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Dedication 

This issue of Zephy m s is dedicated to the memory of 
Jim Wayne Miller, a respected member of the Western 
community and a true friend to the English 
Depar1rnent. 

Sowing Salt 

This is a season of small miracles. 
Dreamt from his rock by the bam, the fossil fi sh 
swims in the light between bam roof and moon. 
Scattered in the mountains, all my days 
heave to their knees like cattle and come bawling 
down from the mountain pastures overnight, 
starved for salt I sow over the rock. 
I am restored. I salt the fi sh away. 
Mother light licks me dry in a pasture. 

--Jim Wayne Miller 

Dialogue with a Dead Man, Green River Press \978. By 
permiss ion of Mary Ellen Miller for lhe estate of Jim Wayne 
Miller. 
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I look at the sea 
Of yellow and orange 
That now covers my backyard 
And I remember. 

I remember 
Hiding behind the trees 
Watching my father rake 
And gather 
And rake 
And gather 
While I sat silently 
Wailing for the wind 

Leaves 

To whisper the time was righl. 

And I wonder. 

I wonder 
Where my father 
FOWld the patience 
To walch 
As I ravaged his work 
Only to begin again 
As I disappeared into the trees. 

But now I rakc. 

I rake. 
And gathcr 
And rake 
And gather 
And as I finish 

Miehael Alan Kennedy 



I wonder how 
And I wonder why 
My father fOlUId such joy 
In all his work . 

And lhen . . 
Leaves fly! 
Laughtcr! 

I dra\\ a deep breath 
Of the CriSp autumn air 
To scream. 

But the air. 
That same cool. crisp air 
That coaxes thc leaves from the trees, 
Smell s of patiencc. 
It sounds of laughter . 
And it tastes of joy . 
And I know my father smiles 
As the boys vanish 
Into the trees. 

So I rake 
And gathcr 
And rake 
And gather. 
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Miehacl Alan Kenncdy 

Christmas Spirits 

··Mem Christmas to vou \00. and vou comc back and see ust" 
The bells t l~at hung from the door madc' a rusty jingle. and Robert 
walked to the fro nt of the little s tore He looked through the front · 
wtndows up and dowll the street. Few people were stirring 
downtown. He reached to tum the " Open" sign around on the door. 
but stopped. and lIlstead undid the ribbon wh ich held the rusty lin le 
bells to the front door. 

The bells were no longer s il ver. but a greyish-brown. Even the 
ribbon. one of many these three liule bells had seen. was wom. 
They were heid together at a deep green base that once connected 
to stems or plastiC mistletoe leaves. long since gone He tossed the 
bells III IllS hand. and walked s lowl~ to the offi ce in the back . 

It was a small office, with two desks. a small table, and a 
coffee machil'te. Stephen sal at one desk. a small Slack of receiplS in 
front of him. Myr<l sat at the littlc tablc, her hands nlbbing her 
coffee cup. 

Robert sat the bells on Stephen's desk. but Swphen did not 
look up. He just continued tunllng tickets and writing. Robert did 
not disturb him, and instead tumed to Myra. " There won·t be many 
more of them this year." 

" There never are ancr lunch anymorc." She paused to s ip her 
coffee ·'1 guess they get their shopping done earl ~ now. I can 
remember when we used to \\ait till almost six before we'd close 
on Christmas Eve. Secms somebody was always rushing in at the 
last minute.'· 

'· It"s those damn discount stores And the malls. They put 
their decorations up in October! Nobody wants to shop downtown 
anymore. And they cou ldn ' t if they wanted to. Just look out there. 
You can ' t find a place to park. And it 's nothing but the cars of 
employees too lazy to wa lk from the ci ty lat. " 

Myra looked into hcr cup and smiled "or course, your 
CHARMING personali ty wou ldn ' t have anything to do with people 
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not coming Ill !" 
"Sorrv if rm nOI JOLLY enough for you!" Robert lumed 10 

walk back ~ut into the store, bul SlOpped " Damn! I'm 68 years 
old t I thought I was supposed to retire and enjoy my life now But 
here I am, evel) da~ , tl)'lIlg to keep tlus place afloa\. And do yOu 
know why? r11 tell you why' It's so you have a place to li ve. I do II 
so you WOll ' t ha\e to I.\ e III the s treet. And to top it all o ff, I have 
to \\ork wnh YOU')! You expect me to be happ) about that?" 

M\Ta 's eves \\ Iclened "You tlunk "ill am happIer about 
having 'to work with ~OU ' I You think ' LIKE c~ming here and 
ha ving to li sten to your .lItltude·) This wasn' t exactly what I had in 
mind when I threw you out of the house 20 years agor' 

"Threw me Ollt?' I 
Stephen spun around In his chair. " Will YOlltwo PLEASE 

knock it o m It' s Christmas Eve, for Christ 's sake. I swear, your 
grandchildren behave better than th is," 

" Yes, Ihre\\ you OUI:' Myra conllllued quietly "And sec, 
you' re st ill bOlherlllg the children." 

Robert clenched 111 5 teeth and looked at Myra. " Sorry. son 
Your mother Just knows exact l ~ hO\\ to get under my skin " He 
\\alked and looked over Stephen's shoulder " You kno\\ , that ' s not 
hO\\ I would do it: ' 

" Dad, do you mind I'm tryi ng to get some work done here" 
" Fille OK. If you don' t want m) advice. That 's fine." 
Stephen bUried his face millS hands. 
" Sorry. I know, it' s your business now." Robert looked at 

Myra and laughed. " YOli kllO\\ , Ste\'c, I shouldn ' I let your mother 
gel to me like that ' kno\\ she's Just uptight because we havcn ' t 
had sex in i 0 vcars " He started through the door which led \0 the 
li tt le apartment in the bilcl.. 

Myra \\ :uted ull ul he \\as Just Inside the doom-ay. then 
mumblcd, JlJst ioucl cnough to be heard. " YOU haven' t had sex in 
i 0 years, Speak lo r YO URSELF, asshole!" She nnmediately 
buried her hend on Ihe tabl e to hide her laughter. 

Robert stopped in mid-stride " WH AT !? Who is he? [ ' II kill 
the . 
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" HEY' HEY ' Calm down!" Stephen callle Ollt of his chair. 
Robert stopped, 100,", a couple of breaths, and glared at Ill S 

wlfc _ 
·'Wait a minute!" Slepheniookcd suddenly puzzled. and 

turned to his fa thcr ·" 0 years ') But 
"SoT' 

.. Never mind." He shook hi s hend. ,, ' don ' I want to !mO\\ ." 
"We are still mnrried, you know " 
" I know. Just never nllnd " 
" You think j ust because we' re older " 
" I don' t want to hear about my parents' sex life! Will you 

PLEASE stop!" He wenl back to his work shaki ng his head. Myra 
remained with her head down, still chuckling, 

There was no convcrsat10n fo r a fcw minutes, just the sounds 
of Myra tl)'ing to contain her lallghtcr, Stcphen mwnbling under 
his brcath, and Robert tak 11lg slow deep breaths. At last. Robcrt 
regained his composure. "SO you wcrc just seeing if yoll cou ld get 
to me agam. 

"No, I kncw I could do that. I Just enjOy it " 
Robert looked to the sky. " And that. Your HOllor, is why 1 

killed her." 
" Why you killed me, huh'? It's not like 1 haven' t had offers. 

you know. , cOlild if I wanted to " 
"Oh, I'm sure So coliid I. you know! Anytime 1 \\ anted." Thc 

room fell s ilcnt again for a moment, " You' ll havc to watch Ihe 
front, I need somcthlllg to drink ," Robert quickly di sappeared 
through thc back doon\'ay, 

"Oh ycah, sure yOli could! Just like you could QUIT 
DRJNKING anytimc you wanted!" 

Robert stopped in the hallway, but shook his head and 
continued on. 

Stephen stopped from his work. " Mother! Was that really 
necessaryT 

Myra looked as if deep in thought. " No, but it SUfe was fWl ." 
" Look. if you IWO can ' t get along, why do you stay married'!" 
" Wcll ... I don ' l know " 
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" You don ' , KNOW'I' You bark at each other like this and you 
don' t know? Your kids are all grown now. Ma. You can't claim 
you're keeping it together for the sake of the children." 

" Maybe that is what we ' re doing. You realize we both put Our 
heart and soul into building this business. You cenainly can' t 
expect ei ther of us to give it up to the other. Besides, here, we need 
each other." 

"Need each other? You two barely speak. And when you do, 
it's always hateful. It's a wonder this place is still standing." 

" Maybe so. But you have to remember. your fa ther and I said 
' till death do us pan.' To get rid of him I'd have to kill him " 

" And she' s trying!" Robert reappeared with a glass in one 
hand. " Your mother wants to kill me with a heart attack so she can 
have it all. That 's why she loves getting my blood pressure up. You 
see, then she and her boyfriend can collect the insurance." 

"Boyfriend?! I can' t get along with the man I've had for the 
last 45 years ! What the hell would I want with another one! But I 
won' t have to kill you, you're going to take care of that yourself 
with your drinking. Whal 's that? You've switched to vodka." 

" It' s 7-Up. It' s all I' ve got back there." 
"Oh, did you Il.ln Olll of gin'!" 
·'Nope. NOI thaI you would ever nollce, but I haven' t had a 

dnnk in over two years." 
"Oh, thai 's terrible l " 

"Terrible? I thought you 'd be pleased." 
" No, I think it's great that you 've quit drinking. I think it's 

terrible thai your personality is really THAT obnoxious!" 
"MOTHER!" Stephen threw down his pencil . 
" You see, Stephen. I have proof. " He smiled as he pointed at 

Myra. " Your mother DROVE me to drink. One day, your wife will 
do thi s to you." 

" My God , I hope nOLI Alii want for ChriSUllas is for us NOT 
to tum into my parents." He closed hiS book and put the receipts 
away. ''I'm going home and get the kids ready. We are still having 
dilUler at your house tonight. right Mom?" 

"Of course! In fact. if your fathe r thinks he can handle lhe rest 
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of tillS rush we ' re having, rtl go on home and help your sister with 

dllmer 
"I can handle ill I' ve handled it for 40 years without much 

help, I call handle it another couple ofhours." 
Stephen pUI on his coat and picked up the little set o r bells 

" You are cOllllng tonight. aren ' t you Dad?" 
" I wasn't invited: ' 
"That 's it! I give up! Mom, you and Sis have a nice time 

tonight. nl stay home with my kids where it' s sane," He shoved 
the bells into his pocket and slomlcd toward the door. Myra and 
Robert followed him into the Slore front . 

"Good Lord! See what you 've done!" 
Robert looked bewildered . " What I'vc done,!1 You started it! " 
"Stephen! Wait a minute ,. 
He kept walking 
"S tephen!" 
He Slopped and looked at IllS mother. 
She turned to Robert. "Asshole, would you like to join us at 

the house for Christmas dinner tonight. so that your grandchjl~en 
can enjoy it!" 

"Oh. that was good, Mom Really convincing!" He continued 
toward the front door 

"rd be glad to come I wouldn' t want to disappoint MY 

grandchildren." . 'r 
Stephen stopped at the fronl door "So you are COllllng, Ihen . 
·'Yes. Provided I don ' t get dll.lnk on 7· Up f,rsl," 
"Fine: ' Slephen reached in Ius pocket for the keys. and pulled 

the bells ou1 with them. "You know, we really should gel a new set 
of bell s for the door, these things are too old," He shook the bells 
and thev made tlleir rusty littlc sound, " Lislen, Lhey can '( cven ring 
right! " He tried to pull one off its plastic base, bUI it held fast. 
"What did you pullhese on with , Dad? Cement! " 

' 'They don'l make anything like they used to, Maybe we ought 
to hang onto them ror a while yel. " 

" You're right. New ones probably wouldn' t last one season." 
He tossed the bells bock to his dad "See you lonight at six. We 'Il 
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pick you lip on our \\ uy to Mom ' s." 
" Merry Chri stmas. Ste\'e!"' Myra elbowed her'husballd 
" Yes l Merry Christmas t Sec you and the kids tonight!" 
" Yeah! It 's n Mer!) Christmas. alright." Stephen closed the 

door behind him. 
After Stephen lefL. the s tore was s ilent for a few minutes, 

Robert wou ld look at Myra and open hiS mouth as if to speak. but 
notiling camc Oul Myra looked at her coal and then back 10 Raben. 
but 1110\ ed to\\ ard neither 

Fllwll) , she brol..e the sllcnce " I guess I should go home and 
get dUlllcr rcad) ., 

" Ycah Wouldn ' t \\ant thc kids dlsapPolilted that thc) didn't 
h,l\ c Grandma 's desserts tOlllght " 

Myra took her cont and hended for the door. " I'd bettcr hurl) . 
I need to stop by the store ilnd get somc bananas to make pudding 
wllh ," 

" Oh, the kids wouldIl ' t miSs that. I'm the only one who really 
likes banana pudding."' 

" I know."' Myra smiled and stopped in thc doorway. She stood 
silent for a moment. 

" Forgct somctlullgT 
"No."' She paused a minute longer "T\\o ~cars'l Really"" 
'· Yes. rca II) " 
Closing the door. she shook her head. "I'll be damned."' 
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DaVid R. Enyart 
Writers Cramp 

Reaching into the depths o f my soul 
listening to tortured shneks 

of words that won' t come oul 
the fiery buntmg 11\ my mind, 

fi erce resolve betrayed by a tear. 
The wi ll of my pen to rage against 
the world. the Will of my will to be 

silent and serene Anguish! 
How my brain shrieks. Enough! 

Let it be 
Words spew forth like venom. 

ink sqUirted against papcr 
wordsnmlogclhcnntheirhaste 
to escape frollllheir master 

Yearning. longing to brcathe. 
Feelings. emotions hiding in lhe pools 
o f my memory. a dragon in ambush 

waiting 10 slay the valiant knight 
riding into the deep, dark realms of fear. 

Lurking behind smiling brown eyes 
the beastial heart of a ki ller wolf 
a rogue hyena ready to rip limbs 

from a passing prey and then 
laugh 

9 



As the butterfly 
sal on my bl ue lx>ok. 
outstretched proboscis 
searching for nectDr 
that wasn"( there. 
I thought of my life 

with YOll, and laughed. 

• 
Kim Kremer 

T ime Flies 
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Sticky 

He gelS mad when I talk about my 
old lovers. But I can "( help il. 
Their memories wrap around me like 
their bodies arc still sweat-sticking to 
minc. I use exfolianlS to scrape 
off my slid,), skin. It doesn '{ work. 
As soon as we are in bed. it is 
obvious that no one sLicks to him 
like they do to me. Suddenly. my 
side of the bed sccms crowded 
while he huddles far away on the 
barren sheets. alone. cold and smooth. 

II 

Kim Kremer 



Clinica l Depression 

Rust nngs march arowld the 
drain like the brown 
surrounding her pupils. I scrub 
the sink with salt and lemon juice 
while spiced pumpkins squeal in the 
o,'en. The cinanmlon smell s like 
her breath as she sat in the hospital. 
drinking out of plastic. shatter-proof cups 
Llamas paraded around my sweater neck 
and loped into her hOlr when I 
hugged her. lien her sandalwood 011 
and tangerines and nacks of mud 
off my boots. I came home. put our 
greasy. cast· iron ski llet in the sink and 
went out to harvest pumpkins in the 
October rain. 

12 

Kim Kremer 

The necklace 
you made. 
earth shaped and 
rain colored. 
lies coolon my 
neck and 
reminds me hQ\~ 
we would hold 
hands and laugh. 

Kim Kremer 
Tim 
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SClirs 

I got olTthe subwa) outSIde the tralll statIon. 
An old black shawl came up to me 
and started talklllg In broken English 
I gave her a few coins and talked 
to her for an hour. rd jusl had a fight 
with m) fnends and she said ··God bless 
you .. Her hands were sh lll ~ and Pill).. 

like the lIlsldc of my mouth There 
wcre cracks from work on her pa lms 

[ was bitten by a cal once A whIte cat 
The marks nre still on my arm. Four holes. 
When [ tan in the summer. they stand 
Ollt like while anthi ll s on red clay soil. 
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Kiln Kremer 

Inspiration 

Sometimes 
I like to go away 
without anyone knowing 
and take only my paper and pcn 
sit beneath an experienced tree 

ponder nature a bit 
watch people pass at a distance 
stay qUiet 
smile at squirrels and buds 
pick out man-sounds and God-sounds 
smell the old trustworthy ground 
think of music 
Sigh 

dwell 
rest 
write 
learn 
observe 
enjoy 
and then 
I pick up my paper and pen 
to fall back into a routine 
of business and schedules (but always) 
feeling like I am a part of the World 
and knowing it is a part of me 
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Shayna Breslin 
Spiderweb 

Sometime IIllhe summer of -96 in the Dommican Repub lic 
Wntten 1/29/97 

It was early 11l0mmg in the Santo Donungo ghetto and I 
stwnbled ovcr the broken cement of the doorway into still . soft 
daylight. Behind mc, insidc the house. lay a family of four toe to 
head in a drooping double bed and a boyan the cracked cement 
floor. Dania 's two girls were still In our bed but Dania was up and 
gonc. My hcad was foggy and I had a son of griny feeling lI1side 
my stomach bccause I had stayed up all night watching rats and 
gi;rnt roaches run amuck on the walls and listening enviousl) to lhe 
drc,lllHng breaths of the other eIght people I was sharing a rOOm 
With. Some brced of llOlSy bIrds wcrc lalkmg like parrots at fu ll 
vo lume 111 the neighbor' s trees and lhey were starling to wake 
cveryonc clse up . I dllcked under the cherry trcc branchcs and made 
my way to the side of the house where I found Dania and Tia 
Punita. Dania had her shower already. shc was standing in sandals 
and a worn bathrobe with a surprisingly white towel wrapped 
around her head in stark contrast With hcr skin. We smi led good 
moming to each other and Tia Punita offered to heat some water 
for me on the makeshift stove so I could wash before we SCI out for 
the Dominican counll)'s lde 

As I walted fo r the water I looked around the back yard. there 
was a cage of fightlllg roosters and a 101 of scattered trash. The 
bathroom. where I was to bathe. was not much more than a tattered 
woodcn shack with a mud floor and a bucket inside. Dania stood 
ncar me and. as always. I felt comforted by her familiar presence. 
we had been friends for 11 long time now and had saved for three 
years to take this trip to her home. I was di scove~ing a whole new 
person in her here in the Dornimcan Republic. 

As my thoughts meandered something glittered above me and 
caughlmy attention. I looked up. quite cunous. and saw a 
spiderweb. It was perfectly crafted and still jeweled in the night ' s 
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dew. A group of sun rays had broken through the leafy ceiling 
created by ali the tall trees These rays lit up the spiderweb 
brilliantly, behind it was a muted backdrop of green foliage lying in 
yet wlbroken shadow There in the dead cente~ of this ~\'eb an 
exquisi te butterfly was caughl as If pertnfied m ml~-fllght. The 
angle of those sunbeams stmck Its richly colored WIIlg5 so they 
glowed supernaturally It \\as a delicate stained g!ass piec~ of . 
fl aming red. burnt orange and warm yellow all thIckly outlined m 
charcoal black. Dama must have SPOiled It at the same moment for 
when I looked to tell her she was gapmg too. both o f us mtngued 
by this unlikely sight. For a whIle we Just stood ther~ m the dirty 
back yard staring at the web I looked at her expressIOn and I knew 
she was j ust cl)'lIlg inside for that butterfl y. 

"Come on Dania. let the spider have its breakfast," I said 
She just gavc me that look that says. "Try and stop me." 
I was going to plea in favor of the obV IOUS hard work of the 

spider versus the tillY life span of the bUllerfly. I figured by the 
timc that spider gets its wcb rcbuilt and catches a fly that old 
butterfly will already be dead. and a web lha! well-structured 
probab ly cou ldn ' t be duplicated . I began preparing my speech. but 
then she did somelhmg that froLc me mid-thought: 1 actually 
couldn ' l believe it as I watched. Shc reached up to the web and 
slapped it with her palm like it was a Conga dru~_ shaking the. 
beads ofwatcr and breaking up those rays of undisturbed sunlight 
and in so doing she set that fated butterfly free. It fl uttered shakily 
and then sailed gently upward in slow circles. 

Now I am not so old that I've forgotten the urgent distress of 
seeing a butterfl y 111 this pred icament. In former days I would have 
been \'igilanlly pulling dO\\1l lhat "cvil" spider' s web . I am no 
strangcr 10 thc process of carefully pluckmg the strands of 
impossibly sticky stnng ofT a slill ilariv terri fied creature I have 
stood taUm my four-foot frame to watch vIctoriously as the subject 
of my crusade fl ew off. albeit fairly tmserably. with its wings 
impaired and its hcart about to quit from being trapped in the lair 
ofa predator and then picked at by a gigantic monster. This I had 
done, this 1 had seen. but whut she had done was in a whole other 
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realm of butterfly rescue and I'll be darned if I ever would have 
come upon the idea in all my imaginatIve youth . 

As I was sti ll recovering from my shock and calculatmg the 
odds of this even!. an obvIous aberration of nature, I notIced 
something extraordinary. nOI a single thread on that web was tom 
It shimmered, perfeci s till. as If we had never been there. A feeling 
thai I had witnessed somethtng magical came over me. I stared and 
stared allhat web. I had forgouen the waler Ihe shower the diny 
back yard lhe squawking birds and the long night of roach gazing. I 
had forgotten the knife wound wlder Tia Alphenia's eye. even the 
bed bugs. [ truly don' t know if it was because I was in awe or 
because I was ashamed. bUI I coulcIn -t look at my best fri end. I 
knew that moment with the buuerlly would forever epitomize the 
difTerence between us and allihe reasons I love her. 
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Finesse 

I have a friend 
Who palll lS cool blue ladles 
And red rapes 
And a woman of many colors 
Who can ' t decide how she feels 
All lied up in the chains 
Of her chosen life. 
She is a poet on canvas . 

I anl in Ihat Joseph 's coat 
Bound by many colors 
Yet not embraced by an~ one 
I've been cool and blue 
And angry as red & rape 
Then swirled into yellows at sunri se. 
I see myself 
Everywhere she paints. 

She knows me 
And I envy her knowledge 
Of my many colors 

Ali i have is black LIlk 
With which 10 paint m~ li fe 
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Linda Watkins Price 
Pink Letters 

The post office sat in the middle of a grove o f ccdurs. No one 
in the liule town \\as sure whICh was older. the trees or the 
building. The trees were thick and hem') and majestic, and Behnda 
had nevcr known cedars could grO\\ so tall until she and her 
husband David had moved to these hills four months ago. In damp, 
cool weather the cedars' bark cracked and peeled from the excess 
water. and whcn the wUld blew. {he tangy. sweet scent o f cedar was 

in the air. 
While they actually li ved three miles by the road from town, 

Belinda had found she could walk strUight down the hilllhrough 
the woods behind their house about a half a mile and be at the post 
office in Just a few minutes. She went down daily to check David's 
mail. nol only because he was so busy getting hi s sculptures rcady 
for the new show III Atlanta but also becullse she needed interaction 
with another adult occus ionally. When David was working Belinda 
hardly saw him. and she Illissed their conversations. Getting ready 
for a show preoccupied Dav id to a point where he was so tired he 
barely remembered to cal. and he usually fell into bed at two or 
three III (he morning when Belinda was already fas t asleep. She was 
glad he was becoming success ful as a sculptor, but she missed him 
tembly when he was in this state. He had been working almost 
constantly for three months no\\ 

Making her way now through the trees , she wished David 
would come with her and see the beautiful foliage . The damp 
leaves beneath her feet hud somel10\\ maintallled a crunch that was 
both contradlctol) to the ramy \\eather and exh ilarating, as if the 
air was wann and dry . The wind brought the scent of cedars up the 
hi ll . Belinda looked d0\\11 the hill and saw the little post office 
nest led in it s grove The postmaster always had a cup of tea for h~r 
when the air \\us chilly : in summer it had bccn a glass o f iced lea. 
Sometimes the" ate a cookie or two whilc they chatted. Miss Green, 
who had been ihc postmaster fo r only two years. was a very kind 
young woman and knew everyth ing about everybody in Cedar 

20 

Grove. which was the wny of small towns She usually dido '{ resort 
to goss ip because she preferred to lei pm'Dle li ves rem.Din private . 
She and Belinda talked instead about whm books they d read l~t~ly. 
what new teleVISion shows were worth watching. and how David s 
art work was progressing. Miss Green was surpris ingly 
knowledgeable ahout art. It turned out that she had gone to colleg~ 
. New York La study art herself but had quickJy realized she dldn I m . G . 
have the dedication to be a full-time artist or teacher. MISs feen s 
fa ther had golten her the Job at the post office. and she c\at.med to 
enjoy the work far more than she did studying art " You nllg~t be 
surprised at the van ety ofulings we gCI here:" she' d ' ,Old Belinda 
once. "Mr Beckwlrth 's son has a pen palm Shanghai, ChUla I 
liked lookmg at the stamps and thmkmg about what it would be 
like to live III China ," Belinda had nodded knowingly and secretly 
thought that she j ust nu ght go crazy in Ccda~ Grove if all she had 
for stimulation was stamps from ChUla . She d never e\'en have 
come here at all if she hadn ' t loved David so much. Shanghai , 

China seemed a good altemntive at limes 
She reached the post office door just as a gust of wind caught 

the upper branches of the tall cedars and shook water loose. It was 
like a sudden shower of rain, and Belinda felt several cold drops go 
down the ncck o f her sweater. She'd cenamly welcome that hot tea 
today. She might even stay a lillIe longer t.his moming, s,ince she 
knew she'd be eatlllg lunch by herself agam. Maybe she d go 
shopping for a while, she thought as she opened the door. Or not. 
The shops in town weren' t exactly Snks Fifth Avenue. She was 

horribly bored in Cedar Gro\'e . 
Miss Green smiled at her brightly as she walked m. ··Hello. 

Missus Majors." she said. 
<' Miss Green." Belinda opened their box with her key. "How 

are you?" She took out David's maii and sorted through it quickly. 
Nothing from Atlanta yet. David was still waiting to hear what tl.1e 
exact dntes of hi s show would be All they knew so far was that It 
would be in November. David was hoping for the wcck of 
Thanksgivmg and the week aner--they had given him fourteen days 
of floor space-Abut as yet they hadn't heard from the gallel)' 
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Belinda was ,getting nervous about it. but DavidJ'usl siad th h 
knh 

. <lIse 
ew . ow gnl.lcry curato~s werc: a hltle spacy. and not to worry 

about 11 She Just couldn t help It She wanted him to be a . great 
success She wanted to be on his arm when it happened Sh 
wanted to aninn her faith in David to her family. She want~ to be 
able to say llOtd yOU so Behnda smiled at Miss Grecll Th I _ . c cttcr 
that would change thelT 11\ cs \\Quld come lomorrow. she fclt 
cella in. 

. "What "1I it be today. Misslis MajorsT' Miss Grecn was 
asklllg. " Earl Grey or herbarr' 

" Earl Grey_ I think. J could use a shot of cafTeine '" 
"Chilly out today" Miss Grecn poured tea from ~ china pol 

and handed Beli nda the wann cup 
"Yes. I gal showered by the lreesjusl before I came in . You 

know, I never knew cedars gal so big." 
" Well. nobody rcmcmbcrs when they were plallled, or who 

plmlled them Old Mr Jacobson wanted a biologist to testt hcm 
once to sec how old thcy arc, but the rest of the town counci l 
wou ldn ' t let him The said God pUllhe trees there."' Miss Grcen 
smilcd. " I agrec with them, but il would be Illteresling to find out 
how old thcy rea lly arc."' She sipped her tea. "Want a cookie? A 
friend of mille in Hawaii--a girl I went to school Wilh--sent me 
somc macadamia milS and I baked them in."' 

"No, thanks. Tempti ng, though:' Belinda put the mail on the 
counter and leaned on one elbow. "What are you doing fo r lunch? 
We could go 10 the diner " 

" rlll gOlllg homc Daddy hasn"t been feeling well and I want 
10 go check on hlln .. 

"Oh Maybe some other time .. 
'·Sure." MI SS Green put her tea cup down. "Bcsides. I'd think 

you'd want to be home for lunch loday " 
"Why IS that?" 
"Welt. what with the letters and all. I mcan. your husband sure 

IS happy the day arter hc gets one of those lelt crs. Musl bc quite an 
artcrnoon for you. 1 think it's really sweet and romantic, you all 
writing letters like that. " 
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Belinda had no idea what Miss Green was talking about. but 
she didn' l let on . -- Yes, I guess II LS " Then sometillng occured to 
her. --Did one come today"--

Miss Green beamed. "Sure did Same pmk em'elope, same 
perfume on it. That perfume IS really something. Where did you 

get ifr-
" Oh, someplace back home. I can ' \ even remember the name 

of it. rve had it so long." Though she spoke casually, Belinda' s 
mind was turning somersaults What was this woman talking 
about? She hadn ' t written David any letters! And if there was a 
perfumed letter, why hadn ' t she seen it? She'd Just gone through all 

of his mail . 
"Well . look at the bottle next lime you wn te to him and let me 

know what Ill S. Smells expensive. bllt If II ISI1 ' IIOO Illuch. 1-d like 
to have some of il . Might even get me a husband. Sure is sweet the 
way you wn le to each other like thut Really romantic." 

"Sure. Listen, I huve to go Got to pick up a few things from 

the storc." 
-- I gotcha." Miss Green wmked. "1 won ' llell Mr. Majors [ ' m 

onto you when he comes down to get the letter cither. You know, I 
thought it was a ['rille strange al first when he insisted in having 
that separate box just for your letters, but now I think it 's really 
special . He sure is sweet You' re a luc],.-y woman " 

'" I sure am." Belinda gathered up theL r mail and wenl out her 
mind speeding through a thousand Ihoughts She pUI the mail in her 
purse and \\alked up the street to the diner. She ordered a salad and 
sat down at a tab le where she could see the post office. The trees 
suddenly looked ominous, like a circle of druids guarding a secret. 
She realized she no longer cared how old !.hey were_ She ate 
without tasting anything, then ordered a cup of coffee. Her eyes 
never left the post office. 

She was on her third cup of coITee and thinking how she 'd 
have 10 leave Hallie a really big lip today when David came around 
the side oftJle post office. He wore n hunting jacket and plaid cap 
she didn -I recognize, and hL S face wns 'obscured, but Belinda knew 
it was her husband He stepped illS ide bnctly, and as he came out 
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he held a leuer in his hnnd She wu.tched him put it to his nose r. 
moment. then tuck it into his jacket pocket and disappear back or a 
around the little bui lding. She spilled cofTe onto her lap. 

She left money on the tnble and pulled her sweater tight 
nround her as she went out into the chilly air. She walked home 
slowly. not seemg the cedars. the post office. or even the path. The 
damp crunch of the leaves under her fee t reminded her of breaking 
glass. It \\as a long wa~ home 

Belinda Ja~ ,makc for a long tlmc that night. and when Dav,d 
fell into bed. he \~ elll to sleep munediately. She lay in bed for a fe\\ 
nunutes after she heard Ius breathing slow dovffl and even out, then 
rose and crept out o f the room. 

David 's studio was the largest room III the house. It had a bay 
window with a window sell! made of cedar, and the scat was 
eluttered with chisels, hammers, and 'other tools Belinda didn ' t 
know the names for Those old cedars wh ,ch had grown in the 
woods ncar the house had been cut down to make the bench and the 
paneling ror the room. \00. The studio smelled vaguely o f cedar and 
varnish Ill ixed together, w,th a few ullIdentiliable odors mingled in. 
Belinda stood m the doorwa~ for a minute. looking out the window 
at the moon. It looked lonely as it shone on David 's sculptures 
They were beauti rul: tall. \\ooden men and women. some wi th 
wlllgs. others with tails like dragons and horns on their heads. He 
had decided to do a mythology series this year. and standing among 
the stntuC5 now. Bclinda fe lt them as a heavy presence, destructive 
and mysterious. The newest one. a woman figurc tallcr than 
Belinda. was bcmg carved slowly and surely rrom the stump o r an 
old cedar that David had cxeavated himsclf. Hc had hired a man 
from town to help him movc It mto thc house. and Belinda had not 
seen it Slllce then. She respccted Da,',d 's work and didn ' t like to 
disturb hun until a piece was done. He always covcred them WIth 
an old sheet and made a big show of unveiling them for her. She 
had always thought ofthc unveiling as an apology of sorts, an act 
or contrition for his neglect of her during his frenzied work periods. 
She was beginning to wonder what else he was apologizing for. 

Now she walked around lhe newest carving, examining her 
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· k TI" L_A), o f the ligure was still rough. but she 

IUS an s wor . IJ'UU 

Id th t thc hooves of a horse and lhe upper body of a 
couseea . f ' 

tak,ng , I,.pe and lhe begummgs 0 wmgs sprouted 
woman were . 
from ,ts back. The race. however. seemed already C?mplete. The 
eyes had pupils. lids. and even c)etashes. and tl.le ' flSCS h.ad been 
painted blue \\~th streaks of pale pmk for highlights Behnda 
narrowed her own eycs at that. DaVId had never painted any of his 
statues beforc. The woman-thmg 's face had h,gh cheekbones and 
rulilips . pursed s lightly as i ~ geumg rendy t.o ki~s someonc. These 
had also been paintcd palc pmk. Thc statue s hmr swept back from 
the rorehead m waves. and for some reason Belinda thought or it as 
blonde. A strong smell of cedar cmanated rrom thc carvi ng, and 
Belinda realized therc was ,Ill !lura of perfume about it. too. She put 
her hand ovcr hcr mouth and turned to leave the room 

The ghnt ofthc moon ofT the key got her attention , Hangmg 
on a small nail ovcr the door. It reflectcd the moonlight eerily" 
almost as if lighted from within On tiptoe, Belinda stretched 
toward the key but round she couldn "t reach it. She could see it was 
a key ror a post officc box. There was nothing in the room she 
could stand on. either. David kept no chairs or stools in the studio. 
He said he always thought best on his feet and things to sit on only 
got in his way. She also renlized David would notice if the key was 
missing tomorrow. Not wanllng a direct confrontation until she had 
some cvidcnce in hand. Belillda knew shc ' d havc to think of 
something else. Shc went into the hall and closed the door. 

Dawn fmmd hcr siumg at lhe kitchen table with a cup of 
coffee. flipping through a magazine She had made David 's 
eustomnry toast with lhe last or the jam·-it was all he ever ate for 
brcakfast-·and he barely acknowledged her as he passed through on 
the way to his studio. She didn ' t mmd thi s morning: she was in no 
rmxxt ror idle chat. 

After shc dressed, Belinda decided 10 go into town to get some 
more or the homcmade jam they sold at the diner. The woman who 
owned the dincr made it. and the jam was the best Belinda had ever 
had. Hattie always saved one jar of blackberry for Belinda wlder 
the countcr. in ease someone sold all the rest or them. She picked 
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up the market basket she always took to the grocery and stepped 
out into the morning sun. 

The lenves were drymg qUickly now thnt the sun hnd Come OUt 

and ~e w~nd was blowing bris~y, That shattered glass quality 
remmned m the leaves, along With the sounds of crumpling paper 
and rattling bo~les, She could smcll th.e cedars. She walked quickly. 

A fter the Jam was tucked safely mto her basket. Belinda made 
her way to the post offi ce Miss Grecn hadn ' t brewed tea yet. but 
Belmd told her she \\ as Jus t alii earl) today an~ would have to skip 
the tea: she had thmgs to do at home. When MISS Green inquired as 
to how the prevIous afternoon had bt:e n, Belinda shrugged and 
said, " Well. you know " Miss Green smiled and the s lightest hinl of 
a blush appeared in her cheeks. 

" I Justlh ink it's so sweet and so romantic, the way you two 
write letters to cach other. " 

" Yes," Belinda replied. " By any chance did the latest one 
come today?" 

" Why, yes it did:' M iss Green said. "O nly there's no perfwne 
on thi s one. Did you run out"" 

" Aetua lly, the bottle got broken. Made quite a stink around 
the house, leI me te ll you." 

" 1 can imagine. Well. I pronu se not to say anything to Mr. 
Majors when he comes m loday," 

Belinda leaned on the counter. "Could I ask you a favor" You 
see, there's something I forgot to put in the leuer--something very 
important. Secret rendezvous son of stuff. you know, and it ' ll take 
all the fun out of the ganle if I have to tell it to David instead of 
writing it in the letter. Could you give me the letter back and j ust 
tell him there wasn' t one today'?'" 

" I really shouldn ·t·· .. Miss Green began. 
" Please? I mean. you won't reaUy be breaking any rules since 

iI's my letter to begin wi th And it would mean so much to me, it ' d 
be so much more romantic. if I cou ld j ust do it over and then mail 
it." She winked conspiratonally, ' 'I' m driving into the city thi s 
afternoon to get some more perfume. It's not the same without it. " 

" Well ... 11 11 right. Since it is from Mr. Major 's wife, and you 
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. da ' anyway, I guess it' ll be okay." Mi ss Green 
gel his mall every ) ,nt belund the rows of small metal boxes 

ed for a mom 
disappear . h ·nk envelOpe In her hand. " If you really need a 
__ A umed Wit a pi 
IIIIU ret d ·ng something nght. then you should get It. I 

nd chance at 0 1 , , ' 
seco 'ally when It comes to love. She laid the letter on 
always say. es

d
pecl 

shed It with her fingenips toward Belinda, as if 
the counter an pu .' b h·· 

h v Violating their pnvaey y toue mg It. 
he were some 0\ .. 

s " Oh thank you." Belinda said " You have no Idea what ~IS 
. Now remember, it's our little sC(;reL When DaVid 

means to me. . k I II " . oday you haven ' t seen any pm · etters at a . 
comes III t , d " M· G d th h·ld· h "Gotcba. My lips Ilte se~ le . ISS . ree~~ rna e e c I IS " 

f a k..v locking her hps. then smiled. See you tomorrow_ 
motIOn 0 -;r . .. 

" Sure And thanks agam 
Belinda 's fingers tWitched and trembled all the way up the 

hili She paid no attention to the wind or the sound of the leaves 
under her feet or the smell o f the cedars . When she gal back to the 
house, she put the basket on the porch and car~fully o~el1~d the 
letter. There was no retun! address all the outSide, but inSide the 
pink envelope was a card with a pale pi~ rose on it. The card 
shook in Belinda's hand as she opened It and read: 

My Dearest Dave, 

I can barely wail until we XO to Atlanta. Have you thought 
how to keep your wife away yet'! I am simplydyinxfrom the 
suspense of wondering whal my portroN will look like. I 
know you 've told me thalli will be unlike any other thing 
you 've ever sculpled before. bUI please give me another 
hint.! Waiting /0 see If i.f almost as hard as wail inK 10 hold 
you again. 

Sweetheart, YOll may have noticed f rom thiS leiter that I 've 
run alit of that wonderful perjimle Would YOIl be a darling 
and send me some more'! YOIl know I can 't afford;1 on my 
own. YOIl are so good /() me. Oh. and I 'll be expecting my 
best presenr of all in Allanla ' (I wish it was a divorce from 
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your wI/e. YO II/,:now. butlhe pOYlrall will do for now.) 

All my love. Dee 

A tear splattered on the card, unexpected, like Lhe reserved 
rain that had fall en out of the cedars and made her cold. She 
Lhought suddenly of the cedar shavings in Lhe bucket beside Lhe 
fireplace. She had been sweeping them up out of the studio and 
sa\ IIlg them so she could have the scen! throughout the house SI 
thought of Dav id' 5 Jam III the basket. She thought about how her

lC 

family had been right about hm} all along. She wondered if she 
would ever be able to go to China. She wondered if ajar of jam in a 
fire gal hot enough, would 11 explode? She Lhought about the 
wooden pink lips in the studio behind her. She wondered if pink 
paper was made from cedar wood. She thought about the pink lett 
in her shaking hand. She Lhought about moonlight and keys and er 
Icaves that sounded like shattering glass. She shivered. It was 
awfully chilly out here. She thought she 'd go in and build a fire . 
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LlIlda Watkins Price 

Cracking Shells 

"

',,,'ugon the front porch shelling peas. Mam 
They were . 

, I staring ofT into the space Jus t over Laura s 
worked qUIet y. ' 11 ' 

h fingers thickened by age yet stl strong and agile. 
houJder, er I . 

, d 'atch her own hands whIle she cracked the dry hulls . 
Laura hOI to \\ . 

'd ed 10 do it by feel. the way her mother-Ill-law did, but she 
She

dl 
tn, r vlsiled this lime of year and hadn ' .. done this for a long 

har ve\e fid ' I b' l' h' k bo ' re, ull she lacked con I ence III ler a I Ity to I Ill ' a ut 
ume. as a ' . 

h h hands were domg and what was on her ,mnd at the same 
'" at cr . . . 
ume Mam was sornewher~ III the past. Laura knew. and she dido t 
\~an l (0 di sturb her by askltlg for rurther IIlstructlOn. So she 
\\atched Mam's long. thlll h<lnds and hcr own small ones and tried 

to make 1I1elT movcments iden\lcal 
Though Mam was a s light woman, her old wicker chair 

squeaked and groaned as she leaned over to gather another rustling 
handrul of pea pods from the bucket. The pods had been drying ror 
mer twO weeks and were finally brittle enough to crack easily. 
Laura paused for a moment, watching Mam, The old woman 
deposited the pods into her apron--Mam hadn ' t Wlderstood why 
Laura wouldn 't wear one, " You ' ll gil them crumbs all down in your 
folds:' she'd say--thcn went to work on them, squeezing a pod 
betwccn forefinger and thumb, openmg it up with those same two 
fingers . then running her thumb down the ins ide of the pod to send 
Ihe peas down into the metal bowl. PlIlg, plunk. into the steel bowl. 
Pmg-pmg-plllg-plunk-pillg. Crack another. AU the while. Mam' s 
eyes ne"er left the past. There wal' Ihat lime Pappy wemlO town 
and taken my Ihree brorherl' bill nOI me He wemlO bllY an extra 
bushel a/peas to make mre Mammy had enough 10 make soup 
wllh over Ihe wimer, wen! with hIS heavy denim COOlon, and I 
didn 'I have no coal since / was a gIrl and I didn 'I work outside In 

Ihe wimer. I was mad and so I taken lip some rocks and Ihrew 
Ihem OIlhe car and Ihey pinl!,ed of/the ,\'ide and Pappy whipped 
me f or Ihat, said I!.irl.\· don 'I ael like hoy.l· and you specially don '1 
Ihrow things at your Pappy's car. nuw you j ll .\·ll!,il up un Ihal 
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porch and sel there until I get hack wuh them peas, and you 's 
going /0 shell ever one of em yourselfjusl for that rock throwm 
bl/, Wonder this family don 'I starve to death with aJ! you lazy 
women round here, Well. she'd shelled plenty of peas since then. 
and nobody Mam knew had starved to death yet. 

Laura looked around her. seemg the same things she'd seen In 
the sixteen years she'd been marned to Carl . The porch was sti ll 
the same, but It secmed to Laura that somethlllg was missi ng My 
puher-tn-Iaw Jefl always sal tn hiS uld armchair un Ihe pureh, 
waVIng at everyune whu passed on the streel. Every timl! we came 
10 Vlsil he tnslsled on shalang my hand. '"How 're YO" dam", " and 
going on without wailing for an amwer to rujJle the /..:ids' hair. 
"That 's ole number two, .. JejJwould say as he rubbed little 
Jeffrey 's head. "Maybe naming hIm JejJrey II wasn't such a good 
idea, " ('arl would grumhle. hut we never did give lip Ihar game 
while his father was .\'Iill alive, and when we came here after the 
fune ral Jeffrey sat in the chatr and Mam j usllouked (If the boy 
and bll rs/ into lear.)' . That wns it The chair was gonc now. the 
corner of the porch empty Laura didn ' t know when or how. and 
she didn ' t ask. Instead. pinging the last orher peas into the bowl. 
she leaned back in thc battered kitchen chair she'd dragged out to 
the porch and rubbed her neck. " Kind of hard on the back. lhis 
job." she commented. but Mam seemed not to hear her. " I think I' ll 
go get some lemonade. Would you like some?" Mam gave the 
briefest of head shakes. and her lips never moved. "All right then, 
I'll be right back:' Laura stood and stretched her legs. then went 
into the house. 

Entering the kitchen. Laura man'eled that a house could sta) 
exactly the same for so long. The collection of glass vases along 
the tops of the cupboards was the same as ever (maybe a little 
dustier now that Mam couldn ' t climb the stepladder any more), the 
old lace tablecloth still on the table. the wrought iron baker's rack, 
still full of old iron pots and pans in the comer by the refrigerator. 
" This has a/ways been Mam 's /..slchen, " Carl SOld the day he look 
me home to meel his parent~·. "Dad don 'I do anYlhing at all in 
here excepl eal. See Ih is plant here? I Kave her Ihar when I was in 
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h \ ' kepI It a/lw I don '1 know Don'l 
h de H(Jw s e " the eight Wa ff ' ,h, 0 / /IS alive. f or thai maller, Oint' h,kepla el~ . , 

knoW how S e h handle IIfl! ,)'ay. Laura. why don I you 
11.710" 0'011 10 "I I'h 'fI(}men j US el her dust thOl crystal up there !J'omellme ' e 

come over and h p d ora but she never will since some ofil she 
hi to get n OJ 

rea/lyoug !J'sed on and the rest alit was aboul the 
h ' her Mammy pa " 

got'fl en ve her Ihal was ever worrh a half-dollar Dad ever ga 
only thmK , on Ihe baker 's rack . .. I smd. and (' arl 
" h se antiques 
Bllt t e "Those aren 't antiques, those are her pots and pans. 

laughed me. bod dies, she drags those things om and uses 
Whenever any y ( ' 

.r Cooks twO or three day!" somellmes ome on. 
'vay one OJ em. h 'ff 
e , ., f'monade and go UIII on the porch My brut en 
lei s Xet !Jon/( e I." 

nd I want em 10 see my good-Ioo,,'?n woman. h home soon a 
, d tWO glasses of lemonade even though Marn had saId She ma e . 

, t onc and made her way back to the lront door Mam she dldn t wan ' 
h , door open III the fOlllto ulr the rooms out. and Laura kept the ea\y .. 

ood t ,Lie screen and watchcd thc old woman. The IIftmg. the st au , . 1 k ' 
k' g the nmning ofthc thumb up the pod. plllg P un plllg 

crac m . ' I L hd ' t the old steel bowl. [t was thc biggest bow aura a ever 
Plll8 III 0 . . 
seen. so big thai Mam had to spread hcr feet to Si t over It and wrap 

1 r anus around it to cany it the edges had been worn shlllY by the 
Ie , . M' h touelling of finger over the years: It had belonged to am s mol er 
and grandlllOlher before her Laura sometimes felt awed by thiS 
bo\\ I that was older than she \\as She had nothmg In her own 
fam Ily that had endured so long 

Opening the door with her elbow. she went back out onto the 
porch and set the glasses down on the little round. table ~slde 
Mam's chJlr ·'Thank-y.'· Mam saId ,,' reckon I did want It aner 
all ." She wrapped her fingers around the glass. leaving smudges of 
dU1 from the pea pods, and took a long drink. "Nothin in the world 
bettcr'n cold lemonadc whcn a body's workin, you know itT' 

··You are right about that," Laura s .. id. She rested her head on 
the back of the chair "Who'd have thought sitting down all day 
would m .. kc vou so tired .. 

··Jeff llc·ver understood It cHher .: Mam stood up and wcnt to 
the edge oCthc porch to shakc the crumbs out of hcr apron . ·· He 
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always thought I had it preu) eas). but men never do know what 
It 's like, do they? Even Carl. when he knew how hard I worked. 
saw mc doing it evcl')' blessed day. still expects you to be done wnh 
the work and lookm purty whcn hc gets homc. don' t he?" 

Laura closed her eyes "Somcthing like that " Suddenly she 
opened her eyes again and looked at Mam. The old woman stood at 
the edge o r the porch. one hand rcstmg Oil the wrought Iron ribbons 
curl mg around the rrame orthe s tairs " Did you always lovc Jcfl'?" 

" Well, we had our troubles. everybody does, but now that he's 
gone ,. J ml Of the I..itchcn lable nnglng my hands The big 
steel howl salon Ihe table /uJi 0/ shelled popcorn. Jeffshelled the 
pocorn}w'"/ 1m.., mghl. and now hI! IS gone. Impossible. I said 10 

myself last mghllhe bowl wa~' nghl there at Ihe /001 a/hiS cha". 
and hts IhlCk Ihumbs wen( round the cobs, and Ihe corn wen( 
plng~pl/lnk~pmg inlo (he bowl. He IS nOt lymg dead in Ihe 
hospital. " Yes, [can say that I always loved him. What about you? 
You always loved Carl ?" 

" I hOllcstly don' , know " Laura stood and put her hands in her 
pockets, camc to stand beSide Mnm. "Lately we seem nOlto love 
each othcr at all " 

Mam 's mouth madc a smiling mOlion. but her lips were tight 
"Now, 1 am ' t going to make any excuses for him. but I reckon a 
man 's gOI a 10 1 on his mind with a wife and three kids to take care 
of." She reached up and took the wedding band that hWlg around 
her neck in her hand. I walched Ihe man reach/or Jeff's hand 10 
remove the ring and smd. .. Wail. I wan/to do il . .. Slowly laking 
the dry. cold. unfeeling hand In my own. my hearl shrinl.1ng 10 an 
old pea in my chest. Sliding Ihe ring backward/or Ihe first rime, 
Ihe lasl time. l:'tjiy-twO years and Ihls was Ihe first lime il had 
~ver h~~n removed JeD' used to joke Ihm It had wown inlO his 
finxer and crmldn 't he remoVl:d. I don 'I even know why I wanted 
il. why I didn '1 want Ihat man /0 /Ouch Jejf II wam '1 eVl:n Jel! 
any morl!. bill tlte rinx was Ihe part o/hlm I 'd had. II was worn 
shiny/rom wear, and very thin in place.~. 1/ was beallfijill. " You 
ain ' t one o f them women thinks that the honeymoon lasts fo rever, 
are you?" she asked Laura now. letting the ring go to thump against 

32 

" I Laken a few IWllPS now and again with 
heart. She win~. 

her I I 'ed him Ik d h Jeff. but 0 ' d off the porch and began to wa . aroun t e 
Laur;) s t~ppe "'d d this is all the space th ey had. she mused. 

d EIghlkl s an r " 
small v;}r d en eleven room house on lOur acres Isn t 
. ' I , got three. an cdb k d 
l, eOn ) C I I uess lknowwhy She tum ac lowar 

... hfor ar . g . 1" 
big enou~" J IT ver gel cold. SlOp ta lkmg to you . 

" Old e e . I Marn hru .ed. " It's j ust in a man 10 be that way sometimes. 
Mam s ";;/ought. He hadn 'I come home until fWO In Ihe 

guess. Jeff~-d J wasfimous. He was so dnmk he didn 't even 
mornmg a h ~Yhen I asked whQllhe problem was, Jeff 

I e he was orne. h 
rea IZ . one o'my damn bUSiness. and did he ave ldme II wasn 'J 
jllSI to h ' houre Iplilled Ihe bOllle olli /rom under Ihe whlskeyml e . h 
any I him "I'your whiskey'S more Imp0rlant t an k and threw II a . '1 .. d 
sm ,hal's going on, Ihen we/come to II ' I screame . 
lel/mg med

w
nr, c:omefirom hell /0 lorment me, .. Jejf said. {)lcking 

'Woman 0 d I ' h d 
b I' He shlifiled it infO hiS OIher hand an lIe jlrst an 

IIplhe olle. h" '''' . 
' t "You cracked ii, yO/l crazy wilc ,leemlng to 

came away we . ' . h h d 
h ' , ' d then picJ..:ing lip Ihe bowl wllh Ihe dry peas I at a lose IS mm , 

k sr', hO/lrs to shell that had taken me months to grow ta "en me . 
b I k .. ·"'w i'l didn '1 we 'd never have enough food for Ihe ecause ."~ '1 . 
wmler because JejJhadn '1 had any work since spring, and he 
flung the bowl across Ihe Jmchen 01 me and aliI could do was 
stare at him as peas jIew everywhere and Ihe bowl slmck my 
chest and Ihen c/allered to the jloor The sleepy child came,to (he 
door and I Ihrew 01/1 a hand. warmnx him back. hopmg he d go 
back to bed be/ore Jeff deCided II was none %llr son 's damn 
bUSiness eilher and starled In on him "JelT had more to curry than 
an) man ought to ha, 'e someti me.s He di~ the bc~t he could.- and 
when things was bad. I guess he Jus t decided talklOg about It 
weren't going to do no good lia r harm. He got beuer in the later 
years, though. , thir.k the kids being gone eased his mind some, 
knowing they cou ld lake care of themsclves now" She came do\~'11 
the first step. pul her hand in the pocket o f her house dress. " ' thmk 
he had some peace be rare he dicd " LookLllg out over the yard. 
Mam sighed. ,, ] JUS! wish [ had somc now You see those mwns 
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there? I taken them home from the funeral home. Wished now I 
didn ' t. but there they are Every day they remind me of the hardcst 
thing I ever had to do. putting that man in the groWld, and I don ' t 
know why I let Carl and Dav id plant them out here. For the life of 
me, I just don't know." 

Laura knew. Mum was holding on. It was all she had, those 
mums, and the thin ring that had been skin-polished for fitly -two 
years. Most of the kids lived far awa;.- and hardly ever came to visit. 
She wondered If her kids would be li ke that one day. and fe lt a li ttle 
shiver run down her back. Laura was afnud o f geumg old, 
especially now that things were the way they were. "Mum--" but 
she couldn' t fi nish. Couldn ' t tell her right now why she came to 
visi t this o f all days. Couldn ' l tell her that pretty soon she might 
not be coming at a ll any more. that Carl would have to bring the 
kids to visit while Ihey were vislling him. 

Mam s tooped over to smell the mums. The scem of all those 
flower:.' togetha was too heavy to bear. especially the mums. fhe 
only flower.\" Pappy ever claimed ro like. Nice flowe rs, someone 
remarked behind me. bill my eyes couldn 't even see them. 100 
swollen even ro see Ihe budy In fhe casket. 100 full of shame af 
fhinJ.ing well if was over. II was a relief to be facinK il at lasl and 
no/ having 10 wonder whf!n ;1 would be, Pappy had been so old 
and sick and I didn 'I undersland why Mammy was so upsel to 
lose the brule or why I was cryin~ so milch. I clunK to JejJ and I 
was glad Pappy 's small. cold pea-~reen eyes were closed, now 
fhey couldn 'I look al me in disapproval any more. JejJwasn 'tlike 
him Of all. he kepi holding me up andjust leUing me cry. never 
felling me thinKS would be 01/ riXht and to hush, the way Pappy 
did when his mama died Pappy didn 'tunderstand gnef Ihought 
it was a waSle of lime. Hill JejJllnderstood and he was going 10 
marry me and move 10 Ihe bl~ City where a man could get Ylch. 

) IISI as soon as we .wved some money, I hadn '1iOId him yel Ihat I 
was pregnant. " They did take 10 this groWld good, didn' l they? , 
bet they'll double thei r Si1..c by nexi fall . Fwmy, here I am, trying to 
get em to grow--l guess I just fec i beholden to all them people thal 
sent mums for JefT, but I never did like em myself." 
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'
O,d She leaned over and brushed the -m " Laura s . 

"Me e. er. d The\' were soft as baby down but made her 
m her han 5 - ' r. fm petalS WI I h d planled dozens of them In IranI 0 e 

dunk of death Car ad ed and when Laura ' s mother had been 
h I hIS father I ' . I I d 

house w el d I cr 1,,\ remaining family member. s Ie la 
h eel enl. 1 . 

1..lIed tn I e a ny '" Take them had and replace Ihem 
f d 10 accept a .. 

flally re use . ." I told the }l0y/SlS who came 10 deliver. Roses. 
woh carnatIOns . J _/ no mums." "' 8111, madam . .. one protested. 

Ylhmg 11.\ 
Miles. an h' woh CUI'S Y/mmed red and black and dared 

d I looked at 1m or h -
an h He hadn 'I. Then I turned to see my mot er s 

go jurt cr. , 
hun fO . h a po/ oofthem in his hands. Ihe pot wrapped In 

mon wIt I 
compa 011 and Ihe mums fhemselves obscenely pale and ye low 
purple~~ Ie streaks when my mother loved red, setllnK them 
woh p . Ph firont orthe caskel and I hcked them over m plain 
downY/g tm 'J d 

.r body Ihe clumps ofdlYl scatterinx everywhere qn 
VIew oJ every . . h 

_n/h' bran ' urn filii of red and while ,:arnallOm' I at 
lu.q~ • ., 

d I nl Bradley. whom I had never called ~· Iepjaller. 
rarlan w . . ?' h -

b 
my arm, "' Laura, what do you think you are dOing r. I S 

Krab mg .. d- k " .. 1'., I --, - -J --
mother 'sfiuneral fior (,0 s sa 'e. l!J.aCI y , sat. my 

IS your ' 
mOlher. " " 

" Why do we remember so clearly? she asked Mam now. 
-- Why is it so easy to remember eve!)' bad thing that' s ever 

h ood ?" happened to us and not t e ~ ones. ., . 
Mam smiled a real smile at her now. Oh, Child, because those 

h " arc the times we learn t e most. 
Laura stared (1\ her, aSlolll shcd, and Mamlaughcd out loud. 

"Sec') This old count!)' woman ai n '( as dwnb as you might 've 
thought. Come over hcre .. She took Laura' 5 ann ~nd led h~r ?ack 
to her chair on the porch. " 'f n we don' t get shuckmg. we am t 

never going to get these peas done," She lowered hersel f into the 
wicker chair against its protests and the pods rallied as she dropped 
them into her apron. Crack. split. thumb, ping ping plunk plunk 
ping. Laura followed her example, watching the peas bounce off 
the sidcs of the bowl. Carl came home al two in the morning, 
dnmk. I could smell perfilme mixed with the whiskey and saw lhe 
lipstick he had tried 10 wipe oj! AI least he had heen sober 
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enough to realize denYing anything was useless, so he had simply 
challenged me, ",'>0 what art: you gOing 10 do about ft , then ? " / 
could not think of a thing to say. Instead I tOok my wedding ring 
andJlung it at him, Carl swatted It with a hand, laughing Ql my 
anger, and II sailed across the room with the force of hIS hand 
and stnlck Ihe brass corner lamp, ping / It might still be there, f or 
ali i knew, 1 hadn '{ bothered to look/or it since it wm' no longe,. 
a thing o/value She looked allhe ring hanging around Manl ' s 
neck. at its mate slill on the old woman 's fi nger, Still she said 
nothing, She didn ' l want to hun Mam, didn ' t want her to thioJ,; an~ 

o f il was her fault She cracked another pod, but then could no 
longer bear to listen to the peas pinging againsllhe bowl, That 
sound was making her think too much, She dropped Ihe rest of her 
pods back into the bucket. 

" So. when are you leaving him and where nrc you going?" 
Mam asked quietly, " You will stIll come to see me. won' t you'!" 
The old hands never stopped . PlIlg plunk ping pins,. 

'·Oh. Mam. l'm sorry." 
" Well , it 's out of my hands. I don' t wanllo know who she is 

or how it happened. Just because he's my son docsn ' t mean he's a 
good man. and I' m sorry too." Ping ping plunk. She linished the 
last pod in her apron and stood up. holding out her anns over the 
bowl. 

Laura, reaching out for the old. thin hands. began to cry . "1 
j ust didn ' t know how to lell you." 

Mam held her. smelling Laura's cologne. It was gardenia. Jeff 
came home with ht~' ~'hi rtfail out and smelling o/perfil/ne and 
Whiskey. "All righllhen . .. 1 Satd. "just don 't get her pregnant. " 
" What are you ralklng aboul. woman? 1 ain 'r done nothing 
wrong. We was ) 1151 dancing, .. Jeff growled. "Just dancing down 
Qllhe bar In the back room " Huh, 1 thought, dancing on your 
backs. "Just don 'r gel her pregnant, " I said. 11 was the only thing 
I could think of lO ,\·ay. From Ihm moment on I didn 'l tnlSl him. 
not un{i1 years larer when he finally pllt down the boule and 
Slopped going to the bar and no children had shown up at Ihe 
door lO claim him. I don 'I really know why 1 even Slayed, cxcep' 
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h 
10 go and with etght children, bllt in 

/ had nOW ere d / 
_uwbe Ihal d ·d flor he came 10 low me agam, an 
"-J olad I I , . d h h ,he end 1 was" . lanl lnH·ted hIm agam, an wl/ , e 

d more Impor ' h 
loved hIm an d n l' we were all right. even wil Ollr POSI 

own an ~o , 
chtldren gr k d of weakness and acceptance wasn t In 

I But that III 
trollb es .,s a little envious of her 
Laura, and M.,lllk

w
, I Olces 1Il1lfe. Laura ." she told her dll ughter-in-

W allma e el , " 11 II " e e and you made vourn . You II sec. It a 
" 'made JTl Ill - J"k 

101" n O\\ d Just don' ( abandon me because my son IS I -e 
work out 1Il the en . 

hIS father " lied back and looked al Mam with WIde eyes . 
Laura pu 

"You--" I k chOICes child:' Mam said, "Some are easier to 
" We al ma e . 
. 'thout--than olhers." She released Laura and sat 

I e "~th--or WI II h ?" 
1\ "N ' nre you going to help me she t esc peas or not. 

down 0 \\ . , I d · . . 
. d d umbl) , Mnm cxtcndcd her lall 1ll an Illvilation to 

Laura nod c n . h 
uro yOll don' t want an apron? I hate to see you Wit Sit "Arc you s . 

. ur folds" She smded and wcnl back to work. Plllg crumbs 1Il yo . 
pmg plunk. " 

Laura looked at her mother-Ill-law. Man~ s thIck. strong 

fi 
'ere sleadily cracking. splitting, runlllng the pea pods. The 

lllgers \\ . ' I ·1 
steady ping plunk ping would contmue bouncmg all the bow unll 

the bucket was empty and night had fallen. 
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Meghnn Leigh Hobbs 

My love is like :I rock·· 

My Jove is like a rock·
raw edges WOOl dO\\-ll . 

polishc..-d smooth, 
spcm. 
in mOlly rounds oCthe tumbler. 
Once-wide divides--
crevices whose precipice 
have been reduced. 
Now slim creases 
and low indentions 
my thumb glides over--
<l constant rubbing Illotlon on 
this worry-stone in my palnl. 
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Glitter Angel 

If I "alked Qui dripping 
gra) Skill. blue lips k 
pOOdle skIrt and bobby soc 's 
calling m)selfSUZI Q 
" auld )ou question you~ samty 
huh. JoHNNY A GE~ ! 
would i kISS )'ou crazy · 
slOg me asleep in my 
bluer sweet dreamS 
could you please rape me on red shag? 
I know It will offend you 
I \~ on " \ apologiLc 
slllother me willi. your prophecIes 
and IIlSlg h t \\ llIeh I have )CI 
to master in my dumbnumbncss 
Johnny? would you spread me eagle 
like peanut buttOl on virgin white bread 
and pm m)' anns back 
and tickle me to life? 
would you peel my sour skill like 
a rotten orange and 
re\cal the bloody sweet 
nectar pulp inside? 
could my ha ir wash clean 
red like kool-ade or wine or blood 
or all three'? 
would you could you huh 
kool kat skat ta-la-tat? 
would you wrap my naked li feless body 
in strands of colorfu l exx-masse lights 
and rest a star cro\\TI upon my beautiful head 
(I wish you would crown me. 
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come adom me. baby) 
would i blink or ch ime III 
rh}1hmicalJy ''ycssir'' a.nd "luvyuhlshug" 
and nail me lO the scarecrow 
you so cleverly named jesus 
wrapped in a red lace curtain and sil ver tinsel 
buried in lily pad water 
drown me, libertine barracuda 
i love my pale blue eyes 
and the pink and while map that 
glows bnght against tawny white skill 
i am the epitome of beauty and wuller 
and you Wish like hell you were me 
but you 're not 
I don ' tlove YOll 
my name IS suzi q 
and r will end you 
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Sharon Payton 

The Nature or Man 

. 'g This is vour \\ akeup call " 
"Good rnomll . . h cd h 

arted from the cot Dl sonented, s e swerv . er 
Cathenne 51 

he 
orse room and finally rested It on the man who 

gaze around t sp 

hod .ok
Wh

·e her. '0" in for'!" he asked almost chi ldishly ,- alare) .. 
didn 'l answer immediately as she continued to survey her 

Shdine. Cold steel walls refl ected a psychotic and distorted 
surTOUfl gs, . '1 th b k 10 her. Two other men sal on SLml ar cots across e 
unlt

ge
r " her and far above their heads a single window provided 

room rom . 
their only light. 

"What did yOli do?" the man standing above her pre~sed . 
Catherine ran a nervouS hnnd through her crop ofhmr . .. , . 

uh "she began an uneasy laugh. "' I dOIl ' t remember." 
, "'None of us do. How's lhat for n screwed·up justice system? 

They put you in to dwell on lhe error of your ways, and you don ' t 
even know what the errors are," 

She muttered a distracted acknowledgment. 
"That 's Peter over on your right and George on your left. I'm 

Alex." He sounded a li ttle too eager for conversation. 
"Catherine," she said as she rose and began fecling along the 

walls for a door. 
" It won't do you any good. I tried it alrcady," George told her 
Alex nodded. "Yeah, and he's been in longer thun any of us " 
Cathenne ignored them and stubbornly kept feeling. 
Alex overlooked her obstinancc and continued. " You know, 

It 's good to have somebody ncw. We 've aU run out of things to talk 
about." 

"We know everything about each other," George added. 
Peter huffed sarcastically, "'Cept whal we did." 
"Yeah." 
Catherine abandoned her fnl itlcss search with a frustraled sigh 

and sat down on her cot The window naturally attracted her eyes 
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again. " Any of you ever seen what's out there')" 
The three men gathered around her on the noor like children 

before their teacher. " We tried once." PeLer offered. 
" We stacked ourselves on each other 's shoulders--" 
" But the higher we got. the window just seemed farther 

away." Alex linished the sentence. 
" So now. we just wait for the SWI to shine Lhrough in here and. 

preLend we' re outside:' George explained further. 
" And what do you do for funT ' she asked. 
" Fun?" Peter said it as if an alien word had been spoken. 
" Alex used to sing to us." George put in quickly. " He could 

sing really weU." 
" What do you si ng, Alex'?" 
Embarrassed. he looked down to play with his thumbnail. 

·· Nothing much anymore I used to slIlg gospel songs." 
" Let 's hear something. ,. 

" We ll. I haven·t in a long time·: ' 
"Come on:' Peter urged. 
" Just a liule something," Catherine added. 
Alex reluctantly cleared his throaL " Amazing grace. how 

sweet the sowldl That saved a wreLeh like me." He faltered, grossly 
out ofkcy. '·1 ... uh ... can ' t remember the rcst o f it. " He blushed. 

Catherine smiled supportively. ,·It ' s okay." 
A long moment of s ilence passed among them. Catherine 

broke it hesitantly. "So you don ' , have any idea why you ' re in 
hereT' 

Alex looked up, glad to have the subject changed. " No. We 
woke up in here, just like you did. Except wc were a lot more 
scared allirsl. You must have some nerve." 

For a moment, she didn ' t know what to say "Jus t trying to 
make the best of a bad s ituation." 

George piped in. " Yeah, you ' re a lot cooler tJlan any of us 
were. Alex shouted for two days for them 10 let him oul. Peter 
didn " 'alk at all for a month." 

" Tell her about you." Peter laughed. 
George followed Alex's example of embarrassment by staring 
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. , . d talked to myself' cause I was alone, you 
<Is ,, ' just "on a 

AI has hall 
l.nO" " dldn 'l help. he cried all the lime. Isn' l that 

' .Then " 'hen thai 

nght, AlexT ,. when 1 got here." 

::He was ~?~~rge grew r.ed~er every s,:cond. . 
Shut up · bodv takcs It differently, Cathenne attempted 

'·1 heard every . 

10 hush the~l . .' George sUid quieti), sens ing her coming to 
" ThaI s for surc, 

hiS defense her what It ' s Iikc outside?"" she continued 
·'Do) au remem 

,UJIlg them. P I d I qu "A lillie. Just the sl..-y and grass. moslly. cop c an p aces are 

f ' " Alex took the lead. . 
a hUI,:~~~ remember stu~ like lh,~t?" Peter asked anXiously. 

She seemed a bit wary. Some. 
"Tell us," George pressed. . . . " 
"No. I don ' I want to destroy uny vls\On~,You Illlgi.\l have. 
" Come on. Things can ' ( be all that bud, Alex cajoled. 

'.Well , they' re not a ll that good." . . 
Peter jOllled in Ihe insistence. ·· What are the people hke ? Have 

the'> changed muchT 
, ·· Let's not get mlO it" 

" Please," all Lhree sounded togeLher. Catherine chuckled. They 

sounded for all the world like n trio of eight-year-a ids. 
She relentcd. " People are the same as they've always been." 
Alex laughed. "Now, Lhat' s a philosophical answer. It hems 

on the very nature of mankind."' 
··1 didn ' t mean iL to be." 
" Well it was ' People arc the same as they've always been.· Is 

that basicall) good or badT" 
That 's something wc ' re alllrying to figure out " she 

answered. 
"Sometimes I wonder if wc' re in here as subjects in some 

experiment: you know, a govenlment study or someth ing. 'The 
Effecls of Sociallsolntion on Man . ," George spread his hands in 
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front of him. visualiz.ing the title. 
~'There he g~ oIT on his conspiracy theories. You'd think the 

creation of the ullI verse was a conspiracy. to hear 111m talk." Alex 
spoke to her as though to a confidant 

George tumcd the Joke into a pulpit "Creution myths In 

nea~ly all w~rld cultu~es Illlghl ? nly be a means of perpetuating 
anCient man s colJeclIve obsession wllh male authority, Who do 
you think wrote the Biblc'} Does Gcxl only speak through men" 
Give me a break." . 

Alex rolled his eyes to Catherine. "Theology's always fun 
when an atheist 's im'o lved.'· 

. Thirsty for debate. George raised his voice. "WeIL what god is 
spitefu l enough to leave us in here? Answer that, good Reverend " 

"You ' re boring her:' Peter intervened. . 
·'No. not at all . I'm fascinated." she said. seemingly sardonic 
Agalll, silence pervaded the room. Alex rose from the floor . 

and sat sullenly on his own cot. "Evcn if thcy were studying us ', ' 
d

'a ,IS 
no hlerent than any other situation. Everybody.examincs 
everybody else: it's a basic fact " 

" Basic faclS don ' , count for much when you' rc alone. When 
you can't remember anything about your life except your name." 
George retorted. "" Example: Catherine. you ever killed anybody?" 

Taken aback, she frowned at the question. "'No. I mean I 
don' t think so." , 

" You see? It 's a basic fact that people generally know if 
they've taken another's lifc. But here, basic 's been thrown out that 
window." 

""Don't get so worked up." Alex fi nally said in appeasement 
"You know what would be funny,!" Peler entered the 

discussion. " What if we were all figments of somebody' s 
imagination? Wha( if words arc being wrinen on a page for us to 
say right now as we speak?" 

""And if one of our characters were erased, none of the rest 
would know the difference. He would have never existed for us." 
George continued. 

"Somcbody could have been scratched out of our li ves just. 
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""" " ed d shook her bead at Peter '" Is tillS what 
laugh an . b 'J'" Cathenne • vlth craZ) philosopillca\ de ates 

d 'J Collie up \ 
\ou do all a~ · I to do'l" Alex observed as the other two sat 
• "What else IS t lere 

abashed ' , ' k up grandiose diSCUSSions, we 'd preuy 
If dido t t lin ' . I ,. \\e . I " Georgc "dded. " \mean , we Just eat. s eep, 

h b ollle ruUI11a s, . I k 
mUC cc k bout our existence_ and wall for t Ie Slut to rna 'c 
d r te tal a d ' ,. eleca thc floor so we call stan III II 

a puddle hcre on f the sun It 'S starting to come through Look up 
"Speaking 0' C I ' II '" Ale:.. Illolloncd to the beam abo\ e allarlllC s 

there on the \\a ' 

head , 0 \ "Just a fe\\ more The olher t\\O men sat III prepara I [ 

IIllllUtes: ' Peler Said . .. ' . d I " 
C I ' c shook her head agalll It IS a big ca to vou. at lenll . -
""The biggest: ' Alex explatncd. IllS eyes followl.ngYlc beam 

, "'II "We weren' t meant to be cooped up lIlslde like dO\\11tle h .. . 

this'" },. C h ' ked 'tl I ' f "What were you meant to do' at eone as . WI 1 a lint 0 

ClU1I1111g. 
"" Ho\\ should I know?" he asked distractedl) 
George eyed her suspiciousl) '" You ask a lot of questions." 
"How else mn I gOing to learn')" she repllcd nervously 
'"No. it's more than that You \\'anllo know who we are, but 

you haven-t told us a thing about yourself. It 's like you ' re studying 
us Who arc you?"' 

Alex glarcd derisivcly at him. ""Get orf it. Georgc-·" 
""No, J"1I answer him. I'm a goveomlent scientist assigned to 

gain infonnatioll on subjcclS we created and programmed. l ' lll 
seeing if you're capable of functioning properly in confinement. 
You just about hit il on thc nose a while ago-- ' ElTeets ofl solalion 
and Desocialization on Creations A-3152_ A· 2280. and A· 1245 . 
Those are model numbers. b~ the way, of which you arc the 
prototypes, 

They slared at hcr (\ durnbfOlUldcd momenl until Alex burst 
oul with a roar or laughter. ""That was great." 
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" Yeah. you had us going." 
'" I had me going," she added . 

'" I don' t think it's fwmy You never know when they could 
send III somebody to study us." George sulked. 

'"Shut up, A-1245 ." Alex taunted. 

"Don't te ll me to shut up This is the most talking I've done lq 
forever.'" 

Catherme held up her hands as peacemaker " Hey, hey I'm 
sorry I said it. Nobody' s comlllg in here to observe us. They could 
just as easily put cameras on us to watch e,'erything we do. I guess 
we gave them something La lalk about today, huh The nature of 
man is prelty heavy materia l for a pri son cell conversation." 

" All this talk kinda makes you wonder why they put you in 
with three guys." He rocked back and forth on his feet. 

Alex watched the action in amusement. " Probably to see how 
we 'd react to her. To see if the 'Social Isolation of Man ' has an 
efTect on the libido."' 

" You joke, but that could "el! well be it " 

Peters .:men tion had remained on the spot of light moving 
down the wall. wh ich was now ncar the noor. "" It 's almost time." 

" Who's tum is it today'!" Alex asked no one in particular. 
"'Mine,'" George said quietly. 

" You went yesterday," Peter complained. 
" It was cloudy yesterday, so today is my lum. " 
" It doesn ' l work like that." Alex argued threateningly. 
"' You mean I gOUil wait two days nOer this-." 
'"Threc days with her," Peter interjected. 

"'Three days when I didn ' I get a chance in the sun to begin 
\vithT' 

"'So, what. we should wilit extra days so you won ' ( have toT' 
Alex yelled. 

" It 's on the noor," Peter warned . 

George wilved the discuss ion off. 'T m going." 
" It 's not your tum!" Alex pushed him out of lhe puddle of 

lighL and was in lurn shoved by Peter. The free-for-all ensued as 
Catherine pressed her finger to her ear. 

46 

d · d·, gust. A panel III the wall s lid 
" heSUi In 1 kd '"~ the doOr..ced' by the combatants, and went bac own 

d UJl110 11 
sdentlv an d through II :er Catherine had SICP'7 a glance at her cot through the brawl. 

Fmaily. Petcr caughbove the others. TIley stopped abruptl~,to 
" H~,look," hc )'cl le~ il ucss they dIdn ' t like her character. 

~ .. _ absence f . g 
gape: at I K-' 
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T he Cane Patch 

"Henry, get your face oulla that winda. If we don ' t get home before 
Daddy, he'll whip us, sure " Danny walked out of Calhoun 's 
Mercantile with a pound of flour under one arm and hIS Customary 
stack of books under the other I didn ' ( see him until I fclt his shoe 
conncc( with my rear. and I spun away from the boots in the 
window wi th my fi sts clenched Not that I'd ever actually think of 
hitllllg Danny. First. he was relatively good to me, for a brother. 
Second, and most importantly, he was almost twice my age and big 
enough to put the fear of God In ' most every boy from the 10th 
grade on down . 

"' I said, let's-·" 

His last word was drowned by the wild neighing and kicking 
of the horse at the hitching post. The cause of his ncar heart attack 
soon became apparent. Too erratic to be an act of God, the cloud of 
dust speeding down the road could only be Zeke Calhoun and his 
brother Richie in thei r father 's new Pierce Arrow. 

Mama used to say every soul God ever made has a purpose on 
thi s earth, but I must admit. I still don' t understand his reasoning in 
creating Zeke and Richie Calhoun. Zeke was bigger and slower 
than any man has a right to be, but Riehie had enough brains for 
both of them. He was a year or so older than me, but wi th a lean, 
spindly look that made him look smaller. I guess his size is what 
caused him to act so big. I never bought it. though, 

""Don ' t say nothin ' , Henry:' Danny told me as they drove up. 
" We don ' t have time."' 

"' Hey, Hemy. whatcha doin '?" Richie asked as he jumped out 
of the car 

"'Gam' home." I answered coldly. 
"' Looks like to me like you 're doin' a little winda shoppin '. 

You like thcm boots?" 
" I reckon they're awright. " 

Richie stepped up on the sidewalk, and Zeke followed. " Look 
a whole lot like your Daddy's, don't they?" 
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do a little bit " .. D h 
··1 guess the) . b 'e .,oua get home. amly put IS 

RIchie ul \\ :> d h d "'Scusc us. 'med me around towar 1 e roa . 
L_~ on m) neck and to h 'e 'em " Richie ca lled after us. ,........ ' II never a\ , , 

"Too bad )ou D '5 old uns. ' Cause your Daddy s 
k to get anny f h· 

"You' lIbe loc'Y Idfamlcr.whocan ' t e"cn ann Isown 
nodun' but n shiftless a 

land " dn't have turned back towards Richie. Daddy 
I knOW I shaul . ' I t that 

. . and I would have a wlllppmg 10 store a er h· h. 
hated fighung" " to allow that littlc grass snake to ISS . IS 

b t l wasn t gomg cd 
mghL u ' Dadd). I ran up to him and glar . 
tongue about Ill) .," 

"What did you say 

-- I sald·- ,. I k k d h· 
h·s Illouth was wldc open when 'noc 'c 1111 

I I1l:lde sure I d·d · I k 
' rh e dung on thc ground. Zeke I n t t lIll ' to tI e pile 0 ors . 

mto I h uger brother, but Just stood there Jauglung. I tahate ror IS you . I. 
rc . t" th dumb ox: hc knew when somcthlng was unny. 
\\111 say tillS lor e I .. A 

Danny stifled a grin as hc, p~Jled me away rrom t lC store. re 
. Itn your mind? You can t Just knock somebody dQ\vn, 

)ouou ., t" 
pecially in front of Ius fathcr s store. 

cs " How call you cxpect me to have stood thc:e and took that off 
11I1ll '} Just 'cause his Daddy owns 'most cveryth lllg ror twenty 

nllles---- . .. 
"That 's exactly why you have to take II . . 
We were both silent the rest of the way home. But as I kicked 

",Iy at the Alabanm clay bencath me bare fcet. 1 vowed I'd find =u ~~ 
il way to get those boots. Iffor no tiler reason than to spite c Ie 
Calhoun. 

The next day was the last of the spnng tenn, so after school, I 
stopped into Calhoun 's Mercantile for the traditional fi rst cane 
fishing pole of the summer and to carry out Dad 's stern 
instructions. 

"Well, young Mr. McBrand. what can I do for you?" Mr. 
Calhoun asked rrom behltld the counter. 

""Daddy said I should apologi7.-C ror whal I did to Richie 
yesterday aftemoon. so."' I took a deep breath ans swallowed. '-rm 
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sony," 

Mr. Calhoun tried to keep a straight faee. "Well . he probably 
had it comm·.·· 

My eyes widened. 
" Is there an)1hin else. Henry?" 
" Yes si r I'd like n fi shm' pole. please." 
" You ' re in luck: this IS the last one." he said as he pulled the 

piece of cane oul of a barrel 
"The last one?," 

"These llungs have been sellin ' fasLer than I thought they 
Would. I may have La cut into my 0\\11 crop if I don ' , get Some more 
III soon." 

"1 know where a patch is. and I don't think anybody Owns it." 
Mr. Calhoun thought a moment. "Henry. I'll give you a nickel 

a bundle if you cut it and bnng it in." 
' 'I' ll have to ask Daddy." I said excitedly. 
" You do that, and if he says it's okay, l'li sec you tomorrow 

mornin' " 

That night I broached the subject head on. 
" Daddy. cun I ask you sOlllethin "!" I started as we settled 

around the radio aner dinner 

"Make it quick. son; President Roosevelt ·s fi ,xin ' to speak." 
··Mr. Calhoun 's asked me to cut some cane for him. He' ll pay 

fi ve cents a bundlc." 

Daddy looked over to Mama in her rocking chair. She pressed 
her lips and raised her eyebrows--that " It ·s up to you" look. 

" 00 you think you can work for him and me both '?" Daddy 
asked. 

" Yes sir. 1" 11 wake up extra early, go cut the cane. and have il 
sold ' fore you're ready 10 go to the fields." 

"What if you start slack in' off in your chores?" 
"Then 1"11 stop CUllin ' cane. I know I can do this. Daddy." 
He paused a minute. then sighed and smiled at me. "All right. 

We ' l! try it." 

r was up well be fore dawJl the nexl morning. rwllling with my 
hatchet toward Illy cane patch in the woods across from the school 
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I ft the outer edge alone so no one 'ddle and e 
I cut &om the mi . d take up a hatchet La my 

...... what I was domg an 

would ;ealth 'cd for tWO months. then all thal was len 
ncwfi -n. ... tcChruquc ",.ork d ' This did not concern me, however. 

..- th vlrglO e ge. th boo I'd 
of the patch was e ccomplished my goal. I wore e ts . 

&hall had alreadY a f hool and quite literally rubbed them 10 :.n1Cd 00 the first day 0 sc 

Rduc's face. h'l I WIlS cleaning the board after school for 
Not lon~ a~er. ; ~vered outhouse pit, t saw Mr. Cal~oun 

pusIunI Ricru; ,lOla the woods across from the school house \~Ith a 
and Zeke walk 1010 , th ' h cis I waited at the classroom wmdow 

helS 10 elr an . 
couple of hal~ tomnch sinklllg a little more each second ral mlOutes. my s 
for SC\'e h rc the} were headed 
as I rea.hzed w e fi II ' emerged with a dumbfounded look on his 

M Calhoun ma } . h h' 
r k olThis hal and wiped his forehead Wit IS 

face He tOO I d ' g so he glanced toward the school house and 
handkerchief 11 om . th 

e lhrcw the hat down on the ground. huffed a mJllute, en 
me H , d d laughed at having paid five cents a bundle for shook hiS hea an 
hiS own cane. 
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Priceless Effects 

Few tables bear the 
Lives o f those long s ince 
Pas t consp icuous disp lay. 
And none can be found here. 
Still . I wonder who 
Belonged to that Hamlet with 
Yellowed leaves stubbornly stuck 
To 0. musty spine or that 
Pl atinwn band newly polished 
In hopes o f recaptunng moonglow. 
He was probably some graduate 
Eager to leave Shakespeare 
In the atlic 
On his way to 
Wall Street Fortune. 
She was probably some wife 
Eager to sleep through 

Moonlit hours before rous ing to 
Boxed lun~hes and minimwn wage. 
I buy nothIng at this 
Antique Sale. 
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Janie Amanda Elliott 

d Teacher Was Named W hat? 
F'Rh era e • And your I 

dlv Stranger asked as I cntered lhe 
'/" ' a (nen 

"Whlch floor Id '- \\ altlllg for both of the doors to shut 
h llice b UI mg. (' I 

ek\ .1lor oft e,o " 1 sa\ . accepung hiS kllld gesturc. And belore 
"Fouttt%n please. - I e docs It: that dreaded comment Just 

th '" lhe Olan. 1 d h·11 h can e\ en un d g an unrelated-to-lhe-out oors c I up t c 
II • out sen In . 

comes ro Jng . " Pr U)' brisk outside. hey? Last lllght. the 
f - • . middle 0 nt) d Ole Man WlTl ter' s gonna make a comeback thiS 

~C4ther man: I ready for spring!" AHHHHHHHH H! 
month ~. ago 1 worked for a law firm on the rourteenth 

Se, Cfal vears , . K k Wh I 
h
· .. III downton LexlIlgton. entuc ;y. en 

n of a hlg - fl S" 
oar, led withm IllV receptionist box answering the 
~asn t ImpnsOi _ h 

I 'eil liiles at once--[ was a nJrUler w Ich meant 
lelephone--e e\ . f K· k 

, rt\ bus) attom~ s ' needs color copies rom 111 ·os. 
cateflng to .O .. . _ . ,. 

fi l-" b) 4'00 P m C it s 3·, 9 Doll t be late! ). the motions I cu . . 

d 
. . Ol',(ure on the lOp of page three. faxes that should have 

Ju ge s sl::.-" .. . . . 
been sent fi ve nlllutes ago. and nnportant duties ilke packmg the 
swcct-and-Low packages into those li ltle baskets that Sli t by the 
coffee machines in every comer as well as remembering to get 
lemon-filled doughnuts because the crerun-fil led pastries have too 

much fal 
On all my errands to the courthouse and the bakery. [ shared 

ele\ator rides for fourteen noors with a multitude of busy people: 
both strangers and familiar faces 1 learned qUickly that a pleasant 
smi le \\as not enough to \\l ths tand 32.7 seconds of elcvator lifting 
or descending time. What mosl elevator riders desire in order to 
fee[ completely content shanng a small space with a stranger IS 

small talk. Small talk IS a way o f reaching out to strangers when 
si lence seems awkward. Small ta lk topics. though, have grown into 
0\ erused, typical comments about the weather, while the idea of 
silence or a discussion of greater worth is unheard of. 

But my question IS what is wrong with silent. idle Lime shared 
in the presence of another person instead o f fi ll ing peaceful periods 
with empty questions like " How are you doing?" and comments 

53 



about the predicted blizzard') Whm can we actually gain by 
discusslOg Mother Nature 's whimsIcal mood? Sure, talking O: botq 
the past or future wea ther makes strangers appear friendly, warn.. 
and sociablc. But think of how much more a person could take 
away from these daily brief encounters if we all made an attemPt 
broaden our slllalJ talk nonns . Let's fi nd a new, mllld-cngaging IC:e 
breaker to OverCOme those unfriendly or awkward elevator rides. 

The internet has more closely connected the world than ever 
before in thc fonn of small talk through chat rooms. So why. then. 
don' , we stri ve to become better acquainted through verbal 
conulIunlcalioll as well " I'm IlOt suggesllO£ any type of Ultllllate 
brief moment in a hoI. crowded elevator Instead. I propose that we 
ConSider how a random. brief COllversatlon about wallpaper Or 
Sweet-and-Low drifts away from the expected discussion of the 
weather and can aJJow more of us to thmk for a change. Instead of 
spending tunc swapping opinions about how many more inches of 
snow Clearville got than Blind ville last Illg)U. Why not discuss. for 
instance, why blueberries One!} stain e/othes when dirt washes 
clean away? That stranger might offer insights or facls as to lhe 
makc-up of each stam, providing a cone/us ion [ 0 a previously 
unknown or an even mind-muddling dilemma. A question and 
answer of this sort seems much more intuiti ve and worth a person's 
while. But getting otT the elevator after a discussion of the clouds 
and rainy weathcr involves nothing more than a remcmbrancc of 
the ride to work and 'he walk from your Camry to tlle office 
building. 

Rather than letting Our brains weaken into Jell.Q, leI's get 
away from shallow, small talk not only about the size of 
yesterday's hili!. but also about the seven foot, eight inch draft stilT 
of the Center City HUrricanes. You got it--sports. "Hey. what about 
the big game tonight'! Who are you root in' for? The Cats or the 
Dogs?" When faced with this Situation again , try surprising a total 
stranger with " Hey, do YOll remember learning to tie your shoes 
when you were a child?" You may find that yOll share 11 simi/ar 
sit llat ion--you both wore buckled oxfords! 

The other day. J waited in express lane twelve at the 
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, to avoid the latest 
k to me. UYlllg od y huh" an spo e . . "Nice day outl a, . and n nl nd allcns. ed 

---'«< boul 0 J. a h the gent/em an want ...... - : -_MllulC n I e " Thoug I 
r_,nr ~ • thIS suns lin I kept n distant persona ..-,- ' , pee I he a so ' , II 
I sure dtdn Ie" and comnUlIlll 

, an 'er And weren t we a 
10 apfKor fne

nd
_. After all. I \\as akSl

r 
g,.rangerl"" Or if personal ec:n u~ r tal ' 10 a cn~ bet" -'Nc\ er trust o . Id have been the reason ~- ~Ids 10 . sues lime cou .. th 

taughl tiS 5' \\ cren't the IS • 5 I,ne Time provided hIm WI 
and tru . lh expres , . ' .k 

space " -ere wmung In c 'Ietrating, mysterious subJccts I. e 
stnCC " e for a\ oldmg any pel d·sgustlllg right aOer you fi msh 
an e"use orange juice taste so I 

"WI» doeS .," d ~ cd brushlng)Ol/f Iccth. fli a challenge to cross those un e In 

Noncweless, I 0 err trust and cngage in ~lore atypicaL 
b .-;: of space, lime, 0 I •• ,ext 'radlant. seventy-three degree 
om .. • II . lk On t la ' . bl'c 

. ted sma a . I ood prevails while out III pu I , unexpcc . I n eongcma III ) 
ft emoon 

III whlC 1 , ed icts nll1e reet or snow by mOrltlng . 
~e\ en Ir the lI1 etorO lOgJ S~:';rbY chOI r who also endless ly wai~s to ~~ 
as~ that stranger III the, t wasyOllr worst fifth grade experience! 
Dr Weatherby. "SO, W In 
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ProSpector strikes his claim 
in Lady Liberty's foot 
although he's miles away. 
The southern California sun 
beats his back 
and bums him. 
It bW1IS like the cigaretle 
he smokes 
after he plants 

Prospector 

tobacco in Kentucky sununer. 

He's tired 
like his daughter is tired 
of being away from her daddy. 
tired of reading 

his brouler's !lallle in the paper 
tired o f going 
to the grace!)' store 
watChing them refill 
the tacos and burritos 
as he walks in lhe door 
and tired of 
getting a suspicious eye 
from the cashier 
when he goes for 
the checkbook 
in his back pocket 

like il was his name in Ule paper. 

The legal gUllsllllgcrs 
spit in his face 
call him Spic and Chico 
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Brian Michael 

his name 
put "pi!»' tn back east 
H dIIJd) died these lulls. 

IS . gold III ...... ' 
bu< h and Spanish 

h FrenC . 
Enghs . and a Kraut 

He "~~"I he'5 a ~IC Ch mk. and a Nigger 
Bul (0 u ..... • . :l Klke. a 

"'
''''' he , Who 

I ofLibert{S robe 
He'5 at the hen 
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