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sometimes

| have to
go inside my

head

y house isn't smooth and seamless like other houses. The
wood is swollen and the windows jam open and | have to
pound at them to get them closed, and wind whistles in the
cracks anyway.

Green vines of momingloiy insinuate themselves inside
wherever they can. I'll open a cabinet and there will be a
weak sprout ofgreen in there, pale from the near-darkness.

My closet has no door. And not only that, it's not tucked
politely into the wall by mysterious means like most closets;
it juts blatantly into the room.

My house permits no secrets.

Most mornings, what wakes me is the sound of my
roommate peeing. Some mornings before | am really awake
I hear the cardboard sound of her putting in her tampon. |
suppose it's the same for her. But after she isgone | go in to
use the bathroom and the toiletisfilled with shitand blood,
and I’'m notsure why but sometimes it's so awful that | start
to cry.

My father called me eight months ago. Mother’s day. It
was tiie first time in six years.

“Hi, Honey,” he said.

“Hi,” I said, my heart so loud in my ear that | was afraid
he could hear it.

“This is Daddy.”

“l know,” | said. | knew | was supposed to say Daddy, but
I couldn’t.

“Well | just thought I'd call to say hello.”

When he finally got around to the real reason he called,
he apologized for a lot of things. | had never heard him
apologize before, not once, not to anybody. He apologized
for not calling me for six years, just like that I'm sorry |
haven’t called forso long, asifitwas anaccident He said he
missed his daughter.

He was afraid that he was getting old.

He said he would like for us to be father and daughter
again.

“A girl can’t grow up without her Daddy, right?” he
asked.

And honest to God | thought | was going to cry.

After that | was so filled up with my childhood that |
couldn’t contain it all, the way it filled me up was like
opening awindow to a hurricane.

I lived with my father for four years when | was a kid.
Every otheryear. Second, fourth, sixth, eighth. Eighth was
when things really got out ofhand. He took the knob off my
door. He said he wanted to be close. He thought he did; that
was theworst part He imagined thatif he took the knob off
my door | would invite him in.

But whenever | did invite him in, he carelessly broke
something, orwrote on the walls the things hewanted me to
know, or smashed the windows, or tore off the roof. So to
speak.

Like the first time | had my period.

When | woke up, | knew. | checked my underpants and
there was a brown smear on them. This is it, | was
thinking, this is really it It felt like Christmas.

Then | realized that | didn't have anything
none of the equipment.

I went softly up the carpeted stairs,
knocked veiy lightly on my Dad’s door,
then pushed itopen. The room was dim
and gray with early-moming light, his
clock glowing green digital numbers
by the bed. He sat half up, his eyes
bleary without his glasses.

“What?” he said.

“Um. Could you take me to the
store?” ,

He stared at me. “What for?”

“I, uh, need to get some stuff.” i

“Stuff?” Still staring. |

I nodded and looked at my feet

“Is there something wrong?”

“No, nothingwrong. | just need some stuff.”

His voice came out suddenly sharp. “Why are you being
SO secretive?”

I wrapped myselfwith myarms and closed my eyes. “I got
my period and | need to get the stuff.”

“Oh,” he said. And “Oh,” again. “OK, I'll be rightdown.”

In the car he said to me, “So how does it feel to be a
woman?”

| stared outthewindow at thefoggy morning, achingwith
embarrassment. “Same | guess.”

S HORT FI1CTI1ION

“Nothing different?” he prodded.
I shrugged, knowing better even as | did it. He didn’t like
shrugging. He thought it was insolent
“Honey, | wish you would be more open with me.”
“Dad,” | whined. “There’s just nothing different” The twisted
oaks along the road were swathed in mist, their trunks dark with
moss and wetness. A red squirrel scurried halfway up one and sSm
stopped, spread-eagle, to watch us aswe passed.
“l justwant to share the important things in your

tiyou.”
a | kept my eyes outside, where eveiy- -
as clean and still. B Literasurrin the |
\ o fCreative
rStuiUés. Originally
“1 don’t like this attitude.” Itwas awarningre t SantaFt, New
“Dad, please.” The feeling of his eyes on m¥lexico, M artin’s
swelled into something like panic. influences include
He was mad now. He pulled the car over, § . . .
crunchingon thegravel shoulder. “1 expect oniMorrison ani
you to be honest with me.” V Louise Erdrich.

I moved my gaze to the gearshift. “I'm
being honest,” | said, limply.
“We’'re going to sit here,” he said. “Until
you tell me the truth.”
“1 managed to avoid both of my parents’ sex John N*var«z
talks,” my roommate said, after | told her about
this.
“Not me,” | said.
“God, | would have died of embarrassment,” she
said.
There was a long pause.
“My dad told me about oigasms,” | said.
“My God!” she laughed. Then | wished | hadn’t told her,
because it wasn't funny.
“How old were you?”
“Thirteen.”
My father told me somethingwhen | was a little girl. He told me
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n ldaho, themountainslook fake,
they're cardboard, like some
nery in a bad movie starring
ert Mitchum you watch in a
el at3:00 a.m. A lot of things
k fake in ldaho, but not ev-
hing.

| used to know a guy who

could draw Robert Mitchum re-
ally good. He wasn’t an artist other than
that, though he tried. He could draw Rob-
ert Mitchum perfectly. In fact, that may
have been all he could do really well. And
whatifthatwas his calling, the one thingin
the world he was great at? What if, at the
age of 14, he had found his calling and it
was drawing Robert Mitchum? Only old
people like Robert Mitchum. There's a lot
of old people in Idaho. They don’t look
fake. They look “fleshy.”

In the summer, me and my brother al-
ways went up to my dad’s house in Idaho.
We would jump off cliffs and watch TV
with our stepsisters, Rachelle and Shan-
non, for six weeks. We always flew up on
United Airlines into the Boise airport On
the drive from Boise to my dad’s house,
that's where we saw the “mountains.”

Rachelle and Shannon were theadopted
kids from my dad’ssecond marriage, which
was to a woman named Paula. Rachelle
was the same age as me— usually 13— and
Shannon was a year younger. Pat was the
oldest. We spentalotoftime unsupervised.
We drank a lot of Rool-Aid. Shannon
burned her hand in the Fry Daddy.

MccCall, the touristy sld town ofabout
1,600 people, was a deep green in the
summer, and the airwas brightand moved
with the sound o flarge, multicolored flying
bugs. Its lake was rumored to be inhabited
by a 100-pound tuna named “Shariey.” It
ateamanonetime and itsdungwasas large
as Twinkies. In 1973, a helicopter tried to
pull Shariey out, but the helicopter was
pulled into the water. The pilot was de-
voured.

Little sticky plants were everywhere —
bold, leafy stumps of cabbage-like matter
that splattered green juice when they were
stepped on. Ifyouweren’'tcovered with the
stuffafter playing outside for an hour, then
you were playing a dumb game.

My dad owned the McCall Pancake
House. Their gimmick was to serve pan-
cakes sobig thatthey exceeded the edges of
the plate. They were potato pancakes. It
was an ldaho thing. We all worked there in
the summer, washing dishes for $1.50 an
hour. Itwas pretty high-pressurework, and
the kitchen was always needing something,
like spoons or platters. Sometimes they
needed forks. We all thoughtitwas a pretty
dumb job, and all of the pancakes came
back half-eaten.

My dad’s wife, his fourth, was named
Gwynn. Gwynn had a lotofmoles. | don’t
think she liked me and Pat and Rachelle
and Shannon — kids from my father's
previous marriages — coming up every
summer. She worked at the state-owned
liquor store, which was the only place in
town to buy booze. In Idaho, you could
drive with an open container of alcohol in
the car, as long as you weren’t drunk.

Rachelle was pretty cool. Her and Shan-
non lived with their mother in anice house
in San Diego, and we only saw them in the
summer at dad’s. One year, there was this
kid who used to drive his motorcycle past

the house everyday. He was about our age,
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and we thought he was pretty funny be-
cause he always wore a metallic blue hel-
met with those '70s sparkles all over it.
Rachelle started calling him the “Blue
Pooh,” andwe’d laugh— “Oh, here comes
the Blue Pooh! Ha-ha!”

Thenwe would go to the lake, to aplace
called “the cliffs,” where the older local
kids would siton the top ledge and smoke
pot and listen to David Bowie tapes.

The nextsummer, Rachelle started talk-
ing about sex and was always quizzing me
and Pat about our sexual goings-on. We
would make up stuff. | always said that |
had done stuffthat | had actuallyread in a
book called The Boys in the Mail Room.
The book had alotofsexinit | gotitata
library book-sale. There was a part where
this guy had a girlfriend who liked to have
her nipples pinched. So | told the story
about me and my girlfriend whose nipples
I pinched and she loved it. Rachelle asked
me what the girl’'s name was, and | said
“Crystal” which was the name of the giri
that played first clarinet in my junior high
orchestra. | played french horn. | think |
had only spoken to Crystal once, when |
had said, “Haddagoofed?” which 1| in-
tended to mean, “Would you like to go to
the eighth grade prom?”

Rachelle would ask, “What base did
you getto?”

“Oh, he didn’t even get up to bat!”
somebody would say.

“Choke up on that thing! Ha!”

“Getup on the mound and toss aslider!
Hal”

And then, inexplicably, “Base on balls!”
and everyone would laugh — “Ha
ha!” i

| saw Rachelle’s diary, so |
read it. “I got together with
Randy tonight again. He hadi
anothererection,” itsaid."He K
doesn’t have the guts to ask
me to Go With him.”

It was a weird day,
muggy, when Rachelle
lost her virginity to 17-
year-old Randy, the
sheriffsson. He had J

weird
day,
muggy,

fea_therefj bro\ __ when
hair to his shoul-

ders,butthinand J Rachelle
straight. Hisface

was oddly ser- IOSt her
pentine, hiseyes - - -
sleepy  and V|rg|n|ty
small. Blue to
jeans, Journey

T-shirt, 17-year-old

Marlboro Light
100s, Converse Randy, the

All-Stars and a a

moustache that Sherlffs
looked — and was
treated like — a small son.

friend. He wasaclassic small-

town early-'80sguy. When you

looked at him, you felt like you had "'V
been smokinghashand listeningto “Cash-
mere” by Led Zeppelin for three days
straight.

Dad and Gwynn were at work and
Randywas over, making outwith Rachelle
on the couch. A dozen or so flying bugs
had gotten inside the house and were do-
ingbuzzyloop-de-loops abouttheirheads.
I remember that After a while, Rachelle

See POTATO, page 5
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August Twilight

| remember that summer
| used to go out

to the told green pond
just before sunset

I'd drag out the rowboat

and the evening birds

would start up in the windbreak,
the clock and the splash

of the oars

carrying into the corn

We'd slip, the boat

and |, out of the shadow fringe
and I'd row out to the middle,
where the snow geese

rested in Autumn

on their way to the warm places
past Uncle Eddie’s farm

down the road

| can’t remember how long

I'd sit there,

waiting for that one star

to come out overhead,

the one you told me to wish on...

Yes, I was still holding on
to you and this, and

to the way you left me,
guiet as the Moon
coming over the trees

- Chevaughn

POTATO/Continued from page 4

screws, but that only at the metal of the door

and Randy got up and
locked themselves in my
bedroom and turned off the
lights. Patsaid he knew how
to unlock the door from the
outside and all he would
need was the ink cartridge
from a bail-point pen. We
found one and Pat got to
work. Five minutes later,
Pat asked for a phillips
screwdriver. | found one in
dad’s toolbox in the garage,
a place that had Black Wi-
dow spiders and smelled
like onions. We undid the

loosened it a little and made
the door handle rattle when
you shqgok it. We heard
some talking from inside the
bedroom and | went to find
some pliers. By the time |
got back, Pat had his ear to
the doorand was motioning
for me to come over and lis-
ten. | could hear Rachelle
making soft but eager-
sounding“nnn”satfirst, but
she didn't seem to make
much sound when Randy
started grunting. We pulled

handle but after a couple
minutes it was just this
twisted mess. We gave up af-
ter that and went and
watched a boxing match on
TV.

When the boxing match
was over, Randy walked
into the room, smiling, and
went to the refrigerator and

ulled out one of Gwynn’'s
eers. He cracked it, went
outside, came back in and
said, “You guys get a

F E B R UA R Y
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entertaining

suffering

the same illusion

the airless step unmet.

Christ in my bathtub
cleaning-up for the evening.

swallowing the totalitarian in my

glass mi
bliss piercing tempest
from room to room collapse.
thankful for the limits:
the end of my arm
my self restraining
my poisoning self.
caution, the wayside
the strand, the heat.
ifwe could never be leaving
then i could wait forever.
-David Triben
Excruciatingly drunk
we hopped the fence
at the retirement home
to swim in the dark
in the unlighted pool
swimming fast
underwater | ran
into awall and everything
turned a deeper black
with good fortune
| reached the surface
to End an old man
scolding us
my face covered
in blood and now ss
the bridge of my nose is
a little
flat

show?” Then he went back
outside again, got in his
white truck and drove away.

Me and Pat went downs-
tairs, where Rachelle was
talking to Shannon. “It's
only skin,” Rachelle was
saying.

“That'show you getyour-
self pregnant,” | said, kind
of choking. My eyes were
watering.

“1 should have sold tick-
ets to you guys,” she said
laughing, taking her cigaret-
tes and a pack of spearmint
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-John Oliver

gum out of her purse. "You uid, but more like ham

guys should fucking get a
life,” she said and walked
outside.

She sat on. a tree stump,
smoking for like three
hours.

A couple weeks later,
Gwynn pulled a large clump
ofdad’s hair out of his head.
As we were driving to the
hotel, that portion of dad’s
scalp looked like porous
salmon. It oozed thick
blood thatwas not quite lig-

2

gelatin.

We got a room with two
queen-sized beds and dad
took a shower while we
watched black and white
movies on the TV. After a
while, when dad still hadn’t
come out of the bathroom,
Shannon leaned over and
whispered in myearthat Ra-
chelle had had sex with the
Blue Pooh earlier that day.
Shannon laughed and 1 felt
like a jerk because | felt so
bad.



have been afraid of snakes as long as | can remember
Maybe this phobia is part of my genetic code, or maybe
itwas something that just happened to me. The pointis
that I've always suffered from snake-o-phobia. Ifyou are
afraid thata snake mightcrawl outofthe toileteverytime
you haveto pee andtakeabite outofyourbutt,you know
what | am talking about I've always kept an extra layer
offiaton mybehind, so ifa snake happensto crawl outof
die toilet, itwould at least have a hud time trying to bite
me.

My firstmemory concerning my snake phobia doesn’t
really have to do with snakes, but with worms. To a
snake-o-phobic like me, they are nothing more than
smaller snakes. | remember, when | was justa little cute
kiddie, one afternoon my mom had left me home alone.
When mommie left that meant | felt | should do some-
tiling I wouldn’t do when she was home. Unfortunately,
we couldn’'t make nasty phone calls to our teachers,
because we had been caught doing that the last time.
Instead, | decided to prepare some super hot-chocolate
with my friend. Super hot-chocolate was normal hot
chocolate, onlywith more sugar. As the expertsuper hot-
chocolate cook, | put the ingredients on the kitchen
table. Two mugs, water, hotchocolate mixand sugar, but
...uurrrghhh... there was something long and black and
dryin the sugarbowl. | knew it could only be one thing, and thatwas a nasty
worm, who after the last rain had found a home in my sugarbowl and
had dried up and died. The sugar and the nastyworm found their
sad end in the toilet, and | prayed that the worm would never
crawl out of there as a grown up snake and devour me.

My friend left disappointed because | didn’t feel like making
any more hot chocolate. | didn’'t even feel like making nasty »
phone calls. | saton achair and waited till my mother came
home, and then | said with a very serious tone that | had to
have some words with her concerning the wildlife in our
kitchen. Unexpectedly, my mother didn’t praise me for my
heroic deed. She just laughed and called me a little dummy.
In silence | wondered if my motheractually liked dryworms
in her sugar.

But | was wrong, she explained. Thatworm had not
beenaworm atall, butavanillastickthatmom had put
in the sugar to give it a better taste. Mommie wasn’t
mad at me, though. The stick looked like aworm—
like a snake, and | had just discovered that | suf-
fered from snake-o-phobia.

In itsearlystages, my phobiawasn’t thatstrong.
| guess that had something to do with the three
brotherswho were our neighbors. They were all
sobigalready— about 10,13and 15— andin my
eyes theywere heroes. They liked to go into the
forest and catch reptiles — snakes. Sometimes
they brought them home. | remember that |
even touched some ofthem eventually. | guess
I believed my heroes had a special aura that
protected me from the evil snakes.

One fatal winter day that changed. | was
playing around our pool, which in the winter-
time turned into a green and dark something
where many dead things and broken toys had
been abandoned. All ofthe sudden, there itwas—

a little tiny snake, swimming lively in the green,
smelly water. The oldest brother, who didn't know
anything about my phobia, called me over to

see it | stood there unable to move,

unable to say a word.

"Prettygross, huh?” | remember
him saying. "You better be care-
ful and don'’t fall in the water,
sweetie.”

But it was too late. | was
standing too close to the bor-
derandwasfeeling reallysick.
Then | thought | was
strugglingwith agi-
ant snake who
wasaboutto
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swallow me, but it was my friend who was trying to pull
me out o fthe water. Somehow, he helped me out ofthat
nightmarewhere monstersshaped like snakeswerewait-
ingfor me. | ran home asfastas | could. | will never ever
forgive some members of my family who burst out into
laughterwhen they saw me atthe door, crying, wet, dirty
and mumbling something about snakes and monsters.
My mom threw me intheshowerand tried to comfortme.
But | was so scared and angry that | decided never to
speakortowalk outofthe house again. TTiislasted about
till dinner time. Only my phobia lasted longer.

Fortunately, we moved to tire city a couple of years
later and suddenly | discovered more interesting things
than being afraid of snakes, like Rob Lowe, gossip,
lipstick and bars. | guess it had to be in a bar where my
next snake episode occurred.

I remember the place very well, itwas meant to look
Polynesian. The decor consisted of fake palm trees,
bamboo furniture and fake Polynesian religious figures.
There was also a huge tank with exotic fish in all sorts of
brightcolors and a smaller tank with what | thoughtwas
a fake snake. They served exotic cocktails that all tasted
the same and old popcorn and peanuts usuallywound up
in the girls’ cleavages.

I was 15and in a verygiggly mood because one ofthe

boys who was about to attack me with popcorn seemed to like me. Afterone
and a half exotic cocktails, | stood up from my fake bamboo chair and
leaned on the tank where the fake snake was curled around a fake
branch. | gave that special boy my special look and asked him to
come. He put his hands on my waist and | wondered if he was
about to kiss me. Instead he said:
"Watch outor that snake will bite you, ha, ha.” Oh Lord, he
was childish. | looked at him triumphantly.
"The snake is fake, you idiot!”

"What the hell are you talking about? That creature is as

alive asyou and me, look, it's moving.”
Very slowly, | turned back to find he was right — that
snake wasn’t fake atall. It was alive, and long and huge and
moving towards me. Once again, | was unable to move or
to sayaword. Suddenly | felt the humid snake in my face,
around my neck, itwas all over me — even in my ear. It

was saying:
“l wantyou, baby, you areso sexy...” | screamed and
started to cry.

"It is alive and it can talk, and it wants me ...” |
pushed my friend away from me and he wondered
what he had done wrong. He bumped against the
glass tank behind the snake’s. The snake had mean-
while fallen back asleep again into her lethargic
existence.

From that day on my snake-o-phobia got outof

proportion. It was close to paranoia. Even snake-

skin shoes or purses scared me. Every time | saw a

garden hose, | screamed. So | had to talk my dad into

getting an automatic watering system in the garden,

so thatwe could getrid ofthe scary thing that looked

so much like a snake. Especially in the darkness.

For a time though, my snake-o-phobia was sort of

forgotten. | started to writing to universities in the

United States and somehow | ended up as a foreign

studentat UCSB. Suddenly therewere many things to do,

like learning to play drinking games, crashing classes or

watchingthe sunsetfrom Campus Point. | lived in thedorms

myfreshmanyear, which would have been wonderful, ifonly
one incidentwould never have happened.

It was on of those nights when | made a futile

attempt to study. It was really late and only one

friend ofmine— a psychology major— was left,

eatingold popcorn kernels from the carpet

We had one of those really deep talks

about life and death and all that stuff

and we started to make each other

confess. So | told him about my

snake-o-phobia. He listened

See SNAKES, page 15



rad Poterfield was getting sick of fold-
ing together cardboard U-Haul boxes,
when his father asked him to get more
packing tape. He was getting sick of it
because he hated moving — this was
the first time he ever had — and be-
cause it was Saturday afternoon and
there was no air conditioning.

Outside itwas hot July. The air hung
like a smoldering wet blanket around
the frame house where Brad grew up.
Under the roasting sun the house
smelled as if it were baking — like the
old wood floors and the layers of paint
and plaster were stewing out 100 years
ofsmells. Some of the smells he recog-
nized. Between the familiar hot smell
of his home in his nose, and having all
his possessionspiled togetherintoflimsy
boxes, he felt full of the past and sad
that he was going to have to leave it
behind. He had hoped he would be
strongeraboutmoving,buthewastired.
He wished it could all go slower or just
stop for a while.

When the order came to get more
packing tape he didn’t mind. He knew
the tape was in the basement and that
the basementwould be cool. He loved
how cool the basementwas. Itwas like
a tomb. Down there
he would be able to
regain himself. Down
in the quiet cool of
the basement he
wouldn’t have to
worry about all his
things piled up in
boxes or the heat that
was bleeding him of
his calm.

So withoutaword
to his dad, who stood
hunchedoveranopen
box marked
“Kitchen,” Brad got
away. Odorless cool
air surrounded him

}te?ja*y6afreld

lllinois. Dylan

andMattOiilon are

foptmces. like pool water as he
descended the glossy

red cement steps.

Art 8y 4 . ; Once his foot hit the

gray rock floor he
couldn’'t hear Mr.

John Nevar«z

S H O R T F 1

Martin mowing hislawn

anymore. He couldn’t hear

the Neil Young tape his sister

was playing on her compact stereo
upstairs or the droning buzz of the
summer day. It was so peaceful he al-
mostimmediately forgotaboutthe packing
tape his father was waiting for upstairs.

With asoft crush Brad satdown on a large box
filled with sporting goods — his baseball mitt, a
couple basketballs and his old helmet. The sweat
on his skin chilled againstthe subterranean airand
Brad letgo alongsigh. Itwasn’tso bad, hethought
He felt settled and soothed and all at once dis-
tanced from the 16 years ofliving that was being
chopped up, boxed and moved away upstairs. In
the act of leaving the house, Brad realized he
was separating himselffrom everything— all
the times and events that had passed under
this roof. Thatjust seemed like too much to
ask. So Brad sunk deeper into the
basement’s quiet and hoped the whole
mess would pass. Nothing could touch
him in the basement That's the way it

had always been. le
There nad been lots of times when

things were this hard. It was just the
three ofthem— Brad, his sister Leah
and Dad. Just three people in this

itso

home for as long as he could re-
member. That was hard for Dad
— raisingkidsalone— and Brad
knew it. Itwashardforhim too.
But they did it. The basement
was just one of those places
that made it OK because it

“l said
and | like

ward the workbench.
He switched on the
overhead lamp and
began searching.
He spoke as he
looked for the
tape.

“Believe
me, | don’tlike
& this any more
than you. It's
hotter than hell.
Not agood day to

be working.”

“It's really cool
down here,” Brad of-
fered.

“Itis nice. Theground
around the basement
moderates the tempera-

ture, ya know. We really
needed central-air in this

place. One of many projects

ft undone.”
“l like it down here. | know
unds stupid, but| really love

basements. They're safe.”
“There it is!” Brad’s dad bran-
dished afresh roll ofbrown packing
tape. He turned toward Brad and
paused. “What did you say?”

it's safe down here and cool
it

“Doyourememberthebigtornado?
Hie one you and your mother were in

down here?”

closed out everything else.
“Brad? Are you down

there?” His father’s voice sur-
prised him. He came down the
stairs just as Brad was pulling him-
selfto his feet

“What the hell are you doing? Did
you find the tape? Come on Brad, | know
it's hot, but we gotta get this done.” Brad
wondered if his dad could understand wanting
to rest in the basement for a while.

“Yeah, | was justgoing to get it,” Brad said, trying
to sound as if thatwas the tape was the first thing on
his mind, but failing.

“It looks to me like you were just sitting here in
never-never land.”

Brad stared at the pocked gray floor and ifk
listened. His father sighed and walked to-

you w

ears.

“No. When was that?”
“Wellyou were only two. | wasgone
pickingyour sister up from school and

ere here with your mother.”

Brad felt a rush of blood in his

He hadn’'t heard about the

tornado or being alone with

his mother.

“Yeah, itwas realbad,”
hisfathersaid leaningon
the workbench. “It
nearly leveled the
Terlaps’ place across
thestreetanditripped

a huge elm

n from the

* ground
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right in our front yard.”
Bradstaredathis dad’sface.
He was half smiling and
shaking his head as if he
still couldn’t believe it.

“Areyou serious?” Brad
blurted.

“Yes, I'm serious. That
was the worst one we've
ever had. And your mother
... let's see, she was only
about 25, and she was in
hysterics. When she heard
the warnings on the radio
she came down here with
you. She said she was sob-
binglike crazy. She thought
forsureyouwould both die
when the windows started
breaking.”

He put die tape down
and braced both his hands
behind him on the bench.
He didn't ever mind telling
the kids abouttheir mother
buthe could never hide the
fact that it still hurt him.
Brad chewed on his lipand
squinted, waiting to hear
more.

“You two had to wait
down here for a couple of
hours, | think, and shewas
crying the whole time with
youwrapped uptightinher
arms.” He sighedand shook
his head.

“Whatwas strange is that
you were only a baby and
she said you just stared at
herthewhole timewithout
making a noise. You just
looked atherandyou never
evencried. Here she issob-
bing all over the place be-
causeshethinks it'sall over,
andyou didn't make a peep.
It even calmed her down,
she said.”

“Really?”

“Yes. She must have told

See TORNADO, page 15



carving my

past once again into a knot
of memory,

the hungry hours the cold
of days

alone above me she writes
of failure’s ways,
countries of blue celebra-
tion to ruin,

our hand broken inside
3b|0ated laceration

souls buried beneath
coalhill confides.

the distrust of cannibals,
lightning

moths’ fury and flutter turn-
ing headless

incessant, our ankles col-
lapsed against obstinacy
stones

airless streets, rooms of
cracked plaster damnation
anger-lust spat copulation.

we aggressed against our
lives embraced

In toothed compassion
slanted hopes

conflated eternal con-
spiracy. hand behind hand
grinding splinters bloodless
nights,

silent stabbing insufficiency,
struggling

opaque stance solidarity.

landed exhausted shallow
complacency

caressing the hairbone of
indirection

buried in the glacier sculp-
ture. the glacier eye
revealing cactus truth, rime-
aborted spooks

the severed tension of disil-
lusioned throat-cut lies.

in anguish freedom resigna-
tion

we half-cart hell ourselves
through exhilarated haze,
the pleasure of our afterclap
play-dead

creation.

David Triben

wake upand | am stillnota bug. How long
must | wait. | am awake. | do not like
wakingup. Itcarriestoo manybur-

ome responsibilities. | must

I must bathe. | must primp. |

t study for the exam. | must

the exam. | must attend
rwna’'s birthday party.

I wake up and Vurma lies next
to me. She never awakens. She is
lucky. They say that she has caughta mild dose
of death. “She was a nihilist. She committed
suicide because she didn’t believe that life ex-
isted,” they say. But | don’t believe
them. She is my love, after all. Lovej
cannot die. This | was told.

| wake up and Vurma lies next (
to me. She is not a bug. Skeermo,
| remember, was a bug for awhile,
until that something went wrong
and he became just Skeermo again, j
“It was a learning experience,” hel
says.

I am awake and Vurma lies
next to me. | think of the exam. |
will be tested today. | am afraid.

| am eatingnow. Ifgod isevery-'
where, then he certainly is in my
frozen microwavable beefand bean*
burritoand my processed american cheesefood.
The more | eat, the closer | am to god. Perhaps
if | eat enough, god will show me the path. He
knows everything, after all. Bugs, exams and
why. Skeermo, | remember, was very fond of
digesting and therefore consumed much god.
“All god isgood god,” he said. This was before
he became a bug.

I am still eating. Whilst the monotonous task
of mastication continues, | think of the exam. |
wonder if it is objective or subjective or objec-
tive in its subjectivity or subjective in its objec-
tivity. | hope for True/False. | am afraid.

| am eating. Vurma, it seems, hasgiven up on

god. Butl love her anyway. It is not the digestv

ingshe despises, | think, butrather, the

opening of her mouth. She has never opened

hermouth aslong as | have known her. But

I love her anyway. They say that she never
opens hermouth because she doesn’tsee the
point “She was a nihilist She didn't believe

thatshe existed,” they say. Butl don’tbelieve

them.

I once asked her to say something. She

would havesaid, “l loveyou, too,” ifshedidn’t

lectures were more interesting. | never had
motivation to attend. | am afraid.

I am primping now. Vurma never primps.
She is so profound. | love her. She is making
a symbolic statement They deny her genius.
They say that non-primping is still primping,
that it is still a mask. “She was a nihilist She
didn’t believe that statements existed,” they
say. But | don’t believe them. | love her. They
fear what she doesn’t do. They fear what she
will continue to not do. She is so deep. | love

have themouth problem. | know this because her.

I love her. Ilove herand | canread her mind.
I am bathing now. | am naked. Ifgod is
~everywhere, then | must wash him off my
epidermis. If | am to become a bug, | want
to startby beinga clean bug. Then all ofthe
dirtand grime and stench will belong to my
Bugness and not my hopefully-soon-to-be-
prior selfness.

I ad!bathingstill. | was wrong. Vurma has notgiven
upongod. | can smell hergodliness from here. She has
much god. She has more god than |. But | love her
anyway. | must make a note to myselfto get economi-
cally exploited at the local AM/PM mini-market
and purchase an air freshener. Due to
technological advances, | find manyofthe air
fresheners available on the free market sys-
tem highly aesthetically pleasing, both vi-
suallyand olfactoially. I will be exploited,
puth fRNdAERINgG still, paying particular
attention to my feet Skeermo, | remem-
ber, hadvetyclean feet Thiswasbefore he
becameabug. Now hisfeetare dirty. What
canthismean? Iwantto beabug, butshould
Skeermobe mymodel? He is no paragon of
bugs, especially since the fall, but he is the
only bug I know. Besides Skarwna, of
course. But | do not find her to be a veiy
pleasing bug. She, too, may have failed.

Besides, her path is closed to me. | lack the
proper chromosomes.

1am bathing still. | look at my feet The
exam nearsand | muststudy. | am not ready.
Physically, | lack the necessary implements.
Mentally, I lack focus and direction. If only the

I continue to primp. On my left palm |
inscribe, “Get Explo.” | am notdone inscrib-
ing. If | stop now, | wonder, will the message
mean anything different? Will its essence
change? Will it infringe upon my free will?
Too many questions. | inscribe "... ited.” The
message is complete, yet | am no happier.
Were my actions in vain? | despair.

| continue to primp. Skeermo, | remember,
doesnotbelieveinfreewill. “EvenifLaPlace’s
demon isslain by the quantum arrow, we still
have no free will,” he is fond of saying. “Our
actions merely switch from being transient
and predetermined to transient and ran-
domly-determined.” Skeermo learned much
from being a bug. She is a pretentious bug.
Sometimes | doubtthatsheisa bugatall,

but rather a fool in a very clever cos- j

tume. | makea mental note to myself

to yank Skarwna’s left antenna
when | see her at her birthday

party.

| continue to primp. God re-

Hésubmitta

months ago <
Nno one is sw
where he is 4
Ptrhaps ke*i
gotten hiswi
andbecome

‘She is a nl
She doesn’t |
that statementi

mains in my belly. He was mo- 'they Say_ Butl dc

mentarily off my face, but |

now apply more god on my . them. | love her. 7

left eyebrow. Applying

god is tedious, but |
desire to look
sensitiveandre-
pressed. This

brings me

closer to Art fl

she doesn’t do. Th
will continue to n
deep. | lo
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PHI

tywrifer.

knitted _ _

roveri - m _ I_contlnu_e to prlmp. My reflec-
tion in the mirror reminds me of the

*sago and exam. My face seems warped, my

t-isswé\' , body distorted. This does not con-

: cern me. The mirror was, after all,
he is now. stolen from the funhouse. The exam
pshe?t\'yr concerns me. Like my disastrous birth,
Mswisk U Icannotdelayit Itloomsheavilyin my
icomeas” futureasmybirth once did. Like death,

I cannotknow its nature until | expe-
rience it Until | am dead. If | could
only postpone the exam. But | cannot
There are no make ups. Valid medical excuses
are not accepted. | am afraid.
I am not studyingfor the exam. | am con-
fused. | have no notes! No books were issued.
I have lostall o f my assignments, quizzes, tests
and hopes. Yet | must take the exam. It is
required. If fail, will they laugh? | musttry to
study, though | have nothing, | must try to
. study. | am afraid.
a nihilist. A I am not studying. | am distracted by
thoughts of Vurma. | love her. She is
still in bed, not being a bug, not
k opening her mouth. Will our love
help me through the exam? Will it
e my downfall? | do not know. |

b H b
11 don t be“eve 1 love Vurma, but | am afraid.

Skeermo, | remember, was

ter' Theyfear What ~against love, before, dur-

iing and after becoming
). Theyfear what she ™" " oie is the
2to not do. She is so endproductofa se-

riesofrandom mu-
>1 love her.

sn’t believe
tents existed,

| tations naturally
>selected for in or-
m  derto perpetuate

our species,” he says. “Love means as much as defecat-
ing.” They say thatVurma is also against love. “She was
a nihilist She didn’t believe that love existed,”
they say. But | don’t believe them. |
love Vurma. Vurma loves me. All
signs and oracles, the tarot, the
bones, the Ouija board, our palms,
the runes, the Cartouche, the en-
trails of several dead animals, my
dreams, our numerology, the $25
gypsy, the I-ching, the stars, they
all portend this to be true.

I am not studying. Hie inscrip-

tion on my hand reminds metoget

exploited. The clock reminds me

that time is short My mind re-

minds me to doubtSkarwna. She m

isnotabug. Sheisnotabug. Sheis

not a bug. Sheisnotabug. SHEISNOTABUG.

SHEISNOT..

I am not studying. Skeermo is not studying.

Skarwna is not studying. Vurma is not study-

ing. God isnotstudying. | am the onewho must

study. If god is everything, then he is the an-
swer. He isall ofthe answers. Rightand wrong,
good and bad. | am afraid. | pray that the god |
put on my exam is the rightgod. | am afraid.

Skeermo, | remember, will nevertake theexam.

He will never pass. He does not care. He will

neverfail. He does not care. “Justwho the heck

does all of the grading, anyway,” he asked me.

“l'am my only grader. Thatway | can cheatif |

don’t do so well.” Skarwna says she will pass

the exam when her time comes. “l am a bug. All

bugs pass.” She is a buffoon. She cannot be a

bug. An arachnid maybe, butnotat ug. | make

mental note to countherlegswhen | see her at
herbirthday party. Vurma,who | love, will pass
theexam. | have faith in her. | love her. Shewill
pass. They say thatshe would have failed. “She
was a nihilist She didn’'t believe that exams
existed,” they say. But | don’t believe them. |
love her. She will pass. She will not be afraid.

| am taking the exam. | am alone. | am afraid.

I am at the party now. Skeermo is here,
drinking. Vurma is here, sleeping. Skarwna is here,
bragging. God is here, and everywhere. | am here,

id.

I am still at the party. It was not fair. It was
written in Esperanto. | do notspeak, read or write
Esperanto. Universal language or not, it was not

fair. | failed. They will know. They will laugh. I am
afraid.
I am still at the party. Skeermo is drunk. He is
speakingto me. “I made the whole damn thing up, |
did,” he says. “1 was justtoo fucking tired ofitall so |
made thewhole damned thing up. Pretty fuckinggood
\ job. I showed the bastards. | made the whole damned
thingup.Theylistentomenow, don’tthey? Fuckers.
| showed’em. They don’t fuck with me now. You
should do the same. I'll help you. We're fucking
friends. You can do what | did. The fucking fucks.
Fuck them all.” Skeermo leaves. He was nevera bug.
He made it up. He told me.
I am still atthe party. Eight Skarwna has eightlegs.
I have her now. | pointthisoutto the others. They pay no
attention. Skarwna istalkingto them. They are laughing.
Do they know? 1 pull on Skarwna’'s left antenna. It
comes off. Shifting hillsout | wave the faux antenna. No
one notices. They are all laughing. The laughter does not
stop. | must escape. | am afraid. She must have known.
She must have told them. It was not fair.

I am still at the party. | cannotfind Vurma. Sheis not
where | lefther. The airfresheneristhere, butsheisgone.
Surelyshe has notawaken. Vurma never awakens. | look
in the bedrooms. n I look in the
bathrooms. |
look in the
hallways. She
is not there.

They are still

laughing. | must hurry. | look i n

the basement. | look in the psychedelic love den.

I look in the kitchen. She is not there. Why are they
laughing? Don’ttheyunderstand? Skarwnais nota bug.
I am afraid. | keep looking. | look outside. Nothing. | go
to my car. | pass a fresh grave.

I wake up, and | am still not a bug. How long must |
wait?

P O E T R Y

Jan. 16,1992
Editor» Time Magazine
--There are tjitthlngs Iwant to
get straight. First, ray name is
not Tipple Bore. It's Holienberg.

I's German.

My mother’s parents were Ger-
man too. Vogeimann. V-O-G-E-L-
M-A-N-N. They were probably
Nazis. Fuck ’em.

Second, Heel a deep allegiance
to Friedrich Engels. NOT Karl
Marx, as your fine publication
so ineptly stated. lalways sym-
pathize with the loser. Do you
know how many people on the
street can actually tell you who
FWedrich Engels was? NOT A
DAMN ONE. Piss on ’em, | say. |
always sympathize with the
loser.

Third, 1 don't know where the
HELL you people get off writing
that 1live in New Jersey and
raise sheep. 1don’t raise sheep,
and my nameis not Tipple Bore.
It's Holienberg. H-O-L-L-E-N-B-E-
R<j. I live in Pennsylvania. That
man in the photo didn’t look a
thing like me. 1don’t know how
the HELL you people figured
you could print a photo of
someone else and pass it off as
me, but I can tell you I wasn't
amused. Neither was my wife.
She just had a bone marrow
transplant, and I can tell you
DAMN STRAIGHT she wasn’t
amused. Imagine her sitting
there in a full body cast or
something and having to read
articles about me raising sheep
on the outskirts of Hoboken
when she just had a bone mar-
row transplant. DAMN
STRAIGHT she wasn’t amused.
She didn’t find it real funny you
calling me Tipple Bore, 42, mar-
ried to Susan Welles, either.
Who the HELL is Susan Welles?
My wife’s name is Bunny. B-U-N-
N-Y. Got it?

You people can go STRAIGHT
TO HELL. I don’t want to see my
name in your magazine ever
again.

Sincerely,
Charles Holienberg

P.S. My daughter is NOT mar-
ried to a West Point cadet
named Roger Harriet. | don’t
even have a daughter. | don’t
know where you people get off.
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Psychotronic Sonnet

The creatures rise, and slay, and then
they fall:

Zombies and ghouls, wasp women,
lizard men,

We case their chaos and our safety, all
In iron pentameters of myth. But then

As the set cools and we snuggle, we
can wonder
(Could be a twitch, could be a hinted

glory)

If all that ludicrous and creaky thun-
der,

The bad /X, the clumsy speech, the
story

That made no sense at all, but to de-
liver

A wince, a shock, another ketchup
killing,

May not be more: a religion, say: the
quiver

Of the holy Odd that saves our Even:
unwilling willing

To trap, in monsters, gods; and in

gods, man —
Our human most pentameters never
quite scan.
-Frank McConnell
AuUuNnts

Coming in from the cold in furs,
laughing, asking questions, teasing,
they teach a boy what he needs to
know:

that looking in mirrors will freeze a
face

to a single, fatuous expression;
that girls will envy curly hair;

that waltzing goes: one, two-three.

Aunts are always offering cake,
certain you couldn’t have had
enough.

How proudly they check you over,
assessing

your readiness for a teenage date,
adjusting the set of a tie, saying
“Hold still, please!

Please, stand up straight!”

To a boy, Aunts are an Order of
Angles,

the sort that gossip of humans, their
voices

a subtle sweetness on the air.
There’s something mildly scandal-
ous,

you slim and grown, at a cousin’s
wedding,

something exciting and dangerous,
waltzing with your youngest Aunt.

Barry Spacks

F E B R U A R Y
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Mortal Coil

All of our trouble’s from having one
life,

only one.J’d rather have many,
devoting

years at a time to nothing but breath-
ing

(the green-scented air of Brown
County,

Indiana, | breathed for a while —
in my breathing-life I'd go back
there).

And friends? lovers? listen, my God,
I'd spend at least one whole life with
each

(two with you) it’'s many lives
we want, and all at once, only
this one sweet life

will not console us,

this life where we hum

when the soup is thick,

where we cast off our shoes as a
greeting and hug

a new friend

for the very first time
as ifalready remembering.

Barry Spacks

mm
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[ he turned off the shower fau-
\m V cet and squeezed the water
L from her hair. Steam envel-

f oped her; it made her warm,
clean, good. Shewanted to stay
there. She was comfortable
A W there. Through the glass

shower door she could see the

murky, twisted image ofDavid
brushing his teeth. Outside ofthe shower.
Outside of her. She waited until he was
finished, and left. Then she opened the
shower door, and in a rush of swirling,
escapingsteam, shestepped back outonto
the blue floor mat.

She pulled two towels off the rack. The
first one she wrapped around
her head. The second one she
used to dry off with.

She checked herself with
her hand. Most of the bleed-
ing had stopped. The doctor
had told her that would take
at least a week. But, itwould
take much longerforthe pain
to go away. Much longer.

She combed her hair, then

She
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FRENCH

He poured more cereal in hisbond, and
began spooning more large, sloppy
amounts into his mouth.

“You know,” he said. "Theysaywomen
get all emotional and stuff after going
through somethinglikethat Butit'll pass.”

He looked up at her.

“Ttust me, babe, you’'ll feel better.”

She turned, and walked to the bed-
room.

I walked into the bedroom, and closed
tile door. I don’twantto be in here. It'sthe
only place | can be on my own, and yet,
David’s still here. | look at the photos on
the dresser. We had them taken of us a
yearago, when we firstmoved in together.
Have | changed that much since

then? | walk over to the full-
length mirror on the wall, and
I check to make sure that it's
stillme. | remove myrobe, and
t letitdrop to the floor. | don’t
look like I've changed that
much in ayear. Not that much.
I lie down on the bed and
close my eyes.
“l love you, David,” | say.

put on her robe and walked to |d me “Me too, babe,” he says.

out into the living room. The He kisses my neck, then

television was on. David satat you moves down.

the coffee table, eatingabowl “David,” | say.

ofcereal. He looked upather were “Yeah, babe.”

and smiled hiswinningsmile. - “Let’s not do this right
“Hi, babe,” he said. su Cklng now,” | say.

“Good morning,” she said.

“You're not mad at me, or
anything, are you?”

“No,” she said. “Why do
you say that?”

“Well, you got up so early
this morning, without saying
anything.” He said. “I guess |
thoughtyou were upset’cause
I came home late lastnight”

my
blood

last
night
when 1 me.’

“Let’s,” he says.

“Comeon, David,” | say. “We
don’t have any protection or
anything.”

“Don’tworry, hon,” he says.
“I'll be careful.”

“l don'tknow...”

“I'll pull out,” he says. “TVust

| open my eyes and look at

“No,” she said. “I'm not was the white ceilingfan, revolving
upset that you came home lazilylike anold clown turning
late last night.” as Iee p . cartwheels. The image swims

“Good,” he said. “After
the game, we all ldnda just
sat around and drank beers,
thatis, until Ann told Jimmie
he had to kick eveiyone out”

“1 see,” she said.

Shewatched him shovel the
soggy flakes into his mouth.

“How did your visit with
the doctorgo yesterday?” he asked
her. 8S

“OK, I guess,” she said.

“Did he getyou started on the pills?”

“Well, he gave me enough for three
months,” she said.

“So everything's OK now?” he asked.
“We're safe now?”

“He said it takes two to three weeks
afterfirststarting on them before it's effec-
tive,” she said.

“So then you started today,” he said.

“Well, no,” she said. “I was going to
waituntil... | was going to give mybody a
chance to recuperate, before | started do-
ing anything to it again.”

“Lanie,” he said. “Ifit takes two weeks,
you should start now.”

“l just don’t think it would be a good
idea,” she said. “You know, confusing my
hormones and all, when my body’s so
messed up right now.”

“l think it would be a good idea,” he
said. “To get started as soon as possible,
today.”

in a seaoftears, and | blink to

push them away. The motionis

mesmerizing. It pulls me back

linto the warmth of last night's

* bed, lastnight'ssleep. And then

the dream comes back to me.

The doctor told me thatone of

Hr the signs of depression is con-

sistentlybad dreams. Butthisone
was different

“David,” | say. “I had the strangest

dream last night.”

“Really,” he says. “Whatwas itabout?”

“It's hard to explain,” | say.

“Well try,” he says. “Now you’'ve got me
all interested...”

“l had this dream,” | say. “This dream
where mymom keptcallingmetowarnme
aboutyou.”

“Your mom?” He says.

“Yeah, you see, she kept trying to con-
vince me that you were a vampire.”

"That's utterly absurd,” he says. He
fixes his tie in the full-length mirroron the
wall, then turns to look at me.

‘You know that's completely ridicu-
lous,” he says. You know that...”

“She kept calling me, warning me,” |
say. “She told me you were sucking my
blood at night, when | was asleep.”

“l vant to saak your blaad,” he says to
me grinning evilly.

See BLEED, page 15



LARK;

venus de la tierra

The gods
don’t choose our lov-

ers

anymore,
We do, we break
our fall.

Can you hold it in your
hands
(love)
could you freeze the
hot volte
In her eyes
as proof?

| think

your fist Is empty,

your memory
gone cold.

-Stacey Teas

HEAD /Continued from page 3

alot ofthings, but one espe-
cially has stuck.

Guys always have good
things their fathers told
them, an inheritance ofwis-
dom. My inheritance is one
of dread.

He told me that when |
grew up | would most likely
be frigid. “That means in-
capable of having an or-
gasm,” he said. This was be-
cause | had such a bad rela-
tionship with my father, and
if you nave a bad relation-
ship with your fatherit'sim-
possible to have agood rela-
tionship with a man.

“Just like your mother,”
he said.

What did | know? For all
I knew this was common
knowledge.

I sank without struggling
into the despair of it, be-
cause my Dad was telling
me, and he knew more than
me, he knew practically ev-
erything. | resigned myself
to my inevitable fate, and
the resignation was gentle
and familiar as warm water.

How could | know that
he shouldn’t be saying this
to me? And what could | do

and deadlines, endless.

iiiMil

untitled

The road is so flat and even, clean by grime

If 'm lucky, there may be slow curves and passes
to climb. Maybe at*a gas station the guy
in the pickup notices, smiles, buys me a coffee.

Cream and sugar? | take it long and sweet;

his hands are shy in their good-bye.
I am driving again.

| rather country roads, hairpin bends, crazy
grades.

My heart beats, then,
like I was really going someplace.

about it anyway? It's not
like he was touching me or
hurting me. Not my body.

Incidentally, I'm not Fri-
gid. ButI'm still not sure ab-
out the good relationship
thing.

When he called me, he
told me about his new wife
and their four new Kkids.
Four kids in six years. Four
fresh children who would
not disappoint him.

“They’d all love to meet
you,” he said. “l've told
them all about you.”

What did he tell them?

“I'd really like to meet

them, too,” | said, and |
wanted itto be true so badly
that it almost seemed like it
was.

I said I'd call him, and
then, | don’t know, | just
didn’t.

My house issmall and itis
made of chinks and gaps.
My roommate’s breathing
presses in on me when I'm
hying to sleep. | hold my
own breathing tight to keep
it quiet. When | walk | lay
each foot down carefully so
that nothing will rattle
loose.

Sometimes | have to go

eStacey Teas

inside my head just to get
some privacy.

I imagine that someday |
will live in another kind of
house. A house where all
the doors have locks, if |
care to use them, and the
windows glide closed with a
click, and the roofis tight as
a drum. In that house | will
have a bedroom which is
shadowy cool and quiet,
where | can leave myjournal
right out on the table with-
outeven thinking aboutit |
will be able to lie on my bed
all afternoon if | want and

just watch dust falling
through a shaft of late sun-
light, or if | feel like it maybe
ciy, rightoutloud and with-
out having to stuff my face
into a pillow. Or maybe
laugh. Or sing. Or just be.
When the shadows of the
room spread into dusk, |
will wash my face and go
downstairsfor dinner. And |
imagine that there will be
somebody there to share
dinner with. Someone with
big gentle hands, who won't
ask what | am thinking ab-
out, because he’ll know that
when I'm ready, I'll tell him.



Echo The massive creature tore
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untitled
Naked You're not as pretty as i hacT
Imagined
But
That’s not what really bothered me

Words
That were not spoken but loudly
heard

“/OM- #.ee- «2mWes  WWIOOWV " r***i*Y o e&i-
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Juan Les Pins

ée"MeM a

Not a soul was in the station
To hear me silent breathe

The hum of nothing in my ear
Waiting at a door

When quiet is sucked and
shattered

All over the floor

Ripping throught the night
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About My Writer-Friend

Jeremy S.
Ktfrstmer
_ _ , _ is a2l-year-old
ou see, I'matmywriter-friend’shouse. He'stalking nonsense, brainstorming think the failure of my writer-friend’s book has really Enaiisk/C .
out loud, trying to overcome his writer’s block. | catch bits and pieces: the discouraged him. His writer’s block is proportionate to ngus reaave

Metro... bunkbeds... Meister Eckhart...green tomatoes... a bidetfactory in
Schenectady....

I'm glancing through a shelfofhis books. We're both waiting for his wife
so we can leave for the evening — dinner and then a movie.

I catch more of his bits: Yevgeny Zamayatin... Japanese erotica... chaos
... Tralfamador... the perfect 10....

I see these book titles: TheFall, The Immoralist, The Idiot, The Stranger,
The Plague, The Trial, The Castle, The WalL

I interrupt my writer-friend’s bits: Which one of these books do you
recommend?

At that very moment my writer-friend’s wife walks in the room. | imme-
diately lose interestin the books. You see, | wantto screw mywriter-friend’s
wife. He doesn’t know this but she does. What’s nice is that she wants to
screw me too.

Three weeks ago | told her: | want to screw you.

She didn’'t answer yes flat-out but she did grab my crotch. | took this to
mean yes.

All of this happened while my writer-friend was in his study, attempting
to write. Unfortunately for him, ever since he finished his last novel six
monthsago he’sbeen unableto write asingleword. You see, mywriter-friend
has really bad writer’s block. Really bad.

So anyway, ever since that day my writer-friend’s wife grabbed my crotch
| haven’t been able to keep my eyes off her. In fact, seeing her gives me an
instant erection. You see, my writer-friend’s wife is 24 and beautiful. I'm 49,
divorced and in the later stages ofbalding. The way | see it, it'sabouttime for
a mid-life crisis.

The problem with my desire to screw mywriter friend’swife is twofold: 1.)
My writer-friend never leaves the house because he’s always trying to write.
This in itselfis no problem, and in fact is a blessing. When he is writing we
can be fucking. So every time | go over there to bang his wife, what is he
doing? He’'s not writing. He has extremely bad writer’'s block. Some writer-
friend. 2.) My writer-friend’swife can'tcome overto myplace. Hie reasonfor
thiscomplication isthatmy22-year-old good-for-nothing son isalways there
watching television. Some son. My writer-friend
couldwrite athreevolume epic about that
loser.

This one day my writer-
friend’s wife calls and tells me
to come over. She says: He’s
busy in the study. He thinks he
has a breakthrough. He says he
doesn’t want to be disturbed for
several hours.

I hurry over there and she lets me in. | get an instant erection. In fact, it's
so hard | prematurely ejaculate inside my boxers. Some erection. My writer-
friend should write a book about my sexual failures. He could stretch it out
for agood 500 pages.

Another time | rush over and just as | get there my writer-friend decides
to geta snack and sees me walk through the front door. At thatpoint I'm so
revved-up with anticipation, I’'m close to exploding. I claim | feel sick and
rush to the bathroom. Behind the locked door | drop my pants and yank for
all it'sworth. | leave a mess on the Monet print hanging above the pot. And
guess what? No toilet paper or Kleenex so | have to wipe the evidence with
my handkerchief and shove the slimy thing back in my pocket Definitely
prime material for my writer-friend. Grade A.

After | leave the bathroom | find out my writer-friend is still struggling for
an idea to write about | start to wonder, what kind offucking writer is this
writer-friend?

You see, mywriter-friend’slast novel was a commercial failure. Itgot poor
reviews and no one bought it | attribute its failure to the fact that no one
wants to read about characters going through existential dilemmas. People
want escapist literature with plenty of violence and a ton of explicit sex. |
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You see, thinking about my
writer-friend's predicament has made

me limp.

his depression. | think he’s really depressed.

So anyway, returning to what | was saying in the
beginning: I'm reading the book titles and he’s brain-
storming out loud when his wife walks in the room.
Instantly my prick’s up and at 'em.

Mywriter-friend’swifeglancesknowinglyatmy crotch
and says: Are we ready?

We decide to walk to this restaurant that is near their
house. The whole way there my writer-friend is so ab-
sorbed in his thoughts that he doesn’t notice me and his
wife fooling around: | grab her ass, she grabs my crotch.

My writer-friend’s wife says this to my writer-friend
when we are almost there: What are you thinking about
so intensely?

He stops, turns and looks at us. His face is bright red

and he looks pissed like he knows what me and his wife
have been doing. He yells: THIS GOD-DAMNED WRITER’'S BLOCK IS

DRIVING ME INSANE!

We get to the restaurant, sit at a table and order drinks. My writer-friend is
sitting with his head in his hands, not talking. He appears to be thinking or
maybe sulking.

My writer-friend’s wife says: I’'m going to the bathroom.

| say: Me too.

| follow behind her and she pokes her head in the ladies room and then
grabs me by the arm and pulls me in. We enter a stall and start kissing. She is
wearing a dress so | reach beneath with both hands and grab her ass, pulling
her towards me.

She says this: Not here. Too risky.

| say: When then?

She says: Soon,| hope.

Some affair.

When we return to the table, mywriter-friend is staring into space. He looks

really pale and sick. He looks like death.
After we sit he says: I'm too
depressed. I'm justgoing to
go home and sleep. I'd be
miserable company tonight
anyway. This writer’s block
is really destroying me.
I glance at mywriter-friend’s
wife. She shrugs.
My writer-friend leaves and says: You two
w i 11 have a better time without me tonight.

Some writer-friend!

After he leaves | tell my writer-friend's wife: Let'sget a room.

She says: Yes.

We haveanotherdrink and thengo to a nearbyhotel. In the room mywriter-
friend’s wife undresses me real slow. My problem is this: The whole time I'm
thinkingaboutthatdeathlylook on mywriter-friend’s face. | feel sorryfor him
and his writer’'s block. Writer’s block must be a really bad feeling.

My writer-friend’s wife tries to arouse me. You see, thinking about my
writer-friend’s predicament has made me limp.

She says: What's wrong?

| say: | can’t forget that horrible look on your husband's face.

She says: Justforget it This is our chance.

We startkissingand | move my lips down her body. She gets really excited.

She says this: Take me now.

| try to obey but | can’tgetan erection. My writer-friend’s face is cemented
inmymemory. | can’'tforgethisface no matterhow much I try. His tragic, sickly
face.

We both leave the hotel disappointed, and | can’thelp butthinkwhatagreat
story this whole thing would make. Damn his fucking writer’s block.

and Samuel

Arjtfiy
Pat Stull

2 5 19 9 2

W ritirigm ajor
from Sunnyvale,
CA. AlbertCamus

Beckettare among
his influences.
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attentively and then he said
that there was no such thing
as a snake-o-phobia, that it
was all in my head, and that
he, as a psych major, could
cure me.

“Are you serious? That
means never being afraid if |
had to pee in a dark bath-
room, no screaming if 1look
atsomebody's belt, shoes or
purse?”

“It's easy, just follow me
into my room.”

I wondered why |
couldn’t be cured in the
lounge, but | didn’t say any-
thing. He kicked his room-
mate out and told me to lie
down on hisbed and justre-
lax. Then he picked up a
huge volume that said
FREUD. He read something
to me which | didn’t under-
stand at all. As he began to
take off his clothes, he
explained:

“See, you are not really
afraid of snakes, your real
problem is a fear of the mas-
culine— namely— the male
anatomy.” Uhh-huh. So it
was that simple. Boy, | had
never thought of that. But |
wondered why he had to ex-
plain me that in his
underwear.

“You can only be helped
with a direct confrontation
with the object ofyour fear,
not of snakes, but of a part
of the male anatomy, which
due to its form, must some-
how remind you of a snake.
But tonight you are lucky.”
He smiled at me, as he
slipped his boxers down.

“l want to help you, be-
cause your fear will disap-
pear once you actually
touched and felt a penis in-
side you.”

“Wow, really ... just let
met check with Dr. Freud
for a second,” | said.

| grabbed the book and

threw itat his head, and ran
away asfastas | could. | was
afraid of snakes, but that
didn’t mean that | was stu-
pid.

By theway, myfeardidn’t
disappear at all.

I moved into Isla Vista
the following year and in
one of those wild parties
where some people were
slam-dancing to the sound
ofabandwith an obnoxious
name and otherswere trying
to empty the kegs, | met Jo-
nathan. It was love at the
first sight. We went out and
after awhile we were a cou-
ple. I was so happy that |
forgot everything about
snakes. After a year and a
half, we decided to move in
together. One afternoon,
while | was trying to write a

| feit
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Josephine is neither my old
girlfriend nor my mother.
Josephine is a python — a
snake.”

| was about to faint, this
was worse than any mother
or old girlfriend.

“Are you alright? You
don’t look so good. You
know, | got Josephine as a
baby, her mother had been
killed, and so | raised her. |
love Josephine as if she was
my own kid. She is the best
pet I've ever had. She is
huge, and beautiful, and tot-
ally tamed. She will do you
less harm than a Kkitten.
You'll love her, too.”

“Jonathan, | am afraid
you don’t understand me. |
can't live with a snake, | am
afraid of them. | will drop
dead if she ever comes close

C T

thought of my boyfriend
loving his snake more than
me.

V‘\‘/Wait, I mightreconsider

"That’'swonderful. You’ll
see.You'll love Josephine as
soon asyou get used to her.”
Well, that’'s what Jonathan
believed, but | needed some
time.

The day Josephine ar-
rived in a huge tank thatwas
putwhere ourTV used to be
(who needs that thing any-
way, how thatwe have Jose-
phine to entertain us, Jo-
nathan said) | hid in the
bedroom and pretended
that | was sick. But before
Jonathan went to bed ex-
hausted (after all Josephine
and he had so much to
“talk” about) | swallowed a

O N

at Josephine and she was
looking at me, and then she
stuck her thin and parted
tongue out and made that
characteristic snake noise;
that repulsive Shh-shhh. It
was too late, | was going to
die. Josephine was crawling
out of the tank and twisting
and turning, first only ar-
ound my hand, but then ar-
ound my arm, until she was
all over me. She was snug-
gling against my skin. |
couldn’t move, nor make a
sound. | believe | even
stopped breathing. Silent
tearswere runningdown my
cheeks. 11118was it. | was go-
ing to have a stroke and die.
And Josephine was laugh-
ing at me. She had a deep,
manly laugh.

Josephine was now com-

the humid snake in myface, around

my neck, all over me - even in my ear.

paper for my English class,
Jonathan came home really,
really excited about
something.

“Darling, there is some-
thing I have to tell you. Jose-
phine, my dear Josephine is
coming, and she’ll stay with
us ...” Josephine?! Who the
heck was Josephine?

“What? Did | hear that
right? Who is that Jose-
phine? Do you really think|
am going to put up with
some old girlfriend of
yours?!” Jonathan just
laughed and said that Jose-
phine was not some old
girlfriend.

“Then worse, Josephine
is your mother!” Jonathan
was cracking up now.

“Yo% are just too cute.

BLEED/Continued from page 11

“l don't know,” | say.
* %vid, she really scared me

“l thought | was sup-
posed to be the scary vam-
pire,” he says.

“She was so adamant,” |
say. “She said she was afraid
that you would suck my
blood until there was none
left, and then you would let
me die.”

He walks over to me and
grabs me by the shoulders.

“Look at me,” he says.

I tiltmy head up and look
into his deep, blue eyes.

“You know that it was
justanightmare, itwas justa
bad dream,” he says.

“No ...,” | say.

“Yes,” he says. “It was
just a dream.”

“No, David,” | say. “This
morning, when | was mak-

ing breakfast, | cut my
thumb, really badly.”

I show him mythumb. An
angry, inch-long slice runs
across the tip. It's so deep,
the stark white bone is

visible.

“And David,” | say. “I
didn’'t bleed ...”

He looks at me, and
smiles.

The spinning fan comes
back into view. Except it
looks like the fan is still, and
I'm the one that's spinning.
This makes me feel nause-
ous, so | get offof the bed. |
pick up my robe and lay it
across the bed. Then | take
my clothes out ofthe dresser
and lay them on the bed:
underwear, bra, jeans, T-
shirt, socks. | putthemonin
thatorder. As | dress, | keep
thinking, what should | do?

to me. | am afraid you have
to make a choice, either that
Josephine or me.”

Helookedatasifl had re-

allygiven him a hard choice.
In my eyes, there was no
choice. That Josephine was
to staywhere shewas, outof
my and Jonathan’s life and
our happiness.

“Honey ... |1
thought

“Honey | never thought
you would leave me over
something like this. | better
go now so thatyou can pack
up your stuff I am sony,”
Jonathan said.

I wondered if | was hear-
ing right. Was | was going to
lose my one and only boy-
friend toa SNAKE? | began
to panic. | couldn’t bear the

never

| take a pair of boots out
of the closet

Should | count the num-
ber oftacks in the bottom of
my shoe?

I pull them on.

What should | do?

I look around the room,
my room.

Should | count the pieces
of tape it takes to hold up a
poster?

Should | count the
stitches in the comforter at
the foot of the bed?

What should | do?

David opened the bed-
room door without knock-
ing. He stood in the door-
way for a moment, a cup of
coffee in his hand, staring at
Lanie. He took a sip of his
coffee.

“Hey,” he said. “Watcha

TORNADO/Continued from page 7

the story a million times.”

“1 thought she leftwhen |
was two.”

“She did. It was about
four months later | think.
The tornado was in Septem-
ber and | think she walked
out... I'm pretty sure it was
in January. | don’t know.”

“You never told me that
story. How come you never
told me that.”

“Oh, I'm sure | did. You
just forgot”

Brad’s father watched the
confused look on his son’s
face.

“So no, | don’'t think
you’'re stupid. Basements
are safe.”

His father grabbed up the
roll and switched off the
light. “Brad don't worry ab-

out moving. You're gonna
like it in California. Now
come on, let's wrap this up
and we’'ll order a pizza or
something, OK?” He
started for the stairs but be-
fore reaching them, turned
back toward Brad.

“But they don’'t have
basements in California,”
Brad said.
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valium and a child aspirin
justin case. When my lover
was deep asleep, | slowly
went down the stairs. |
didn’t dare to look at the
tank. | knew itwaswatching
me. | opened the door that
led to the garden. | also
opened thewindows. | took
a deep breath.

“You'll be free, my dear
Josephine, free as a bird.
Just crawl out of my house
as soon as | take the top off
the tank. Disappear from
my life.”

Slowly | walked toward
the tank. | didn'tlook down
at Josephine. | could feel
how HUGE she was. Oh,
Lord. Then, I did it. I lifted
the top part and committed
one fatal mistake, | looked

doing?”

“Oh, nothing,” she said.

He set his cup down on
top of the dresser, and
walked over to the closet
He flipped hangers aside,
one after another, as if he
was flipping through pages
of a book ne wasn't really
interested in reading.

Lanie walked over to the
dresser and picked up the
cup of coffee. She took a
careful sip.Then shewalked
outofthe bedroom and into
the bathroom. She closed
and locked the door behind
her. She opened the bottom
drawer below the sink and
pulled out a paper bag.
From this bag, she took a
pink, circular, plastic case.
She opened itand laid it on
the counter. Inside the con-
tainer was a disc with pills

“Nope. They don’t need
'em. No tornadoes. No
snow, no rain, no hot Julies
and no tornadoes. That's
why I'm moving there. I've
been here mywhole life and
I'm tired of the weather.”

“Yeah, | know.”

“Listen Brad, do me a fa-
vor and sweep up a little
down here and then we’ll
get some food, all right?”

fortably situated around my
neck. Maybe she was about
to fall asleep. Veiy slowly
and carefully | turned ar-
ound, and there was Jo-
nathan, sitting on the stairs.
Of course he was the one
who was laughing. Instead
of hying to save my life, he
was sitting there in his box-
ers and holding his sto-
mach. He didn’t even pre-
tend that he was worried.
He only said:

“See, | told you she
would like you. She never
does these things with me.”
| couldn’t believe that That
beast liked me and | was ab-
out to die. Well, not die,
maybe just hunt a little bit
But | didn't feel like falling
to the floor. | probably

along the edge. The days of
the month were marked on
the inside ofthe plastic case.

There was a knock at the
door.

“Lanie,” David said.
“What are you doing in
there?”

“1I'm using the bath-
room,” she said.

“Do you have my cof-

fee?” he asked.
“Oh, I'm sony,” she said.
“1 just wanted a sip. I'll be

out in a second.”

“Hurry up,” he said. “I
want to finish it before
work.”

“I'm hurrying,” she said.

She rotated the disc and
matched the first pill up
with the first day, Monday,
like the doctor had shown

her. A white, oval pill
“Sure. I'll be up in a few
minutes.”

Brad went over to the
wall and picked up the
pushbroom. He looked out
the small ground-level win-
dow dotted with mud at the
richgreen backyard. He put
his hand to the glass and felt
the seeping bum of the hot
afternoon on his fingertips.

would have crushed Jose-
phine, or even worse, we
would have crushed each
other. Maybe | should just
take a deep breath and tnen
count till 10. Finally Jo-
nathan dedded that it was
time to do something. He
stood up and tried to take
Josephine away from me.
But, believe it or not, Jose-
phine refused to leave me.
She didn’t even want to be
touched by him. Puzzled he
looked at me and Josephine,
satisfied around my neck.

“1 can’'t believe that Jose-
phine seems to like you bet-
terthan me. That's notfeir. |
was the one who raised her.
I was the one who fed her. |
was like a father to her, and
you ... you don’'t even like
snakes.” Was it true? Was
there a tone of jealousy in
his voice? If so, | couldn’t
consider Josephine my
enemyany longer. The crea-
ture that was wrapped ar-
ound my whole body could
help to wrap my boyfriend
around my little finger. | had
never thought of Josephine
this way. Besides, after this
shock therapy | wasn't that
afraid of her anymore.

Though Josephine and |
didn’'t become “friends”, we
did become sincere allies.
Without Josephine, Jo-
nathan might never have gi-
ven me that engagement
ring. I'm not sure though,
whether | like the ring, be-
cause it has the shape of a
snake. However, engage-
ment is engagement, and |
can thank Josephine for
that. | tolerate snakes now,
although 1 still check eveiy
toilet twice, and | always
look closely at every sugar
bowl, just in case a little
worm had hidden in there.
You just never know.

dropped into the palm of
her hand. She placed it on
the counter and crushed it
with her fist She brushed
the powder into the cup and

swirled the black liquid ar-
ound with her forefinger.
Then she remembered, if
you accidentally skip a day,
take both pills the next day.
So she rotated the disc to
day number two, Tuesday,
and another pill fell into her
hand. Again, she pulverized
it with her fist and mixed it
into the coffee.

David knocked at the
door, a second time.

“Lanie,” he said.

She closed the case and
put it back in the drawer.
Then she picked up the cup
of coffee and opened the
bathroom door.

He moved his hand to the
grainy mason wall and felt
its cold. To most people, he
thought, basements and tor-
nadoes were things they
could do without. He
thought of California as he
swept bits of dust and trash
from the floor into a neat
pile. He thoughtitwould be
good to leave the basement
clean.
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