
which is placed on the coffee table, rings. After the third ring, Geraldine reaches 
over to answer it. 

GERALDINE: Hello ... (Pause.) Yes, he is ... (Pause, then turning to Rev. Jacob, she quietly 
speaks.) Daddy, it's the church. They wanna know ifwe made a decision yet 

REV. JACOB: Tell'em we git back to'em. 
GERALDINE:(Spealcing back into the receiver.) We'll try and make a decision within the next 

few minutes. We'll call you backassoonaspossible ... (Pause.) Yes.I understand ... (Pause.) 
Yes, that's very kind, thank you very much ... (Pause.) Yes, she was ... we'll all miss her 
very much ... (Pause.) Okay ... goodbye now. {She hangs up.) 

REV. JACOB: Who was that? (He asks Geraldine as though he had just entered the room.) 
GERALDINE: I told you, Daddy, it was the church. They need to know what color we 're gonna 

choose so they can get the flowers and stuff. 
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REV. JACOB: I likes the grey. 
GERALDINE: But Daddy, everybody always gets grey. Mama was so flashy and bright all the 

time, I believe she would have chosen the pink. 
REV. JACOB: Well, I likes the grey. (Then he looks up to speak as though addressing his 

congregation. he uses his deep preachiag voice.) Besides, the church ain't no place to be 
gittn' all flashy That's what's wrong wit these young peoples today. Ain't got no time 
fo' God. Jus' dancin' and drugs and wearin' flashy caothes. 

MARK: (shaking his head in disgust) Damn, Daddy! There you go agin, turnin • the color pink into 
one uh them Sunday sermons. 

REV. JACOB: Don't you swear in mah house, boy! 
EMMETI D: Hey, now! Y'all settle down! Jus' settle down. ('Then looking up, he turns to Rev. 

Jacob and Mark.) I believes we got us a decision to make, an' all thisfussin' an' carryin' 
on ain'tgittin' us no place. (He turns his head down again.) I don't thank it really matter 
one way or the other what color the box is. She ain't gonna see it An' if she could hear 
the way y'all arguin', I believes she'd come right out the sky and slap y'all silly. 

ORALEE: That's right She gone on to a betta place. An' it don't matter what color they carry her 
body in 'cause her soul done gone off in that chariot to ... 

MARK: (interrupting) How you know where she at? 
GERALDINE: (looking at her brother, horrified) Mark! How could you say something like that? 

(At that moment, Geraldine bursts into tears.) 
MARK: Stopactin' like I'm tellin' you somethin' you don't know. You tole me yo'selfhow she 

used to come stay wit you in yo' dorm rooms and parade around the halls in some little 
nighties. Maybe that's why you want pink so bad, huh? That musta been the color uh that 
thang she was wearin'. 

GERALDINE: I HA1E YOU! (She runs out of the room sobbing uncontrollably.) 
REV. JACOB: What is wrong wit you? (He struggles to lift his feeble body out of the chair. He 

points his long, thin finger at Mark.) The Lawd is tryna tell you somethin' but youjus' 
won't lissen. But you betta hurry up 'fo iss too late! 

MARK: Like it was too late fo • Mama? (Just then, Rev. Jacob's weak hand surges and socks Mark 
in his right jaw. Mark tumbles backwards and falls to the dining room floor. Holding his 
face in his hand, he looks up at his father and speaks gently, while tears flood his face.) 
I'm sorry,Daddy. I didn't mean it. Ijus' ... Oh,God .. .Ijus' miss her so much I cain'ttake 
it (then screaming towards the ceiling) MAMA ... COME BACK MAMA! I NEED 
YOU! I'M SORRY MAMA! (his voice turnii:ig softer) Iain 't mean all them things I said 
about you. I jus • cain 't handle it, Mama. (He then gets up and walks over to his jacket, 
which is hanging over the back of Binnia' s chair. He pulls out a small brown paper bag. 
Inside is the bottle ofliquor from which he now drinks.) This is fo' you, Mama ... May 
you rest in peace. (He exits the room.) 

REV.JACOB: God, forgive him. (He sits back down in his chair, folds his hands, and looks down 
at the floor.) 

KAT: (Jumping up as though she was hit by a lightning bolt, she lets out a shout) OH! OH! 
LILLIAN! LILLIAN! WHY YOU LEA VE ME?! WHY? 

ORALEE: (Leaning over towards Binnia) Look like she got the Ghost 
BINNIA: (whispering back) The Ghost? Woman, please! That ain' t no Ghost she got! 
KAT: OH! COME BACK, LILLIAN! WHY YOU LEA VE ME?! (Rev. Mitchum gets up and 

walks over to Kat and tries to grab a hold of her arms so he can calm her down. After a 
few minutes more of screaming she passes out. Rev. Mitchum lifts her heavy body up 
and drags her out of the living room. No one else even offers to help.) 
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BINNIA: (still whispering) That ain't no Ghost she got That's guilt. That's what that is. Guilt 
from livin' wrong and doin' wrong and treatin' folk wrong who loved her. Then it be too 
late to tell them peoples how you feels. Them the same peoples that be jumpin • up and 
down, shoutin' an' actin' a fool cuz they be hopin that the dead is gonna wake up an' 
hears• em an• forgives• em. (Then speaking a little louder, as if for everyone else to take 
notice) But mah Lawd, iss too late. 

REV. JACOB: You know, the Lawd is tryna tell us somethin', but wejus' won't lissen. 
BINNIA: If we could only hears Him while he talkin •. Time too-precious to be actin •foolish.Folk 

don't never know when the Lawd comin' to call on them. 
REV. MITCHUM: (Reentering the room) It ain't always the Lawd that• s com in• to git you. Some 

times they come, an' they takes you to a place that• s so awful an• frightenin ·, that you 
wish you hadda done what He said. 

EMMETT D: An• that place is so hot! Hotta thin them days when I was comin • up in Alabama 
and it be so hot, I be starin • into the heat outside an·, Lawd, I swear I be seein • them 
monkeys jumpin' up and down, comin' at me ... 

REV. JACOB: (sounding surprised) I seent it too! Them monkeys be comin' at you, shoutin'! I 
use'ta hear 'em shoutin' "Jacob! Jacob! Jacob! Jacob!" 

REV. MITCHUM: I thank anybody from down South done seen them monkeys. I'm from 
Tenessee an' ... 

ORALEE: Is that right? Where is you from in Tenessee? 
REV. MITCHUM: Down Memphis way. 
ORALEE: Oh, I got folk down in Chattanooga. You know. seem like ev 'ry time I goes down there 

I don• never meets no nasty folk. They always be so nice. Folk sees you on the street an' 
don't even knows you an' be aksin' iffin' you wants to come ova fo' pie an' coffee ... 

REV. JACOB: (speaking softly, in a low, distant voice) When she was )yin' up there in that 
hospital bed, an• that cancer had spread all up in her leg, I look down at her an' it look 
like she was tryna tell me somethin'. She hadda scary look on her face an' she was 
shakin' ... (Pause.) Lookted like she done seent somethin' awful. 

ORALEE: (Looking down at Odyssey, who is sleeping comfortably in her lap, she gently rubs her 
cheeks.) Only thing make me cry is when I look at this po' chile. Lillian raised her cuz 
her mama ain't want nuttin' to do wit her. She was her great-grandmama, her grandmama, 
and her mama. Whatever Lillian was, she was good to this little girl. (Just then, Odyssey 
wakes from her nap. Her eyes open wide, but they appear hollow. She looks around the 
room, tumng her head to and fro, looking for something or someone.) What you lookin' 
fo', Baby? 

ODYSSEY: Where my gran-mommy? Where my gran-mommy? 

(A hush sweeps across the room again. No one even whispers.) 
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byH.Adams 

Beowulf and 
intense pain 
ripped, shredded 
my sanity and 
screamed into the night 
without 
relief 
cloudy pain 
thick and shrouded through 
this drug 
like talking, walking through 
THICK MUD 
and they whisper in the hall 
that possibility of a word 
that is always spoken of in 
hushed tones behind 
closed doors 
mother to father 
physician to physician 
PARALYSIS 
maybe 
certainly neuralgia 
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and on the fucking VERGE of blue skies 
it crawled under my skin 
like a beast 
with the prospect of my happy life beating in its veins to RIP that idea 
to shreds 
and feed it to the dogs 
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\/here \Jeni the Time? 

by Ron Kasper 

Where went the Time, 
that we once so freely spent? 
Has our Time at last run out, 
or have we left it all behind? 
Where went the Time, 
when we walked the verdant wood 
in innocence, pale of face and mind? 
In darkness now we walk, 
empty and bereft of time. 

Tell me, where went the Time? 
A Time when I could love. 
A Time when I could feel 
stirrings of passion within my soul 
like the rustling of fallen leaves. 
That Time is gone now, 
dead like leaves on the ground. 
Entombed (forever, I think) under 
the chill and frozen snow. 

But pray, tell me now, 
Where went the Time? 
The Time for me to live, 
to fill my soul with fire. 
My Time nigh runs out, 
and like the leaves 
on the ground in the woods, 
I cannot take back time. 
I cannot live mishaps 
and ill-made decisions again. 

I can move forward only, 
through days of mystery, 
and wonder, never ceasing: 
Where went the time? 
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Megalophobic Hypochondriac 

by Jeffrey Bloom 

In silence my ears ring, 

With nothing I have everything, 

With plenty I have none. 

In the deep I still can touch, 

In the shallows I will drown. 

With little I have way too much, 

In excess I'm too far down. 

In time I still remain the same, 

In seconds I will age. 

In happiness I go insane, 

With madness there's no rage. 

On ice I move gracefully, 

On solid ground I fall. 

With knowledge I'm still wondering, 

In doubt I see it all. 
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To Create 
by Jane Yunker 

Peel skin back 
revealing sinewy 
muscle brittle 
bones vital or
gans. Blood 
forming words on 
paper. 
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Blue 
Moon 
Over 
New 
Yea.r 

by Jean McDonough 

In January, the earth is a frozen desert 
A full blue moon 
drips surreal shadows down 
the landscape 

Images of Bosch's terror and Dali's time 
creep across the snow 
Tree shadows like frozen fingers 
reach for my throat 

My young cheek against the pane 
I beg the moon release me from my arid life 

I cry your name: mother, mother 
I summon you heartsick, sorrowful 
But you are in an alcoholic slumber
absent 
I open my veins 
you close your eyes 
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The Elephant Graveyard 

by William Ribas 

Continued from page 11 

forehead. "Richard, when your father was dying, do you know what he was concerned 
with most? That we wouldn't suffer while he was. He didn't want us to worry. Do you 
remember?" 

Richard looked up at his mother, and nodded his head slowly, at the same time 
wiping a sleeve across the underside of his nose. 

"He was in the hospital for eight months. Eight months, Richard. And back then, 
we didn't have the options that we do today. Maybe you don't remember the machines 
that kept him alive, the whirring, the pumping sounds, all those tubes running in and out 
of him, but that wasn't.." tears began falling from her eyes. 

"Ma?" 
'That wasn't the man I married. Do you understand, Richard?" 
"But ma, there's nothing wrong with you, your health is-" 
"Failing, Richard. I'm dying. The doctor has told me that I have cancer." 
He was on his feet now. "You're not dying, and you're not going to die!" 
"Now, Richard, listen to me. I'm not going to suffer like your father did. I'm not 

strong enough." · 
His face was blazing red with anger. 
'That's why I called Mr. Charon. I'm leaving in a month, and I thought we should 

spend that time together." 
Richard's mind was racing. Here was his mother, a frail, elderly old woman, 

telling him she was going to die. She was giving up, on herself, and on him. Who had 
taken care of her since his father's death? Who fixed things around the house when they 
broke? And this was how she repaid him; by leaving him, without even asking. 

He did not talk to her for the better part of a week. One night, as he got up for a 
glass of water, he saw a light on in his mother's room. Peeking through the crack of the 
door, Richard saw his mother looking through a shoebox full of photos. He heard her 
cackle as she brought one picture close to her face, laughing at another, then sighing, 
lightly shaking her head from side to side. He pushed the door open. 

too?" 

"You're not going to throw those out, are you?" 
"Why, no, I'm not Why would I?" 
"You're throwing your life away, why wouldn't you throw out the pictures, 

"Richard, honestly, you are so selfish. Come in and sit down." 
"I'm all right here." 
"Well, suit yourself. Richard, ever since I told you I'm leaving, you've taken it 
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as a personal insult. As if I would hurt you." 
"Well, you are. It's not fair." 
"Notfairforwhom?Foryou?Wellperhapsnot.Butl'mnotgettinganyyounger, 

and my body is falling apart. I don't have too much time left." 
"It's not right. It's not natural. I'll take care of you." 
"Will you? Your father was in the hospital eight months Richard. How many 

times did you visit him? Once? Twice? What will you do for me, when I'm confined to 
bed with tubes in me? 

"Don't say that! It won't happen." 
"It will though, Richard. It's already begun." 
He looked at his mother with a puzzled expression on his face. 
"Richard, you haven't been paying attention. I'm dying, and you won't face 

facts. And I'm leaving, soon. See this?" She held up a little blue booklet. "Mr. Charon 
brought my passport over today. And plane tickets." 

Richard felt a pressure in his throat. His head fell against the doorway. 
"In three weeks I' 11 be gone. And I won't be back." She rubbed her temples with 

her left hand, and then looked at him. He was staring at the floor, absently playing with 
the belt of his bathrobe. 

"Would you like a chocolate? Mr. Charon brought over some delicious choco-
late coins." 

He didn't move. "I'm going to bed, now. Good night, mom." 
"Good night, Richard." 

On his way to worlc the next morning, Richard was changing radio stations when 
a loud thud came from beneath the car. Looking in the rear view mirror, he noticed 
something tumbling in the street. He stopped the car, hands tight on the wheel, and felt 
his heartbeat racing. He opened the door, and slowly walked back down the road. He 
heard a quick panting, short breaths, and by the side of the road lay the raccoon he had 
hit One leg was gone, and the other was just goo that clung to the asphalt. It tried pulling 
itself away when Richard approached, but its claws just skipped over the pavement. He 
leaned over it, tried to touch its head, but a sickly hissing sound came from its mouth. He 
looked around, but at this stretch there were no houses, no other traffic. The raccoon 
wailed a pitiful death cry. He looked down at the poor animal. 

'There's nothing I can do for you. I ... " He tried to touch itas he spoke, but it cried 
out again. He pulled his hand back. 

"I can't help you ... I'm sorry ... " Again he put his hand close to the animal's head. 
It started to cry, then coughed and choked. He touched the soft fur behind its ear, 
scratching softly, and the raccoon turned its head, weakly biting the skin at the base of 
Richard's thumb. It exhaled quickly four times, screeched once, and then died, its head 
falling gently over Richard's hand. He felt a chill course through his body. 

He dragged the body further off the road, placing some sticks on top of it. He 
looked about to see if anyone was around, looked back at the ground, muttered I'm sorry, 
and went back to his car. He brushed at some bloodstains on his knee, opened the door 
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and got in. He put his hand on the key to start the car, but instead fell forward onto the 
steering wheel and cried. 

"I really don't want you to go, but I think I understand," he said as he put her 
suitcases into the trunk. 

"Oh Richard, I didn't want to cry this morning, but I don't think I can help it" 
She brought a handkerchief up to hernose and blew. "I'm scared and excited. It's been 
so long since I've traveled anywhere." 

He looked over at her, but she was facing the house. 
"Now, I've sent all the announcement cards out, but you may still get a phone 

call or two. I've written on the pad all the instructions for the plants, and the attorney's 
phone number ... " 

"Yes, ma." 
"Is there anything I'm forgetting? Oh, Agnes called last night and she '11 be 

meeting me at the bus, so you won't have to stay around ... " 
"That's okay Ma, I won't mind." 
"Give me a big hug and a kiss now. Richard. I know how shy you are around other 

people." 
"Oh, ma." He threw his arms behind her back and lifted her slightly off the 

ground. He felt her leathery cheek against his, felt her body trembling, her bony shoulder 
blades in his hands. He smelled for the last time her perfume, felt the stiffness of her hair. 
"Let's go, okay?" The ride to the mall was quiet, neither one saying much of anything. 
Richard drove slowly, well below the speed limit, making wide turns so as not to upset 
his mother. As they approached the parking lot, he saw the gray steel bus under a 
lamppost with a few cars around it. His mother pulled out a compact and touched up her 
face. He pulled up next to a battered Olds 98, put the transmission in park, and sighed as 
he shut off the engine. "I' 11 get your bags." He heard his mother calling to an 
acquaintance, that little "hoo-hoo, hello there" call she always made, gesturing with her 
hand like she was the queen. He lifted the suitcases from the trunk, and took them over 
to the side of the bus. He walked back to his mother in slow, heavy steps. "I guess this 
is it, huh ma?" 

"Oh Richard, don't worry about me. I' 11 be all right" 
He noticed his mother's expression, and how happy she seemed. He couldn't 

bring himself to face that she wouldn't be coming back. Everyone around him was 
talking, laughing, enjoying themselves. One couple had brought a toy poodle that was 
yapping incessantly. Richard felt like he was in a dream, everything seemed so unreal. 
He touched his mother on the shoulder, and she turned toward him. 

"I think I'll be going now ma. You sure you'll be okay?" 
"I'll be fine, don't you worry. I was just talking with Mrs. Jenkinson. You 

remember her, don't you." 
"I think so, yeah. Listen, ma, you take care of yourself, okay?" 
"Yes Richard, you too. Be good." 
"Yeah ma. I will. And ma, I love you." 
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"Oh Richard, I love you too. Don't worry about me. I' 11 be just fine." He turned 
and walked toward his car. When he got inside and started the engine, he looked back at 
his mother. She was waving at him, smiling, and he waved back. He watched her for a 
moment, as she stopped waving and turned back to resume her conversation. He dropped 
the car into reverse and backed out of the parking space, switched to drive and slowly 
pulled away. The sun was just beginning to rise in the east 
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The Piece 
By Shelly D. Camacho 

"Damn!" I thought to myself as I walked into the bank. There was a line of people 
practically backing out the door. I don't know what I must have been thinking of, being a 
Friday and all. Most people cash their paychecks at the end of the week. I was stupid to think 
that I was just going to run in and run out in under five minutes. 

I got in line and patiently waited for my tum. I didn't have any patience left, 
though, after fifteen minutes went by and I was still waiting in line. "Here it is, twelve
fifteen on a Friday afternoon and they only have two tellers on," I bitched to the lady in front 
of me. 'This is a great time for everyone to be taking a lunch break!" I continued. 

She turned around and gave me a dirty look. "Something I said?" I thought 
I was almost dozing on my feet when ... 
'This is going to be easy! You just hand the old bag the note." Suddenly, I was 

jerked out of my trance by a man's voice behind me. 
"Why do I have to be the one to do it? " A second voice asked the first voice. 
"Because, Sammy, I'm the one who master-minded this brilliant idea!" 
Voice number one answered "Sammy". "Do you realize how rich we 'II be if we 

can pull this offl" he continued. 
"Yeah Eddie. But what if we don't? I'm scared! I think I've changed my mind!" 
"OK." I thought. "Voice number one is Eddie and voice number two is Sammy." 
"I think you should give the old lady the note," Sammy told Eddie. 
"Listen," Eddie said, "we discussed this before and agreed that with a face as 

innocent looking as yours, no one will be suspicious!" 
"Well, I don't know ... What if we get caught?" Sammy asked. "We'll never see 

the light of day!" The back of my neck feltstiff from straining to hear them. My knees were 
actually shaking. 

"Don't be so negative!" Eddie reassured his accomplice. "We've come this far, 
now let's go for it!" 

"I know, Eddie! I know! But I can't help it if I feel nervous. I've never done 
anything like this before!" 

"Great." I thought to myself. "A bank robber who's as nervous as I am!" 
"I wish this line would hurry up and get shorter so we can just get this over with!" 

Sammy whined. 
"Where's your piece?" Eddie asked him. 
"It's right here." Sammy answered, "In my pocket." I heard Sammy pat his pocket 

loudly. 
"Good! Good!" Eddie said "Boy! Everyone is going to be shocked when you use 

that!" 
"At last" Sammy said. "The line is finally moving. I just want to get this over with. 

I'm so scared I could cry!" 
"You' re scared?" I wanted to ask him. I was totally drenched in sweat. My mind 

was racing a million miles an hour. What if I get shot? What if they take me hostage since 
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I'm the closest person to them? What should I do? I tried making aface to the teller every time 
she looked up to greethernextcustomer. My face felt paralyzed. I was completely frozen with 
fear. My feet felt like lead and I could hardly lift them to shuffle a few inches ahead when the 
line moved. I looked up at the clock, completely forgetting that I was wearing a watch. It was 
twelve-twenty and there was only two people ahead of me in line. My hair felt like it was 
standing on end. My mouth felt like it was full of cotton balls. 

Suddenly, I started to sway back and forth. My body felt cold even though I was 
sweating. And then, everything started to look like a photo negative. Wham! The next thing 
I knew I was flat on my back. People were huddled over me and I could hardly breath. I tried 
to scream, but nothing would come out. I just lay on my back, unable to move. 

"Water! Water!" someone shouted. "Get her water!" I recognized the voice: It was 
Eddie's! Were the robbers going to give me a glass of water before they robbed the bank? 
"Hurry!" Eddie demanded. "She's as white as a sheet!" Someone must have handed him a 
glass of water. The next thing I knew, Eddie was holding the glass of water to my lips while 
Sammy gently lifted my head. "Lady, are you O.K.?" Eddie asked me. 

All at once, I screamed. ''Run.everyone! Run! They have guns! They're going to rob 
the bank!" The bank customers started to stampede. Everyone was scrambling madly for the 
door. Women were screaming and babies were crying. I even heard a man say, "Damn it! I've 
worked my ass of all these years and for what?" My life flashed before my eyes. 

Next I heard, "Police! Don't anyone move!" 
The two bank robbers.Eddie and Sammy, were still kneeling by my side. "She 'sjust 

hallucinating, Officer." Eddie told the policeman. 
"Watch out!" I screamed. "They have guns!" 
"Freeze!" The policeman ordered and pulled his gun ouL Eddie and Sammy held 

their arms up in defeat. 
"Guns?" They both asked each other at the same time. In what seemed like an instant, 

the bank was stonned by the police. The officers frisked them while I watched from my 
position on the floor. 

"What• s this?" one policeman asked Sammy. "Is this a note you were going to give 
to the teller?" The policeman slowly unfolded the note that was in Sammy's pocket. 

" ... hand the teller?" Eddie said. He actually looked totally confused. Sammy was 
obviously and not surprisingly shaken up. 

The policeman began to read the note out loud to the other officers. 

Dear MiM Hinkley: 
Due to an emergency, Edward and Samuel will have to be excused from 
school today at twelve forty-five. 
Thank-you, 
Mr. Thomas C. Johnson 

"But they have a gun!" I yelled in vain. "I heard them specifically say that they have 
apiece!" 

The policeman continued to rummage through their pockets. He pulled out a large 
folded manilla envelope from Sammy's pocket. "Could the gun be in here?" The policeman 
was asking Sammy but looked directly at me. The officer removed two sheets of paper from 
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the envelope. "Is this your piece?" he asked Sammy. I couldn't believe that the officer could 
be laughing at a time like this! 

"Yes."Sammy answered him. "That's my piece." 
"I demand to know what's going on!" I shrieked. "Has everyone gone mad?" 
"Hey lady," the policeman said to me." the only one who's gone mad is you!" 
"Yeah!" Eddie added his two cents. "Maybe if you weren't eavesdropping none 

of this would have ever happened!" 
"All I had in my pocket was a piece of music that I wrote!" said Sammy. 
"And a note we forged with my father's signature on it so we could get out of 

school early, Officer," Eddie said, "Star Search is in town today giving auditions. My 
brother and I are musicians and hoped to knock their socks off with this song we wrote." 

Everyone walked away and left me lying in the middle of the floor on my back. 

''NEXT!" 
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by Michael Corcoran 

I want a gun big enough to put a hole in the sun 

We're not waiting for them are we? 
They flit around like bugs and a flame 
but never go anywhere 
An empty quest for some kind of light and warm th 
when it's obvious they're gonna end up burned 

Gray and black and blackened gray 
All they wear is funeral clothes: 
Leather cloaks and cotton shrouds and cerements of lace 
Antilife, a celebration in mourning 
Wearing rags cuz a hole spreads it's nothingness 
until that's all there is 

A hole spreads it's nothingness until that's all there is 

You're not waiting for me are you? 
You better run along then 
Spirits of the dead fly free, 
but they can only walk so fast 
I like to stop and watch the pageantry 
go rushing by into mute oblivion 
It's all a dream anyway and life and death last forever 

I want a gun big enough to put a hole in the sun 
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Death in the Trenches 

by Matthew "Emo,, Beck 

"O'er the Top!" 
were the last words I heard. 

I hopped out of the trench, 
shooting as I jumped. 

But it didn't help, 
for they shot back 
ever so quickly. 

And so I fell, 
lying there 
in the mud 
screaming in agony. 

So I layed there, 
screaming as I bled. 

I kept on screaming, 
but no one ever came. 

So I screamed some more, 
Until the pain overtook my agony 
and my life. 
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'Until 'Deatli., 'Do We Part 
6yStil.ttw 

!Ju ruzclus out for 'Deatli 
Sfie will not em6raa fum. 
!Ju fumger.s for fier swut tips 
Sfie will not kiss liim. 
!Ju is mamd to Life 
~ 'Deatli is no aaufterer. 

!Ju malicious{y a6uses fife. 
!Ju 6atters ana £,ruises fier . 
.?tna savagely rapes fier. 

!Ju puffs at fier puasant smik 
anti araws it taut anti IJri.m witli mute agony. 
!Ju is fuzppy. 

!Ju £,u.riu /&is claws into fier f(ufi 
!l{jppi."9 fier open 
~ crusfies al[ fier joyful numorits 
'Unaer /&is fieavy F,.u[. 

!Ju 6reatlies /&is crystafline 6reatli 
7orci"IJ it, spGnterintJ tlown fier tli.roat 
7ul.i"IJ fier Ul"IJS witli poisonous Ju.mu 
'Until sfie e,rpfoau 

~ is recycfd for tUja vu. 

!Ju is fuzppy 
'Deatli will not £,wnne /&is mistress 
~ Life will suffer j'11' tlie pain of /&is jilt 
'Until tlie marriatJe tfissofves. 
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Lock and Key 

by Darrel Strozier 

You 're freshly designed to go through this world with a love 
which no one could define 

You're a master lock that's hard to break through, with just one 
key that honestly fits your kind. 

Many keys come along and try to match your style, but all they 
seem to do is fail. 

All those keys that you tried made you hurt deep inside, now 
you're a lock that's tender and frail. 

Now you're afraid to put your lock in anyone's hands after all the 
pain you've been through, 

So you've sheltered yourself away from all the keys that you see 
that remind you of keys that you knew. 

Without a thought on your mind, a key comes along saying "in me 
you can depend." 

Lightning flashes three times, the moon does a flip and your lock 
freely eases itself open. 
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From Deep Within 
by Tony Amore 

Is it the constant pain 
Or the burning desire 
The pulling of the chains 
Or the starting of the fire 

Is it the temptation of suicide 
Or the deception of death 
would it be better 
Or would it be at all 

Would it hurt more than a constant burn 
When will I realize I can go no further 
when the twisted mind turns black 
or when the tortured soul then bends 
I believe I have brought forth a power 
In my mind, my hour 

Endless thoughts burning 
From deep within 
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The Sparrow's Last Song 

by Jason J. Gorton 

Alison could still hear the man's laughter and it sent a chill down her spine as 
if he were still sitting beside her. She still had no idea why she kept going there. "Larry's 
Lucky Strike Bar'' was quickly becoming the biggest dive on the west side. The place had 
been going downhill ever since Larry himself had been killed during a brawl. So much 
for Larry's luck. Now that his nephew had taken over, the place had seemed to attract 
the world's variety of lounge lizards. 

''Hey, Doll! Mind if I join you for a drink?" The man reeked as if he owned 
controlling stock in Aqua-Velva Inc. '1 promise I won't bite." 

Alison did her best to ignore him when all she really wanted to do was gag. His 
pencil thin mustache and slicked back hair seemed to cry out ''Used Car Salesman." He 
tried again, "You know, you have to be the best looking broad in this whole joint. Listen, 
maybe we could go back to my place? You'd love it: stereo, wide screen TV, the state's 
largest porno collection ... " 

The man's vulgarity was smothering and at last Alison lost control. "Listen to 
me right now, shmuck, either you leave me the hell alone or I get my boyfriend over 
there," she pointed to the biggest guy in sight, "and we'll see how many chunks he can 
tear you into and still have your corpse identifiable." She didn't really know the man she 
had pointed to but she doubted he'd mind even if he did know that she was referring 
to him. After all, women love to be called "broads". 

Aqua-Velva first looked shocked, then quickly regained his composure, "Look 
out, boys, this babe is frigid!" Apparently the only one amused by his own humor, the 
man's idiotic guffaws filled the bar like a suffocating cloud. 

Thankfully, Every Woman's Dream staggered off to charm some other unwary 
femme off her stool and left Alison to her own brand of misery. She stared down at her 
drink as if she could find the answers to all of life's little tragedies swirling in its murky 
depths. The pressures of a job she hated, an ex-boyfriend she still loved, and a city full 
of people whose only real pleasure seemed to come from stomping the life out of each 
other was becoming too much for her. She felt the oppression on her shoulders like 
sandbags, and yet despite all the sorrow she was actually surprised to see a tear fall into 
her glass. 

Alison got up and walked out. A quick wave of nausea hit her and then passed 
asshestrodeoutintothecomparablyclean,cold,nightair.Shestoodforamomenttrying 
to see a few of the stars through the haze of smog and the glaring lights of the city. The 
roar of the traffic a few feet away brought her back down to earth and she began the trek 
home. 

Danielle, her only friend from work (or anywhere else in that god-forsaken city) 
was constantly warning her to take the bus or a cab, but she wouldn't listen- she enjoyed 
the walk. It was the only time she could be outside and just take everything in; it was as 
close to peaceful as the city would ever get without the aid of nuclear weapons or a good 
plague. Besides, she could take care of herself. Several self defense classes and two years 
of karate: she figured she was all set. 

Alison turned the corner and approached the only section of her route that ever 
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made her uneasy. H she had a choice she would have avoided the alley altogether, but 
any deviance took her at least fifteen minutes out of her way. It was so completely 
deserted. Never once did she see a panhandler, junkie, hooker, dealer, pimp, or any other 
form of the city's colorful wildlife. As far as Alison knew,, this was the darkest alley in 
the world. 

Through the one hundred yards of darkness she couldn't even see the street 
lights burning at the end. She hesitated a minute and then waltzed confidently into the 
channel looking straight ahead into the almost physical blackness. 

After the first ten yards, she began counting her footsteps, wishing she were past 
the remaining ninety, her only comfort being the fact that there was really no where 
anyone could sneak up on her. Everything was still black, though, her eyes had not yet 
adjusted from the glaring city lights to the long lifeless chasm through which she strode. 

At eighty yards the began to feel more than just a Ii ttle uneasy. Cold shivers and 
the feelings of being in a place utterly foreign filled her shuddering frame. ''Keep 
walking, dammit, keep walking!" She strained to see the street lights in the distance but 

still they eluded her as panic crept over the edge of her mind. 
Seventy yards. Adrenalin filled her with a sudden boldness like a rush of liquid 

fire in her veins. She turned around and shouted down the alley behind her, "Listen up, 
asshole! I said I'm not interested so why don't you get lost!" The words came out in what 
amounted to a pitiful shriek and only succeeded in destroying what little self confidence 
she once possessed. She turned back around and picked up the pace. 

Sixty yards to go. Alison knew someone was following her. She doubted it was 
Loverboy from the Lucky Strike, but she knew she didn't want to take any chances. She 
felt like a frightened child cowering before the specter of some closet monster, and she 
was just as sure as any child that her demon was real. 

But how? There was no where to hide. No windows lined the walls, no 
doorways, no dumpsters. There couldn't be anyone there, she knew that, but logic was 
fighting a losing battle to the rising tide of panic. 

Fifty yard. There couldn't be, but there was! Someone, something was watching. 
She could feel the hunger that radiated from it like the darkness itself. Not a thing of evil, 
but a thing of instinct. It was this feeling that terrified her more than anything else. The 
feeling of being the sparrow caught in the cat's paws. The feline bore no malice, only 
hunger. 

Only her resolve to put the alley behind her kept her from stopping dead and 
screaming her lungs out. She just kept telling herself to keep walking at a brisk pace-but 
don't run. Never show the fear. No matter how scared you are, no matter how fast your 
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heart beats, no matter how much you can feel the beast at your very heels, never show 
the fear. 

Forty yards and Alison could see the street lights at last. She had all but given 
up trying to rationalize. Her unseen, unheard, unknown tormenter was patient, oh yes, 
that much was obvious, he was patient beyond belief, but he wasn't taking into account 
Alison's iron will to live. The beast's hunger was undeniable, and when two irresistible 
forces collide, something has to give. But Alison was determined it wouldn't be her. 

Thirty yards. Keep moving. Don't stop, don't run. her mind spoke the words, 
but that same mind recognized the subterfuge;speed was the only that would keep her 
alive. She broke her own command and opened the floodgates of her terror. No longer 
able to control herself she began running with every ounce of strength for the end of the 
alley. 

Twenty yards, the light drawing her like a beacon. The beast saw her run and 
knew the chase was on. Alison could feel this, too. She could see in her mind's eye the 
beast taking ten steps to her every two. Now, finally, she found the strength to scream, 
but the fear stole her voice and all that came out was a whimper. 

Ten yards. Almost there! The alley's blackness transformed to a lighter shade of 
grey with every desperate step she took. 

Five. The beast was right on her heals now. 
Four. Keep running. 
Three. Just a few more yards. 
Two. Don't stop. 
One. ''Please God, help me!" 
At last she plunged herself headlong into the light. The streetlamps, so long 

despised for their harsh, glaring eyes now surrounded her with the warmth and comfort 
of a old blanket. She turned and stared deep down the alley and into the blackness. There 
was no beast in sight. Only the few swirling newspapers tossed about like feathers in the 
wind. 

Alison walked the rest of the way home with a tangible confidence surrounding 
her. Every step was a leap of joy as she shed her fear like a hatchling shedding it's down 
for a new, healthier plumage. 

She opened the door of her apartment and tossed her purse on the couch. As she 
slammed the door shut she felt a cold wind slip in behind her. She reached under the 
lampshade and turned the switch. Light flashed into the room with a click, revealing the 
figure that had entered with her. The lamp shed light for only a fraction of a second before 
the beast destroyed it with one sweep of it's claw (Alison could not help but notice that 
amongst all her terror she held some awe at the feline grace of the creature's act), but for 
Alison, it was time enough for the flash to bum it's image into her retina and on back to 
the inside of her skull. The beast stood upright, towering over her small frame. It's 
muscular arms tapered down at it's sides and ended in gleaming claws. It's face was 
filled with craven desire, but it's eyes held no malice, only hunger. 

The beast's arms swept her up in a powerful embrace, much asan elegant dancer 
giving his partner a dip. In one perfectly measures movement it sliced more than 
halfway through the circumference of her throat with a fluidity that was art. It held her 
in it's arms drinking deep like a kitten lapping up spilt milk. 

Alison's life blood made a mosaic pattern as it splashed on the carpet, and her 
dying thought was of the beauty and the intricacy if the scarlet stain; the image reminded 
her of a sparrow. 
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