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Welcome to the fall issue of The John Carroll Review.

As you may have noticed, the Review has come un-
der new management. We've tried our best to maintain the
high standards that have preceded us, but we've also at-
tempted to stretch the boundaries of this publication by invit-
ing writers from the John Carroll community and the Cleve-
land area to share their challenging and provocative work with
us. We hope you like what you see.

A word of advice when reading this issue: the Review
focuses mainly on fiction this semster. We suggest that you
approach the stories and poems in small doses to fully appre-
ciate their different styles and meanings. By the time you
come to the end of this issue, you'll realize that the images and
ideas on the last pages are just as powerful and resonant as
the image and ideas on the beginning pages.

A special thanks to the staff of the Review, it's a plea-
sure to sit around on Tuesday afternoons discussing great lit-
erature, great movies, and great submissions with you. We
would also like to thank all of our contributors: your stories and
poems have made this issue possible, and we hope to con-
tinue publishing quality work like this in the semesters to
come.

Melissa Zagata
John R. Panza
Christine Dresch



Eileen Conner

five

boxes of crayons, layers

and rows, undiscovered as of
yet it seems. stay that

way until valentines day.

you are beautiful falling asleep
looking up at me through
blued lids, smiling quiet. your
fingernails arent clean. glee
spills out of you, flooding the
room, liquid light pours from
your mouth. you like other
peoples teddy bears. at2 am
you turn to me, dim motion
blurred, and never let go.



Thomas W. Stanchak

Negligence of Hygiene

her walls are covered

a film of years and years
a negligence of hygiene
trackmarks

behind her house

in the center of nowhere
all the tracks

lead her back

in perpetual motion
lacking drive

she is driven back
where the tracks begin
she could lift

her head towards the sun
she closes the blinds
and longs for the warmth
tightens the belt

nothing of value left of her life
except this house

her walls are covered

a film of years and years
a negligence of hygiene

no one hears her cry

in a city full of

train tracks and bus depots
every train on time

coming down the tracks
heading for her pain

in the center of nowhere
she lives



April Di Franco Just Act Natural

His name is Scratch, he tells you, and you ask, “Why?
Do you itch?”

“No baby,” he answers in a voice way too deep.
“Everything starts from scratch, so start with me.” His belt
says “BAD BOY" on it, and the reason that you notice is his
hips bump into tables as he walks towards yours. He walks
as if he's straddling a camel.

You do not laugh. It's not that you don’'t have afine sense
of humor. And while you are wearing a sleeve around your
own neck that looks just like a scarf, you do have an
eccentric, yet keen sense of fashion. It's just that today,
you've decided to explore the part of you that wants to be a
French femme fatale, even though your sister says you look
like a slut. She looks like a gas station attendant, and
nobody ever understands what you mean.

“My name’s Marguerite,” you murmur, in an accent you
think is Spanish. Your name is Frannie. You can’t mimic
French. Scratch tells you he's in a band. You tell him they
have good pie at this restaurant. He tells you he sculpted the
cowboy in the window out of wire coat hangers. You tell him
you had a bra once that glowed in the dark. Part of being a
femme fatale, you see, is acting nonchalant and yet
seductive. Femme fatales are always acting innocent. And
they're always smoking.

You light a cigarette and wink at a boy with a napkin
holder shoved right through his earlobe. He stares back as
Scratch tells you he’s from Jamaica and it took him seven
years to dread his hair that long.

“Oh really?” is all you say. It's all you feel like saying.
This is the year you've decided to carry out your natural
inclinations. You're exploring yourself, and nobody
understands what you mean.

“No,” you tell your mother when you stopped shaving
your legs. ‘| am not trying to be one of those hippies that
goes down to the river to beat their clothes against rocks
when their family owns a perfectly good Kenmore washer
and dryer.”

And your dad slapped the mole right off your face before
you came here, making like he thought it was an ugly bug.
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April Di Franco

Mary, your best friend, thinks you're smoking pot now to
be cool, but it's just that more and more, you like the taste.

You and Scratch are silently eating. You take small bites
out of your Delaney sandwich, wrapping your lips around
each bit of bread as if you've never tasted anything so good.
As if you've never tasted it before. As if you don't get a
Delaney sandwich every time you come here with your
boyfriend Matty.

Oh, yeah, you have a boyfriend Matty, that you don't
mention to Scratch because he doesn’t do it for you anymore.
And also, he’s in jail.

He held you too tight. He tricked you into liking him in the
first place by pretending a great passion for the theater when
what he really loves is other people’s cars and that show on
t. v. where girls run around half naked on the beach. You're
not allowed to see him ever again.

You love the way Scratch eats beans and rice. You love
the way he holds the bowl up to his face like a little starving
boy, or a humble old ascetic. He holds his bread tenderly and
laughs between bites with tremendous white teeth. He really,
really enjoys his food. He licks his lips and sucks his fingers.
You want to be the bread.

“Let’s go,” he says.

“Go where?” you ask.

“Home,” he says.

“Take me.”

As you get up, all the long-haired girls smoking at little
wooden tables hold their drinks steady as you and Scratch
swagger towards the door. Scratch hugs a waitress with a
dragon tattoo on her back who once went down on Matty at
a party. You pay the bill.

The two of you are walking, and you grab his hand and
wear dark glasses. There is a drum circle on the sidewalk,
and you stop to listen and pet a funny looking dog, but
Scratch pulls you forward.

A boy with a hackey sack and red curly hair says, “Hey
now, aren't you Matty’s girl, Frannie?”

Scratch answers, “No man, this is mine. This is
Marguerite.” You pull him forward and are silent for three
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blocks. You wonder if this is the comfortable silence that two
people meant for each other are supposed to share. You
hope not, because you're not ready for all of that. You don't
want to get married until you're at least twenty four, and it
would be nice if your husband knew your name. Also, you
hate it when guys dote on every word you say, so you decide
to test the air. You think you just might say something.

“| had a friend,” you begin, “who knew a man who got his
kidney stolen while he was sleeping. It was sold on the black
market. He woke up bleeding in New York.”

Scratch runs his hand down your back and rests it low
around your waist. He says, “Yeah baby, that sucks.” You
think you're safe.

There’s a plastic mannequin naked on a porch swing
when you get to Scratch’s house. He says it belongs to a man
next door who's been a porn star before. Your dad told you
once never to drive down this street alone.

Inside, things are not the right color. For example, the
oven is turquoise, and the table is green like the Statue of
Liberty, like it's been sitting outside exposed to weather.
There are framed posters on the wall that say in sprawling
cursive letters “Smile Mon!” and “You're in Jamaica.” There
are photographs going all the way up the stairs of children
smiling, in really old clothes. You try and guess which one of
them is Scratch. You guess at a little boy with giant, bucked
teeth.

Incense is burning in his room. The shades are drawn,
the lights are out, and Scratch already has his shirt off. He
picks up a guitar and plugs it in. He tells you to get on the bed.
Now is he going to serenade you with a cover of some hotel-
lounge steel drum love song?

No. Instead, he turns on his stereo and plays along live to
the Screaming Headless Torsos. You can tell his fish are
disturbed by the way they're darting back and forth. Scratch
is jumping up and down, screaming. You are sitting there
pulling up your stockings. He is furiously shaking his hair with
his eyes closed. You are sitting there smoking, studying your
nails. You now know how you act alone with a rock star as
opposed to when you watch one in a crowd. When you are a
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femme fatale, alone with a rock star in his bedroom, you act
bored.

The music stops abruptly and you smile. Scratch pulls
your outstretched iegs apart, and then towards him. He lifts
your chin as he bends over you, staring deep into your eyes.

"Oh wait," he says. ‘| know what.” He goes over to the
dresser and he opens up a little box. He takes out a pipe in
the shape of a snake and asks if you smoke.

“Yes,"” you say. “All the time. Bring it here.”

“It's opium.”

You've never had opium but you act like you have.
You're not sure if opium'’s like crack, where you can try it
once and become a junkie, but you don't ask. What a
romantic addiction anyways. You imagine lying around
China with a den of gangsters, each baring tiny yellow feet.
Always using chopsticks. Always wearing silk pajamas.
Always dangling a pipe between your frail fingers. It tastes
like the decent flavored edible flowers they put on salads
sometimes. You think you are addicted already. Your body
feels loose as you let down your uptwisted hair. You dangle
your arms off either side of the bed.

You let Scratch snap off your garters and pull off your
shirt as you tell him about all the times you smoked hash with
your mom at fashion shows in Paris. You tell him you go to
school there, art school actually. In fact, your best friend
Pierre is having an installation somewhere, the Louvre, you
think itis. There will be a series of nude portraits of you done
in egg tempera, posed in front of the Riviera. And you think
he has started working with wire armatures, out of coat
hangers actually, but Scratch does not respond to this
coincidence in medium. Scratch is kissing you all over. Your
clothes lay on the floor (except your sleeve; the knot's too
tight) as you contemplate how the only hash your mom really
knows is hash browns. Scratch seems too infatuated with
you to speak, or to even remove the rest of his own clothes.
That is until he says, “You have really nice breasts.” He
drops his pants.

There is a knife strapped to his leg. The kind a diver might
use. The kind with a blade long enough to spear a shark with
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and wave it around.

You inch towards the window, backed into the wall, as
Scratch pulls the knife out and climbs up on to the bed
wearing only a giant holster strapped around his thigh.

As you back away, Scratch moves towards you,
laughing. His giant teeth don’t look white anymore. He pulls
at the sleeve that you've knotted so tightly at your neck. He
traces his finger down the curve of your body, laughing
deeper and harder as you back away.

In a serious voice, he says, “Hold still, Marguerite. Hold
right there.” He raises the knife to your throat, and with
steady, gentle thrusts, he cuts the sleeve right off your neck.
At the same time, he pushes you down and settles his full
weight on to you. You cannot breathe. You feel smothered,
like when you're yelled at by your father or squeezed
desperately by your crying mother. You feel as if your brain
has temporarily shut down. You cannot move as you
disinterestedly watch Scratch enjoy himself tremendously.
He is noisy. You are silent. He stays inside of you far too long
to be safe, or comfortable, and yet, if someone took a picture
of your face, it would be detached and forlorn. It would be in
black and white. It would be a shadowy picture of a
seventeen year old girl waiting for someone to come. Waiting
for the rain, or the war, or the night to finally be over.

It's finally over.

“Man baby, that was some fine sex we had.”

“Yeah.” You light a cigarette.

You wrap your black shirt around your body, and you
lightly leave, off to find the bathroom. Red sink, fuzzy yellow
toilet seat cover. You pin your platinum hair back off your
neck. You lift your leg up on to the counter and finger the cuts
where the plastic straps of Scratch’s leg rubbed again and
again into yours. There is no soap so you leave it alone. You
hold your breasts tenderly, the way Scratch held his bread.

When you leave the bathroom, you hear Scratch
laughing on the phone. The door is mostly closed, and the
rest of your clothes are outside in the hall. As you dress, you
move slightly away from the door, into the doorway of
another room. “Yeah mon,” Scratch is saying. “I'll be over as
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soon as Frenchie books. French. Yeah mon, easy as fuck.’

Your natural inclination is to explore the side of you that's
prone to violence, but you've done enough self exploration
for the day. As you walk downstairs, a little boy and girl come
bursting through the screen door, running towards you. They
are dressed in really old clothes, green and brown corduroys,
V-neck purple and yellow T-shirts. They match the house.
The little boy stares up at you and smiles, with his hands on
his hips. He has giant, bucked teeth.

“Where's my daddy?" the little girl asks.

“Who's your daddy?” you ask back.

“Scratch. My daddy is Scratch. Is he upstairs?” the little
boy asks. But before you can answer, he's gone.

The little girl starts to follow, but she turns around and
asks, “Who are you?"

“I don'tknow,” you answer. She shrugs and then sheruns
away. She doesn't understand what you mean.



Ken Heintel

Invisible Hand Molesting

You work their job, you play the game
you whore yourself to stay alive

you bear the dredge and misery

for days and days they're all the same
a deadly price to just survive

as bobbing head in human sea.

You give yourself for who's on top
they set your sights to keep you blind
they sell you justice, God, and dreams
in case you want it all to stop

defuse the thoughts of ticking minds
cause they don’t want the proles to see.
You work hard because you're proud
they said that's how you oughta feel
they process hope to keep you free
they sell it on the streets out loud

you swallow whole, then marry, breed
you've got to feed a family

you're in their trap, now just concede.
They sell you fear and drinks and shots
to keep the haze around your eyes
they numb your mind at five o’clock



Ken Heintel

while all your youth slowly dies.
The way it is, it oughta be

the way it is, it's always been

it doesn't mean a lot to me

dissent’s the greatest sin.
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D. Callendar Aggor The Public Servant

The events begin in a Toronto bus depot. There are three
people of importance. There is a social worker, on her way to
visit her West Indian grandmother, flipping through the “Food
for Thought” section in the Thursday edition of the Toronto

Roti, she thinks, lamb and spice, this is what | need.

She has bypassed headlines declaring that Ontario’s
premier will announce which medical services are to be
included in the additional twenty-two percent cut; that the
Argonauts have advanced to the semi-finals; that rape in the
city (Missisauga, Oakville, Brampton and other outlying
suburbs not included) is up by six percent. She sees nothing
new, nothing she could not have discovered by going to work
and doing her job.

The social worker has just lost one of the clients she
worked with at a shelter for battered women. She has lost the
battle in spirit. The client clings to life through several
intravenous tubes after being strangled by her partner with
the very telephone cord upon which the social worker,
moments before, had castigated the woman for her repeated
foolishness. She had announced categorically that this
would be the last time she issued a cab to save the woman
from these self-imposed catastrophes. The social worker
had hung up the phone, dialled “u-need-a” by rote, and while
the phone had rung, cursed the battered woman under her
breath.

She, the social worker, has come to believe that the
desperate cannot change. She sees, in the paper she is
about to throw away, a litany of unhappy endings, a
sacrosanct collage of infirmity through which one can be
assured that we are only human, after all.

The social worker deposits the largely unread paper in a
wastebin. She approaches the lunch-counter looking for a
publication devoted to fictional atrocities. She is willing, at
this time, to support any paper that will distract her with
fabricated dysfunction. This is what makes it worthy, the
fabrication. She chooses one she has seen stacked up in her
grandmother’s house. The stories range from the optimistic,
Home-brewed phermones to drive your woman wild, SEX!
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Why it's impossible to have too much, to the bizarre,

Cutbacks Schmutbacks; Siamese twins migrate south for
separation, to the celebrity spoof, Alien baby bomn to Lisa
Marie! This last one, the social worker thinks mockingly, may
well be true.

There is also, in the depot, a man under a hat, a
changeling. The sort of man the social worker encounters
regularly. The backs of his hands have seen many a
cheekbone, swept them hard for their presumptuous stance.
He likes his women pure, fluid. There is nothing more
satisfying to him than seeing one teeter, falter and finally
collapse into a salty pool in which he can cleanse himself. He
feels it is what he was made for. To put things in their right
place.

He is alone. His partner has managed to evaporate,
taking the children with her. But that was many months ago
and tonight he is in the depot passing out pamphlets. He has
changed, he says. He is renewed. Jesus has renewed him,
he tells the social worker. She sees his hands, his biceps, his
shoulders. She knows what they can do, smells untruth on
his breath. But | saw the light, the man says. Brighter than the
ones he makes in the factory in a town called Ingersoll, to
which he must return tonight for the graveyard shift. That's
right, says the social worker, go make lights. We need lights.
She is laughing inside, her hardened face, and he knows. He
knows well this prideful laughter. He knows she will pay. That
there is a price on unbelief.

They board the bus and the man sits near the front,
continuing his entreaties with those who will listen. The social
worker takes a seat as far away from him as possible, next to
a large and young woman draped in dark velvet. Her eyes
shine with adventure, despite the late hour. She is bound for
Detroit, she says to the social worker, who hopes to have a
mild-mannered seat-mate who will speak lightly of the
happenings in her life. The young woman seems eager but
refined at the same time, offering the social worker a mix of
dates and pecans and then segments of an orange which she
has elegantly peeled with a long paring knife.

The caped woman tells the social worker that she is
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bound for Detroit to meet the brother she has not seen from
childhood. This pleases the social worker: a story of hope, a
victory in the tiresome sea of struggle. She settles backin her
seat feeling grateful. How did you come to be apart, she asks.

A long time ago, the woman begins, they were there
together, the two of them. Her brother, the eldest, and
herself. The father, a struggling businessman who also had
an interest in theater, was deeply loved but rarely home.
Their mother was kind, the daughter of a minister who
enjoyed gardening and good conversation. Each evening,
assembled around the supper table, would be the most
experimental croppers in their small town, to discuss
possibilities: the development of a ruby-throated hibiscus, a
strain of purple foxglove with velvet tongues, the hypothetical
care and culturation of black rosebushes. Much of it was
fantasy, the cloaked woman says, but some of it came to
pass. The mother had had a particular type of white camellia
named after her, the double blessing, which she never lived
to see. She died in childbirth with a third child who turned out
to have Down'’s syndrome.

Oh, says the social worker at this point, what a dreadful
thing to happen. And you must have been very young.

Yes, says the woman, that was true but she had her
brother and her father, who was still good to them until the
small one got older and nursemaids were not enough.

And then, the social worker asks.

And then, the woman continues, we were sent away.

Away? You were sent away?

Just the two girls, says the cloaked woman quietly, to a
home where they could provide for the little one’'s needs.

But both of you? says the social worker, unable to contain
her speculation.

It wasn't fair, the woman answers, shaking her head to
herself. Highway lights illuminate then recede over her
somber profile. The faint smell of oranges hangs in the air.
The social worker says nothing, as she often does to create
space for her clients, which they are often inclined to fill.

The caped woman readdresses the worker with a
brightness that belies her momentary introspection. My
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father needed me to take care of her, she says, to let him
know what was really going on, how we were being treated.

When she was little.

The brother stayed on with the father and continued on
with the care of the plants he had adopted when the mother
had passed on. For how long were you there? the social
worker asks. Oh, says the woman, for a very long time it
seemed. Until the little one started having accidents.

Accidents, what sort of accidents?

Small ones at first, the woman says, a cut on the finger,
a scratch on the cheek. The first serious one was with her
ankle. Broken so that the child couldn’t walk for months. The
father, in a flowing black coat, wielding a walnut walking stick,
his moustache waxed to needle points, stormed the
establishment like an enormous bat. The impression of him
rippling down the hall, the woman says, stays with her
because he seemed so much larger to her then, grand. He
breathed fire on the caretakers, demanded an explanation.
They had no answer, for the child's speechwas indiscernible.
She had been playing as usual, they said, in the usual places,
the swingset, the wading pool, the dining hall. It is only her
sister who understands her, they said, why do you not ask
her? Stooping in front of her, his stick hitting the floor with a
definitive racket, he cupped the chin of his oldest daughter in
both hands and the girl knew, from his steady grasp, his
shining eyes, that she was to give the right answer. Whatever
she said at that moment would become the hinge upon which
their lives would turn.

She says she fellon the pavement, the child said slowly,
her eyes beginning to burn. Then, burying herself into her
father's black folds she said, She says she wants to come
home and rest.

She was only playing and fell, said the nurses, you see?
We called the doctor immediately. She needs now only to
rest.

For a moment, he embraced his daughter to himself
completely and then she felt him stiffen. The relief at having
some answer, at having some small sense made of things,
had taken hold and he resolved in himself not to panic, not to
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throw away the nurturing environment he could never
recreate for them. He would leave them there but not without
first charging his eldest to never leave her sister’s side.

The girl hesitated with her answer but her deep feeling for
her father and his seeming torment incited in the child a
sympathy for him and a devotion toward her sister that was
termed, by the staff, as obsessive. The entire time the ankle
was healing, and long afterward, she carried the younger
child everywhere. Meanwhile, the only news she heard of her
brother was through her father. He went on to high school,
finished and came home to dabble in their mother’s garden.
Finally, he’'d left for Europe, seeds and bulbs in tow.

We didn’t know where he was for the longest time, the
woman says. And then we got out. You got out? asks the
social worker. Yes, our father died. He died and there was no
money to keep us where we were. Goodness, says the social
worker, looking dazed, goodness. You have seen it all. How
old are you? The woman finds this question to be too
personal, but she answers. So young, says the social worker.
She herself is thirty-six and has seen many things but that is
different. In her line of work she expects to encounter
tragedy.

The woman exchange roles and the social worker speaks
of her grandmother, how the only urgent matters will be about
what to eat at mealtimes and perhaps some small discussion
over the town hall meeting that will be printed in the paper.
The grandmother lives in a blessedly small town, says the
social worker, where very little happens.

There is a sudden explosion like the sound of a giant
paper bag popping and the passengers of the bus are thrown
from side to side as the bus lurches onto the shoulder. The
driver maintains tentative control of the rumbling machine
and when they come to a stop he announces that there is a
flat tire. Everyone is urged to disembark, to make the change
easier.

Standing in the cold October air, the passengers are
mostly quiet, their murmuring is subtle and most are
exhausted. It is very dark. Some sit by the side of the road
smoking, a few assist the driver in unscrewing the nuts
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pinning the spare tire to the bus's rusty innards. The social
worker stands next to the woman and notices that, in the
dark, she appears not to be so large as ungainly with the thick
cape wrapped around her. Shining in the distance are the
lights of Ingersoll.

See those lights, says the changed man, appearing
beside them. The social worker rolls her eyes without being
seen. The caped woman thinks he means the city's lights but
he is pointing to the sky. Like the first creation, he says. Made
new every evening, just like the song says.

How, asks the woman in the cape.

Through the power of the word. he says, without skipping
a beat, the power that bids the world to renew itself daily. Like
those bulbs I'm priv'ledged to make, he says. All | do is screw
‘em in and screw ‘emin and every single one ofthem is going
to make somebody somewhere see. Who knows who's
seeing, who's getting the word. The man looks at the social
worker and asks, you seé what I'm sayin'?

The social worker says no, that in her line of work she
sees the very fabric of people’s lives and it isn’t pretty. She
hears the same thing over and over again, people stumbling
over themselves; in fact, she would prefer not to even talk
about it any more.

The womaninthe cape asks the man about what he does
and he tells about how he retests the bulbs that have been
rejected by the autotest unit and the sorts of things that are
being made nOW. In one part of the factory they're
experimenting with lasers. They give off this silver purple
blue glow, he says, that's like nothing you never seen before.
To the social worker's annoyance, he manages to fit in his
own story of revival, to which the young woman listens with
eyes shining like when the social worker first encountered
her on the bus. That same look of wonder. They are all silent
for a time. The renewed man pulls out a cigarette and lights
it. It makes a small orange globe in the night.

What's taking so long? the social worker wonders aloud,
but neither of the others answers.

The man throws down his cigarette, rubs it out with his
boot. Well, he says, | think | can even walk from here faster
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than this old bus will take me. He slings a fringed suede
jacked over his back and makes to go.

Wait, says the woman in the cape, wait. The man looks at
her from under his hat.

How far is it from here, she asks.

About a twenty, thirty minute walk through the bush and
fields, he says. At this time the corn fields have been
harvested and lay fallow.

The woman looks at him steadily, then like a snake in his
ear she whispers, take me. Take me to see the purple light.

He looks into her face. He smiles. Sure thing, he says and
he picks up his bag and starts across through the long
grasses toward the woods. The large woman follows.

The social worker, appalled, calls after her, what about
your brother? What about Detroit?

Tomorrow, says the woman.

But he'll be waiting, retorts the worker.

No he'’s not, says the woman turning back, annoyed. |
was going to surprise him.

In shock, the social worker watches the woman amble
awkwardly after the man. She decides she cannot leave
them alone, leave them to the inevitable. Quickly, the social
worker slings her purse across her chest and follows them at
a distance, stealthily. She can hear snapping twigs, the man
whistling, the caped woman saying nothing. They go along
like this for ten minutes, the social worker stepping only as
long as she hears sfeps. Her plan is to stop whenever they
stop.

The large woman is dewy-eyed and breathing heavily
from the quick pace they are keeping. The cool air exhilarates
them all. The man, turning to face her, says, Want to rest a
minute?

Sure, she says, catching up in a few lumbering steps.
Certainly.

They sit for awhile and despite her resolve, the social
worker feels she must get closer to listen. She sees smoke
rising in thin waves by the brown lumps on a log that are their
silhouettes. She steps until she cracks a branch and ducks to
the ground.
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What's that? asks the caped woman.

Probably just a raccoon, he says, they like to forage at
night.

As they speak the social worker creeps forward just a bit
more to hear. The man tells acorny knock-knock joke and the
woman laughs in a way that the social worker finds obliging.
They talk on and on, their speech becoming to the social
worker a long burbling stream in which she is panning for
something of significance.

You know, says the man, it's been a long time since |
talked to a woman who understands. The large woman
chuckles bashfully.

Nope, he says, hardly noone will believe a person can be
one way and then be completely another. The social worker
sees his smaller outline move closer tothe other. The woman
giggles again and then is quiet. Both the social worker and
the man await her next words with anxiety. Finally she says
she does understand him. She has spent a lot of time being
misunderstood herself so she understands completely. She
says that she’s felt she’s had to hide a lot, had to lie, but now
she wants to start again, to be new, just like he's been talking
about.

They sit still so long that the social worker’s legs begin to
ache. She sees the man’s arm in the air, then down again,
around the woman.

Gee, the woman says, | didn't ever expect it to happen
like this.

Me either, says the man. The trails of cigarette smoke,
the social worker notices, have been replaced by broad
clouds of steam, emitting in a frequent pulse. Like a steerin
winter, she thinks.

There is rubbing, rustling of leaves and clothes, and then
the social worker gets her first glimpse of gold in the brook.
The woman says, Wait.

| don’t want anything but to hold you close, says the man.
That's all.

They don'tmove. The man slowly removes his arm, lights
another cigarette, puts it back. I'm not ready, the woman
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says. : _
Why so scared, the man inquires, I'm not asking for

anything darlin’ but to hold you. The social worker suspects
he is already holding her hard. You ready for us to know each
other better or not?

At this point the woman starts to move away but is
hindered. Move over, she says. The hatted man fumbles
around her, pulling, muttering. Can'’t get this thing off, he
says.

yWait, the woman calls. The social worker takes this as
her cue and flies at the squatting pair, grabbing the woman by
the arm. By sheer willpower and momentum, she yanks the
woman off the fallen branch they’ve been seated on, hurling
her out of the saved man’s single-armed embrace.

Come on, she shouts to the caped woman. Come on let's

But she is silenced. It is what she sees that prevents the
social worker from speaking further. One end of the woman'’s
cape is where it has been all along, caught in the bark a short
distance away from where the man is sitting. His cigarette
has dropped from his lips and is smoldering in a bed of leaves
between his feet. The remainder of the cape lays rippled on
the ground like a black lake; the other end is secured to a
worn leather harness. Inthis harness is a leg, a very pale blue
underdeveloped leg, like that of a stricken child. With the
paring knife in hand, the woman holds the social worker and
man at point but it is not the knife which keeps them in place.
Before them, uncaped and trembling, is the woman who is
not one woman but two. She is the woman they have seen
and spoken to and, in the same shirt, is the face of another
who looks like her, except the eyes on the second face are
sloped with Down’s syndrome. She appears entirely worn,
desolate. The social worker wants to scream or cry but finds
she cannot. The saved man'’s eyes have gone glassy, neither
does he move; it looks as if he may vomit.

You've spoiled it, the woman screeches at the worker,
couldn’t you butt out? The other face seems unalarmed at
this outburst, resting on the short expanse of shoulder
between the two necks, peering dreamily through half-closed
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eyes. Her sister’s face softens as she gazes upon the saved
man who is staring at the dirt. | meant it, Dan, she saysina
voice that shakes, | meant that | want to be new. But the
changed man is shaking his head without looking up, he
rises, rubbing his face with both hands.

You see, the woman hisses at the social worker. All you
civil servants! Her face has taken on a hardened pallor, as if
it is encased in alabaster.

No, the sleepy face abruptly begs, no ‘urt. The cotton-
tongued pleading continues as the woman repeatedly
plunges the knife at the social worker, who dodges the first
attempt, then finds herself stumbling backwards into a limp-
limbed pine tree. The double-headed woman mutters
through teeth clenched like a dog's. A slash cuts the social
worker’s arm.

Eeny.

The social worker cries out for help, calls on the woods to
save her. The knife digs into her left shoulder.

Meeny.

The woman struggles to pin the social worker but she
keeps stumbling among the branches. Over and over, the
pine needles pierce her back. The woman puts a gash on the
social worker's upper neck and in her left eye before the
saved man can yank the uncaped woman to the ground. He
fights to straddle her chest and then, with a single blow,
knocks the woman senseless. He does this and then
collapses at her side, breathing hard, petrified. The only
sound he hears is that of the woman’s twin weeping, crooning
like an abandoned baby owl.

The social worker awakes in the hospital to see her
grandmother at her side. She has brought with her curried
lamb roti. The sight and smell of her grandmother brings
tears to the one eye that is not swathed in bandages.

Gran, she says, there was this horrible, horrible woman.
With two heads.

Yes, yes, says the grandmother quickly, wanting to stop
her from reimagining the events. | know, she says. | had
already just read about those crazies.
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In the paper, says the social worker, they were in the
paper?

Who else could it be, says the grandmother, trying to
make light of things. There’s only so many people with two
heads. Sleep now.

The social worker wearily obeys her grandmother’s
command. She is comfortable as she sleeps but when the
medication wears off she will be in excruciating pain. A few
months from now, she will completely lose use of the
damaged eye.

The twins, locked up once again, lost any chance of living
separate lives. The will exhaust the remainder of their days
bound together in an uneasy truce.

As for the man, it was with him as he said it would be. He
was saved.
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Last Tango With Beckett

"Gimme the butter," he said.

"| don't have the butter," she said.
"Gimme the butter," he said.

She did not move.

22



Jeremy Motsch

Paint Me the Sky

The days are restless
scattering leaves in

the wind. So you want to be
James Dean when are you
going to crash? So fast

so low dressed up and
ready to go

out just like a Christmas tree
waiting to explode.

| never thought it would come to this.

| never thought at all.

You're racing to keep up
amphetamines and falling fast.
Did you want to be a shooting star
taking shots of NyQuil No-Doze
you're burning out it's no wonder
everything’s a blur.

Just paint me the sky before

you go so fast so low.

I've forgotten to write

it all seems so long ago

I've forgotten what it means.
These days aren’t what they

used to be. They never really were.
You're speeding along quite nicely
are you going to crash so fast so
low on the home stretch racing to
the horizon.
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After Work

He arrives home
two hours late,
went to get gas,
or so he says.
She doesn’t say a
word,

just puts this hurt
on the pile in her
memory.

They eat,

silence a wall be-
tween them.

Then his mind fuses
with the TV fanta-
sies.

She does laundry
and cries.

Small tremors
before the quake.
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Speed of Life

Lights of cars become

streaking comets under

the veil of night.

Forms of buildings lose shape without
light, and no one is moving.

Yet | speed on.

Toward my destination

known as home where

| sit and think and moan.

A place where | can rest my bones
after a long day is gone away.

Yet | speed on.

Secure in my car of blue

that often makes me think of you.
Whoever you may be.

Now | think of all the yous that sat beside
me. Those yous whom | loved,

those yous who never amounted to
anything.

These are the thoughts that keep me
there

in my place of memory where all is dear
and my mind is free.

Yet | speed on.
And the road melts away until

I'm sliding on a track of time that helps
me see and soothes my mind until | wish
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| was asleep.

My mouth is still, my eyes are still, my
gentle breathing calms me.

The radio plays a strange tune,

so strange | want to leave the room

and step outside of my mind and leave the
memories behind--back inside the dark
insides of the car that carries me home.

And | speed on.

Through the streets of a sleeping town
where people are in bed

where the shades are down.

The place | call my home.

It calls to me from the empty streets
and sings a homely song.

A simple song that | know well, a song
that tells me | am there.

I'm in the town that'’s all slowed down,
and the bars are starting to empty.
Where people get drunk to forget where
they are,

and wake up to the same reality.
Where everyone wants out, but no one
leaves and no one makes them stay.

And | speed home.

Up the hill and make a right

to the street that's seen my face
and felt my feet, and

keeps the houses nice and neat--

26



Speed of Life

and brings a sense of home.

Now | park the car outside my house,
and open the door to cold air and snow
that blows my hair over my eyes

and whistles in my ears.

The door that | open creaks its welcome
as | navigate among the house's
welcoming walls.

And | speed on.

And | write:

| write in this book to remember,

and as | write, | speed on

toward the future, the inevitable tomorrow
that | know will come.

And | write toward sleep

with every pen stroke on the page,
with every word | get closer to a

warm bed and soft pillow.

Home is where | am, like a womb it
protects me, keeps me warm.

Now | long for the bed where | will rest
my head, and wake up to sunshine
dripping through my closed blinds.

And | say Goodnight.

Goodnight to night that took the light and
makes the day seem so bright.

Good night sweet town you have shut
down and you rest until the sun is high.
Then you and | will sing again and we
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will wait for night.

Good night old friends who help me see
the errors of my ways.

Goodnight to everyone out there under
this sky; sleeping, dreaming, making
love, crying, dying.

Lighting your last cigarette,

drinking the last of your beer.

Rest your heads, we'll see you tomorrow.
When you wake up, renewed by the life
you're given, and happy to be alive.
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It wasn't till they were actually going to the wedding that
Sue said Chub might be there. Billy groaned and bitched at
first. but figured he could have fun getting Chub drunk and
making him puke. Sue's auntwas getting married to husband
number two, and Billy was her date. Billy looked forward to
constant gin and tonics from the open bar at the reception.
Chub being there was just an added bonus. Chub (Jerry to
his mom) was Billy and Sue's pet project, in high school.

Billy kept bringing up the night Sue had let Chub kiss her
full on the lips with a hint of tongue. It was more or less a kiss
between friends; it was a demonstration to Chub of a
romantic kiss. When Sue told Billy after it happened he had
laughed until his sides hurt and was gasping for air. “| still
don'’t know why you did that.”

“| just kissed him so he’d know what it was like. | screwed
up because he tried to kiss me every time after,” Sue
answered sourly. Sue asked if he were going to see Jackie
now that they were back in Cleveland. Billy didn’t want to talk
about it.

He stretched and yawned in the cramped powder blue
Dodge Omni, and tried to keep his rented tux from wrinkling.
“Shit, she probably got out just like we did,” Billy said. “We
aren’t the only smart ones.” His face turned pink. She
shouldn’t have mentioned Jackie.

“Why are we smart again?” Sue sighed, held the wheel
with her knee, passed her fingers through straight long blond
hair, and reached for a cigarette. “She’ll be around, if you look
for her.”

Billy rummaged through the stack of tapes on the car
floor. “Why -- you want to be alone with Chub? | guess | could
find something to do.” He jammed a tape in the car’s player.
“| really should return some of these tapes. Mrs. Ostlander is
starting to notice.”

“Bay City isn’t Cleveland. You lose that job, where will you
be?” Sue had decided to be negative.

Billy felt slighted. Billy Benson and Sue Panella had gone
to school together all their lives. They had both moved to
Michigan and lived together. Sue had gone because of a job
with Dow Chemical. Billy had gone on a whim. He had family
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there, so he knew the area. It was his summer home as a kid.
They had come a long way, but she still got upset by things
like ex-girlfriends and petty theft.

He wasn't mad about anything she did with Chub. Chub
was a stuffed toy, a straw man, just a friend. Sue could have
slept with him and Billy almost wouldn’t have been jealous.

“You'd still support me wouldn't you,” he asked. He
thought she would even if they weren't really together.
‘Besides, a librarian can get a job anywhere. Ask Gramps.
It's good honest work just like delivering the mail, and there’s
always work.” Like driving the bookmobile out to Reese and
Munger: it was boring, but he made enough and the work was
simple.

Sue didn’t say anything right away. She looked at the
road ahead, puffed at her smoke, went blank behind her
sunglasses. ‘It'll be good to see Chub again.” She smoothed
out her dress.

“If he calls me Will, I'll strangle him,” said Billy.

The family gathered at St. Francis’ before the wedding.
Billy looked good, all decked out in rented finery. Sue wore a
simple, long black dress. Chub was standing outside the
church when they arrived. Chub was still broad, but all the
baby fat was gone and he no longer looked like a barrel on
legs. Billy hadn't expected that. While Sue smiled wide and
hurried to greet Chub, Billy hung back and shambled forward
at a leisurely pace.

It had been Billy’s job to tear Chub apart, to knock him
down. Jerry was pretty smart, but overproud of the fact. Billy
hit him on a social level, gave him a nickname that stuck. If
Chub attempted a conversation, Billy responded with
nonsense. If Chub responded with nonsense, Billy was
deadly serious. The only way Chub could win was by losing.
The only question now was would this new improved Chub,
who managed to lay off the burgers, react the same way.

“Jerry, it's been so long, and you look good,” Sue gushed.
Sue always stroked Chub’s ego. She flaunted herself in front
of him.

Chub flushed a little. “Well, I've been working out, you
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know. How are you doing, Will?" Chub offered his hand.

Billy cringed at the name, but shook hands vigorously.
“well, since | got out of here I'm doing just fine. Man, nice
grip, you sure have been working out. How's your sex life,
Chub?” Billy turned a critical eye at Chub’s navy blue suit. It
was crisp and clean. Billy made a move to smooth out his
lapels.

¥ Chub frowned, his face reddened a shade. “Same as
ever, Will.” He noticed Billy’s tux. “Geez, with you around |
feel underdressed. Are you part of the bridal party?”

“No, Chub, for some occasions only the best will do, and
well, | look my best in a tux.” Billy brushed some non-existent
lint off Chub’s shoulder.

Sue laughed. “Please, Billy would have wore a suit but he
doesn’t own one.”

Chub chimed in. “After all these years, Will, you still don't
have a suit? What about work?”

Billy fiddled with the keys in his pocket. “Don’t need a suit
to be a librarian, Chub.” He turned to look at Sue. “Shouldn’t
you be mingling? | mean, they are your family.”

Chub held out his arm for Sue to take, and Billy followed
his lead. Together they walked into the church, Billy on one
side of Sue, Chub on the other.

In the crowded church entrance Sue slipped away to
greet family. Most of Sue’s relations were happy to see Billy
and Chub. They knew a lot of the wedding guests. Sue’s dad,
Mr. Panella, loved to barbecue, and Billy and Chub liked to
eat. So, they had met the family over potato salad and baked
beans.

Matronly great aunts beamed at them. Assorted old
people shook hands or hugged them, occasionally asking
Billy how life up north was. Some people just remembered
them as “the boys” or “Sue’s boys.” Billy put on the bland
smiling face he used when dealing with people he didn't want
to deal with or offend. Chub was more animated and
remembered more names than Billy did. Billy’s reward of an
open bar crept closer with each tick of the clock.

The family assumed Billy was Sue’s boyfriend. She didn't
deny it. It was too difficult to explain why they weren't
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together. Sue never said anything about the subject. Billy
didn't like blonds, and Sue was very blond, thin, with rare
green eyes. In the old days, Jackie Wetter was his style.
Kinky black hair, dark eyes, and a body shaped by years of
dance and cheerleading.

Billy had once made the mistake of trying to explain to
Sue how it felt to hold a dancer. ‘It's very different from
holding a regular girl.” Billy talked fast, face flushed. “A
dancer is heavy, not fat, but heavy. They have muscle, and
muscle weighs more than fat. You don't expect them to be so
heavy. They look soft, delicate, but they have strength. You
can't see that just looking at them.”

Billy craned his neck looking for someone he knew well
enough to talk to, besides Chub. His mom was supposed to
be there, but he didn’t see her. Even Chub was preferable to
the crowd of half-familiar strangers around him.

“So, so. Chub, exactly what are you doing here,” asked
Billy. “Yeah, you know the family, but you're not a close family
friend.”

Chub smiled wide. “It's funny, Will, but | know both sides.
The groom is my boss, and what's more, I'm kinda working
the reception. See, the groom owns a catering company, and
well I'm his assistant, and once Lynn, Mrs. Panella found out
she invited me to everything.”

Billy thought it over. “Hmm, pretty interesting.” Billy never
called Sue's mom Lynn. It made sense though, a former fat
man as caterer. ‘| guess the job suits you, you always were
into food.”

Chub excused himself, saying he had some arrange-
ments to take care off. Billy smiled contentedly as he watched
Chub scurry away. He was feeling all right until he saw Sue’s
Uncle Sal. Uncle Salvatore could be a real problem.

“So you're still living with Sue,” Uncle Sal asked Billy
before the wedding. He smiled, showing lots of teeth, and
shook Billy’s hand. He held it for a moment longer than was
normal. “You know she’'s my favorite niece, right?”
Salvatore's voice dropped down low. “Be nice to her Billy.” He
smiled again, clapped Billy on the back, turned and asked the
rest of the family, “Are we here for a wedding or what?”
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Normally, Sue would have been near him, keeping some
of the pressure off him. He was out of place, and even Chub
had deserted him. Billy watched Sue flit in and out of the
crowded church entry with fluid grace. Tall, cool, perfectly
collected in her black dress, Billy watched her chat idly with
people she hadn’t seen in three years. The five hour drive
and a forty hour week kept her from attending many family
functions. She was punishing him. She left him with Chub;
now he had to tough it out alone. He'd earn that open bar.
When he lost sight of her he figured that she, dying for a
cigarette, had slipped out the church doors.
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