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Fresh Dead or Down 
Hauled Day or Night 

Call 555-3256 

Well, it's a job. Like any other kind of work, I guess. It's not what I 
had set out to do. I had my own herd, good stock I built myself. It 
wasn't too long ago you could make a decent living at it. My old man 
gave me some fresh heifers and the use of his bull, you know. I was 
only fifteen, but I knew pretty much how to set about it, had good 
ideas, could work out for starting-up money. Used to make hay for 
the other farmers. I could get their hay in for them twice as fast as 



they did with their own families working, so they let me have the 
whole job, and I wasn't eighteen yet. I had one job regular before I 
even had a driver's license, old man had to drop me off. I was making 
money good, had my eye on a nice piece of ground near the home 
place but not too near, you know. I didn't want to he right under the 
old hen's wing. 

The war was on then. 1 was all het up to go but I was way too 
young. My older brother did go. He didn't come back. Whatever he 
saw out there looked better to him, I guess. He wasn't hot to farm 
anyway, like I was. I had some pretty clear notions then, I tell you. 

But in my spare time 1 had gone and started a family, you might 
say, and I had to get married, and that was that. Kids, God I had more 
kids than cattle sometimes. Anyway, 1 started hauling stock in the 
winter, for a little extra money, and I had a good truck, an old Ford 
that my uncle had cut down for a farm truck, just hauled his hay and 
firewood on it, so I built it up. It had some low gears, I want to tell 
you. I rould ease it out of those damn muddy cowyards and not get 
stuck, so people would call me. I moved a lot of cattle those years, 
and I don't mean anything like this. No, those bastards was all stand- 
ing, and when I got them there they were still standing. I never did 
any rough driving. I was so good, for a while there I was hauling 
horses. I took some trotters up to the Bangor fair, and you know 
horsemen is awful fussy. I like horses hut they are a pain to move. 
Throw fits for the fun of it, some of them. I don't mean draft horses. 
I still move them sometimes. I have a good flatbed and I can put the 
sides up. A good team, hell, they jump on the truck. You think I'm 
lying, but you should see them, all rared up, they're dying to get to 
work. Not like this business - they're dying to lie down, you might 
say. 

Hell, I hate this kind of stuff. The things I see. 'Course I don't go 
yelling to the Be Kind To The Piggies League or anything, but God 
the way people use their animals. I think it's worse than it used to be. 
Too many poor bastards just scraping along, and they push their 
stock too hard. It's pitiful. Then after they've starved or  scoured the 
beast to death, they want to turn a profit on it, see, so they get me up 
at two AM to get it up to the hot dog man in Bangor, live or  some 
semblance to that. They get a much better price, see, if it's not dead. 
How the hell they can tell with some of these buggers, I don't know. 

You know, if you don't pass this on, I can tell you, I get so mad at 
some of these mean bastards, never should have had livestock be- 
cause they don't look after them at all. I tell you what I've done 
sometimes. Not often, mind you. They call me to come lug away 
something that's down, like I did a-few months ago. I won't tell you 
who, but he blows himself up to be quite the modern stockman, Mr. 
Efficiency. Well, he had a cow calving, and she was down for the 
count, all right, and the calf was dead, pretty long dead. It was a 
mess, I want to tell you. So he figures she's going, see, and he's 
going to get the full live weight from the knacker, calf and all. God, 
that animal was suffering. Now, they don't as a rule. Nature is kind 

This sweetskinned woman lifts the glass, 
centers her small nose within the rim. 
Her tongue runs the edge. 
She takes the glass between her teeth 
and bites. Steadily chews 
glass to sand and swallows. 

to dumb beasts, the way it ain't to us. I mean, some women have an 
awful hard time of it with a baby. Not my old woman, you under- 
stand, she can just pop 'em out, no sweat, and does, and that's why 
we have such a damn ~ardfu l .  But cattle, well, you can get into a mess 
if you don't pay attention, and this son-of-a-bitch wasn't going to lose 
any sleep over this old cow. 

So I got her on the truck and took delivery, and I started out. Well, 
that cow was on there, no protection or anything, and she was suf- 
fering. I mean, it was too dark to see, and she wasn't making much 
noise, didn't have the strength. But I knew she was, see. I was getting 
madder by the mile. 1 was swearing, I want to tell you, every time I 
hit a rough plare in the road. I rould feel her move. I know cattle. 
Know how they feel. And I got so ripping, pretty soon I was shouting 
at the son-of-a-hitch and his squinty-eyed look and his "Now you get 
her there fast, you hear, and 1 want that live weight," and never a 
word about how it was fifteen degrees and I was up in the middle of 
the night and some of his stork he got from my father when he had 
to sell out. 

Then I saw this nose pointing up in my mirror. I have a window 
through to the back so I can see whether things are still standing. 
I saw this muzzle and 1 knew that cow was in agony, she was trying 
to raise herself up. I couldn't stand it. I shifted down one, two, three 
gears and coasted right off into somebody's yard. It was three in the 
morning, right when my mother died, and there wasn't a soul about. 
I got out, just aboiling and quaking all over, and I came to that cow 
and I took her under the rhin, like I always handled my own, you 
know, I never thrashed them around by the ear, and 1 talked to her. 
Soooo cow cow row, sooooh boss, you know, and she relaxed for a 
hit. Then the agony came on her again and she'kicked, not like she 
meant to, and I couIdn't bear it, and I kiIIed her with my fist. I mean 
it, I broke that cow's skull with my own nana, u&ng lrjusr llKe n wab 
a maul, which is what that son-of-a-hitch should have used instead 
of having me haul her that way. 

Well, she died like that. I'd say it was better than the knacker's 
hammer. Bang, she was gone, suffering no more. Wasn't better for 
my hand, though. I broke it. I'm right-handed, too, and I had to get 
hack in that truck and drive to Bangor and unload and get the re- 
ceipt, all the while pretending there wasn't anything wrong. See, 
you couldn't tell how that cow died. There wasn't a mark on her. 
So Mr.  Efficiency got dead weight, and I got a broken hand and it 
hasn't worked right since. I don't regret it a bit. Like I say, though, 
this is an awful job. Dead and down, that don't tell you the half of it. 

Catharine S .  Baker 
Spruce Head 

Glass Eater 

This sweetskinned woman holds a mirror 
to eye, to cheek, examines pores of chin 
and nose, hares even rows of teeth. 
She studies nap of tongue, throat lining, 
licks the cool mirror surface. Catlike, 
laps reflections from the glass. 

This sweetskinned woman stalks the window, 
takes measure of its height, its width. 
Beyond the glass the driveway feeds 
the road. She breathes against the pane, 
fastens lips to it$ cold surface, draws 
the road that pulls away from her. 

Wendy Kindred 
Fort Kent 

teaches a n  a i  UMFK & edits 
Black Fly Revlew 



Two Kings through 
a Glass Darkly 

Interesting research is being done on the West Goast. Sarnoff Mednick, pro- 
fessor of psychology at the University of Southern California, has shown in 
recent years that some people have a genetic predisposition to violent behavior. 
While this is not a surprising conclusion, or even necessarily a new conclusion, 
his scientific technique is far more exacting than that of past theorists. 

Mednick has been measuring the heart rates, hrain waves and electrical prop- 
erties of the skin in 9,000 children; he has been watching those childrm as they 
grow. Linking the three n~easurmmnts with sharply-detailed family history - 
and therein lies the complicated key - he has heen predicting the onset of 
violence as much as ten years in advance. 

My suhject matter here is not so precise as the good professor's, though I 
draw my inspiration from him. I wish to consider a sort of mystical genetics, a 
genetics across the ages. I am a simple man. My measures are the electrical prop- 
erties of dusty volumes, the brain waves of cloistered poets long dead, the heart 
rates of mothers who whisper stories to infants listening not with their ears. 

I write of two Iris11 kings, Boru and O'Neill. For the sake of nlystical genetics, 
keep in mind that - according to DeBrett's Peerage - Ronald Reagan is a des- 
cendant of Brian Boru. And I am a descendant of Hugh O'Neill (according to 
the whisperings of my mother). 

* * 8 * 

The tenth century. With battleaxe and sword, Boru reigned over Ireland for 
thirty yeaks. He succreded his murdered brother, who was svmewhat a dove 
and didn't f i t  the dangerous age; historians are hazy ahout the machinations he- 
hind the murder itself. The new king was I-egarded as a deliverer from the 
Norsemen, long the dread enemy uf the Irish tribes. He is on record for his 
political dexterity, his mastery of administration, his military finesse, his sense 
of law and order, the reforms he brought in ecclesiastical affairs. He was also 
a regula~ hodyhackrr. 

The Battle of Clontarf, in 1014, was the bloodiest in all of Irish histury. It Look 
place on Goud Friday, and the pagan Norsemen figured Brian Boru would not 
give fight on a holy day. At age 73, however, he was beyond such personal 
dilemma: lie watched his last victory from a hilltop. Although he saw his children 
and nephews slain on the battlefield, the Vikings were massacred into the sea 
and this was probably his last satisfaction. 

In the heat of war, the ancient Brian was left unattended by his kerns and 
gallowglasses One of the Norsemen - Brodar was his name - crept miser- 
ably up the hill. He slew the king, after which he fled deep into the woods. The 
minions of Boru found what Ilad been done; full of rage, reflecting their mentor 
wen in llis drath, they hunted the assassin down. They delicately slit his stomacll, 
and fastened his live entrails to a n  oak tree. They then led him, quivering, 
around and around that oak until his body was empty 

The sixteenth century Out of Boru's grave in the North rose my own ancestor, 
Hugh O'Neill. He had flaming red hair, a red spadebeard, 11road shoulders, 
slioulders strong enuugh to carry Ireland during the precipitous time of Queen 

Ice Statues 

Some people think when ice statues 
touch they shatter. 
Some people believe that they melt. 
I like to imagine them at the instant 
between the idea, the longing and the motion. 

~ l i ~ ~ t , ~ t ] ~ .  H~ was a patron of the arts, a healer of quarrels, a conno i~~eur  of the 
modern, the king of the mad mountain all too briefly. I was soothed to learn that 

he was the one royal rebel to aid the wretched survivors ot th i  ~pariish ~ r n m d a ,  
as they washed ashore in Donegal. 

I'm tempted to think of him as a complete Renaissance man, for the purposes 
of this essay at least, hut that would be historically unsound. By the age of 
fourteen he had already strangled a cousin with his bare hands. Given my re- 
search, I'm surprised it took him that long to wreak havoc. He may have heen a 
sojourn-lover of Queen Elizabeth's (here historians blush discreet); in later life, 
she referred to him as My Running Beast. Her fantasies aside, she had just cause. 

In essence, Hugh O'Neill was a hody-hacker just like Brian Boru. They thrilled 
lo the same enemies, for enemies are always alike, and they fnught the same 
battles, which Ireland is sorrowfully fighting still. 

But listen now: when O'Neill was a young man, he worked a fishing ship; he 
was one of many, not yet a king. He loved a fair Donegal woman named 
Clandeboyne. However, he had mean competition -another sailr~r, same vessel, 
same status in the heart. And Clandehoyne couldn't decide. 

One twilight, when the fishermen were returning from the main hoat in their 
individual dories, Clandehoyne saw her solution. O'Neill and his rival were row- 
ing toward her, separate and even, as she stood on a mild heather cliff. She 
called out: "He whose hand first t~~uches  shore, I shall thee wed." 

The two men rowed furiously. Victory is never quite so easily recognized, 
despite what winners say, hut there is a flashpoint in any race where one can 
smell defeat like gunpowder. O'Neill sensed that this was practically a lost cause - 
O'Neill sad and nraniacal at the prospect of losing Clandeboyne - he pulled out 
his fishknife, whacked off his left hand and flung i t  to the shore. 

Ronald Reagan and 1 are hoth descendants of violent Irish kings: our skins are 
jumping with blood, everywhere. The difference is what comes down through 
thr ages, through the centuries, those selective genes. Those violent selective 
genes. After all these years, all these hundreds of years, I still believe in romance, 
over hate, sacrificing the hand in a desperate white sea, not sending my hattle- 
axed gallowglasses through the fog, not teaching others to disentrail my enemy. 
That is what has come down to me. I speak of different violences. 

This season of my journey finds me violently in love with existence, and 
violently in love with a woman full of light. My nightmare, realized, is that my 
counterpart king-descendant is in power, and that his innate vi~~lencr will take 
another direction. I live in a fishing village, one of scores of fishing villages on 
the coast of Maine: he is encastled in Washington. My rage is that his lhatred will 
deprive me of my vi~~lent love; I see i t  coming, like a ship from the past. 

Frank Johnson 
Tenants Harbor 

waits and writes on a tidal cove 
in the woods 

Grief 
Did I know 
when I rose at dawn, 
pulled on clean longjohns, 
that at noon I would rock by the stove 
bereft? 

Did I know 
when I put the beans to soak, 
that my heart would swell like a bean 
with grief? 

Death is so. 

You never know 
when it comes to tea 

Margo Boyd 
Belfast 

searches abstracts m a law office Linda Tatelbaum 
Burkettville 

teaches parl hme at  Cotby 



Big Fish/Lit t le Fish 
Chapter One of the novel 

I first met Betty in the Pre-Natal Clinic waiting room, but somehow the story 
had always started a half-hour earlier, at Mrs. Bodwell's desk, Out-Patient Ad- 
missions, G - L. At least the two events - meeting Betty, answering Mrs. Bod- 
well's in-take questionnaire - have fused so completely in my mind that they 
might he laminated to opposite sides of the Out-Patient Red Card I soon carried 
upstairs to the Clinic. 

Mrs. Bodwell was prying tunafish out of her partial - I could smell it - as she 
rolled my form into her typewriter. 

"Name, please?" 
"Rosemary Kidd." 
"Age?" She wiped her front tooth with a Kleenex. 
"Thirty-two." 
"Are you responsible for yourself?" 
1 hesitated, then, on principle, having no idea what she was talking about, 

answered yes. 
"Employer?" 
"I'm a photographer - self-employed -but  I'm covered under my husband's 

policy." I unzipped the portfolio I was carrying instead of a purse - I had an 
appointment with a newspaper editor after the Clinic - and fumbled discon- 
certedly for the Blue CrossIBlue Shield card Charlie had given me that morning. 

Mrs. Bodwell, reaching for Wite-Out, breathed tunafish on~ioously. "Then 
you're not," she said, "responsible." 

As I handed my Red Card to the Pre-Natal Clinic receptionist and took the only 
empty chair, I was still replaying the conversation so I'd remember it exactly for 
Charlie. The logic of the insurance mind was dazzling and I was just beginning to 
wonder, uneasily, what my own definition of responsibility might be - sonie- 
thing my mother once told me 1 either had too much or none of - when a loud 
voice cut in. 

"Nice suitcase," shouted the woman next to me, bouncing up and down in her 
seat and staring at my portfolio. "You just walk from Trailways?" 

The idea struck me funny. "No, it's not a suitcase," I smiled. "It's for photo- 
graphs." 

The woman bounced to the edge of her moulded plastic chair, close to the 
portfolio, and almost slipped off. "That's what 1 thought," she blasted, bouncing 
like the inflatible clowns we used to punch as kids and could never flatten. 

She was blinking at me, a smile like a wide-mouthed jar, but it wasn't the smile 
1 noticed or the eagerness, hut how much her face reminded me of a building 
facade. There were no shadows, and I was intrigued, as if the broad, flat planes 
were some natural curiosity, like a waterfall appearing to flow up instead of 
down. 

"I like pictures, too," slie went on, wiggling back in her chair so her white 
vinyl boots no longer touched the floor. "Me and Junior just been down to 
Bradlees getting some took. They got a two-for-one special this week. She always 
comes out good." 

She paused, smiling proudly as she took over nly arm rest. "I'm Betty. And 
that's Junior-" she pointed to a three-year-old in a granny dress and Dr. School 
sandals, playing at the receptionist's feet - "Betty, Jr.," she added. ''I named her 
for me." 

Betty, Jr. was dropping plastic firemen, one by one, down the hole in a Play- 
Skool Fire Station and chanting, "Fire, Fire, Fire!" When Betty, Sr. told her to 
shut up, she did, but kept on with the game silently, adding spins and hops, so 
that the red and white flowered dress fluffed up to her knees, like Henny Penny 
shaking lier feathers hefore the sky falls. 

But this Henny Penny didn't look flustered or worried or  any of tlie other 
things a grown-up Henny Penny might. I couldn't imagine what she was think- 
ing. Unlike her mother, Junior's expression was fiercely private while each 
fireman plunked, while her dress billowed, while a fist-sized tangle of hair, like 
the fur balls cats throw up, levitated three inches from her ear. 

"You married?" asked Betty, toeing my portfolio with her. boot. 
"Yes," I answered and then "Please don't", as i angrily pushed the case under 

my chair, out of range. 
"1 ain't. 1 used to he, but I got it annumbed. I got a new one picked out though," 

she said, innocently swinging her legs under her own chair. "He's still boyfriends 
and girlfriends with Darlene, but her mother hates him, and she's epileptic. 
She wears a helmet." 

My annoyance melted as Betty chattered on - everything loud, cheerful, 
singsong - as if each subject, no matter how trivial or  personal or painful, 
carried equal weight, as if all people and events had value. She was laying siege 
to me. Between the talking and the bouncing it was almost impossible to think. 
But I was grateful. I didn't want to think. A f t ~ r  a euphoric summer - moving to 
Maine, marrying, getting pregnant, all between the Summer Solstice and Colum- 
bus Day - I had suddenly lost my nerve. How good a mother would I be? How 
good a baby would I get? I loved Charlie, but we didn't know each other very 

well, and what ahout the photographic business I'd left hehind, what I some. 
times called my art? 

As Betty talked on, I paid less and less attention, craning niy head around to 
survey the other women in the waiting room. There were thirteen of us, al- 
though our numbers shrank each time the receptionist read off a name. Teen- 
agers with sweet, lip-chewed faces and quiet hands. I was oldest, except for 
Betty, and, apparently, the only one who was nervous. 

Betty had stopped talking and was staring longingly at the portfolio through 
the space between our chairs, as if peering into a tankful of rainbow trout. I 
stared at her, picking out details to drop at Charlie's feet that night, like a cat 
swinging a dead mouse home by the tail - the orange plaid miniskirt, creeping 
up to her underpants, the boar hairs on her upper thighs, the way she spread 
from her own chair into half of mine. 

Finally, Betty couldn't stand it any longer. "Can I see a picture? she bounced. 
I didn't want her pawing my work, but I was curious to know what she would 

say. "Sure," I said, sounding nonchalant as I unzipped the case, although my 
heart was pounding. 

There, carefully stacked inside, lay the past ten years of nly life. Black-and- 
white photographs of huildings - Boston, Cleveland, Los Angeles, New York. 
Close-ups of doorways and window frames, stone and plaster, walls of glass. I 
slipped one out and held it up for Betty, the last in a series of steps. Yes, I had a 
passion for steps, had photographed nothing else - except cornmission work - 
for the last two years. Steps in sunlight, bright as hones, wet steps like jungle 
cataracts, steps breaking in waves before Government Center, steps after an 
earthquake, leading nowhere, like the ladders in a dream. 

I'd shot this particular photu outside a two-family frame house in Canihridge, 
next door to my apartment, and it was my favorite. Stark shadows, cold fall light 
cannibalizing narrative. Pure geometry, I liked to think. 

"It's steps," I explained, not sore Betty would figure i t  out. 
"Nice place to sit," she nodded, sucking noisily on her bottoni lip. "Me and 

Junior sit out a lot, but I don't come out good black-and-white. I'm hetter full 
color." 

She glanced over at Junior, who had curled helnelf around the fire station 
and was preening a fireman with two wet fingers. "You gutta watch out for steps 
when you got kids," she warned. "Junior fell down and busted her head open. 
My old landlord never shoveled so it was his fault, hut he sa-vs I didn't take good 
enough care. She bled wicked bad." 

Betty darted a watcliful look at Junior, as if the hleeding had only j ~ ~ s t  now 
stopped. Satisfied, she turned back to me. "This is your first?" 

"Yes," l said, slipping the magnificent steps hack into my case. She had for- 
gotten them. 

"Him or a She?" 
When I shrugged, she smiled, wider than the wide-mouthed jar, and circled 

one hand on her belly. "This is Elruo. I finally got my boy." 
She had stopped bouncing. Nothing moved but her hand. A simple gesture, full 

of all the maternal calm, the joyfulness I felt so far from. I wanted a child - 
theoretically. I didn't love it yet, I hadn't picked out a name. 

Just then the receptionist read off "Betty Bundt". Betty smacked my hand and 
bopped to her feel. "Come on, Honey, let's go listen fur Elmo," she sang to Junior. 
To me she said, "See ya next time, Lady." 

Junior dropped one last fireman down the hole, crooning, "Ding, ding, Stinky!" 
at no one in particular. They were starting down the corridor to the examining 
rooms, hand in hand. 

Had I seen the two of them from behind on the street, I might ha\,e lauglied or 
shaken my head. If I hadn't already been hooked, if Mrs. Bodwell's question - 
Are you responsible for yourself - hadn't surfaced, like a splinter working up 
through the skin. From behind, Betty was even more outlandish than front-on - 
barely five feet tall, with a bottom like an institutional salad howl on a table for 
one. I might have laughed or shrugged or not even noticed. Instead I called out, 
"Good-bye, Betty," more plaintiveIuv than I realized. 

She turned and waved. "Good-bye, what did you say your name was?' 
"Rosemary ." 
"Yeah, Rosemary." She was hopping back toward me, lugging on Junior and 

pulling down lier skirt. "We do the whole thing together - us girls -" slie swept 
her hand over the empty waiting room. "Next time we got tlie Four Food Loops. 
I done it before, but it don't matter. They make you do it every time? 

At the word "They", Betty stiffened. She scooped Junior up in her arms and 
squeezed so tightly the little girl squeaked. Betty's pupils retreated to the corners 
of her eyes - a horse smellingfire - some distant calamity which I could neither 
see nor touch, something hanging over us and ready to fall, like Henny Penny's 
sky. 

"You gotta eat just right, Rose-Mary. You gotta take good care of yourself," she 
whispered close to my ear, "or they take your baby away." 

Gone the bop, the singsong. She stood still, absently smoothing Junior's hair- 



Spending Time at Augusta 

The Rrey sky seems rixht enough 
But ;he air too warm for late November 
The grass on the madhouse lawn too thick and green 
Where a dozen starving river gulls 
Scattered like cast-off gol@alls on the turf 
Dream, I suppose, of salad days before landfill 
Open dump, pickings sweet and plenty 

They are motionless 
Quiet as popcorn on a theatre rug 

Behind his window 
(the one in the middle of the brick wall 
facing the lawn) 
The madman, too, is dreaming 
Hanging his latest painting 

Soon he will run out of space _ Only one spot left on his wall 
He is not worried, though, 
There is sky enough to hang them on 
Nicely grey, clear of gulls and dumpsmoke 

The Boy  Who 
Wrote Science Fiction 

Some teachers have a way of getting in close. They amaze me with the web of 
detail they have amassed about each of their students and the insights they re- 
veal. What I have to say about a student in trouble always strikes me as painfully 
obvious. So-and-so has the ability but isn't trying hard enough. So-and-so is 
chronically absent. Other teachers talk eloquent volumes, and I can't figure out 
whether thev iust have more curnution than me to base a whole theorv on five " . L, . 
facts or whether I missed out on some psychology course the rest of them took. 

We were all pretty soft-spoken, though, when we met to puzzle out Hilmar 
Adanis's disappearance. His parents were as bewildered as we were. The mother, 
steely grey and gaunt from a lifetime of farm labor, seemed apologetic, as if she 
sensed the school was blaming her for her son's disappearance. The father, a 
giant of a pig farmer, drummed his fists in frustration on the conference table, 
red wrists thick as fenceposts. 

"Can't say why he left," Hilmar's father said. "Worked his butt off at the farm, 
but I can't say as he complained any more than you ought to expect from a fif- 
teen-year-old. You know. He'd rather take his dirt bike up into the woods than 
feed the chickens and such." 

Hilmar was an indifferent student. You noticed him %ostly because he grew 
about an inch every couple of days. The other kids made fun of his hands in an 
admiring kind of way; they were so big he could hide his whole face in one of 
them. He olaved football. He alwavs came to school. He liked his share of messine . " ~ ~~ ~ - - ~ ~  u 

around, but, like most of the kids who came in off the farms, he had a solid base 
The madman lies on his back of respect - whether for education or for authority or for what his father would 
Motionless, his paintings still glowing do to him if he got in trouble, I don't know, hut it kept him closer to a 'C' than an 
After so many years 'F,' 
He paints more slowly now Usually when a kid runs away, there are half a dozen of his friends who know 
Relishing each stroke where he went, and invariably this gets around to the teachers. The kids actually 
The bright oils oozing through the bristles want to tell. They aren't any more comfortable with the idea of a kid gone than 
The canvas quivering in the light we are. But this time no clues came up, even though the assistant principal 

called in half the football team. I made niy undistinguished observations at the 
A t  first they took away his paints meeting, wished Hilmar's parents the best of luck, and retreated to my desk. 
But he found them Hilmar Adams. Hell, I wasn't going to be the one to find him. I don't have all that 
When the blackness a t  the fringes cleared much to say to the football types - if he let slip a word to one of the teachers, 
But that was much later it surely wasn't to me. Just hefore I left school, I slipped Hiln~ar's folder into my 
After he had learned to be still briefcase. At the very least, I figured, I could look over his work for some idea 
To hide, relinquishing his body of what was on his mind. 

Before bed that night I leafed through Hilmar's folder. Like most kids, Hilmar 
To save care, they pulled his teeth did best when he knew what he was talking about and worst when he was 
Like cutting off my cock, he said responding to some abstract assignment that he neither understood nor cared 
You may as well for. He got a ' B t '  on a "how to" paper about slaughtering and butchering a pig, 
A man might as well be cockless notable especially for the illustration and, for gruesome authenticity, signed in 

pig's blood. He wrote the standard paper on how he got his first deer and what 
To silence him, they wired his jaws would have been a decent research paper on edible wild plants of New England if 
Feeding him through a tube he hadn't more or less copied it right out of Ewell Gibbons. The rest was mostly 
Draining him through another junk - hasty, brief, ill-conceived notions passed in for the sake of not flunking. 
Then they cut a hole in his side Except for his science fiction project. 
To collect his shit in a bag Hilmar's science fiction project was thick. Just holding it, I was glad I'd given 

him an 'A.' I could picture him staying up for nights compiling the details of his 
Now you'll !earn to be quiet story, getting it down in his slow, methodical, pencil-licking sort of way, knowing 

he'd have to be up by five anyhow for his morning chores. 
In the morning they came early It was called "Adam Two," and from the title alone you could predict the not 
To change his bag and bottles so very original plot. The world explodes in nuclear holocaust. Everybody's dead, 
Give him a bath and a walk in the hallway so it seems, but a kid who happens to he named Adam. He lives in an earth- 
Then they strapped him to his bed again sheltered hollow dug into a hill. For a month he stays inside his shelter, rationing 
Leaving him alone to paint and dream himself strictly on the cans of food and water he has providently stored. Then 

he ventures out, fravelling light, toward the population centers, foraging and 
Robert Alan Burns trapping, on a search for other human life. He gets to a city, apparently Wash- 

Gardiner ington, but everything is rubble, everyone dead. He sees a strange light in the 
ruin of the Capitol. Approaching the blinding light, he finds an alien ship and, 
almost against his will, he walks into it. A voice, soothing and gentle, tells him, 

ball. Grief and incomprehension had pulled her features together into a look I 
had seen only once, in a photograph. 

A Vietnamese woman, smoke rising, a cloud of pearls around her knees, but 
she doesn't notice it 01- the charred remains of her home or the photographer, 
close enough to touch her. She is holding a dead child about Junior's age drooped 
against her chest. She is combing the child's hair. 

Kate Kennedy 
Portland 

teaches at Portland H.S. 

"I have been waiting for you. You are the survivor, father of a new human race." 
The end. 

It was a good combination of Z for Zachariah, Childhood's ~ n d ,  and By the 
Waters of Babylon, the three pieces we read in our science fiction unit, with a 
splash of the videotape we'd rented - Close Encounters ofthe Third ~ i n d  - thrown 
in for extra measure. I could tell Hilmar had paid attention and probably man- 
aged at least some of the required reading. Even though it was derivative, the plot 
impressed me simply hecause it took so many pages to get it all down. From 
some kids I don't expect invention. 

But what got me most was the detail. The only part of "Adam Two" that 
wasn't just plot being mindlessly rolled forward was the account of Adam's sur- 
vival techniques. Here Hilmar knew what he was talking about and lovingly 
described the construction of his hero's shelter, the making of traps, the skinning 



and roasting of animals, the identification and preparation of edible roots ana 
plants. 

What Hilmar had done was transform the details of his own life's experiences 
into fiction. That fall, he had been invited along with five other boys from our 
school up to Rangeley, ~ a i n e ,  where the Navy runs a survival school. There's 
a Naval Air Station in our district which flies spy planes over the Atlantic keeping 
tabs on the Soviet submarine fleet. The school in Rangeley, out in the western 
mountains of our state, teaches the men what to do if they survive a crash. They 
learn how to use a parachute about as thoroughly as the Indians used buffalo, 
how to trap, and how to forage. They build snow huts in the winter and pine 
bough shelters the resi of the year. For two days of the course they are cast off 
in pairs into the wilderness with parachutes, pocket knives, the emergency kits 
each one carries on the plane, and the clothes on their backs. For good public 
relations, the Navy invites local kids on modified courses, and that's how Hilmar 
got to go. It was, I'm sure, the high point of his year, more so than his part in our 
first winning football season in a decade. And it set me to thinking. 

The next day I talkedto Ben Graffam, Hilmar's social studies teacher. I had 
an idea Hilmar was obsessed by survival and I wanted to see if another teacher 
would have noticed this, too. 

"No," Ben told me, sucking on a cigarette between classes. "We didn't exactly 
study survival techniques this year. We did talk ahout fallout shelters some, 
but not a whole lot. The 'Issues in American History' class has a section on 
'nuclear war." 

"Hilmar wrote a story about nuclear war," I hegan. 
"Didn't everybody?" Ben asked. 
"Nearly everybody. But I'm thinking about Hilmar now. Did he show any un- 

usual interest when you studied nuclear war? Did he bring up survival and 
stuff like that?' 

"Yes, I suppose he was interested. It's probably the liveliest part of the year in 
that course, and kids tend to speak up a whole lot more than the rest of the time, 
when they're yawning into textbooks and asking if they need to know this or that 
for the test. In general, the kids get pretty angry. Nuclear war seems both so 
inevitable and so terrible that they can't believe that their parents' generation 
would allow it to exist. They vow they won't leave the world in the same mess 
for their children." 

"Did Hilmar say that?' 
"Probably. Most of the kids say something like that. You ought to come in 

some year when it's going on." 
I thanked Benand returned to my classes. Later in the day, I found a paper 

of Hilmar's which Ben had left in my box. It read: "I think it sucks that ouckar 
bombs can destroy us all. I don't think they should have been invented. A lot of 
the kids have been saying that, if the Bomb is dropped, they hope they are one of 
the first to go. That it wouldn't be good to survive when all your friends and your 
family is dead. I think they are wrong. And irresponsible. The human race 
has to continue. That's a basic law of nature. Even if I was the only one left 1 
would need to find a way to survive." 

That evening I went back to "Adam Two" with renewed interest. Since I'd al- 
ready figured that Hilmar had built his fictions on things he really knew, I had a 
hunch that maybe the story would tell me where to find him. 

"Adam Two" meticulously described the location and construction of the sur- 
vivor's shelter and, as I predicted, the details added up: the fictional town was 
our own Bowdoinham, a quiet farm village which had once loaded the holds of 
clipper ships with ice that sailed as far as China; the shelter itself was located 
into the side of a hill near a big clearing that used to be a town called "Grassville." 
In the story, that is. Locals called the place "Egypt," a prime deer hunting spot 
that also happened to lie on one of my favorite cross-country ski routes. I 
figured if I wandered a wide enough bunch of circles north of the clearing I 
might find Hilmar, though I was sure if he'd put himself there he'd be fairly well 
hidden. 

Why I decided to go it alone is beyond me. Glory, I guess. I figured I'd solved 
the puzzle and deserved the glory of it, or else maybe I wasn't so sure and didn't 
want to drag another body on a fool's errand. I had no particular plan of what 
to do if I did find Hilmar, though I suppose I'd seen enough movies to know that 
all you really need to do is to talk reason into a megaphone and eventually your 
man will come out with his hands up. I think that b a s  the best my imagination 
could come up with that Saturday morning when I set off. 

I parked on the road, about half a mile down from a sheep farm which might 
have been the one Hilmar described in his story, The path to Egypt was less than 
a mile through muddy woods, which had been recently cut for firewood, lhe 
trail now a wide and battered skidder road. I headed north when I hit the open 
field, squinting my way into ihc thickets of t~ush ,  poplar, and stripe maplethat 
had grown over what, not long ago, had been thriving farmland. I flushed a 
partridge, and the heat of its wings sounded like my own heart jumping out of 
its cage. 1 peered at every hillock and pile of leaves, looking for clues. One partic- 
ular rise looked likely to me and I began to circle it, hoping for some sort of 
entrance. A patch of leaves and boughs looking too neat to have just happened 
here attracted me, but as I headed toward it 1 found myself stumbling, and then 
down. 

Hilmar had dug a pit, a sort of moat, then chickenwired it and covered it 
back up with a couple inches of rotten leaves. It was an effective trap, if you 
weren't wary of it, and it effectively trapped me. 

I saw the end of Hilmar's rifle before I saw his face.. 
"Don't shoot, don't shoot," I hollered. 
"Mr. Atherton," Hilmar spoke. "Jeesum." 
The pit was about six feet deep and six across, easy enough to scramble out of 

if there wasn't a rifle in my face maybe, but I felt trapped. Again, I asked him 
not to shoot. 

"You scared or  something?" 
"Shitless," I told Hilmar, "scared shitless. What are you going to do to me?" 
"You looking for me or taking a Sunday stroll?" 
"Looking, Hilmar. A lot of people have been worried about you." 
"How'd you find me?" 
"You told nie how to get here." 
"1 didn't tell oohody. Nobody knows about this place." 
"In your story. You must have been making this place the same time you were 

making your story." 
"Jesus," he said, "takes an English teacher to believe something you read's 

real." He reached his enormous hand down to me and yanked me out of the pit. 
"Well, it's better than the story," he said, leading me througli a woven reed door 
that had been camouflaged with leaves and fir boughs. "1 can do a whole lot 
better than I can write. It's wicked comfortable in here." 

Comfortable I wouldn't have called it, but surely impressive. We crawled on 
our hands and knees through a short entryway, which then opened into a 
larger room that was kerosene lit. Hilnlar had fashioned a chimney which vented 
the cave and let in some light, by stacking chimney tiles and taping the seams 
with duct tape. One corner was piled with canned foods; another had an old 
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horsehair mattress and a sleeping bag. Around the perimeter of the room was 
a ditch, maybe three inches deep, which helped keep the floor dry. 

"Did you find this or  make it?' 1,asked him. "It's quite a place." 
"A little of both. The basic hollow was there for me. It's rock. Pretty solid. I 

stove it in from the top for the chimney. Carried the blocks in one by one. Some 
I stole, some 1 paid for out of nly own money. Carried the food in, a sackful of 
cans at a time. Some I stole, some I paid for out of my own money." He put his 
hand up before I could say anything. "Now I don't want no speech about taking 
what's not mine," he said firmly. "I know it ain't right, but in surviving any- 
thing's fair." 

"Surviving?" 
"Just what 1 said. E.veryt1iing I need to stay alive you see right here in front of 

you." 
"Wha! are you rehearsing for?" 
"Huh?" 
"What are you practicing?What's going to happen?" 
"I'm not practicing nothing. This is it." 
"Hilrnar, start all over. 1 don't understand what you mean." 
Hilmar sighed and sat on the edge of his had. "Now you tell me," he said with 

great patience, "when the bomb's gonna drop." 
"The bomb'? 1 don't know. I don't think today, Hilrnar." 
"Why not today? 
"Well, I don't think it  wnuld come without warning. I mean, nothing's hap- 

pening in the world that serious that someone nlight drop the bomb." 
"Warn sonlebody and he gets you first. Remember that clock you drew us on 

tne t)oard?" 
"Clock?' 
"Yes." Hilrnar scratched a circle on the floor of his cave. "You said some kind of 

scientists had a magazine with a picture of a clock on i t .  At midnight it meant 
the homh was going to go off. Now you tell me. What would you do if everything 
was going to explode at twelve midnight and you saw it was five of'? What would 
you du'?" 

"I guess, Hillnar, I'd jump on the minute hand of that clock and hang on. And 
ask swneone t r ~  hang onto his ankles, until we weighed so much we dragged the 
clock hackwards so i t  wasn't five of anymore." 

"I don't follow," said Hilrnar, and he snorted. "S~~unds  like thglish class talk to 
me." 

"What I mean is, the clock is at five of hecause peopleare crazy enough in this 
world 111 huild homhs and then threaten to use them. Hanging onto the clock 
means getting people t~~ge the r  to stop heing crazy, to Ifsten to reason." 

"YOU ever t1.y that'?' 
"I base my life on it." 
"Does i t  work'?' 
I didn't answer tllat one right away. 
"Docs it work'?" he repeated. 
"I've got to helieve it does." 
"Wel1,'that's good. That's very goud. Cause we certainly neod people in the 

world who l~t:lit:ve the things they read in h ~ x ~ k s ,  who helicvc i t  when they tell 
us on Sunday that the lion shall lay down with the laml1. But not me. I've h e m  to 
town meeting in this town and listened to people argue for three hours over 
whet he^- we need a xerox machine in the town office. Think the whole world's 
gmmaagrrp In love eve~hoc ly  and put our weapms down? I have a neighbor 
who eve~ytime a haschall or  a foothall lands on his pruperty he keeps i t  and calls 
up the cnunty sheriff to complain about the kids.. I have an aunt nly father hasn't 
spoken lo for twtmty years because uf what she said when my father came 
holne from the army with a Japanese wife. You' know what I do when it's five of 
twelve? You want to know what I do? I get the hell uut, that's what. I leave every- 
body jahhering ahnut the xerox machine, walk out the hack door, and figure nut 
how 111 take care of me." 

It was a fine speech, nwrc words than I guessed Hiln~ar 11ad spc~ken in a life- 
time, and i t  left nle breathless. I didn't knnw what 111 say next, so I just asked 
Hilniar ahuul the arrangements for his shelter, how he got water, what prepara- 
tions he'd made for winter, how he'd keep himself hidden in hunting season 
when these \vouds were much busier. Hilmar continued his tour, showing me 
the spring that was his cliicf supply of water, and which ran fast enough that 
i t  didn't freeze except for the coldest week or  two in February. We visited a 
small 11.out brook and the sites of half a dozen ur so string traps, one of which 
had a live rabbit snared in it. The I-ahhit froze as we  approach& it, all its fra.itic 
energy concentrated in a wild dilating of the nostrils. Hilnlar squeezed i t  tightly 
By the neck and with a stout maple hranch whacked i t  solidly on the head. The 
rahhit quivered, its legs stretching stiffly, then died. 

"Wanna 11.y my rabbit stew'?" Hilmar asked. He loosened the cord from around 
the rabhit's neck and reset tlie trap. 

"Sure," I told him. I was impressed. I was used to a kid who seemed too hig for 
tlie desk I sat him in, who played the dumh farmel willingly in class, who spoke 
plainly and briefly, only when he had to. Here he was relaxed, at home, in cum- 
mand. I told him so. 

"I guess this is where I belong," he said, peeling hack the rabhit skin and pulling 
off the meat like he was turning the sleeve of his jacket inside out. "Tliis is what 

I know." 
f c ~ e s , "  1 agreed. "HOW long did it take you to fix up this place?' 
, , ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ d ~  on what you mean. The cave itself I've known ahout since 1 was 

maybe thirteen. Fixed it up  hack then with some of this furniture you see. Don't 
knllw 1 never told nobody, but I just didn't. Since mayhe this fall I've heen 
fixing it to be my shelter." 

, , I t  looks like a lot of work went into it. HOW long you figure you could stay 

here?'' 
"Long as I like. Long as you can stay in your house over in the east village. 

Longer, if tlie war comes." 
I watched Hilmar get a fire going. He put some water to boil in a leather sack, 

and explained that as long as it had water in it,  it couldn't heat past 220 degrees, 
so i t  wouldn't burn up. He put the whole rabhit in the water, along with some 
dried wild herb he had collected and some salt. 

"My mom would've made this with carrots and potatoes," he said. "I suppose 
next thing to work on is making a garden that won't he found." 

By the time we  were through eating it was close to dark. I realized that Hilrnar 
had probably been as hungry for company as he was for rahhit stew. Now I 
was ready to leave. 

"One more problem to solve, Hilmar," I said rising. 
"Wl~at's that?' 
"Me. I'm going to leave now, and, much as I hate to, I'm going to have to tell 

your father how to find you." 
Hilrnar's hrow tightened and his jaw fell. He looked at me hard, reaching out 

to his side with a hlind hand for the rifle. 
"Rifle's over in tlie comer." I told hini. "where you put i t  when you invited me 

in." I got to it before he did, inspected i t  a moment, then handed it to him. 
"Haven't the slightest idea how to use one of these things." 

Hilrnar took the rifle and held it at his side. He didn't point it at me or  any- 
thing. 

"You see, Hilmar," I explained. "I respect what you've done here, I ~.eally do. 
But there's a whole hunch of people just a couplr miles from here who are wor- 
ried sick ahout you. I just can't sit on a piece of information like this." 

"What are you going lo do?" 
"No," I said, ''what are you going to dv? You're the one with the gun. You're 

the one with a year's w1wt11 of w'ork her i  to protect. You going to shoot me so I 
won't tell?" 

Hilmar stared. 
"Because if you shoot me," I continued, "there'll he others to shoot. Lots of 

graves to dig in the woods, you know what I mean? And I'll tell you sonretl~ing, 
Hilmar. There isn't a war  on now, so you can't just go popping uff intruders in 
the interests of your sur\~ival." 

"Who said I would shoot you?" 
Hilrnar propped u p  his rifle in the corner and squatted 11y the fire. He put a 

new log on and poked at it, staring into tlie coals. A couple of minutes passed in 
silence. 

"C;odhye. Mr. Ather l~~n ,"  he said, choking hack tears of confusion. ',Why 
don't you go now? Why rlon't you bcat it the hell out of here and go tell every 
hody in Christ's creation how to find me. GI] on." 

I squatted next to him and found myself a stick to poke the fire. "Tell you 
what," I said finally. "I'll make you a deal." 

Hilmar said nothing. 
"You've put a lot of work into this shelter, Hilmar. As far as I see it, illat's what's 

most at stake - keeping it. I'll give you two days. You do what you want. Sit here 
and watch the fire glow, take off for deeper woods, or  busy ylurself hiding this 
place so no one who's never been hore before can find it. In twu days I expect to 
see you in school. If you're there, fine. You can tell e\,eryhody you ran off to 
p. " .IIIS, France, for all I care. I won't say.a word. But if you're not, I'ni con~ing hack 
here with a hunch of people to get ynu." 

Hilnlar poked at the fire. I could tell he was thinking i t  over. 
"Got it IIilmar?" I said, and left. 

That was Saturday. Monday at school I was in the llall\vay at 7:30 before home- 
room, instead of, as usual, pushing papers at ~ u y  desk and trying to figure out 
what to say to the twenty-five kids who were about to engage me in a staring con- 
test. Being in the halls between classes,always intimidates me, and I worry that 
I ' l l  feel hound to do something unpleasant, like break up a fight or  pull apart a 
pair of shamelessly entangled lovers. But I was after Hilmar, searching over the 
heads of the rnuving crowd for his home-cut dark hair and his bulkiness. Finally 
1 spotted him, leaning against the wall on tlie stairs so that he stood a head taller 
than the gathering of other farm kids whose attention he obviuusly corn. 
manded. I edged closer. 

"And did you get to the Combat Zone?" I heard one of the boys ask, creating a 



Practice Makes Perfect 
October 

Groundhogs, skunks, are heaped on the roadside 
Frost's death mask, a white wax, 
melts on the last leaves. 

. Houses wail in heat, 
padded by straw and plastic. 
This cold: its signature 
silence, voices smothered. 
Is it any wonder I want to die? 
The sun has given up too: 
no point in mourning. 
It is not death really, 
it is living with less to hide. 
No  flowers delirious with color. 
It is life without rhetoric: 
stark surprise in leftovers. 
The sky is veined with twigs, 
flushed with storms 
that grip the ground. 
It is Iije when nothing is left. 
A stuffed man, a sheet hung by a rope. 
I learn to defy all signs. 
To take a full breath. 

Bruce P. Spang 
Readfield 

flurry of laughter and obscene comments. 
"Jeezum," said Hilmar, "the Comhat Zone? You shoulda seen them whores. 

One of them - she had a green stripe down the middle of her hair, I swear it ,  
and her fingernails and lips were painted black - she pretty near dragged me 
inside with her. I was sweatin' to break out of her grip." 

The other boys hooted. 
"Sure." 
"I het ya pulled away from her real hard, Hilmar." 
"I bet it turned out it was a guy. One of them Boston quee-ars." 
I neared the group to join the bantering, but as soon as I spoke, all faces turned 

towards me stonib, a teacher in their midst. 
"Don't believe a word of him, fellows," I said with a smile. "A country hick like 

Hilmar? I bet he wasn't in the Big City for fifteen minutes before he lost every 
cent in his wallet to some hustler or pickpocket, and spent the rest of his week 
eating stale doughnuts at the back of some church. What do you say, Hilmar'?" 

The boys teased him, agreeing in their raucous comments that he probably 
had been taken for a ride. Hilmar blushed a deep red and I caught his eye just 
once, before I started up the stairs to my first class of the week. 

Jeff Fischer 
Bowdoinham 

IS a freelance wrrler and 
part-lrme grade school teacher 

Even the evergreens are turnlng this 
year, rusting on the leading edge of wind. 
The pond that flooded in April is a . 
swamp now, rotting black stumps and floating wha~ 

debris s p m  out from the blue spruce and plne. 
Yesterday the season rattled with the 

fall of beech leaves through sunset, expected 
where we are this year of time. But not thrs 

decay of trees that gathered snow last March 
on ample arms in still mornings before the 
rise of wind fingered flurries to the ice. 
This death of constant green touches the edge 

of sleepy eyes with semaphores of earth's 
falling back once more to its molten core. 

H. R.  Coursen 
Brunswick 

leaches at Bowdoin 

When the moment comes 
you'll say what. 

What will fill the space 
until i f  bursts 
leaving a wet balloon. 

You'll say what again. 
This time the word 

fizzles like a match. 

As  the score stands 
you have one what left 
and no men anywhere. 

You could save it for a rainy day 
but those are so often 
it might be tomorrow. 

Martha Henry 
North Windhsm 



It Helps Sometimes to Remember Galileo 
from Galileo Series 

It helps sometimes to remember Galileo, 
the way his truth 
seemed to shake the universe. 

Nothing changed 
except awareness 

Even now 
like some medieval peasant 
I watch the sun 
rise in the east 
and set in the west 
staining the sky 
with the blood of Gods. 

And so it is 
while my private revelations 
seem to shake foundations, 
still the tomatoes continue to ripen, 
the grapes turn purple on the vine, 
rains come and go, 

nothing has changed 
except awareness. 

They brought the news of Galilee's heresy 
into his ninth-form math class. 
He glanced at the communique absentmindedly, 
thinking it routine schedule changes, 
realigned his notes, 
was ready to begin again, 
when he understood, 
and he, the most conscientious of teachers, 
fled from the room 
to stand alone in the hall 
in the pink stickiness of his humiliation. 

He knew now how long 
he'd hid rhar knowledge from himself. 
He remembered clues 
that seeped through the self-deceit. 

" I  could have let just myself know 
I could have let myself know." 

Sooty gargoyles, half hidden in shadow, 
watch, a silent inquisition. 
The priest shivers 
as fear seeps through humiliation 
the way the cold 
of the empty hall 
seeps through the coarse brown robe. 

He is up, 
pacing the hall, 
pounding his fist 
on the carved oak table 

Already formulas 
begin to float 
hapformed into his mind. 
He can use that knowledge. 

He remembers again 
nothing has changed. 
He can walk back 
into the room as before. 
The thought is like satin 
against his cheek. 
He longs to stop his pacing 
and lean against the satin, 
that satin, he remembers, 
like the pillow in rich men's coffins. 

Meanwhile the earth 
relentlessly 
moves around the sun 

Ruth W. Evans 
Portland 

does garden desgn & runs a BBB 
He sags into the window seat, 
closes his eyes, 
knows he can slide back 
into not knowing. 
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Lucia's Book 

"RODERICK, YOU PILL-PILL. IT'S ON THE SHELF BELOW THE MIRROR." 
It's four in the  morning June. Just getting light. Lucia is in the  upstairs bath- 

room, getting ready. They're flying to Paris at  seven. 
She is a tall, athletic-looking woman of about 50 with high hips and large feet, 

wearing a h ra  and a wristwatch. She yanks out the  electric toothbrush and 
reaches for the  mouthwash. 

Downstairs, razor in hand, bald Roderick, formerly professor of Classics at 
Eureka (the famous women's college), is staring hopelessly in Lhc illirror at tiis 
face, half-shaven, half in lather. Recently he  had a little nervous breakdown and 
had to resign. The  ducto~. says it's important that he  not miss liis murning pill. 

Hearing 1.ucia calling down the hot-air duct, Roderick slowly raises his tiand 
to the  shelf, hut he  catches sight of himself again and resumes gazing, lust in 
gloom and amazement. 

He had forgotten his pill. 
Ordinarilyl,ucia would guess. 
Wlien he  first came home from the llospital it was feared he might try to liar111 

himself. Lucia had to monitur him constantly. She's hecmne quite a n  o s p c ~ ~ t  on 
Roderick's noises. 

But Lucia is gargling w h m  she should he  listening for hini to run  t11e tap and 
fill a glass. She gargles for a full minute, tilting her head hack, lidding her hand 
out like a singer holding a note, clowni~lg. She's rather excited this morning. 

She spits, takes annther pull on the  moutwash, swallows. "Aaah." Slapping 
her  helly, she  grabs a pair of hairbrushes and starts h rush ing~he~ .  h a i r  She 
stops, cocking an ear to the register. 

Silence. 
Staring a t  himself again, she concludes. He's been doing tliis since she took 

him to have his three-month-old beard removed last week. Ilaving deep thuughts. 
The  right side of his face is the left of his reflec\ion. And vice versa. And oLher 
iniportant matters, doubtless. 

"YOOHOO, RODERICK! WHAT ARE YOU DOING DOWN THERE'?" sh r  sings 
into the  register. 

Roderick answers hy flushing the  toilet. This annoys her. It gets tiresome. If 
he  can't have the  common courtesy t o . .  . Ball, now he's got tier playing his 
game. 

"R-R-RODERICK!" she  bawls, tapping her big foot. She plucks a few hairs out 
of the  gap between lier eyebrows. Hairs, hairs, she  has a million hairs. After a 
minute she  hears him rinsing his razor. Guod, he's getting on with it. 

She goes into the bedroom and conies hack five minutes later in a lightweight 
grey suit and a frilly off-white moiri. blouse and high heels. 

"I LAID YOUR CLOTHES OUT FOR YOU IN THE STUDY." 
She starts applying make-up. First she likes to lay down a good foundation. 
She hears the toilet seat rattle downstairs. On tlie potty again. Lord R~der ick  

contemplating the  void. She looks at her watch. 4:30. Give him fi\,e minutes. 
This potty-sitting started last winter when lie completed his new hook on 

Parmenides' cosniogony, an  important and even perhaps (he dared hope) major 
work he'd h e m  drudging away on for ten years. He had a firm verbal agreement 
to publish it froni the director of the Eureka College Press. Then suddenly last 
vear, this person, who  happened to he  a man, died and his place was taken by a 
conm~ittee of professors froni the Women Studies Department. 

At first Roderick was  not alarmed. After all, Eureka, o r  Urethra as Roderick 
calls it, is number one in tlie nation in Women's Studies. What Roderick calls 
Female Complaints. A rapidly growing field. Young women seeking knowledge, 
hairy-legged autodidacts f rom all over the world come to Eureka for Women's 
Studies. Women's Studies supports Eureka. So it was fitting the new directors 
should h e  from Wt~men's Studies. 

They refused ti] honor their predecessor's commitment. They clairned tlley'rl 
never heard of it. We  don't keep records of verbal agreements. As fur Par- 
nienides, who  reads Parmenides? Girls these days don't care to spend yea1.s 
learning dead sexist languages. The  purpose of Eureka College Press is to pro- 
ducP h m k s  tliat women \\,ill read. 

Poor Roderick. It was most unfair. Nor was any other publisher even slightly 
interested in tlie hook. 

Roderick hegan retreating to the  toilet, having quiet tinie, brooding. At first 
just Saturday afternoon, tlicn Sunday ton, at the end tic spent whole weekends 
sitting there hermit-like, drinking and reading Westerns, locking the door and 
not answering. Flushing the  toilet at her. 

Lucia looks at her  watch. Five minutes. 
"ROO, GOOSE!" she  yells into the  register. "GET MOVING!" 
Plush goes the toilet. She hears him shuffle off into the  study. 
She's finished the  foundation. Now conies the creative part, the  blusher and 

the eye-shadow. 
One Monday morning in March he  didn't come out. She spent the  day calling, 

cooing to him through the  door. She'd like to forget that day. On Tuesday she 
called a hospital, a n  ambulance came, men in white coats opened the donr and 
took him away. Stinking drunk. 

They dried him out, got him stabilized and sent him home at the  end of a 
month. However, it was tllought unwise for  him to return to wnrk. 

Good riddance, Lucia thinks. She'd been trying to gel him to quit ever since 
Papa finally died three years ago, hut would he give u p  his silly little job and do 
what she wanted, now that she had the money? Xo. He wantecl lo preserve his 
piddling little independence. Also, he hates traveling. 

So this little breakdown of his has been a 11lt:ssing in disguist:. Slir sold tilt: 
house, their things are going into storage, she  took hini fur  a sliin~e, i ~ n d   OW 

she's going to see the world. 
As fa r  as she can see, they're nexw coming hack. Remove him f r n ~ n  p s t  

associations, thc doc to^, said. R u d o ~ k k  can \.isit the: \vorlrl's iul~ns,  if such is his 
desire. 'I'hat could take a 1mg time. 

She looks at licr w a t c h  
"RODERICK, COME HERP:." 
Silence. He's 11<1t c ~ n i i n g .  CYislies tn he  ex(:usecI. Gvddi~mmit, d i e  liittes tu yell, 

it hurts her ears, hut how C O L I I ~  she has% raised ~ I I V I -  children if she allr~wed 
t lmn  to dawdle in llie rno~.riitrg'! Life nlusl $11 w1. 

"RODERICK!" 
After he  came home fl-on1 the hnspital, she put her font dmvn. She told him 

she wasn't going to he  his nurse-maid .unless she had curiiplcte cor~pernti~rn. 
Wlien she  called lie was to c o m e  0thq.wise lie was going to <I place \vIiere they 
have persons called ~ r d e r l i e s  ~ 1 i u  are paid to \vrestle. Ilid lie understand her'? 

A must effective threat - almost too effecti\.e. He helieved Iror Puor Rodcrick. 
Howe\.er, the  weapon of fear, when it has heen successful o n c e  is so coir\~rniollt. 
Other rules w r r e  soon laid duwn in si~nilctr fashion. 

1. T11e1.e was to he  1x1 ~ O O Z P .  P e r i d  
2 .  N o  111cking tlie hathmom door. 
3 ,  N o  hooks o r  TV in the bathroom (He look thc 71' in sonlctimes.) 
This last rule was a sound tactic, in tlieury. Ohvi~usly ,  in practice it's had 

limited success. Why Roderick's spending lime thus should annoy lies Lucia 
doesn't know, hut it does. It's rude! It's lacking in rt:spet:t! Slie'll he  talking 1 0  

Iiini sometimes, in the rniddlc of a sentence he'll gu intu the tuilet. 
"RODERICK, NOW!" 1,ucia stamps her  hig foot, furinus. 
Finally she  hears him coming. 
As he  enters the hathroorn slie glares at him, this tall, slow-nhwing halrly with 

impervious eyes and wads nf cottun wc1111 in liis ears,  ~ 1 1 0  is lier 11usI~~nd - 
Great Roderick, the preeminent Pamienides scholar of liis grnoratinn. 1ndct:d nf 
all tinie, for all Lucia knows. She's chosen his seersucker suit fur him today. As 
a concession she's letting Iiim wear cowhny houts. His lie liangs ~ I I O L I ~  liis 11eck. 
unt ied  

Puur Roderick. Her temper sul~sides,at~ri~plly.  
"Be wit11 you in a minute," she  says h e n e v u l e n t ~ .  She is putting innscat-;I on. 

This demands total cnncentration. Next, lipstick. Roderick is gnod at waiting. 
She leers at herself critically in the mirror, then glancing flirtatiously at Rnclerick, 
leans forward.  

"You a rich woman, h c i a , "  slie says. "You Reautiful." She kisses her reflection. 
"And you sexy." 

Roderick gazes woodenly at these antics. Stupido. She grabs her ca111er;r off the 
counter, fits a flashcube on and shnots Roderick looking at lier in thc mirror 
over her shoulder. 

"VoilZ," slie says, twirling around. "How do  I look?" 
"Hmv'? HOW:? he  niullers woefully. "Like an Indian chief. One W ~ I I  has suc- 

cessrully made tlic transitinn to civilizatinn, but lhas chrlsen to dress as a wonlan, 
vvonicn's clothing being more satisfying to his senso of disl~lay." 111: shows his 
t ee th  "Chief Rigfc~ot." 

1,ucia guffaws. "That's the spirit." A flash of the d d  Rvd, not h a d  She Ierrh at 
herself in the mirror. "I look a little fierce this niorning?" 

Indeed she does witli her hmk nf a nose, wide arrogant rnoutli, Iargt: tht:al~,i- 
cal hlnck eyes, and h e r  lnng black hair held i ~ a c k  hy a headhand. 

It's the eye-shadow, slie rlecidos, simpering. She's still beautiful. Big and ficrcc 
and heautiful. Shr's a lovely lady. 

"Eh, hierr," she  says, l~eaming. "Let's I ~ a w  a 111ok at y u u "  
The shirt is a little sloppy. She tucks it in evenly all round and t l i r : ~ i  tics Iris tic:. 
"%I, linw's my liancis~~riie h~ishand this tiic~rnitig'!" 
He doesn't respond, staring at tlie flnnr. 
"Not talking, nion chou'" Taking his jaw 11etween her thunih and furefinger, 

she peers into his face wit11 sxagge~.ated sympathy and concorn. "Did Wt~chvick 
have a had night? Can Wndwick tell I.ucia?" 

"I had my had dream again. I feel like a D.P.," he  croaks miseral~ly. 
"Oh, Wodwick, ~ o c l w i c k ,  what are w e  p i n g  tu dv with ynu'?" 
Playfully, she pats hlusher on  his cheeks and kisses him. 
"Okay, you can Lake my other hag down to the door, s'il-vnus plait." 
Hc dnes s u  
God knows what goes on inside his head these days. Lucia no longer tries to 



understand. i l l e re  are too many nther things in the world to think ahout. Suffice 
it to say lie's having a had day. 

Slie hears him go into the study downstairs, closing the dour. No doubt runi- 
maging around in the hoxes of his stuff packed for  storage. She tuld him she 
didn't want him doing that any more. Bah. Six hoxes. Some menientues and pic. 
tures, his chess tropliies, clotlies. Six hoxes! His whole life in six boxes! Lucia has 
more than 100. Men are such paltry creatures. 

She sweeps lier stuff off the sink counter into a capacious canvas c a m e l d ~ a g ,  
tootlihrusli, razor, hairbrushes, make-up gear all l~iggleclypiggled~~, hangs her 
camera round lier neck, and goes downstairs. Befnre she forgets she must collect 
liis shaving gear. 

In lier haste she doesn't notice the pill on the shelf where she put it the night 
hefore. 

Slie goes into the kitchen and gets the food she prepared last night su they 
won't have to eat tlie airplane food. She turns off the air.conditioning, goes 
around checking dno~.s and windows. At 5:05 slie hears a car pull into tlie drive- 
way. Slie goes into tlie study. Roderick is sitting with his face in his hands. 

"The taxi's here." 
The taxi-driver is a fat, hlack woman in slacks and a man's wliile shirt with 

the tails hanging out. She is chewing gum. 
"Hey, how ),nu doin"? Name is Edwina," slie says w i t h ~ ~ u t  looking at Roderick, 

gral~hing his hand, quickly rt?leasing it and taking the hags. Open-~lluuthec~, he 
lifts his hand and looks at the palm Cretino. 

Lucia wishes she had a picture of that. You have 111 he alert all the time. It's 
so easy to let gond shots go by. 

They're off. The sun is rising over suburbia, shining hetween treetops and 
roofs. Ta-la-ta! A new beginning. 

Recently she hegan taking pictures of Roderick. He looks so ludicrous walk. 
ing around out there in the real world. SIie hasn't told anyone hut her friend 
Dolly, hut she's thinking of making a book of theni, with amusing subtitles. Rod- 
erick, tlie hook will he called. 

Mentally she flips through her snapshnts. She has some heauts There's a real 
cute one of R~~derick at liis retirement hanquet looking dismal, surrounded 
by women wlio, collectively, luok like tlie Praesidium of the USSR in drag. 
RODERICK ABOUT TO BITE. 

A vacant-faced Roderick with liis finger in the air and his mouth open, playing 
checkers with his five-year-old grandson Nino. "YOU KNOW HOW MANY OF 
THE 485 CURRENT CHESS GRAND MASTERS ARE WOMEN? NOT ONE." 

A wonderful low-angled shut of Ruderick staring at himself shaving the day 
after she took him to tlie harhers. I t  has an eerie quality. RODERICK MEETS 
AN HISTORICAL PERSONAGE. 

Also the one she took in tlie hath~.ooni this niwning. IF ONLY WE DIDN'T 
NEED THEM FOR SEX maybe. 

Cackling, slie glances sideways at Roderick. Oh-oh, Roderick is not amused. 
She leers into her compact, snaps it shut and turns her hig, beautiful, rather 

haggard eyes on Roderick, trying to make them soft. She's high as a kite. 
Time for Roderick's therapy. 
"Roderick, you dear man, you know I du love you, don't you?" Roderick's face 

takes on an expression e\,en more dnleful. One of these days she'll have to stop 
teasing h im But not today. "You needn't look su tragic. This trip is for your own 
good too. We have lo take care of you." She leers tenderly. "You0.e going to love 
those pissoirs. " 

He heaves a woeful sigh. 
"You know, mon ami, if you kept a more cliee~.fuI expressim un your face, 
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you'd look better. And feel." 
Slme reaches over and pulls his cheeks up with her thumh and fnrefinger. 

Roderick shudders. 
"You're like a mortician, adjusting my face," he croaks. "And wliat do I have 

to he cheerful about?" 
',You hear tliat?" 1,ucia says, addressing an invisible multitude. "Lord Roderick 

greets the day. 'What do I have to he cheerful about?' It's pathetic. For the love 
of God, Roderick, you could have afiything you want, if you'd stop feding sorry 
for yourself!" 

Roderick is cringing in the corner, staring at her in liorrol.. Lucia discovers 
that unconsciously slie has raised her fists at him. She lowers her voice. "I'm 
sorry to nag. I get so frustrated sometimes, seeing you like this. Relax. I love you 
even though you're sick." 

He closes his eyes and groans. He seems to be in pain. What else is new? 
The taxi-driver is studying Roderick in the niirror. Lucia clears her throat 

and glares, and the woman returns her glance to tlme road. 
After a while Roderick opens his eyes. He notices a copy of The Inrentiona/ 

Liar on the rear window shelf. He takes it down and flips thruugli i t .  Suddenly 
he's holding it in her face. 

"Read tliat." 
Lucia sees a headline: "WIFE KILLS HIJSBAND. SAYS HE RAPED HER." 
"I don't want to know ahout it." She pushes tlie magazine away. "And put tliat 

magazine hack! I won't have you reading that magazine. Here, eat this." She gives 
liim a Mars bar. 

Coldly, feigning boredom, she closes lier eyes, thinks pleasant thoughts, and 
falls asleep. Slie wakes when the cah stops at the airport. Roderick is muttering 
something about terniinal departures, she doesn't hear i t  all. 

"You take care of him," the taxi-driver sa,ys contemptuously after Lucia pays 
her, not overtipping. 

Ignoring her, h c i a  sets up  the collapsible cart they brought along. Roderick 
loads. 

Tliey go through the pneumatic doors and Lucia discovers the catlby has let 
theni off at the wrong ternminal, damn her to hell. It's tlie next one down they 
want. 

She clacks along crussly in her high heels through the ticket lollby Into the 
covered walkway connecting the terminals. It's a long way and not air-condi- 
tioned. Roderick is pulling the cart, huffing and puffing. He keeps lagging. She 
pulls him by the wrist. Twice he sturnhles when the cart catches his heel. The 
second time, he lurches into her, and her eltlow swings into his gut, knocking 
his breath out. 

In the next terminal, Lucia notices that people are staring at theni. 
"Ma, that man's crying. Why is he crying?" a little boy yells. 
Lucia glances round, stops. Tears are streaming down Roderick's face. 
"Hell's hells. I should have guessed. You forgot your pill. Roderick, you had 

boy," she says not unkindly. She is a little annoyed, but it is her fault, really. She 
should have checked up on him. 

She leads him to a huhbler 20 yards in front of them, pulling the cart herself. 
Slie ta.kes a collapsible cup from her camera hag and a bottle of pills, taps one 
out, hesitates, decides on two, fills the cup. Rigidly, Roderick swallows tlme pills, 
staring at her in terror. 

"You're going to get rid of me," lie croaks. "You are, aren't you?" 
Lucia giggles. Slme knows she shouldn't, but it's too ridiculous, he's crazy as a 

coot. 
"No, no, no." 
"You swear?" he asks piteously. 
She crosses lier heart. "Till death do us part." 
He doesn't like tlie sound of this. To hell with him. She can't be hothered to 

refute his idiotic allegations. She wipes his tears with a tissue and puts his c1al.k 
glasses on him. 

"I'm sorry I hit you. It was an accident." She hugs him. "Come on now." 
They're off again, Roderick pulling. Her annoyance is past. Nothing can 

dampen her spirits today. She feels wonderful, almost feverish, as always at the 
heginning of a trip. 

The buzzer sounds as Roderick passes th~.ough the security station at thc? 
entrance to the gates. Going through his pockets, slie finds one of his chess 
trophies, a small replica of Rodin's The Thinker. He must have sneaked it from 
a box in his study. 

"I'll put that in nmy bag," she says, trying to take it from him. He puts i t  behind 
his back and she desists. Let him have his toy. 

People are still staring at them, hut Lucia is not self-conscious, heing of Italian 
heritage. She takes it for admiration. They can whistle for all she cares. She 
glances at her reflection in the windows. There's nothing so exhilarating as to 
be a hig beautiful woman all dolled up serenely striding through an airport with 
her head high and her hips swinging and her husband in tow and heads turning. 

Even if the husband is a zombie. 
That happens. 
C'est la guerre. 
Noblesse oblige. 
We being the tougher breed and all that. 

Burdens we all have to hear. 
Besides, he's still good at carrying things. Joke. Cruel. I..ucia laughs. But it is 

good for him to have sonmething to do. 
Tliey reach their gate. Roderick is still weeping. Lucia hands o\,er the tickets to 

one of tlie agents. He glances at Roderick and immediately looks again, prn- 
fessionally. 

"Are you going to he all right, sir?" 
"He'll he all right," Lucia answers. "He's Iiarriiless. He forgot his pill this 111or11- 

in&" 
The agent takes their hags, except the carry-on, and returns the tickets. 
Lucia turns to Roderick. "Why don't you go potty. You've had a difficult time 

this morning. I'm proud uf you. But I want you hack in 30 n~inutes, at 6:30 Enjoy 
yourself." 

Fondly, she watches him shuffle off to the Men's room down the llall on the 
other side from tlie waiting area. Poor bald Roderick, God bless him! He deserves 
a little treat. 

She goes hack into the waiting area and sits down. Rapidly reorganizing her 
camera hag, she then takes out her knitting. She feels happy. Proud. She has a 
real good feeling about herseli these days. This swcalled illness of Roderick's has 
shown her her true strength. She is constantly surprised at lier ability 111 grow 
and change. Sometimes she thinks her life is entering a whole new phase, and 
she doesn't mean menopause. God didn't put us on earth to fccl s o r y  for nur- 
selves, damnlit! Life is too short. She intends to live it  to the full. 

6:30 conies and goes. Roderick doesn't return. When hoarding in five minutes 
is announced, Lucia goes to the door of tllc Men's room. 

"Roderick," she calls in a singsong, opening it a crack. No ansbver. She stamps. 
"Roderick, you come out this instant!" No answer. She hears a toilet flushing 
continuously. She is gripped hy a lerrihle fear. WHAT HAS HE DONE? 

Trying to remain calrn, she Imul~l-i~?s lo the counter. Halfbvay there she slips 
and sprawls on the floor. She recmws herself and c~~ntinues running. 

"My husband is in the Men's roonm," she says l~reatlllessly to one of the agents. 
"He doesn't come out. I wonder if you could rec1~n1111it1.e for me." 

The agent rolls his eyes around to liis partner, then shrugs and follows I.ucia. 
Biting her lips, slie waits outside while he goes in. A momeut later lmc comes nut. 

"The cowboy hoots? Go on in. It's all yuurs." 
Slie goes in and looks under tlie doors of tl~r st;~lls. Roderick is in the f~~ur t l i .  

Slie grahs the top of the door and jumps, pulling and then cluickly~luslming until 
her arms are up straight, like a gpnnast's on the h a r  

Roderick is sitting with his pants down, holding his truplmy, sr~und aslaep. His 
head has fallen hack against tlie flush hotton. The water roars ~ ~ ~ u n u t u n ~ ~ u s l y .  
On liis face is an expression of Lwcancy. 

Lucia feels a wave of tenderness. He looks so inn~tcent. Twisting sirlewa.vs, 
she fits a flashcube on  he^. camera and snaps him, chuckling. Sllc c~rulrl title i t  
A HUMANISl'. Or THE FREE W0RI.i). 

Bending from the waist, she reaches duwn inside the door and lifts the l;~lclm, 
then jumps hack and enters the stall. 

So that's wliat two pills dues to him Worth ren~emlxring. 
She drops tlme trophy in 11er camera hag. She pats l~ is  cheek gr:ntly. Hc cnn- 

tinues sleeping. She slaps him across the face quite hard foul. li~nes. 
"We have to huard." 
"Waah!" 
He puts his arms around her, pressi~~g liis ~Iieek against hcr helly. SIN: 1f:ls 

him hold her for a minute. Then she gently pulls him to his feet, pulls his pants 
up, tucks him itm, huttons him, zips hi111 Sl~e's practically ar~ml~idextrr~~us. 

"Lucia, I must say, you're an amazing woman," she says to hesself, winchiiig 
his 11t:lt in a couple of notches. 

He 111oks better now, she thinks hal~pily ;IS she walks him nut 111 the waiting 
area. More color in his cheeks. A little groggy, but quite steady on his fef:t. 
Definitely an ihu la lo~ .  Though slie does I i ; t \ ~ !  lo c;rrry tlie hag vn hf:rself. 

As tlie plane rolls down the runway, slie pl;~yluIly reaches mw' and ~~tt l ls  t l ~ e  
corners of his mouth up. 

"Smile, Roderick. Smile." 

Paul Kleene 
near Camden 
voted for ERA 
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For Julie, 

Today, in this 
brown Maine 
December, I 
thought of Karl, 
my father's 
friend (dead 
last year, at 90 
- "I'll live 'ti1 
I die," he said 
the last time I 
saw him, "and I 
guess that's 
long enough") and 
the grapefruit 
tree that grew 
in his front yard, 
in California, 
20 years ago, and 
I saw again the 

My Daughter 

iron green leaves, 
the fat yellow 
globes, cool in 
my hands, and the 
grey bucket, where 
I put them, one 
by one. 

Some- 
day, when I am 
dead, I want you 
to hold this poem, 
for a moment, cool 
in your woman's hands. 

Burton Hatlen 
Orono 
leaches at UMO 

Time Lapse Both Ways 
For Emma, on her Tenth Birthday 

Some day you'll fill 
heart's garden- 

long rows 
neat or ragged, many-colored 
or black at dawn. . . . If they flourish 
it's for darkness before light, it's for roots' 
gangling patience -forcing you 
into yourself, u slow 
explosion of love, tissue, perennial 
plotting. 

My daughter, my true 
spring-ground of clay, toads 
and wan weeds, bittersweet 
fatherly sowing- 

time then 
for you to learn how ten 
reaches back to one 
or none, how earth and night 
breed light. 

David Walker 
Freedum 

teaches partwme at USM 



Interview 
Writing for me is not an art  nor a craft. It's a runaway beast that I'm on 

the back of. No saddle. I've just got him by the hair of his hump. And he 
charges through woods and weeds. . . a n d  branches beat me.  . a n d  he 
makes ugly noises and I NEVER know WHERE I am. Pain and blindness 
are involved. . .and mystery. 

Thus, Carolyn Chute explains lier writing process - and  in lier description we 
hear the same vivid imagery, feel tlie same unbridled energy, that w e  find in her 
first novel, The Beans of Egvpf, Maine. 

By now much 11as been written about this Maine writer - lier hushand 
Michael, lier daughter and grandson, the poverty they all liave endured. Wlicn 
I met with her  at lier Gorliam home in October, her hook was nc~t yet puh- 
lished. Slie had not yet received her  celehrity status. She wasreceiving frequent 
letters from lier puhlisl:er finalizing details ahout distrihution. But d i e  and 
Michael were  more excited about the possihilit), of buying sixty acres way u p  
north in Saint Francis, where they could farm and liw undisturbed. Slie secnred 
to liave little concern for the publicity her hook was bound to generate in 
Novemher. 

Before our  meeting we had exclianged several lettel-s. She shared her un. 
corrected proofs for  me to read before o u r  interview. Yet even these intro- 
ductions did not prepare m e  for  tliis engaging, unassuming woman. Her warmth 
and honesty were  disarming, lier unpretentiousness, captivating. Monients after 
our greetings, slie and Michael and I were  discussing the pulitics of poverty: in 
no time I realized liow legitimate were  the ~ ~ ~ o t s  of her stoty, how raw were  
the sources for lier characters. 

After a variety of unsatisfying jobs, Carolyn decided a couple of years ago that 
slie must write all the time if she wanted to make any money at it. (She and 
Michael liad no money.) She literally was prompted hy hunger to write the IKJ\T?~. 
Now she describes that tinie as a period of involuntary research: "tlie frustra- 
tion and tlie rage of poverty were  real. My dreams were  filled with the unfair- 
ness of it." But somehow slie was ahle to transpose those niglttmares into a 
powerful story witli characters whose rage resenihled hers. 

And it was those characters I was ntost cur i~ius  ahout, the folks slie claitlis 
"are not anybody Reagan would shake hands witli, let alone provide fur in any 
way. But they're the  only people I ~.eally know inucli ahr~ut ;  1 d ~ ~ n ' t  really know 
much about the upper class." 

I questioned her about liow she could write niale characters so convincingly. 
She revealed a personal disr:uvety 

The best time I can work on men characters is two di~ys  bqfore ovulation. 
I become violent - I don't rneari crazy violent - I mean more agqressive, 
very passionate, very interested in men, and /,feel like I am noticing every 
little thing rhev do - how they operate -even if thqv're riot real hut in my 
mind. I can almost see them. . . thev're very vivid to me during that time. 
And I also have so much energy during that time - my best writing time, 
especiallyfor writing about men, violent scenes, o r  anvthing to do with men. 
And I don't mean to say I get vir~lmt because I'm not at all. if anything, 
I'm just realcv tuned in. I noriced it because I write eight to ten hours every 
day except when things come up. And since I write so much I was trying to 
,figure out certain patterns. Bc~y, I te/lvou, this Hubie gu,v. I would b a g  that 
part of the manuscript out every time and work on that and I thoctght, why 
am I doing this? Ifigored it out that it was that time qf the month, 

Her characters have a lot of tiel frustration. But the>, are not inlilati~lns rJf 
actual people slie lias known. Rather they a re  representations of the fury slir 
has fell. They a re  alinost surrealistic. Slie knows her characlct~s, ccintrr~ls tlic~rt 
completely, then loves t l ien~,  e\,en the nican ones, because "until t1ic.v breathe. 
they just sit and groan" waiting for her. 

She is interested in osvclie~loLlv. "I write more from sn~otiolis than froin con- . . ." 
ceptualizati~in. Like this." Slie scrunches up  and liolds her c l ~ w k  with lier left .. 
hand. "N11t this." She gazes dreati~ily u p  at the ceiling. Clearly, she writes fronl 
tlie inside out hut asserts, 

It's a lot of work. It i,sn't likc I sit d ~ w n  and write it out. I have to go over it 
and over it. I revise hundreds of times - I revise XJ nwch that what'k Iqft 
can only be what is rruly me. 

For over three years Carolyn liad heen trying to work tliese particular c l ~ a r -  
acters into shurt stories, hut tltat wasn't working out so slic set tlierii aside. By 
the time tlie ideas deve l~ped  into a nwi:l. t l ~ e  clla~.at:ters ;wre  people slit:'d hcrti 
woi.king with for a king tinie, their s twy written hy hand intrt ahout 200 pagrs 
of a n o t d ~ o o k ,  wliicli, slic admits, was a child-like version of tlie final story with 
diffn-ent stress on different chnracters. 

Our morning drew to a close. 1 askod Carolyn hu\v slie tl~ottght Iier I~ook would 
he  ~.eceived, wondering whether she fei11-ed readers w ~ ~ u l d  he  r e ~ ~ u l s e d  by tlie 
surly Bean family and their violent lives. One of her pea tes t  wishes was fllr 

Review 

The Beans of Egypt, Maine I Carolyn Chute 
(Ticknor & Fields, New York, 1985, 215 pages, $7.95) 

Carolyn Chute read sections of this novel at the  Stone Coast writers' con- 
ference in the sumniers of 1983 and 1984, so I already knew how hilarious lier 
style can he  and how exquisitely slie can recreate the  tropes and rhytlinis of 
Maine speech. The real delight, as I sat down wit11 tlie whole hook (in proofs) was 
its masterful overall arcliitecture. It begins with what seems like ;i scattering of 
stories about a backwoods Maine fanlily that approximately resenihles the 
Primal Horde from Freud's Totem and Taboo: a dominant male, a young chal- 
lenger, a raft of interchangeable women and babies. Then the sl~rawling comic 
vision of the  early chapters is pulled tauter and tauter by the intensifying con- 
sciousness of Earlene Punierleau Bean, a chainsrnoking horn-again with uncanny 
powers of observation and a gift for metaphor that makes the whole book into 
a sustained lyric nf poverty. 

In the  framework of superh survival coti~edy Chute has set the serious f h e n ~ e s  
of the culture of disenfrancliisemenl. Incest, haltered women, macho violcnce, 
child abuse, suhstancc abuse, weapons abuse, vehicle ahusc?, nialnutt-iticin, rape, 
dyslexia, illiteracy, depression and absentee fatherliuod are but a few of the 
social problems. They ar'e not handled with the boul.geois pedantry of social 
science hut  transformed through Chute's spacious and lucid narrative syi i i~~athy 
which is neither judgmental nut. voyeuristic. 

At this time, tlie niost vigorous fictiuri is coming not from tniddle-class t:urr~po 
o r  America hut from the Third World, with its passionate and intaginati\,e 
struggle towards life. We  devour the literature of Culomhia, Peru, B r a d ,  
Czechoslovakia. Well, here it is in Maine, the same unrepressed, raucuus, tiius- 
cular vitality right in tlie little tuwns YOU ~ J ~ S S  driving 1 0  Sugat.l~af o r  N ~ ~ r t h  
Conway. 

Closing The Beans of Egypt this Sunday afternoon, tlie first day of Standard 
Time, I feel a closer knowledge of Maine, the details of its seasons and Ixdiefs, 
the structure of tlie complex grief and weird laughter of its people. lt's one of the 
best nil\~els I'\,e found in years. Them is not a single I~reak o r  fault in tlie sus- 
tained a rc  of its vision, bly glee in ~~t:niemht!ring sollie of these scencs is like what 
I feel rert~mmbering scenes frmi Fellini's /\marcord. A nian leaving a plastic hag 
uf rabbit meal nailed to a man's door. A man sli~iveling Anierican (:hop Sue), 
into his nioutl~,  the individual noodles falling firm his mustache. A little girl 
growing huge nlold cultures front Dunkin Donuts in glass jars. T h r  r w n d  of the 
seasons in Maine - Thanksgiving, Clir~islntas, niud tinie, hlack fl!, season - is 
punctuated by rnonients of intense, gothic revclittioti. 

I look over t c ~  11te I Y I \ ~ .  of lights a r : t~~ss  tlie r i w r  in West fJenohsc(~t, and I 
finally understand wlicl lives there. Ruel~cn and Rl~llel.la Bean, Pa Bcan and Lee 
Pumerleeu and Uncle Loren tlie pig f i i rn~er  and Beal Bean and Virginia Bean and 
Bonnie Loo Bean and the dogs Otis i ~ n d  Jet and Kaiser. 1 had always k m ~ w n  
t h e m  lt's just tlie first time I've ever seen them written rli~wti. 

Bill Carpenter  
Stockton Springs 

leaches a1 College oi the Atlantic 

But rf someone rhirik,~ those pcople who are 'the h[rrnhle and the rncck'arirl 
who always wind up at the bottorn get what thr:!' de:serve, then that's what 
thev'll believe, A4a.vbe mv wish won't romp true in that respect, bur I don't 
think the honk will sct us hack. 

And with that I t u r n t ~ l  off  111y t a l ~ r  r ~ c ~ r d e t . .  I t  \\,as titile 10  ti~lk of ~ l l i e r  
things - the c ~ ~ t t m  dl111 cc)uple slir liarl sewn r ~ u t  t ~ f  r11d lmhy clot1it:s atid bus- 
~ i m c l r c l  gaily over their Ilei~rtli, tlie s t ~ i ~ l ~ s l i ~ t s  of IICI.  I ~ ~ i ~ u t i f u l  gl'~11d~c111, tlic, 

clrn\virigs for  tlic h u < ~ k  c o i ~ : r ,  Iicr 11lians Cilr her sr?rc~nd nu\,trl, this i ~ l i t ?  set in ;I 

junk\,ard. And then I left Cari~lwl Cliutc, k m ~ n i n g  I I ~ i r c l  just spetit I W I J  rlelightful 
I ~ o u r s  wit11 ;in esccptiw\al writer wllclse work tllay well \~rcll l l lr  :i mairlr ad- 
i t i i n  J l : i l l ~ l l l J l : l y  A~im~iciin fiction. 

Carol Kontos 
windham 

teaches a1 UMA 



Rainmakers / Deborah Ward 
(Cqwte Love Press, 1984, $10) 

A small car hreaks down late one winter night. A woman writes in lipstick on 
a bathroom mirror, " I  still love you." A mother touches her son's sunhurnt skin, 
leaving "the swollen aureole around the soul." Dehorali Ward knows how to get 
inside such tliings, our desperate or crazy or lender moments. As she puts it, 
"We're all victims when it comes1 to the same dry facts." 

In this, her long-awaited first collection, she offers us only fifteen poems, six 
of them one page or less. But they h u m  un the paper. She does not include any 
o f  her well-known series of "Jennie" poems, vivid and painful Platll-like pieces. 
In muving hqvond that persona, she deals with herself more directly, sonietimes 
in cauterizing ways. Family is everywhere: in the dedication, in a poem to her 
mother, 10 her son, and in a loving and hearthreaking rernernhrance of  her de- 
ceased father. Nut yet al  middle age, the writer is at once a daughter and mother, 
a lover and in m e  poem, a loser. She looks to learn the roles life has not taught 
 he^, yet ohserves "how old roles1 wrinkling, hecunie indelible." ' 

Mainly, this is a hook about desire. How to connect with others. how to accept 
as authentic and satisfying what is experienced as merely real. "Desire is a 
precious coin," she writes, "illegal tender." And a poem called "Desire" opens: 
" I t  hegins when your one hand lets louse1 from its utlier." You slay up all night, 
and " i t  ends1 when both halves o f  the brain fold themselves" together. You cuuld 
go mad with such desire, hut the poet's voice is tougll, the stance snappy. The 
title poem concludes as the speaker turns to a lover in bed on a hut night, and 
quotes Burt Lancaster to Katherine Hephurn: "You gotta take my deallbecause it's 
gonna be a hot night.lAnd the world goes craz"v on a hot night." 
Ward's "deal" is  sometimes struck against a background of  the swank language 
of  New Yorker ads: swans, caviar, chenille, chemise, tiger lilies, Max Factor makeup. 
Or- desperate surrealisni: "stars cremate in our different skies." I t  is struck in 
NYC, Maine, Florida, on beaches, in bctls, bathrm,rns, in the wash o f  a TV's glow. 
But the deal is struck: you give nle life, she seems to say, and I ' l l  show you the 
desire for 111ore. 

Takf i t .  

Terry Plunkett 
Hailnweii 

teaches at UMA 

On Finding My Father's 
Medical School Yearbook 
193 7 

from Rainmakers 

How handsome you were in your slick, Sinatra hair, 
your collar pinned under the thin knot of qour tie, 
both m y  brothers' hotlowed cheeks, the sincere 
Neopolitan eyes. "Member of the .Poetry Society" 
it says beneath your chin. When I throw back 
my head to cry, I laugh like a waterfall. 

I knew you too well. For just half my lifetime. 
Yet you gave me the lyrics to life, like birds 
uplifting my life, all my life,  all of Broadway! 
Marian the Librarian, Henerey Higgins, Officer Krupkee, 
Gypsy Rose Lee - and aN of A1 Jolson in black face 

down on one knee at the annualCountry Club Fair. 
I can see hundred dollar bills in the air 
when you aced the Steeplechase at Roosevelt Raceway. 
Those clan-like birthday parties in ballrooms 
with beaded curtains, floating accordians, the gaudy 
rented spaces of Astoria, Queens. You jammed 

six of us in your bed Sunday nights 
to watch Gunsmoke. You commanded us 
to kiss the ground of each state 
when you drove us cross-country. Oh 

hrgh-strung Italian ancestors from Brooklyn, 
you raised this man into my destiny! This man 
whose father carted oranges and avocados 
through Little Italy. This man who practiced 

surgery as an art - and I start m remembering 
that ordinary day in our suburban backyard 
not srx months from the sudden end. He stopped me 
and held me, tellmg me Loyalty and Truth 
were the only vrrtues worth knowing. Not knowrng 

himself, all the time, they conflicted 
like fire and ice, like liquor and pills, 
the impossible compromises I wouldn't realize 

for fgteen years- 
that would corner and claim him 
and kill him and take him 

from me. 

Deborah Ward . 
Portland 

operates Anastasrss Books In Penland 



Review 

North Into Love / David Adams 
fQuarry Press, BOX 176, Hallowell, Maine 04347, 1984, $5.951 

Back when I was poetry editor o f  the Maine Sunday Tele~yram I accepted every 
poem that David Adanis submitted. As I read North Into Love, Ic~vingly p~~nduced 
hy Quarry Press, I get that seldom-given chance to celebrate my own good 
judgement 

Tlie book i s  divided into two sections: 1 ,  The Lhtenrrhan Lines, and 11, North 
Into Love. While part I is ostensibly ahout ~ l i ' io ,  a lot o f  rncnrory flows f l r ~ n ~  uther 
places down the silver trolleylines, and while part I T  is usually ahout Maine. a h t  
of  Ohio crosses over into Adams's stark milltown glimpses. And i t  cuuldn't 11e 
utlierwise. Those o f  us not from Maine inipose our visions o f  where? we grew 
up upon where we try to grow, or just stay a1ix.e. 

Ohio is where I renmnhe:. hcing and wanting tu get away from - the sinid 
tal1euus disasters o f  the Sam Slrep1ie1.d trial, the '54 Series, and tlic ignition of  
the Cuyahoga River. Rut then one rends Sherwood Andersmi, or Da\,id Adarns. 
Here is Adanrs's Oliio: 

"There are no visible lived in the map of the lines./ Those who hoped to ~ I J  

somewhere more qoicklv . . sleep dreamless ill the silent groves." "empty 
tracks. . .plated with red earth and cinders/ and the dead rust of pine 
needles." "the sun. . . a stuttering,filml setting on the black couplings. . . 
in the mustard light of an uldcahoosc.""Everyt/~ir~g sweats out the heat. . . 
the grey land/ spread out like a door knocked down. . . Ohir~ going by like 
a gre.v sea. . . cold Erie sensed as wind. . . thin Doppler songs/ or scmis on 
an interstate hidden by trees." 

That is a pastiche of  many poems, hut it  ma)) give a sense uf  tl~r: uncanny a(:-  
curacy, the "Erieness" with which David Adarns captures his Ohio. I t  rxay still 
seem a place to get away fronr, hut it is a place where a poet finds images, and 
communicates tlie life uf  the place, forcing us to return or just 111 be there. 

Then there is everyone's enemy - love - invented by a satan known as God 
to keep poets starving just beyond the horders of Plato's Reich. Ada~ns's touch is 

Here is distance. This north I came to 
is not Ohio for a long time. North. 
Summer has boiled the early evening, 
and the fleshy hands of maples 
hang damp green around us. 

delicate, often andrugvnous, as in another pastiche: "we have d~sengagerl ilur 
flesh and weighed1 the silent accuniulation of  distaste1 into what is yours, what 
is mine,/ and what is le f t .  . . I am1 what I set:, as you were never." (Note tlie 
puwer o f  "you were never.") "The way nr>, Irancls shrink1 to Ja~iuqv  dryness1 
and nry finger moves1 in its cold ring." (The gestapo-like cell o f  niarriage). And 
Ophelia, drifting drowned among tlie reeds: "your wild sung1 only fur the water 
to learn your ileshl men would not learn." And in Maine, a fisliernian's wife, 
doing the dishes as she xvaits fur Iris I . ~ ~ U I . I I  f r ~ n i  tI1e slatqy c11(111 o f  1I1e r~cean - 
"Her hands stilled in grahl water." And in Maine, a marriage pulled npa1.1 hy tllosc? 
differing points o f  view: "Stoney read the skies all spring, predicting t~urisls  
like grain. Cecile saw winter I~eyond all that, her uwn blank ~ I Y ? ~ I ~ I I S . ' '  And hr- 
cause Cecile clrean~s her blankness, shc rvins, hut at tlie price v f  tlist sacrifice 
wherein patience preys on itself and a11 the utlrel-s clust: tu tlir \vr:l~, "as i f  they 
had left tlie night flr1111 diffcrciit ends." Yes, hut then. " 4 s  1 cannot sdve tlrt! 
gentleness1 o f  you stepping flu1 of  yrur s1ac:ks." And, yes, y o u  lrclcl your cr1fli.e 
cup in both Iiantls,l leaning i n ~ ~ w n ~ ~ c l  ;thm~l 111 say s~1niet1iing.I Vuu l ~ o c p i ~ r  tlic 
only sound for nlilcs." Yes, one guesses, 10 that rare w u ~ n i ~ ~ i  \villing tu ful.gix.t! a 
man for being one. And ycs to "Winter Laundt?." \vIrich I Ies\.f: tn tlie i~t:xlrr for 
her or his abs~~lute a.onrle~-. 

Sometimes, David Adnms does n111 knmv when his poem is w r r  "'I'r11 1 .  Rr~hwl 
Oppcnlieirnt:r, Scpt. 4, 1983" ends pmzwfully with "VL'hen did yo11 ur~dcrstnnd?' 

But we,  at least, will understand inure a11out ourstrl\~s fro111 tlicsc puon~s nri 
nratter where we are, where we haw heen Ths  plr~~tvgri~~rli 011 t l i t :  h x h  (:OV(:I. 
shows David Adams, wind-swepl, looking out upon storni), \va\~k!s. 'l'lre cf~;lst of  
Maine! No - look inore closely. I t  is a breakwater nverlu~rking 1.akt: lrie. Iikr 
the pliotograpl~, the poems insist, as good poems always do, thal we louk more 
closely. 

H. R. Coursen 
Rrunswick 

teaches at Bowdoin 

North Into Love 
''If only I knew how to re11 you. 
Someday I may know how. " 

-James Wright 

We walk the paths of the university, 
beyond the cluster of drowsy halls, 
up new asphalt towards the gardens. 

Climb a little into the late sun 
that gives no sign of having leaned to winter. 
Mosquitoes tourney with the wind for us. 
Breeze, sun, always find a way 
in you to simply stop themselves. 
Where you are fhe world adjusts. 

So the glass fabric of the air trades light 
with your eyes, grey dreams that burn 
my tongue at the root of words. 
My hand finds a fly to wave away 
from your temple. 

Language burned to silent crust. 
Still your name tastes 
like nofhing else I've ever loved. 
Not Ohio. Something else. 
Distance. 

A little on we inspect the ponds for frogs, 
guess at the names of  shrubs, 
transversing a green geometry, like 
a dream through a dream. 

There is something I want to say to you. 
Remember that. So I lift a branch 
amazed to see the endless fields flying by 
the summer road where the sun rs a red star 
sleeping in the corn, burning the wheal 
to a dark sea, burning the ponds to black ash 

It is only a dream from Ohio 
that is lost. Here, 
I give you my lost, luminous Ohio dream 
which I loved because I was alone, 
because I was falling to you more quickly 
than the light of the dream. 

And here I am. I step into your shadow 
a little more like making love; 
I think the sun is not sufficienf 
to be a clock of the lights I tell you of ,  

how a boy in a boatneck collar and plald shorts 
waiting at the reindeer, makes his first 
northern wish. A smile, now. 

The sun is in your hair, and the breeze 
plays in your hair. 
We walk silently away, an imprint 
of your sandal on the moist grass. 
So I give you these unperfected lights, 
my dreams caught up at last. 

My language, my wish, my real words 
to tell you wait in the warm soil, 
in your shadow, upon a season. Here. 
The way I lean to you. 

David Adams 
Strongsville. OH 

taught at UMF, currently a 
technical wnter in Cleveland 



REVIEWS 
The Great  Day 1 John Tagliabue 
Poems, 1362.1983 

f.r$lernbic Press, Plarfield, Indiana 4fi168, 1984, $7) 

Some wr i te rs  arc so thoroughly tl ienisel\es that thei r  w o r k  sl iould h e  read 
carefull), a n d  deeply, 11ut ~ i o t  imitated. Joyce was one. Hcni ingway ano t l~e r .  Anti 
John Tagliahue. His anlazing elnol ional openness, ~?nprt:sst:d in an equally arnaz- 
ing openness of fort i i ,  feels fr iendly, funny,  easy-going, h u t  in the end niay h e  a 
r isky mr~de l  f o r  younger  wt.ite~.s. Reading tIii.11~1gli this ~01le1:ti11n is l ike going 
w i l l i  t l ie  w r i t e r  10 one n f  the SC(II.PS u f  a i r y~ i l r l  baggage pickups he  has passed 
t l i r f ~ u g l i .  and w a t c l i i ~ i g  the suitcases go round  and round  e a c h  a dif ferent size, 
shape, c v l ~ ~ r ,  w i t h  stickers f ron i  a rnund  ( l ie  wor ld ,  each packed wi l l1  surprising, 
off-heat pe rs~ lna l  s tuf f .  T l i e  p ~ . ~ ~ h l e r i i  fol; u s  is that he: is sucl i  a good w r i t e r  I i c  
m ikes  making p e n i s  seetii easy. YOU just pick y o u r  suitcase i l l id  pack i t  i4,itIi 
alrl losl anyl l i i t lg  that is engaging y o u  at the niofiient. I t  is not ;t probleni  fo r  
Tagliallue; i t  is l i is s l r~:ngl l i .  T I i c  t l i i i ig  is, most people are sirnpl), not as interesl ir~g 
as lie, as buvyant ,  as educated, as varied. His furnrs :follow his ideas. They  arc  
l ike t h m e  eupnnrlahle suitrases - as big, as upen, as acc~~n lmoda t i ng  as t l w  
111aterialb at I ia l id .  Nut  a c lut tered attic, not F ih l ler  McGee's c111sel. T h e  f1n.111~ 

st~.ctcl i  to  l io ld  the c ~ n i t c n t  cxaclly, and no t  a wh i t  rnorr .  
I n r ~ ~ i t a l ~ l y ,  l ~ e  recalls Wl i i ln ian.  But also Blake, Cliarles Olsen, I.Villia~~ts, and 

in l i is  wi t ,  in what  l i e  adi l l i ts i n t v  his w ~ r k ,  ancl in the Oriental influence, (:sry 
Sny t le r  As w i t l i  tlit?se \wite~.s, ~ f t e n  i t  is l i i ~ r d  10 lel l  whe re  prose ends and 
poetry hegins; l l i e  rc?acler li\m in a poetic "alniospl icre," at id the poet skips d o n 8  
w i t h  one fuut o r  each side of  t l ie l inc. He  quotes Yeats: "Tl ie purposc of 
rhylhn. . . is tu  pndung  the 1iiument of  c v n t e m p l a t i m .  . " A w o r l d  t~.a\,elle~-, 
Tagliehue asks us lo conte~np la le  w i t l i  I i i n i  t l ie wonders o f  l i fe  alniost ever),. 
w l ie rc ,  in Mexico, Cdornhia, (;reek islands, even .Androscuggin Count"; h e  asks 
us  to  "arr ive at the1 hreezy c ~ ~ n d i t i o n  o f  taoist o ld  wanderers." He  has heen w i l l ing  
to  go  e \ w y w I i e r e  10 f ind  uut  w l ia t  l i fe is: h e  risks, l ie  takes chances. In one p u m i ,  
he  C~IIIPS 'I ' I ieur I~~re Koetlike, "1'11 w r i t e  p o e t ~ y  one must h e  prepared to  die." 
Can w e  ask for ri1ore:'He has gone out to t l ie rvor ld in o r d e r  l o  let i t  in. ,,My wi fe 
and I," l ie  wr i tes,  "lri~\d in I ~ v e . '  E ~ e r y w l i e r e ,  l i e  searclies f o r  "t l ie newness of 
the poem that is in any person." 

The Great [Jay is not just a s u p e r l ~  hook;  i t  is an event. These 157 pieces uf w r i t -  
ing r e ~ r e s e i i t  a cul l ing o f  21 years o f  wo rk ,  and are an incredible h u y  at $7. 
Tagliahue, n o w  61 ,  is a 11rofcssol. o f  English at Bates College. Has a prufessur ever 
w r i t t en  less acadeliiic puenis? He  carr ied l i is c~~ns ide rah le  learning l ightly; i t  
i l luni ines l i is conside~.ahle living. The  living, in tu rn ,  l iu~nan izes  the learning. 
I t  is what  w e  s l l ~ u l d  1111 g l . ~ w  toward. E v r y w l i e r e  there is t l ie joy, t l ie joke, t l ie 

jo ie de vivre. A ~ ~ i i d s t  al l  the risk, he  seems incapable o f  despair, a quali ty all the 
Inore itiiprcssivc? in some of  t l ie later poems f lecked w i t h  darker  touches uf  age. 
"Like a i ~ r i r i l j l i ve  pe rwn , "  l i e  says, "I must fo l low m y  p raye r  wlierei.er i t  goes/ 
. . . 1 c m n o t  let il get away fr01i1 l i ie l  01 I i e rw i s~  w e  w o ~ t l d  die." 

John Tagirabue has lust returned from 
seven months in China where he was a 
Fulbnghl professor at fudan Unrversity 
m Shanghai 

T e r r y  P l u n k e t t  
H a l l o w e l l  

leaches at UMA 

Concerning the 
Ancient silk Route 

For a l ong  t ime keeping the s i l k  w o r m  a secret a n d  
nor even know ing  

the secret itself of the s i l k  worm o r  the self, ' the conniv ing 
a n d  imaginative and playful 

Chinese merchants made up stories t o  send off t o  foreigners 
in different directions, 

some saying siIk grew o n  trees, some saying i t  resulted 
f rom coupl ing waves a n d  

ta l l  grass a t  certain moments during moon l i t  nights, 
other stories have been forgotten; 

nevertheless the s i Ik  worms in their multiplying mulberry 
leaves munched, proceeded, 

mi l l ions  of Chinese had lunch a n d  laughter, M a r c o  P o l o  
returned t o  fabulous I t a l y  
w i th  more  fables. 

John Tagliabue 
Lcwiston 

teaches at Bates 

E. B. White:  A Biography I scott Elledge 
(W. W. Norton, New York, 1984, 400 pages, $22.50) 

Biography, the historian Phil l ip Guedalla w r o t e  " .  . i s  l ike hig game hunt ing .  
is one o f  the recognized frn-ms of  the sport,  and is un fa i r  as only a s p r t  can he." 
Llnfortunately Elledge is nut un fa i r .  This at least might  have given focus to  Iris 
b ingrapl iy .  Fie just n e \ w  decided w l ia t  i t  was l ie  was l iunt ing.  W e  ; r ~ e  entangled 
in thickets o f  trivia, fo l low h i m  as l ~ e  discharges l i i s  ail.-rifle in al l  d i rec t ims,  and 
txid u p  w i t l i  o u r  quar ry  escaped. 'l'his first h iograpl iy  u f  E. B. M' l i i t r  is ;I ge11IIe 
hurt and w i l l  satisfy on ly  tliuse \zl111 likt: to  go  wa lk ing  in the e\,ening in rniddlc- 
class suhurhs in o rde r  to  peer in to  the l ighted v i indows II~ tl le i r  neigllhors. 

Granted w e  read l~ iographies f o r  a nu111l)er o f  reasons - r11r an 1iislori1:al 
persl~ecti\,e, as a social document, as est l i r t ic  cr~iticisrll. A n d  tlit:rl: is, o f  cV~ll.se, 
t l ie  v r ~ y e u r  i n  al l  v f  us. Tire trouble w i t h  this 11iug1.apliy is t l iat lack o f  a p c r s m a l  
~.esponse 111 a  write^. and his w r ~ r k s  wh i c l i  tiiust under l ie  al l  good i~ i og i~ap l i y .  One 
recalls Bowen o n  O l i \ w  \VendeI1 H(llmes, El lniann un J ~ ~ y c e ,  Bl)s\vl~!lI o n  J r~ l l n -  
son, Bolitl io's ' lhdvf !  Against the Gods. I t  is nclt a q u e s t i l ~ t ~  o i  t he  l i terary stature 
II~ B. 5. M'h i l~: .  He  is a COI~SUII~II~II~~ \\Titer. Rut surely in 400 ],age's we  c ~ l ~ l l d  1x3 
gi\,en ;I tr i f le  Inore t l ian the n i inul iae of a man \vl111, his w r i t i n g  ciside, li\d a re- 
markably u~rc \ ,en t fu l  l ife. tndet:d, LVhite's l i fe 11e1.t: h e c ~ ~ n i e s  a social d~~r :umer i t  o n  
a way of l ife not u n c ~ ~ n i m r ~ n  for  the well-to-CIII t \n le r icm ~ n ; ~ l e  v f  u u r  r:entury. 
However, that not hs ing  Elledge's intent, t l ie social ;rspet:l remains peripheral.  

E. R. White's real  h i ~ ~ g r a p l i y  is in his wr i t ing ,  in One Man'.s !Meat, Stuart l i t t le, 
Charlottek Cleb, '/'he Second Tree From !he Corner, in al l  the pieces we've read 
o \ w  t l ie  years i n  "The New Yvrker." The Elements qf Style is pa r t  o f  l i is  nleta. 
physics. 700 infrf?cpEntly in this h ~ n l i e l y  biography do w e  hear the sounr! l l f  
~:rocket.y shattered or. the strident ~ ~ \ ~ r l a y  of l iurnan xwices engaged in being 
11~1111a11. 

G o r d o n  B. Cla rk  
P e m a q u i d  

is a ietrred edifor of Kennebec 

The Maine  Massacre  1  anw will em van de Wetering 
Pnrket  Books, New York) 

W h e n  I came across a review of  The Maine Massacre h y  t he  Du tch  mystery 
w r i t e r  Janwil leln van tie Wetering, I was intr igued. I only k n e w  l i is w ~ ~ n d e r f u l  
huok  1111 Zen, The Empty  M i r ro r .  A Du tch  huddl i is t  wh11 lives in Surry,  Maine, 
w r i t i ng  ahout heinous crimes? 

Whi le l ~ r o w s i n g  in a 1x~1ksI01.e I found his tri logy, The Mind M ~ ~ r d e r s ,  a n d  set 
a weekend aside t u  read abuut murderous deeds in t l ie c i ty  of lily 11i1Tli. I was 
delighted! Few h m k s  use the A ~ ~ i s t e r d a m  I k n u w  SO we l l  as hackground. I 111ved 
running hel i ind the hattered o ld  Vulkswagen o f  the c i t ~ ,  police; e v r y  street 
name was familiar; even t l ie characters I seelned to  k n o w .  Sargranl de  Gier 
could have been modeled o n  a h igh sc l i od  f r iend u f  m ine  wl111 ~, igl i l  I~IIW is rlne 
u f  Arnsterc1a111's finest a n d  vainesl. I was h ~ ~ o k c d !  Being a D ~ ~ t c h  w m a n  w h o  
had l ived fo r  years in Maine, i t  wi is  i rnp~~ss i l i le  no t  to  go  o n  t o  The ,Maine )Mas- 
sacre. 

Suz;tnne Opdijk has reccnt ly  lust l i e r  l i us l~and .  Long-suffering, and self-cen- 
t e 1 ~ 1 ,  slie asks lirr I ~ ~ ~ u t l l e ' r .  cl i ief of t l ie i i i ~ ~ i r i c i p a l  I i u ~ l ~ i c i d e  divisivn, 111 col l ie 
111 Mctine's ( f i c l i ~ ~ ~ l a l )  Wo~~c l cock  C1run1.v l o  wt t l t?  he r  eslale. She rvants to  gu 
HOME. H e r  w h ~ ~ l t :  l i fe  in Aineric;~, decades i t  appf:ars, has heen one II~ c u l t i \ a e d  
I i~r~i iesickness: s dangcr k n o w n  111 all imtnigrants. I f  is safer to  lirrld v n  to the 
11asI l l i i ~ n  to e1111)race a 11ew COLII~~I:\'. De  Gier, plah~ing "nurse niaid" to his ai l ing 
I~IISS, follvwm I i i t i i  111 Maine. 

T l i e  ]lolicenien learn 1110re ahout C~IIR Urea i n  a few wel'ks t l l i t l l  Suzalll le has 
I~xtrnecl in years. She c11)cs nut k n o w  her  ne ig l i l x~ rs  no r  seeliis to  have noticed 
t i  i l l  i e ~ ~ t y .  Maps s l i ~ ~ w  Maine 111 lay on Spain's latitude, h ~ 1 1  w l ien  they 
a r t k :  in : l e r ~ : ~ i ~ I i e r  l l l ev  ~I~SCII\'~I. r ig l i t  away that thei r  c loth ing is p i t i fu l ly  in- 

;111equate. ' l ' l iey csnnot dr ive on snl)w and ice. The>, realize lha l  Maine has 
t:\'erytliing t l ie N e l l i e ~ ~ l i ~ n d s  docs ti111 "A  b a y  Hills. blvuntains w e n .  (;un.toters. 
(b r l~ses .  I i ~ ~ m i e f i  in ~ ~ u t d a t e r l  ~ t f i i f o r ~ ~ i s . "  They  meet :I d runken  Frencl i  Cmacliati 
\ ~ w ~ f d c ~ ~ l t t ? r ;  a (:tnt~ke?d re id cslate agent; a hs rn i i l  o n  a n  island (Manana?). They  
speak Dutc l i  to  eacli other  i n  a c l ~ l t l i i n g  store and are asked " d i ~ l  1 hear ~IILI speak 
(:. . 1'. dndc un  just now'?' T l iey a rc  hewi ldc~red IIV the red~ ind i lnc ies  o f  the Maine 
i d i v ~ i i ,  the ELIF gang, fo r  exa~i ip le.  The  ch ie i  asks dc Gier, "DII you.know wha t  
BMF st;lncls for?" "B is f11r Ixid, s i r  hl is n in lher ."  "And F'? "A f u u r  letter w ~ l r d . "  
I .  . I sen. HOW intert:sting. TO 1ia1.e in te~~cou~.se  wit11 [ l ie  11101lier WIILIICI b e  
t l ie  u l t iwate 11arl th ing to do, I suppose. . h u t  l o  name the wol.sl i n d  then to  
; ~ d d  had.  . " 

The Maine Massacre is not un ly  a vt?~?/ satisfying niystery s lvry,  i t  is ~ I S O  a 
s lu ry  ahuut ;~( l ; r l~ lat im III a foreign land. Atid, in some ways. an exlilanation of  
wl1.v a D u t c h t ~ ~ i ~ t i  IVOLI~LI 12.wil IIJ seltle here. 

Clara Sh rode r  
H a l l o w e l l  

works at Depl of Human Services 
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To Ken 1974-1980 

Under the Chrrstmas tree 
He was found 
Gaspmg, smged 
As  a scalded, unwrapped present. 
Biting flames, yeNow tongUeS 
Licking the flooring. 
Flesh stinking and charred 
The odor oppressing. 
Outside the slight, scarred bundle 
Was delivered to the trembling arms 
Of his sobbing father 
Leaning on the now splintered door. 
Townfolk gathered, curious 
Cous too numb to keep them calm. 

In school there was one 
Vacant, acned chair. 
Like a silent gong, 
The ciassroom resounded tragedy 
On empty walls. 
Children entered, re-echoing 
The hideous affair. 
Discussing Heaven, their seats pulled 
Into the Magic Circle 
Like a giant, veined halo. 
Their only concern now- 
* 'who will open our thermos bottles?" 

Carla Lake 
Auburn 

teaches kindergarten 



Car Poems 

Starting the Subaru 
at Five Below 

After 6 Maine winters and 100,000 miles, 
when we take it to be inspected 

we search for gas stations where they 
just say beep the horn and don't ask us to 

put it on the lift, exposing its soft 
rusted underbelly. Inside is the record 

of commuting: apple cores, a bag from 
McDonald's, crushed Dunkin' Donuts cups, 

a flashlight that doesn't work and one 
that does, gas receipts blurred beyond 

and turn the key. The battery cranks, 
the engine gives 2 or  3 low groans and 

starts. My God it  starts. And unlike 
my family in the house, the job I'm 

headed towards, the poems in my briefcase, 
the dreams I had last night, there is 

no question about what makes sense. 
White exhaust billowing from the tail pipe, 

heater blowing, this car is going to 
move me, it's going to take me places. 

recognition. Finger tips numb, nose 
hair frozen, I pump the accelerator 

Stuart Kestenbaum 
Portland, Maine 

staff member of Marne State Commrssioo 
on Arts and Humanitres 

'51 Ford - In Reverse 

Feel like 
I touched the moon 

And she touched me back. 
The night my brother 
brought home 
the '51 Ford: 

no sticker; 
rail lights the size of pen lights; 
interior ripped away 

ripping away 
years of memories 
opening a rusty back door 
to childhood: 

a yard full of tripods, 
and engines, and tools. 

I'm a backseat driver 
in my own dreams 
saying "turn left, turn right, 
yield. " 

In a '51 Ford with no brake,$. 
In a memory with only tail lights 
showing. 
I keep hearing fhe dream downshifting 
in10 the past. 
I keep seeing tail lights sliding 
just out of view. 

Jan Johnston 
Winthrop 

i s  the car laureate of Maine 



A Friendly Church 
Where ~ h r i s t  I s  Exalted 

I used to hitchhike a lot when I was in my late teens and going to college in a 
remote, northern spot in New England, and 1 would always curse, politely, 
people who would not stop to pick me up. Now I'm in my thirties, and I Irave a 
nice car, and I don't usually stop either. My wife dues. She still gets letters from 
a p u n g  Georgian who fell in love with her in one five-hour trip.. And she and I 
both get letters, at odd intervals from around the glohe, from a ninetcen-year- 
old woman my wife brought home for what turned nut to be a really enjoyable 
week. Still, usually, I don't stop. I've had other experiences. 

But the woman struggling through the snowdrifts - I Felt sorry foA her. The 
wind was strong across the hlueherry fields and it was snowing hard, and there 
was no town and no buildings fur shelter save a chicken farm along the liigliway. 
So I stopped. But I sort of cursed myself when I did. There was a program of 
Scottish music on the Maine Public Radio station that morning; it's nlusic and 
singing that's in my hlood, hut my wife and son, who are one-hundred percent 
and fifty percent Puerto Rican respectively, find Scottish music mournful and 
irritating, and I don't often listen to it - at least, in peace - at home. 

"Thanks awful niuch," the woman said, plunking herself into the front seat, 
huffing a little from running for the car. She pulled the hem of her long, black 
coat inside, to the floor, and slammed and locked the door. 1 winced a little. "The 
car is nearly brand-new," I tell my sun, ,and the donrs don't need slamming." 

The woman had on stretch polyester pants, with a gray and black lightning 
pattern, and a hrnwn wool hat that she was wearing low and square across her 
forehead. She looked a little like a Ukranian peasant woman, solid and red- 
cheeked, like Nina Khrushchev in lier forties maybe, although this woman was 
probably really closer to thi1.t~. But her hair was already gray, and cu~ ly ,  almost 
wild as it escaped the severe line uf her hat. 

"Oh, what lovely music," she said, "very nice. Yes, very nice. Nice car." 
"Ah," I murmured, and I pulled hack onto the slippery, snowy highway. "It's 

Scottish, it niust be Ro6ert the Sonrething's birthday today. How far are you 
going?" 

"It's very nice. It sounds Oriental." 
"Yes, that's true, I'd never thought of that. The hag pipe.^, that wailing kind of 

sound." 
Then there was an awkward silence; she drew herself back into lier coat and 

burrowed her chin down into her thick neck. There was something distinctly 
charged ahmut the silence, as if I'd made a wholly unwelcome proposition - 
which maybe I had. God knows, I'm not much different from the next man. 

But then I thought, "Oh, no, another live wire." The last woman I'd picked up 
hitchhiking had started poking me in the ribs and screaming at me when I'd 
asked her where she was going, convinced I was meaning to steal her welfare 
check once I got her to the post office. I grew wary. 

"How far are you going?' my rider startled me. 
"Bangur," I blurted out and then regretted saying it. What if she was just too 

weird and I wanted to dump her? How did I handle that one? "Well, Ellsworth 
first," 1 added. Which, in fact, I was. 

"That's how far I'm going, Bangor," she said and opened her coal. "Yes, that's 
lovely. Lovely." 

"That's sixty miles, at least," I tliought gloomily. "Huw far have ynu conre this 
morning?" 1 asked. 

She just laughed a little and settled lier chin down again. 
"Do you live in Bangor?" I asked. There was no answer. "That's pretty gutsy, to 

be hitching this morning, in this weather," I persevered. I did want to get a 
handle on who I had beside me in the car. But we rode in silence until we passed 
by a church in a little settlement in the spruces. A sign hanging from a white 
wooden arm heside the road proclaimed: "A Friendly Church Where Christ is 
Exalted. 

"I belong to the Pentecostals," my rider volunteered, still looking straight ahead 
out the windshield. "My mother's a Catholic. I used to be a Catholic. But now 
I'm Pentecostal." 

"Oh, why's that? Did you like the people better? Or the doctrine?" I'm usually 
- especially - wary, also., of horn-again Christians. But 1 did want her to talk. 
And the Scottish music had faded, and I was tense and bored with the driving. 
I wanted diversion. 

"No, no. It was the name, I liked the name. Course I still like Catliolic church. 
Igo  once in a while. Catholic church! They're just like a family, y'know. A father 
church. And a mother church. And bahy churches. Or sister churches. Or I 
suppose it's sister and brother churches, really - there's men that go to church 
too. But. . .no. Sister churches, that's really what it is. Even with the men." 

"Let me guess. The Catholic church is the nrother, right?' I laughed. 
"And the Pentecostal, thal's the father. The Baptists, they're sisters." 
"1 know a couple of Pentecostals," 1 said, "from work." 
"Pentecostals love animals," she said firmly. "Worship animals. It's a sin to kill 

animals." 

"Not the Pentecastals I knuw," I said. "In fact, one of them raises pigs." 
"Yes," was all she said. 
"So, are you vegetarian?" I asked. 
"Yes," she smiled broadly. "No." 
"Is that a joke?" I asked. "I don't understand." She dirln't answer. "But how do 

you eat meat? If it's a sin." 
"By eating the meat, you forgive the man who killed the animal, you forgive 

him his sin. And hy loving him You make i t  all right." 
"Hunh," 1 mumbled. When I mentioned this to my son later, he saw it as a "ra- 

tionalization" - he's very advanced fop twelve, my son. "Sl~e j ~ w t  wants to rat 
meat," Ire said. But I saw the sense of i t .  "So n h t  else can Pentecostals cat?" I 
asked. The road continued to he slippery and snowy; the sky looked like a ding" 
reflection of the dizzying ground. 

"Bread," she said, "it's all right to eat bread." 
"And what else? The Bihle says we dnn'l live hy hreerl alo~lc." 
"And wine. And meat - y'know, i f  an animal dies. With the wine, i t  depenrls on 

n~hat  brand you drink. You know, like ChaMees. But what I like, I like a gnod  bur^ 

gundy. You don't have a cigarette, d11 ~ I I L I ? "  . 
"No, I don't. I don't let prvple smnke in my car anyway. I used to smoke, hut 

then I gave it up, and now the smnke ~ L I S ~  makes me feel sick." 
"That's the paint. The paint they put i n  tigarettes. And the palier. It's SO thick. 

You burn that, one a day's enough That paper!" She paused and then laughed. 
"What?" I asked. hut she didn't answer right away, and I decided to 1st it dl-rip. 
"Oh, j~lst thinking ahout snmething that happened in the bar last night," she 

said. "What is it? 'I'liursday! Yup, they'll all he in the bars tonight. Drinking. 
Drinking's all right, though Wine. It's medicine." 

"Wine makes glad the hearts of men, right?" 
"Milk, that's what's had for you. Good fnr cuws. What you got to do is drink 

three or four glasses of wine, till you throw up. Get rid of all that milk. I t  comes 
right out the ends of your hair. Makes ,vour hair grow, milk. THat's ell it's good 
for. Breast-feeding. Wine is gvnd for babies. That's what I fed ittine. Wine. 
Tliey're good. I've got twn of them. Ilavid and Robin. We call him Bohhy, fc11. 

short, They're lovely. So smart. Yup. Kids art? better than their parents. Tlley 
don't make the same mistakes." 

"No, just different ones," I said. "And nut even new ones. neccssarily" 1 thought 
of my parents. And their parents and their parents. When my thoughts c~~llirled 
with Eve, and Adam, I laughed. 

"Nope. They're better. Richer anyway. Smarter." She shifted in her seat. "Mint. 
are so snlart. I just tell them all my troubles. 'l'hqv help me, they see tl~i~rgs in a 
cliffwent way." 

I tliouglrt, "Tl~at's nut fair, 111 burden a kid with your troubles." But then I 
thought of what I shared with mine. "So how old are \,our kids'?" I asked. 

"Two and one." 
"Oh, babies," l laughed. 
"Yeah. They're a blast, my kids." She shook her head. The rnad was now going 

around whipcord hends, and spruce and h~ulders  and snow were all we could 
see. "Beautiful. I'm going to have more. Not right now, tl~ougll." 

"No, that's a good idea." I felt some kind of societal responsibility to dissuade 
her. "Hard to support thenl. And they're all sorts nf wnrk, kids." I could hear 111y 
wife's tones in my words, and I was thinking of this woman and her snns. 

"NII, not mine. They're so sweet. Heavy, thouglr. I let them live with the other 
side of the family now. I was afraid I'd drop tl~enl. Their father, nr~w, lhe can pick 
them up, better than I can. I~just got terrified. I nliglit drup 'e~n,  see? But thvy 
worship me, my kids. They lnve me and I love them." 

"Was that who you were visiting Downeast'?" 1 asked; of course I felt sad. 
"You know, water, thal's bad for you too. Too I~eavy." 
I laughed. 
"Jesus had oils in his hands," she said. "He cc~uld purify the water into wine." 
"That's a pretty good chemistry trick, purifying water into wine with oil." 
"It was no trick," she said, and she fell silent. After a few miles she perked up. 

"Astrology, do you know astrology? I'm Aquarius. What are yvu?' 
"Lihra." 
"Ah, scales, an air sign, yes. Guud with music. \:cry talented. Yes. Let me see 

your fingers." I held out my right hand. "Yes," she said. My fingers were J. lardy 
yellow-white from clenching the steering wheel; 1 told myself to relax, that i t  was 
the tires, not my hands, that were going to hold the car on the road. "I can see 
you're a piano-ist," she said. "Good fingers like that. I can't play the piano, my 
fingers are too short. Oooooll, ladies play the piano, they got such Invely long 
fingers, I bet they don't even know what they got." 

"To tell you the truth," I said, "I can't even remember five notes in a row. Not 
even to whistle or  hunr." 

"I can. I'm good with clarinet. I picked i t  up, and i t  was like I already knew 
how in my fingers. Like I was horn with it." She chuckled. "Fact, 1 was born 
witl?it,. Air sign,, see?:' . . , , , , . , , .,., . . ,  , .  . . .  . ,  , . .  



"No, Aquarius is the water-bearer, you must be a water sign," I said. 
"Oh, no I'm not. I just work with the water. Carry it. But I'm air, January the 

thirteenth, that's my birthday.'' 
Then I thought of my sister. That liad been her birthday, too. Or the thirty- 

first. And she'd been an Aquarius, of course, my sister who'd been studying in 
India and hecorning a Sanskrit scholar until she died, young, of cancer. 

"My, ah, sis. . ."  
"I'm not like Cancer," the woman interrupted. "I just work with the water. 

Carry it. They live in il." There was a long silence. "Tliey all meet in Hell. Crab 
people with their claws." 

"Cancers?" 
"They're heavy people. Tlieni and Sagittarius, they meet in Hell. Make love. 

Except Canter's too heavy. Unless Cancer's a wonian. So shc can he underneath. 
Cancers. I don't like Cancers. They pick them up with their claws, cr:ush them 
Then tliey send them hack lo earth." 

"Other people, you mean?" 
"Cancers and Sagittarius. He likes liiurder in the niglit-time. Slie likes i t  in the 

day. Murder with knives. In the day and in tlie night." 
I knew she wasn't talking ahout us, and in fact fear wasn't niy first reaction - 

llut suddenly 1 was afraid. I'd had a knife pulled on nle once hefore, when I'd 
heen hitclil~iking, and had to jump out of a moving cat.. I looked across at the 
red and hlue canvas hag that slie liad kept between her knees. But she kept on 
looking straight ahead. 

"Astrology. I'm just learning all this stuff. Chess. Cards. Cards is all astrologv." 
"Huw's that? With the different suits, you mean?" 
"No, no. I don't know. Chess. You know. Those are all tlie games astrologers say 

they play. This is a nice little car. What is this, a SuRaru:' Tlial's nice little car, a 
Suharu. My cousins have one. Four-wheel drive. They go skiing up in the n~oun- 
tains all the time. My mother's got a Mustang. Me, 1 like little cars more. ~ o ( ~ d  
for the city." 

"Yeali, they're easier to park and they're cheaper." 
"No, my inother don't have to worry I'd steal lier car. Slie could leave the keys 

right in i t ,  I dm't even want it. 1 used to have a car.. But I lent it to a friend. And 
the transniission came up into the hack seat. Course lie didn't know. He asked 
could he horrow the car. And I said yes, I didn't know. I knew lie was a good 
driver.." 

"Did he take off too fast? Or hit a hump or  something?' 
"No. Course he didn't know. Just sat down. He didn't know tlie flnvr wouldn't 

Iwld him. It's in the shop still. I rust dun't have tlie money lo get i t  out. Wllcn I 
do, I'II get 11iy car hack again. It's a n  Opel:' 

"A friend of mine had an Opel, and she loved it. She said you c ~ ~ o l d  drive five 
hundred miles in a day and still he comfortable. But her son wrecked i t .  He took 
the car, he was fifteen, and lie went drinking with some friends, and they went 
nff the road at nearly a hundred miles an hour." 

"Yes, there are sonie people 1mie tlie speed limit. Other people drive fast. That's 
their limit, I guess. You, I can tell you drive fast." 

"Not me," I laughed. "My wife does, though. Eiglity or ninety, that's how fast 
she likes lo go." 

'My rnullier, she drives twelves miles an hmtr. And that's best for lier. Course 
she's got that big car. On these little roads." 

"So it's your mother who lives Downeasl?" I guessed. 
"Yes." Slie chuckled and tlien was silent. 
"So, how WEIS yuur visit? Was lier house warm enough? It's heen pretty cold 

all this past week." 
,'Oh, yes, it's all new. New electric heat. With thernioslats. One in every ron111. 

My mother. She's either always cmlplaining ahout tlie cold. Or about tlie heal, 
vuu knnw, tliat 1 left i t  on. I can't keep up with my niother. 1 love her. But I can't 
keep up with h e r  Aren't the trees pretty, all tliat snow on the branches? She's 
got a beautiful ceramic Christmas tree lovks like that. I'd love 111 have that. Little 
hulhs, you know, pretty. I'd ask her for that tree. Next Cliristnlas." 

"Ymt'd better tie a knot in your Cl~ristmas stocking. Or you nlight forget. Or she 
niight. She niight not even know you want i t ,  unless you ask." 

'W11, she knows. I've heen asking for that tree fur years." She stopped talking 
for a minute. "If I get a lovely house, I'II ask her to cmie live with me. Just so I 
can have illat tree." 

"You must love it," I teased. "I thought you couldn't stand living with her." 
"Oh. I can if I'm the buss. I've go1 lo he the boss. I can't live with lier except in 

my house, where I'm the boss. My parents, I tell ycm. One ofthem sweats you 
right to death, the otlier leaves you so lonesome you could cry." 

"&I your nlotlier and father hoth live Downeasl?' 
"Oh, no. She's got a lovely hushand. They do everything together. Have fun. 

They'll live a long time." 
"So wherc does your father live?" I asked. 
"Oh. Yeali." She hummed a little. "He's a Cancer, y'know." Her eyes fixaled on 

a car coming tuward us in [lie other lane, hoth cars trying to keep one set of 
wheels on the clearer pavement in the middle. "Yup, in~ooh, we almost made love 
with that car." 

I unclenched nly hands. "Luve at forty miles an liuur isn't much fun, tll~ugh," I 
quipped. Again that ~uicomfortahly charged silence fell. "Whal exactly In hell are 

you trying to provoke here?" I thought to myself. And I concentrated on my 
driving. 

"Yes, my mother," she laughed, "she doesn't need me, she's got lots of friends." 
"Does she sa i  that to you? I mean, you can have lots of friends and still really 

need your family." I thought of my sister's bedside and the people she'd been 
with till the end. 

"No, she doesn't say that." 
Wedrove on in silence and negotiated five or six sharp turns along the shores 

of a small houlder-littered lake. 
"Yes. Children, they cry for their mothers," she said. 
I drove around another turn before saying, "And mothers sometinies cry fc~r 

their children." 
"Not me. No. Mine are so sniart. I love 'en1,They got my eyes. Lovely eyes. 

Dark-brown. And n y  niotlier's hair. Raven-black. And long and curly." 
"Where do they live?" l asked. I t  was true; her eyes were dark-hrown. But I 

couldn't see whether tliey were lovely - tliey were still looking straight ahead. 
"In New Hanipshire," she said. "I told you tliat. With the otlier side of the fam- 

ily. I got a girlfriend down there I stay with." 
"And you liitclihiked all the way up here from New Hampshire'? In this kind 

of weather?' 
"No, I took a bus," slie explained. "I'd boy tliat tree from my mother. But it  

took all my ilioney to get up here. It's either take a bus up here. Or take one 
hack. It's either one way or the otlier. It doesn't make much difference." She 
was quiet. We were coming into snlall tuwns along the highway: Ellsworth was 
only a few miles ahead. "1'11 ha1.e to get a joh, I suppose. Factory work. I like 
factory work, it's nice. It's good work." 

"Listen," 1 said, "I'm going to have to let you out pretty soon. Do you know that 
corner, that Bar Harhor corner with that great, big American flag in Ellswortli, 
at the Ford dealer's. I'nl going to have to let you out there. I'm going the otlier 
way,, to the Suharu dealer's, It'll he a couple of hours, for a tune-up." 

"Oh, that's all right," she said, "it's heen lovely." She started shifting around in 
her seat, getting ready. "You have any change for some coffee?' 

"Just those pennies on the dash there. There must he enough there. That's all 
the change I've gvt. Or small hills. My kid cleaned me out for his school luncll 
this morning." I thought: "Why not give lier the twenty?" But surnething stopped 
me. 

"No, then, I'll just spend the last of mine." Slie opened her l~lue and red hag. I 
could see a lialf-eaten hag of potato chips on top. I didn't look any more, "I spent 
almost all I got left on wine last night," she said. 

"Well, it's medicine," I laughed. "The Pentecustals I know drank so n~uch medi- 
cine before they joined tlie church tliat it nearly killed them..So they gave that 
up, and cigarettes, and swearing too. But not meat." 

"Boy, the heat in here." Slie reopened lier coat and sighed heavily. "Cook vou 
right to death. Oh, Iwk, that's lovely. There's a McDonald's. 1 can get niy coffee 
right there." 

I stopped at the red light, across the street f ron~ the huge flag, which was bil- 
lowing out at least twenty feet in the snowy wind. 

"l.ovely," she said, and she pullcd her coat tight again and picked tier hag up  
into lier lap. For tlie first time I !noticed lier hoots were on t l i i  wrong feet. She 
opened the door. "Thanks now," she said, and she pushed herself off the seat and 
out of the car. 

"Take care," I calleclout. 
Slie leaned hack in. "And may God hless you," she said slowly, firmly. Her 

hruwn eyes seemed to focus right through me, and I still couldn't tell if they were 
lovely. Slie slammed tlic door hard, and then pushed against i t  with her hip a 
little. 

Slie crossed the street against the red light and tried, without success, to climb 
over the snowbank to tlie sidewalk. The stream of traffic slowed, then crept 
along hehind her as slie turned and walked down the middle of the lane toward 
McDonald's. A hig, yellow backhoe was parked in the middle of tlie road, digging 
a hole and blocking traffic from passing around her. A pump was Matting away 
heslde the hole and ~iiutldy water, mixed with snow, was running deep along 
the curb to-a storm drain. She gathered up her coat and her hag and splashed 
along in her hlack, plastic boots. I could see her lips moving as she talked to 
herself. Slie turned and walked up the McDonald's driveway, and the cars started 
lo speed up and pull on past. She pulled open the heavy, shiny door, and, heliind 
the tinted hrown glass, she disappeared. 

William L o v e  
L u b e c  



A Children's Story. . . 
Your Word Against Mine 

In Digglespoon County one summer morning a trader wit11 a turban and a pop- 
corn laugh came driving his cowcart up the lane. He was eating hlack pickles 
dipped in salt, so even the crows knew lie was up to no good. 

(Two crows take offfrom carrion-eating at the side of the road and,fly to a 
tree limb. They follow along in the distance through the whole story. 

The trader is bullyish-looking, with a bristk hlack heard, flambqvant knee 
boots and a gruff voice. He wears a knife in his helt, and a comb in the folds 
of his turban. 

In his cart, pulled by a swayback cow, are many things, including a racked 
old bulletin board on legs, a hlunderhuss, a waste barrel strapped to one 
side. A crude sign on the cart says: 

your word against mine 

no refunds all sales ,finall 

At a crossroads sclioolhouse, he met a serious young schoolteacher holding 
a fine old book of plays for the theater. The book was hound in dark red leather 
and tlie edges of the pages shone gold in the sunlight. 

"Hullo, my educated young friend!" hailed the trader gruffly, eyeing the book 
through narrowed lids. "Perhaps you would like to have a nice bulletin hoard for 
your eager young students yonder'?" 

"Oh, indeed I would," answered the scIioo1teacl1e1- politely, "hut alas, tlie sc11ool~ 
has no money for such things. The parents will buy only chalk and coal for the 
stove, and not enough of tliat." 

"Perhaps you have something you would like to trade'?" g~'owlecl tlie trader in 
a voice like boards being pried up. "Some old. . .book, pcrliaps?" 

"Oh, not my beloved Shakespeare plays!" 
"But you've read them already?' 
"Well. . .yes, hut-" 
"You would eat your dinner twice?" 
"But. . .no, but-" 
"My horse (sic1 is impatient to be off," grumped the trader. "I'm offering you a 

fine bulletin board for a single dusty, musty old book, hut mayhe you think you 
can do better elsewhere. . . ," and, so saying, he lifted his wliip- 

"All right!" cried the schoolteacher hurriedly. "Here's the hook, though it hurts 
me deeply lo part with it. I'm only doing this for my students. Now, if you'd 
please put the bulletin board riglit over tliere by tlie schoolhouse door. . . " 

"With pleasure!" laughed the trader like popcorn crackling over a hot fire, and 
reached behind himself in the cart, pulled out a terrifying-looking blunderbuss 
and fired it straight at the scl~ooll~ouse wall. BULOOM!! 

"There's your. . .bullet in hoard! 4nd no charge for delivery!" laughed tlie 
trader cruelly, and with a crack of his whip lie clattered away from the poor 
dumbfounded schoolteacher. 

A little way down the road the trader came upon another young man, an actor 
with wild tangled hair and bow legs. He was standing on a slump waving his 
arms like long banners and speaking in a loud voice to an audience of fat pup- 
pies in a basket below him. One of them kept barking at the young man as if the 
pup were either near-sighted or had no love of the thcater. 

"Hullo, nly dramatic young friend!" called the trader, stopping beside the 
stump. "What play are you rehearsing?' 

"Oh, none, I fear," answered the young man sadly, his limbs held aloft still like 
<hose of an oak in winter. "'l'he people of the county rvlll pay unly to see jugglers 
and tumblers and buglers and jesters and wrestlers. They want only to laugh 
and are afraid to go to a real play where they might feel sadness, or hope, or 
fear." 

"You would like a good part, tlim?" rasped the trader softly. And as lie spoke, 
lie tenderly caressed tlie book of plays on his knee. 
' "Are those Shakespeare plays?" asked the fellow, suddenly excitecl. "Do you 
have a company of actors?" 

"I have. . .my own company," replied tlie trader with a secret smile, "and 
these are indeed Shakespeare plays. Would you like a good part? Have you any- 
thing to trade?" 

"Oh, I would give anything for a part, hut I Iiave nothing hut these puppies," 
sighed tlie actor, "and they are also my unly audience." 

"Perhaps, if you traded them for a good part, you would be able to find a new 
audience," said the trader, liis eyes narrowing and his hand reaching for the 
whip. "But my liorse is eager to be going-" 

"No, wait!" cried the actor, sweeping up the basket with both hands. "Here, 
take the puppies. Oh, I absolutely must have a good part.. . . " 

"And a good part you shall have!" cackled tlie trader like popcorn in a covered 
skillet. With which lie pulled a rnugh wooden conih from his turban and attacked 
tlie actor's wild hair, yanking tliis way and that until he had made a straight part 
down the middle of his head. Then, even before tlie fellow could protest, the 
cowcart was rumbling far up the lane. 

Around a turn in the road, the trader approached a little girl sucking her 
knuckle and driving a flock of ducks, geese and chickens. 

"Hullo, my thirsty young friend!" spoke the trader in a voice like a quill pen 
scratching paper. "Where are you going with so many dugs?" 

"But, misser, 'ese are not dogs," answered the girl before removing her knuckle 
from her n~outli. 

"But they're wagging their tails," said tlie trader, quietly taking one of the pup- 
pies onto his lap. "Can they run after a ball?' 

"No," said the little girl. 
"Well, can they do any tricks?" 
She shook lier head slowly. 
"Surely you can play with tliehi on a lonely morning such as this'?" 
The girl only looked yearningly at the puppy on the trader's lap as it wagged its 

tail and pawed at a fold in his trousers. 
"How would you like," whispered tlie trader suddml,~,  anrl putting his finger 

in the puppy's mouth for a playful chew, "the pick of tlie litlcr?" 
The little girl's eyes widened. 
"Do you have something to trade?" 
"Nothing. . .of my own"  she replied, downcast. 
The trader gave his knuckle to tlie puppy lo chew. "A clng will live longer than 

any old bird. . .and you can give it a nape, and call it. . .and l!old it." 
The little girl looked longingly into the basket at the other puppies. 
"Tell you what: I'll give you the pick of tlie litter fur those dirty old hilrls 

there. Mind you: pick of the litter." 
The,little girl liesitatt:d, turned away, then lookecl from the flocks tv tlie basket 

and back. Suddenly as she saw the trader reaching for his whip, she handed 
him lier slender as11 driving stick. In nu time at all, lie had swe]~t up all the birds 
into a large canvas bag, which he threw roughly onto the cowcart. Then, look- 
ing at the litile girl througli eyes no wider than the edge of a penny, he growled: 
"So you want the pick of tlie litter now, el>? And with that, Ile pulled out liis 
knife, cut the rope holding a wooden liogsl~eatl to the cart, anrl spilled its con- 
tents of garhage and trasl~ all over thc road at the little girl's feet. 

"Pick of the litter! Ha-ha! Ha-Ila-ha!" he laughed like popcorn exploding in an 
upen fire. And as the little girl hegan subbing, he wasaway C I C I W I ~  tlie road like a 
whirlwind chasing a pig across a paslure. 

It was not long before he came to a miller p~~lling a handcart loaded with ;I 

heavy turbine w11eeI. The man was sweating so much lie was cursing, and 
cursing so n~ucli lie was sweating. 

"Hullo, my tired good friend!" called the trader, stopping. "Is s~~melhing 
wrung?" 

"Is snow white'! Is yesterday gone? Oh, yuu sce hefore you a miller gruund 
down to dust finer than frum the finest millstune. There is no rai~i, and sv nu 
water to turn my turbine, which is broken anyway, and now my hack is nearly 
broken. Oh, what 1 would not give to he a farmer riglit nnw, to he always in the 
fresh air, ancl just resting while the corn grew." 

"A farmer, eh? said tlie trader, ancl gave the hag nf hirtls a kick so that tllc air 
was filled with honks, quacks and clucks. 

"What have ?.ou there?" asked the miller, liis face hrigl~tening. 
"Some. . .flocks, I suspect," replied the trader t h ~ ~ u g l i  a smile tllat could have 

cut hard cheese. 
"TI] sell'?'' asked the miller 
"Or trade. Say, tliat wheel of yours might be worth a little for junk." And once 

again his hoot jerked and the bag fluttered and made the suunds the miller found 
so pleasant. "What say," tlle trader continued i n  a vuice keen and shiny, "we swap 
flocks for turbine? A straight trade." 

"Rut my wheel is hruken. I t  is not fair to you-" 
"Never mind. I can make gond use of i t  jt~st as it is. But the sun gruws high anrl 

my liorse hegins to long for some noun shade-" 
"Oh, yes, yes, of cuurse. 011, certainly, let us trade then Hcre, let me lie my 

turbine cart to the hack of your wagon." 
"Good. And let me give to you," Iiuwled the trader, springing suddenly down 

to tlie side of the road where lie swiftly galhcrerl s e v e ~ d  l~andsful I J ~  purple 
flowers, "your flox!" 'l'lien as lie whipped his cuw down the ruad, the s ~ ~ u n d  of 
his laugliter ricocheted like popcorn in a large tin pol. 

Over the next hill, the trader found a farmer standing with his work liorse at 
the edge of his field. While t11c horse stretched his neck tu nibble a clump of 
lupine, tlie farmer was examining his hroken plow 

"Hullo, my soldicr of the sod!" cried the trader. "Have you fuund misfortune, 
or has she found you'?'' 

"Oh, I am surely ruined," answered tlie farmer, ,'for this is the tlii~.cl pluw I 
have hruken tliis spring, and it is well past planting time. I shall new1 get my seed 
into the ground in time to harvest it in the fall. What I wouldn't give to he n miller 
right now, napping in the cool hasenlent of my mill while the corn grew." 

"A miller, ell?' remarked the trader, giving a slow sidelong glance at tlie turhine 



b e h i n d  him. "Mayhe I can he lp  you .  D o  y o u  l iave a st ream nearby? 
"In fact, I do." 

"One t l iat r u n s  even in t l ie  dry season'? 
"Even so. I watered  my horse t l i e re  this very  morn ing . "  
"Then i t  w c ~ u l d  seem," said the  trader, and  l i is  eyes g lowed w i t h  a faint green 

fire, "that y o u  lack on ly  a tu rb ine .  What  will y o u  swap fur mine?" 
"I l iave on ly  this 1i01.s~ w i t h  w l i i c l l  I fa r~ i i . "  
"As a mil ler,  y o u  w d d  not  farm, o r  need t l ie  I ~o rse ,  any l~lngel ' ."  
"Why ,  y i ~ u  are r igh t  ahout  t l iat!  And as a mi l ler ,  I w u u l d  stil l have t ime t o  get 

ready f l ~ r  the  farmers' harvest." A t  this, t he  man  hegan 111 dance a l i t t le  j ig f o r  

joy. 
"So i t  is a dcal, .then," c rowed  t l ie  t r a t l r r  t h t ~ ~ u g l ~  a smile that  cou ld  f~.eezt? 

h l o d  o n  a summer  day, "your  l i i i rse in exr:hange f u r  n l y  turhine." 
"Agrt:ed. He1.e~ let m e  h i t ch  m y  110rse LIP 111 IJUII y o u r  car t . "  Ant1 together they 

r c ~ i i i ~ v e d  t l i u  I r a ~ l e r ' s  (:OW fro111 the  l l a r n i ? ~ ~  and  t ied h e r  v n  he l i ind  and  p u t  the 
h u ~ x ?  in h e r  p l i ~ c t .  On l y  then  d i d  t l i e  f a rmer  suddenly see h is  p rec l i ca~ i~ent :  "Rut 
I~IIW sliall I r i i ~ w e  111v nc:w tur l i i r ic  to t l i e  sireani'? I t  is SIJ 111x\~y." 

"What'? Rea\lyY" crackled the  trader, unwinding the c loth Crotii d r u ~ ~ t i d  h is  
I ~ e a d .  "Surely y o u  can  l i f t  this t u r l i an  w i l h  on ly  one hand!" W i t h  w l i i c h  he  I iu r led  
the  l in i l i  niaterial  t o  the fat?tic~.'s feet and, laugl i ing l ihc pUpcl1l.n 11,ying to flnt! 
i ts ho t  oil, h e  t runr l l cd  ;r\&,;iy U ~ J  the r r ~ a d  u u t  o f  sight. 

N < J ~  fa r  I ~ r y i i n c l  t l i t : next hend,  t l ie  t rader fuund a captai l l  o f  the guards lwting 
it1 the  slli&! o r  ill1 ~ \ ~ e r h a ~ i g i l l g  tree. W h e n  he  saw the trader's 11eW 110rse, the  
captain leaped t o  h is  feet anrl  pu l led  o f f  l i is great fur l is t  in ;I gesture u f  greeting. 

"I ful lo, nib, enem>, o f  m y  enen~ies!" countered  the trader. "I can see i n  you!. 
eagerness that y i~u  want  something I Ilave." 

" Y ~ I  [nust he  ;I @ I U ~  I ra r lep  fm. y o u  arc curl-ect," r,hsel.\~erI t l l c  captain. "1 am 
t rax~el ing thr countrys ide t o  I~LI>, I i ~ r s e s  fOr IIIP a1.111y. 

" A n d  ~ I J L I  need jusl such as I have'? suggested the  t rader.  
"Just sucli." 
"Perhaps I can rlo even he t te r  f u r  you.  W o u l d  y o u  l i ke  a .  . p a i f ? "  And as he  

spuke, the  t rador ti lade o f  h is  y e s  t w o  hut tonl i r~ les.  
' D o  y ~ u  Ii;n,e a pai r ,  then?" asked t l i r  captain, g row ing  excited. 
"W i th i n  easy reach," repl ied t l i e  t rader in a voice l i ke  h m e s  cracking. 
"Then w l ia t  do  y o u  ask in re tu rn?  T h e  Queen's a r m y  w i l l  pay fair ly." 
"Only the  captain's rut. Ii ; i t ,  w h i c h  I fancy," said the  traclcr. 
"I t  is as g ~ ~ o d  as dune. HPIY is t l i e  l iat.  NO\\, SIIIIW tile this fine, f ine pail.." 
"Wit1111ut delay!" shouted t l i e   trade^', and, cu r l i ng  hack l i is wh ip ,  h e  sent i t  

soa l~p ing  i n to  t l ~ r  tree I i ~ .a~ i c l i  d i rect ly  aliu\,e the  captain's head. Out  fe l l  a r i pe  
vel low teardrop-s l ia l~ rd  f ru i t :  "Your fine, f ine pear, C ~ ~ n l m a n d e r !  Ha-ha! Git up 
there! Ha-lia-ha!" l i e  c r i t x l  ilnd l augh td  w i t h  the suund o f  pupcol.n spi t t ing luurl ly 
inside ;I 1i11llc~w csu ld run .  A n d  he fu re  the  captain could r ecwer ,  t h r  t rader had 
disappeared u p  t l ie  ruad  in a c loud  o f  dust .  

On l y  a mi le  f u r t he r  on, l i e  s lvppcd ;~hrul~lly w h e n  l i e  encountered ;I heaut i fu l  
t ~ l d  w o m a n  in a small d a r k  \VIJIKI. She was wear ing  a grass-green rol ie, a n  w a n g e  
hat and h a d  a mule on h e r  cheek. Rut wha t  caught the  trader's grt!ody eye was a 
g i~ rgeuus  ant ique emerelr l  ring w h i c h  sparkled l i ke  a green star u p o n  h e r  f inger .  

"Hullo, iny lady u f  t l ic  Iea\,es," said the t rader in a voice f i r  t l i e  first t ime quiet. 
"m w l i o n i  have I the pleasure o f  speaking?" 

T h e  wounan sni i led sweetly. "S<~nle have called m e  Often. S I J I ~ ~  l iave died m e  
Seldom. S o n ~ c  have even called t i le Never. YIILI may  call m e .  . W h i c h .  . .ever  yo11 
please. May  I he lp  y ~ u  in any way?' 

T h e  t rader had never seen any th i ng  so heaut i fu l  - o r  valuatile - as the bril- 
l iant gem in h e r  ring. His qves g r e w  as st i l l  as snakes. "I 'm jusl ;I p o o r  I rader,  Yuur  
Wo~.ship, travel ing here  and  there, t l y i n g  to make  IJLI~ as liest I can. . . .You  don' t  
nned a .  . .IIIJU~ o f  111;1.vs, ~~c~ l i aps ' ! "  

'l'lie wom;ln giggled at t l ie  t rader  in a w a y  that made h i m  hegin t o  gl 'ow ner-  
,~lllls. 

" ~ n y l i e  y m i d  I ikp a nice f u r  II;I~Y Tl iere's always a w i n t e r  chming  sornetirnt?. 
A n d  1 Iia\,e s i~ni t :  cute l i t t le  pu l~p ies .  Wit11 the  f o r  st i l l  011 t l i en . "  

Yet t l i t : \ vwnan just smiled anrl  said noth ing.  
"I see y~ iu ' r r :  a l ~ ~ n e  way  c~ut l iere w i t h i ~ u l  a cnrt.iagt?. Perliaps y11u need a h r~ rse?  

I've a f ine fast Arabian I ' l l  t rade." 
"Wl iat  w o u l d  y u  wan t  in retu~,n'?" asked t l i r  w o m a n  su f t l y  l i ~~ ld ing  the 

~ ? ~ i ~ e r a l c I  1111 10 a t iny shaft u l  light that fell thl-uugh the  le;i\~:s aho\,e. 
"Well, s~:oing as y o u  d o d l  appear 111 have ;~ny t l i i ng  else, I guess r r l  h a v r  trl 

settle f ( ~ r  tl iat o l d  . .chil, of r ock  1111 y ~ u r  f inger  there. I mean I 'd  tiever w r a r  
sucl i  a thing, h u t  since it 's a l ~ o u l  all y i l u  havc-" 

"Yvu  do  l i ke  t i iy tmierald ring. W h y ,  h o w  nicc," said the  wonian,  "hut  really, 
1 t h i nk  it 's w o v t h  m o r e  than that o l d  p l i ~ r v  l i ~ ~ r s e ,  don't  you'?" 
I'll givt: >,ou these pul1pies as well ,  then, and  tllr: hasket f l r r    lo thing." 
T h e  w m l a n  luoked fmid ly  at her. ring. "Oh, I don' t  k n o w  I 've had i t  so illng, 

I've grnwn k i n d  I J ~  attached t o  it, ~ I J U  see." 
"You can have these f ine f lc~cks o f  l i i rds, t h m .  A n d  t l ie  hat. A n d  thr t i c ~ i ~ k  of 

plays ;IS  ell." T l i e  trader's eyes h a d  hccnme r ig id ly  f ixed on the  shin ing .ring. 
"It was my niot l ier 's ring h e f l ~ r e  that, y o u  understand-" 
"Take the  tur l i ine,  too, then, and  t l ie  I ~ u l l e t i n  bvard .  A n d  the  gun." 
"Rut w l ia t  w o u l d  I ever want  w i t h  an  ugly gun? Why,  I'll het  it 's already heen 

f i l w . "  

Mount Waldo (10) 

(from the series) 

This music has measures that are miles wide. 
A rest may last a century. 
A mountain is a note. 
Its black circle comes from nowhere 
to break the white and endless paper 
that Is space with an 
outline that does not quiver. 
Something this certain defies 
narrative completely. 
When other contours appear, 
The connection is tenuous 
thus difficult to hear. 
Young mountains fly their peaks like pennants, 
white triangles snapping the blue air 
with shot. 
The old exist next to nothing 
without remark. 
They have long ago lost their native language. 
Their history is ice, 
gone so far north that now 
it is visible only from great height. 
Within this silence each object preserves coherence, 
a form that burns words away like string. 

Charles Weld 
Whitney Point, N.Y. 
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T h e  t rader suddenly stood up and  hegan pleading. "Well, what  do  y o u  want ,  
then, p r a y  tell? I 've offered v o u  evervt l l ing exceDt the  car t  and the  c i l w  ,, 

T h e  w u m a n  smiled. "TI10se. LOO. T h e  Cart w o u l d  h e  nice, if i~nl?, t o  ca r r y  every. 
thing else in.'' 

T h c  t rader appearerl ready t o  cxpl l lde and  collapse at t l ie  sarlie tirnc. H e  l ~ ~ o k e d  
at al l  he  had ~~Clerer l ,  that h e  had swindled f r o m  others. T l l en  h e  gazed at t l ie  
ring once mure.  I t  seen~ed larger than ever. I t  s l i m e  l i ke  a min ia tu re  sun. ,%brupt- 
I),, l ie  jumped d o w n  f r o m  t l i e  cart.  "'l'hcre, take i t !  Take i t  all! I t 's yours!  ~ t ' s  
w o r t h  i t !  N o w  give m e  m y  heaot i fu l  emerald r ing!"  

" W h y  certainly," answcred the  l l l d  wuman,  almost whispering. A n d  she 
reached inside h e r  rohe  and  d r e w  IJUI a sn~a l l  wooden hox. F rom the  h11x she took 
a t iny rus ty  c i rc le o f  i r u t i  and held il IJU~ 11, the  trade^.. 

"What  is this?" he  cried, shaking. "That's nc1t an  emerald ring!" 
"Why,  w l ia lever  ~ I J  y o u  mean? HIJW can y o u  say sucl i  a thing:/ WIi,,,, you ' l l  

sce i t  is just l ike t l ie  ~ l l i c r  m e .  In fact, I 've ;r I Y ~ I I J ~ ~ I ~ ~ x ~ ~ I  just alike. Here, look i n -  
side." 

A n d  s l i ~ w l y  she t u rned  t l ia  b ~ k  i1r11~1ncI SO the t rader c i ~ u l d  see ;I doz rn  rus ty  
i r o n  r ings inside. 

"Sec, m y  quick-wi t ted fello\v: 'en1 are  o ld  rings!" 

Whe last two  pages - upemhook st-vle - are sirnplv an  illustration: the long 
road  hack past a l l  who were swindlrd, wi th the o l d  woman j11s1 finishing 
return ing to each that which he o r  she lost. Back in th r  woods, the t r i i d r r  sits 
dazed a n d  empt.v-handed, wi th the crows on  a limb overhead) 

Bernard Huebner 
Skowhegan 
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Review 

KAISA KILPONEN I Rebecca Curnmings 
Olvailable, 1985) Winner of the 1984 Fiction Chapbonk Comperirion sponsored by 
the Maine State Commission on the Arts and rhe Humanities 

As D. H. Lawrence and William Carlos Williams have informed us, 
there is a "spirit of place." Behind most literature there is a land- 
scape, partly idealized, perhaps, upon which the human figure acts 
out a part of its life. That place may he an outer place or  a place that is 
within the person herself. And often an interior place, formed out of 
dream and fantasy and intense imagination, finds its counterpart in 
a physical landscape. Many of our best American women writers 
have written out of this perspective, notably Elizabeth Bishop, Willa 
Cather, and Sarah Orne dewett. 

Like Cather and Jewett before her, Rehecca Cummings' two short 
stories in Kaisa Kilponen enhance the place and the conditions by 
which we live and define ourselves. Cummings also asks some large 
questions in her work. Both "The Legacy" and "Berrying" consider 
the issue of how long it might take a people living in America, and 
recently immigrated in the early twentieth century, to be at home 
in their new landscape. Cummings wonders how close you need to 
get to the mainstream culture, how long you must live in one place, 
how much daring and risk it takes in order to maintain your in- 
dividuality and to assume new roots in the adopted culture. 

In "The Legacy," Kaisa Kilponen and her husband Matti surrender 
their Finnish citizenship hut retain their "good name" Kilponen the 
day Matti becomes an American citizen. Largely due to his wife's dis- 
approval, Matti rejects the suggestion to change his name to Matt 
Kilton, *name that would 'assure Matti's easy assimilation into the 
culture of this magnificent free country.' Like Cather's Antonia 
Shimerda in My Antonia, Kaisa is a defiant, energetic, hard working 
woman, nostalgic for her homeland. We are meeting a woman in the 
first painful stages of exile and immigration, at the turning point of 
acceptance and accommodation. 

It is worth recalling here that few women ever welcomed the up. 
rooting of home and family to make the move westward. That was 

The Wedding 
f ~ d t  from the prizewinning chapbook, Kaisa Kilponen) 

1916 
After Komia Nestori came for Lena Hakola, the house was strangely quiet. 

Kaisa Kilponen recovered from her misadventure with the hull more quickly 
than one would have expected and was soon up and about, hut the days were 
long as she settled listlessly into her old routine. Even the brightness of autumn 
went with Lena, and already in early November, the earth was frozen and hol- 
low-sounding underfoot. 

Kaisa, clutching the thick collar of her heavy black coat, scuttled a step or two 
ahead of her husband. The fire in the cliurch that Sunday morning had been 
started late, and its warmth never reached beyond the front pews. Kaisa was 
chilled through and through. Now she couldn't walk fast enough. All she could 
think about was getting home and building up the fires in her own kitchen 
and sitting room. Gravel crunched under her hard shoes. The sunwas thin in a 
cold November sky. 

A spindly red geranium un the front windowsill of the kitchen quivered. 
Woo-" Kaisa sighed as the heat from the cook stove at last penetrated the back 
of her plain dark skirt. "It's already winter. And only Novmmber." At last the 
scent of strong coffee bubbling warmed her enough so that she could once 
again think about the good news. 

Erkki and Mari Seilonen's oldest daughter Este was to he married to Lauri 
Marttinen, just six weeks from this very Sunday And Lauri, being at least ten 
vears older than Este and a steady, hard worker, had already put enough aside 
to buy a farm where he and his hride would set up housekeeping. What es- 
pecially excited Kaisa was that this farm was on the very road on which she and 
Matti lived, just beyond George Pottle's. For years the house had s twd empty. 
But now it would be the home of neighbors. Finnish neighbors. 

"imagine!" Kaisa said to her husband as she fanned the back of her skirt in 
front of the open oven door. "Este and Lauri. It will be like having relatives close- 
bv." And after a long moment's thought, she added, "And don't you suppose that 

generally the choice of men, and the women followed, doing their 
best for the sake of affection, hut too often in hearsickness and 
weariness. The tension in these stories, therefore, is not so much in 
Cummings' thin and often predictable plot hut in the change of atti- 
tude experienced by the central character, Kaisa. 

The location of these stories, which 1 suspect to be Maine with its 
blueberry fields, references to Yankees, alder copses, elm-lined 
streets, and the granite quarries at the coast, invades the spirit of the 
characters and the action. Basically conservative in the way that 
Sarah Orne Jewett's characters of Dunnet Landing in The Cnuntr.~ of 
the Pointed Firs are quick to gossip and find fault with their neigh- 
bors, this tendency in Cummings' work allows Kaisa to discover her- 
self by humping up against the anxieties of a new landscape and a 
new culture. Her conservatism does not let her see the advantages of 
citizenship except as a denial of her past and does not let her con- 
sider the strengths in Lena's character because she had already 
dismissed her as immoral for living out of wedlock with a man. Like 
Jewett, Cummings relies on a series of loosely connected sketches 
to achieve a structure independent nf a tightly developed plot, or  so 
it seems from the two chapters of the longer work included in the 
chapbook. As an American realist, Curnoiings impels us to look at the 
structure in terms of place, of identity, and of a search for some- 
thing. 

Placing the main character in her own backyard and forcing her 
to co,me to terms with herself, Cummings contrives an accident 
which finally brings Kaisa to her "senses." Slowly through her re- 
cuperation from an encounter with a hull in her neighbor's pasture, 
Kaisa's vision of herself, Matti, Lena, and the interior landscape of 
her house'widens and moves beyond convention. In the process of 
recuperation, she discovers new values both in the possihilities of 
her new country and in the lives of women. 

Kathleen Lignell 
Stocktoo Springs 

Works at Sea Grant, UMO 

next year there might not he a little one? And when lie's big enough, he'll come 
here to visit. I'll pour coffee for him. Just a little. With plenty of milk. And give 
him nisu. Or a cracker. Do you remember those two tiny cups Hilja Kylliinen 
gave me? 1'11 use those. And he'll think those cups are just for him. What do you ' 

suppose they'll name hinl?" Kaisa bustled to the pantry for two white mugs. 
"Erkki probably. Just like his grandfather." 

"Woman! Lauri and Este aren't even married, and already you've named their 
first so~i!" Matti shouted, feigning annoyance so that the dog named Karliu, whn 
drowsed in the comer, raised his head to look. 

"Let's have a little something to eat and go t11 the Seilonen's this af ternom" 
Kaisa suggested. "We haven't heen to visit fur a long while. And then we can find 
out more about this wedding." 

"On such a cold day?" 
"It's not so cold." 
"You complained all the way to church." 
"That was earlier. It's much warmer now." 
AS reluctant as Matti was on that cold Sunday afternoon to leave tlie coziness 

of the house as well as the long nap he had been looking f~~r \va rd  to, he suc- 
cumbed tn his wife's wheedling and harnessed one of the hig hrllwn horses 111 

tlie expreSs fur the ride to tlie Seilonen's The hushand and wife sat beside each 
other on the high seat, a heavy huffalo robe wrapped over them. 

The prospect of a wedding excited a romantic feeling in Kaisa iliat she, even 
as a young bride, had never indulged in. Times had been grim when she had 
arrived in America, uprooted from her homeland and thrust nearly penniless 
into a strange culture and even stranger language. Marriage had heen a matter of 
necessity. For her, i t  had been one more aspect of the hard work of life. 

But for Este, who had come to this country in her nlother's arms, it was dif- 
ferent. She had grown up in Edoni. With her brothers, she had gone to one of 
tlie little schools that dotted the countryside. And Este could speak English, al. 
though she seldom did. 

The other Seilonen offspring were visiting neighbors lhat afternoon, hut Este 
was at home with her mother and father. It was she who made and served the 
coffee. 

"What a good worker!" Kaisa exclainled as Este came around the tahle tupour 
more coffee, first fur the men and then for the women. Kaisa reached our and 



embraced Este around the hips, squeezing the folds of the voluminous white 
apl.on. "And so nicely rounded, too.,, 

"And strong," Erkki said, pride glowing in his blue eyes. "She can pitch a load 
of hay as well as any man." 

"Este's always heen a big help," said Mari. 
"Lauri is smart to take a Finnish wife. These American women don't know how 

to wurk Nut like a Finn," Matti remarked, his head hohhing. 
Este, her hack to the praise, stacked little sweet cakes onto a plate. A blush 

crept up the hack of her neck and into the tight part that separated the two 
coils of white-blond hair. 

"A good couk, too," Mari added, sliding the flowered plate of cakes closer to the 
men. "She's the one who made these. My Este! Never has she given me trouhle. 
Not like the boys.'' 

When the cakes were 110 tilore than a few- last C ~ U I I I ~ S  011 the plate, ancl-the 
talk was turning to the price nf pulp\vood, Mari urged Kais;~ into the parlor. The 
nlom was crowded with heavy dark furniture. Bric-a-hrac ~wxspread  the two 
oval tables, covered with long fringed clnths. A small desk stood in the corner, its 
closed front dcc~~ratecl with a gracefully carved swirling filigree. Soher sepia- 
tinted pliot~~graplis were nluunted on the flowered walls. A warm fire cmckled 
in tlie pa1.101. stove, and pale afternoon light filtered t11111ugh lace curtains. 

"Your parlor is so con~fortahle. I cuuld easily sit here all day. Now wherc's 
Este?" Kaisa said, stepping l~ack into the shadowy little hallway. "Este," she 
called, "come now." 

Kaisa settled hack on one side of the stiff nloundetl cushion uf the horsehaii. 
sofa. "Right here, Este," she insisted, patting the shiny seat beside tier. "YOU cnnie 
sit with me. I want to heal ahnut your arrangements." 

Este's mund cheeks flushed as she perched next to Kaisa. 
Edging closer, Kaisa clemancled,*"Well?" 
Go on, Este," Mari prompted from the low-hacked oak rocker next tn the lieat 

of the parlor stove. "Tell Kaisa." 
"Yes, tell me." 
Este's white fingers flicked to her rosy cheek. Her eyes darted to her mother 

and then to tlie floor and hack to her mother again. "We will. . .urn. . .niarry," 
she stammered. "And live near you. In tliat liouse." She exhaled, greatly interested 
in the flower and leaf design of the hooked rug at her feet. 

"That's all?" Kaisa asked. "That's all? 
Este nodded, her eyes miserable. 
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Mari rocked, the caning in the chair creaking. She apparently saw notlilng 
aniiss in Este's plans. 

"But this will he a big occasion!" Kaisa blurted. "So many people. Think about 
the food. What are you going to do about food?" 

"Motlier and I-" 
"You and your mother have far tou much to think ahout," Kaisa said in growing 

excitement. "You let me take care of the food. I'll see to everything. Tomorrow 
I'll go to Hilja Kylliinen's. She's sometimes lazy, hut I'll tell her what lo do. And 
there are plenty uf others who can work They just need to he told. There!" She 
leaned into tlie prickly Iiorsehai~.. "Tell nie what you intend to wear. A wedding 
is an important affair. What you wear could well influence the remainder uf 
vour days." 

"Motl~er and I-" 
"Of [:OUI.SP Este will have sonietliing new to wear" Mari interrupted. "1 plan 

to help her make a new skirt. We already have some nice navy blue serge. And 
she has a piece of lace that her godmother gave her on the day she was horn. To 
decorate the shirtwaist." 

"Oh:"' said Kais;~, sitting tall on the edge of the sofa. "Oh? Hut this is America. 
In America wonien wear white gowns when they nnlarry. Don't you think that 
would he nice for Estc'? Now, Mari - I should not have to tell you this - Este is 
vour oldest. You and Erkki have dnne well here. Better than   no st. Este should 
have a white wedding gown. Surely, you and I could make; one. And you even 
have that nice new Singer!" Kaisa waggled her stut)b>, finger at Mari. "Este, run 
and get the Sears-Roebuck catalug so we can see ~vliat the!, have for material." 

"But, Kaisa titi-" Este called Kaisa "aunt" as all the Seilonen ~:hildren did. "I-" 
"I'll hear no words of protest!" Kaisa insisted, her eyes closed. "It's the least 

tliat I can do. NOW get tlie catalog." 

in the waning glow of late afternoon, the horse plodded along the hard gravel 
road. Kaisa smiled, snuggling into the heavy buffalo robe wrapped over them. 

After some time, Matli said, "Don8t,you think you're interfering a little too , 

much?' 
"Interfering? I'm not interfering!" Kaisa said in surprise. "I'm helping." 

It was the muffled quiet the morning after Lauri's and Este's wedding that 
woke Kaisa. Snow was falling, and already the earth was blanketed in white. 

"What a good thing the wedding was yesterday and not today," Kaisa said, 



Four Generations 
in the New World 

The Elm 

In a far field 
my father stands 
moving toward the wall. 
Stones, grey white and silver 
as his wintered oceanic hair, 
piled neatly in a wall 
press into the farmland. 

In this field 
I work with my oldest son. 
We walk on the green 
frozen winter rye November ground. 
We stop and pick up handfuls 
of stones, spilling them into 
dziadziu's rotfmg trailer, 
their dulling coldness 

My letters to him now, charging at us 

are the unopened wooden gates before they will fall 

closed for the season, onto the growing stone waN. 

his heart half dead 
seized up a t  sixty two. 

Thomas Jamrog 
Lincolnville 

teaches at Rockland H S 

staring out the kitchen window, glazed with crystals of frost as delicate as tlie 
lace that had graced Este's white wedding dress. "Not many would have wanted 
to venture out on a day like this." 

"Not many." Matti worked a patch onto the toe of a rubher hoot. 
"God was with them." Kaisa was recalling the feel of Mari Seilonen's hand in 

hers as they sat together on the women's side of the church. And as clearly as 
though it were occurring again in front of her, slie saw Lauri and F,ste before 
the altar rail, just as they had stood the day hefore.%o you think tliqv're warm 
enough?'she suddenly asked. 

"Who?" 
"Este and Lauri! Do you think they're warm enough in that Ilouse?" 
"They have plenty of firewood.'' 
"But the wind is sure to come up. Their s t m ~  might not draw." 
"Lauri has lived there for over a month. Don't you think lie could tell whether 

or  not the stoves draw?' 
All morning as Kaisa mixed and kneaded and baked bread, slie fvetted ahout 

Este and ~ a u r i .  Were they warm enough? Was Este lonely? Did they have 
enough food? 

"Enough food?Matti scoffed. "You were the m e  who put all the leftover food 
into Lauri's wagon. They have enough food for the whole winter, even if i t  
doesn't melt until June." He went back to reading his week-old edition.of The 
County Observer, rattling the pages and ignoring his wile, who cleared a small 
round spot on the frosty window with the tip of her finger to peer anxiously at 
the deepening snow. 

Kaisa switched the flat bread pans from top to bottom and from bottnm to lop. 
Pushing the oven door closed, she said, "Este is used to having a big family ahout. 
That house must seem quiet to lier now. Maybe she misses her mother." 

Matti peered over the top of the newspaper. "You're not thinking of going 
there, are you?' 

"Maybe they need something. Or they might want company." 
"Company? They don't want company! Don't you remember, Kaisa, the day 

after we were married?" 
At noon they had potato soup and bread. Matli repaired Ilarness in the shed. 

and when his fingers grew numb with cold, he I~rought his work into the . 
kitchen. Finally, that chore was through, and lle stretched on the tufted bed 
couch in the sitting room, close to the crackling stove for an afternoon nap. 

When he was comfortably sleeping, Kaisa wrapped two of the cooled loaves 
of crusty bread in a clean towel and tucked them snugly into a knapsack made 
of woven birch. She pulled heavy stockings over her feet and fastened lier sturdy 
boots. She shrugged the knapsack over the bulky material of her black coat, tied 
a woolen kerchief over her head and picked a pair of warm coarse mittens from 
the box behind the kitchen stove. She moved so stealthily through the kitchen 
that the only sound was the click of the outside door as she closed it. In the shed 
she found the narrow pointed skis that Matti had made many winters before 
and carried them out into the softly falling snow. 

~ . , ,  . 

Many trees shade 
this old house 
hut tallest is the elm. 
A hard wood 
hearing flowers, 
it roots deeply, 
supports free-flowing branches. 
Best split when frozen, 
burning hot when dry, 
a thing of extremes, 
the elm is dying 
in America. 
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Silently, she pushed off with the long poles, gliding towards the snow-covered 
ficld rather than towards the road. The brushy c u f f e e a ~ l w x l  dog Karhu 11arkcal 
twice and pranced heside her, stopping t r l  roll in tlie fluffy white. Kaisa breathed 
the sharp cold air and glanced hack over her shoulder as tliough to see whether 
ur not Matti were watching. Tlie trail she had left was straight. Tlle house, her 
house, loomed Liirougli the sufl puffv flakes. She hesitated and then started 
again, her skis swishing as slie, in her tong black coat and kerchief, crossed 
tl~rougli the expanse of white tnwards the forest. 

The woods were dark with fir and spruce and pine. Snow-cwered branches 
drooped heavily over the tutc road. Karlnt, with his nose t u  the snow, scurried 
off into the brush, leaving a messy trail hehind him. Kaisa clambered over a little 
stream, the water gurgling steel gray and cold against the pure white snow. 

Her skis swooshed, a pleasant sound in the deep stillness. Not a squirrel, not a 
bird, not even the wind hroke the silence. There was only the sound of 11er skis. 

She left the tote road, gliding into a small ravine and then nixie her way up- 
hill, over anrl tlirough cluriips of trees end fallen linihs and 11rush. At  last she 
skied out of tlie woods, 1111 tlle rued beyond Georgel'ottle's. 

She blinked in tlie unexpected hrightness, fos the clouds had parted and a weak 
sun shone through the falling snow. Snowflakes, fat and wet, caught on the 
black wuol of her coat. Tomorrow, she knew, would he cold. The wind was sure 
to howl around the corners of the house and sift tl~rougli tlie windnw silsl~es 
arid flail tlie new snow across open fields. Hut fur today, the world was still, a 
gentle quiet land of clean white. 

She s k ~ m ~ ~ ~ e d  ovcr the tresh snow untll s l ~ e  came up 111 a small vise wI1c:re she 
could l o ~ ~ k  down on the weathered liouse and aged I~arn, tlie home [now of 
Lauri and Este. Lauri had his work before him. The barn and liuuse cried for rc- 
pair.-Fences were down. Fields were growing W ~ I - .  Their own farm had heon 
no hetter. But Matli had worked hard, clearing hay fields and adding new land 
as he could. 

Kaisa leaned nn l~er' pules, shrugging tlie pack nn her back to halance i t .  She 
watched a wisp of smuke wafting from the chimney, the late afternoon surl 
glinting golden from the fuur windows to the west, and snow like a bed of duwn 
around tlie ramshackle buildings. 

A chickadee sounded close by, hreaking into her thoughts and flitted past to 
perch on a slender twig, hejeweled with small red'hewies. A last wet flake 
landed on her warm cheek and melted. The gray shingled house was snug and 
secret. 

The corners of Kaisa's mouth rounded into a smile. And then, as quietly as she 
had come, she turned to glide hack towards the deep stillness of the forest. 

Rebecca Cummings 
South Paris 
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That's What They Say 
Inside Knight's Old Country Store, the shadows from the saslies made a checked 

pattern of light on the oak floor. The wood stove, between tlie counter and 
George's chair, threw a long hlack shadow that stretched under  the  penny candy 
counter and hroke the  cliecked pattern intu distinct halves. Past the  rocking 
chair were  the beer coolers, and past the  beer coolers were  the  wine shelves to 
tlie right; to the left a Budweiser sign hung in a sniall window. When the sun 
poured in through the neon sign, flecks of red light wr~uld reflect between the 
burgundy and roses, and if I was back stocking the sl>elves the  dust on tlie bottles 
wc~uld show like grey nloss. 

When I opened tlie store in the  morning, George would he  waiting on the front 
steps. He reserved two newspapers each day - The Portland Press Herald and 
The Boston Glohe - and he  read them cover to cover in his rocking chair by the 
front window. l'lie slanted shadows seemed to make llini ble~id with the flour as 
lie read and as he  rllcked back and f l ~ r t h  the lines would nwve ahrlut him. He 
wore a hr imned cap, sliglitly cocked, and one lens on liis hlack Ii~lrned-rimmed 
glasscs was nluch tliicker tlian the  other. Sometimes while reading he  would 
rt :nt~~ve his glasses tr] usc the thick lens as a nlagnifying glass. The shadow from 
his cap divided his face into distinct tones with nu gradient, and if I stood close to 
11iw the w l ~ i t e  fuzz covering his neck glistened slightly. 

(;f:orge st l~oped a little as he walked and scuffed his feet on the  floor when lie 
I I I I J V ~  f r ~ ~ t n  the counter to his chair while clutching his papers. Then he would 
nlm,t: liis lips while he  read and h a h i t u a l ~  lick t11en1 as he turned the  pages; his 
tungue had weathered liis lips brown. Aln~ost every night he  h ~ ~ u g h t  bananas, a 
m n  of cl~ndensed milk, a can of Ca~npbell's Chicken G ~ I I I ~ I J ,  and a Snicker bar 
~ t~ t~ i l~ug11  occasionally he splurged and bought a IIIIX rlf  Fig Newtons. He first 
s l~uke  with lne wlien I started working the store alone, on Sundays and Mondays, 
l l l t l  tw11 days the Knights clirlse not 111 work. 

'Wliat time you CIIISP tonight?' 
"liigl~t  clock." 
"P:igIit, you say'?" 
"Yell." 
"Tlley say w;~rkin' a stowall's a g tx~d  job for a young feller Know why?" 
"Why's tllat?" 
"Y~lu'rr  meetin' l~euple." 
"Is t l~a t  right?" 

"That's what they say." 
He k~llked back to his paper, the  chair moving back and forth as lie read. I 

dusted the wine bottles and then came hack behind the  counter. 
"So huw you like tendin' stowah'?" 
"It's all right." 
"Kniglils is good people, ain't they?" 

"They seem pleasant enough." 
"Said you was a college feller from Mich'gan." 
"I never finished." 
"What's that, you say?" 
"I used to spend summers not too far from here. Thought I'd be happier in the 

cvuntry with a pile of wood IIJ split. So I quit." 
"Micli'gan don't have c o u n t y  stowahs like Knight's do  they?" 
"Nut as old as this one." 
"Twas here 'fore the R e \ d u t i ~ n ,  you k n o ~ , . "  
"1 saw the date stanlped in t l ~ e  foundation." 
1.atrr a 11a1.d rain kn~~cke t l  r l ~ ~ w n  111ost of the f a l l c ~ ~ l o r  firm the trees. 111 the 

111ol.ning I ~ I i ~ ~ u g I i t  about tile 111ovning papers ~ ' d  Iiave tu prepare as I walked 
rl,~\<,n t l ~ e  li i l l  i n t ~ ~  t l ~ c  villagr:. :n the top right hand corner I'd print the name of 
l:i~r:l~ I J e r ~ ) n  ~ I I I J  reserved (me. il111st of t l ~ e  faces were  faiiiilia~., I ~ u t  ha\,ing never 
I J I : ~ ~  \,cry ~ I J I J ~  with names, ~ ~ r w l ~ l e  w,~uld  often cmne 111 the c~)un te r  with a 
111jt1rt of 111ilk and say, "and III? l~aper"; I would h a w  t r ~  ask: "What's the nanle'? 
.1.lltyCl gl.owll illllJatient sc, 1 trit:d I I I  fit tlre right n;inic witll each face. (;eorge 

\\:IS \vailillg un llle ~ 1 ~ 1 3 s .  

"(k><Jd l l l l l 1 ~ l l ~ l l ~ ,  (klll'g~!." 
',Quite a rain last nigllt, \vt!l'll't it.'' 

' i t> cintl <II)#S.'' ,Y:' ' ' 

\VI* \\t:nl inside. I ~ l l i w r a p ~ ) f ~ ~ l  I\vo i~unrlles 11f 1Jal)ers and llrinled "(;eorge" in 
t l l l .  LIIJIJer ].igl1t lland C I I [ . ~ ~ : I .  ,,f ;I (;lobe and a Press wliile lie s t r~od over the 

rounttrv licking his lips. 
"Ho\v ~liucll is tliat'?" 
"Po~~ty-fi\,r: cents." 
"l:~]tty-five, you say'?' 
"YI~'.' ' 
, , i h t ' s  it lot to pay f w  a I J ~ I C : ~ ,  in it.'' 



"1 guess so, George:' 
"How much you s'pose I get for social secur'try?" 
"I don't know." 
"Three hundred and nine dollars. Man can live pretty good on that." 
"I guess lie can." 
Outside, a sn~all crevice of sunlight seeped through the cloud cover spreading 

faint shadows across George's flannel shirt as he scuffed over to his chair. I fin- 
ished the papers and began stocking the milk cooler while he read. Then I wiped 
the fingerprints from the antique glass case filled with penny candy in various 
cut glass dishes. 

"How long have you lived in Center Sweyzer, George?" 
"Since 1918. Fiftytwo years." 
"Sixty-two." 
"Sixty-two, you say?' He counted the decades on his fingers. "Ay-uh, sixty-two." 
"Where'd you live before that?" 
"Sweyzer's where I was born. Moved up to Center in 1918." 
"Eiw nlarried:?' 
"No. Never was." 
He looked hack to liis paper so I began rewiping tlie glass and thinking that per- 

haps I'd been too personal. 
"You a married feller?" 
"Nope." 
"They say workin' a stowali's a good job for a young feller. Know why'? 
"Why's that?" 
"You're rneetin' people." 
"That makes sense." 
"That's what they say." 

Joe king wheeled in for his paper and box of Muriel Coronellas and I laid them 
on the counter before he entered the store. He was a thin unshaven man who 
was missing the top joints of his middle three fingers on his right hand. 

"Hi Jawge." 
"Mornin' Joe. Quite a rain last nght, wern't it." 
"I guess, Jawge." 
"Bout an inch n' half, they say." 
"That niuch?" 
He paid for his paper and cigars with the exact change and left. George began 

reading his paper and I went to tlie meat cooler to slice six pieces uf bacon before 
Mr. Bishop came at quarter to ten. I cut tlieni thick, weighed tlieni, and printed 
tlie pric on the freezer wrap before laying them on the counter as he walked .? 
into the store. He was a fat man who wore a knit orange cap tilted to one side. 

"Mornin' Jawge." 
"Frank. Quite a rain last night, wern't it." 
"Y'sali." 
"lnch n' half, they say." 
"lnch n' half, Jawge?' 
"That's what they say." 
He turned to me and said, "put it nn my slip"; I had 111 ask the account number: 

"Bishop. Fotty-fowali." He waved goodbye to George as 1 suhtutalecl his hacon and 
paper, reached in the file drawer, pulled out a white piece of paper under forty- 
four, added the amount to his account with the date, and pressed the charge key 
on the register. George folded his papers, walked over to the fruits, and brought 
two bananas for me t"weigI1. 

"Thirty-six cents, George." 
"Thirtysix, you say?" 
"Yep." 
"That's a lot to pay for two bananas, in' it." 
"I guess it is." 
"What time you close tonight?" 
"Eight o'clock." 
"Eight, you say?' 
"Yep. Eight." 
He never said goodbye when he left. Maybe he felt there was no n:asoli for it 

since he'd be back at four-thirty. But if 1 said goodhye out of liahit, he'd raise his 
hand above his shoulder as he walked out to be polite. 

The snow lay in ihick clumps on the tree branches and as I walked duyn tlie 
hill to open the stove nlost all the chimneys were billowing woud snrl~he. George 
was on the steps flapping his arms back and forth. 

"Morning George." 
"Quite a snow last niglit wern't it." 
"First one's the best." 

"How ~nuch  you s'pose we got, 'bout ten inches?" 
"Maybe. You ought to be wearing a coat, George." 
"I got two shirts and wrap my scarf tight around my neck. They say if  a man's 

got a good scarf he'll stay plenty warm." 
"A coat couldn't hurt." 
"Back when there was sleds the drivers wore sheepskin coats. With big collars 

so's they could fold 'em up 'gainsf the wind." He pretended to fold up a collar. 
"Did you ever drive a sled?" 
"No. Never did." 
Inside, after I'd prepared the papers and stocked the milk cooler, George was in 

his chair reading. The shadows from the sashes moved across him as he rocked 
hack and forth. Joe King pulled in for his paper and Muriel Coronellas; I laid 
them on the counter before he entered. 

"Hi, Jawge." 
"Quite a snow last niglit, wern't it, Joe." 
"You bet, Jawge." 
"Bout ten inches they say." 
"Hard tellin' with the wind kicked up like it is." 
"You know where the highest wind was recorded, Joe?" 
"Right here on h4ount Washington, wern't it?" 
"Two hundred tliitty-me miles p'c~wali, they say." 
"That's quite a wind, in' it, Jawge." 
He put the exact change on the counter, wa\,ed to George and left. I went uver 

to tlie meat counter, sliced six pieces of bacon for Mr. Bishop, wrapped i t ,  weighed 
it ,  and printed the price in the upper right hand cmmer of tlitr white freezing 
wrap. It wasn't quite quarter to ten, SCJ I left the hacon on the cwtiter arid walked 
r~ver to wil~e tlie penny candy case with a Windexed paper tr~wel. 

"Heard yuu were on T.V. last year, George." He started licking his lips. "On a 
news sectilln, 'Mary's People,' wasn't it?: 

" I  guess that was i t . "  
"What did y w  t l i i ~ ~ k  ahuut it?" 
"Not  tor^ n~ucli." 
"Slie do an interview?" 
"She come in tlie stowah and touk in!, picture sittin' right wliere 1'111 at." 
"Ask ynu a bunch of questions?" 
"Told her slle; tnust be prctty 11;trd up to he takin' my piciure.", 
He hegan reading his paper and I walked up hack heliind the countel,. The sha- 

duivs in the store were hecon~ing fainter as the sun ruse and clouds w1.l.e gatl~ev- 
ing 011 the horizon. Mr. Bishup left his car running when lie ciitnt? inside. 

"Morniti' Jawge." 
"Frank. Quite a snow last niglit, wern't it.'' 
"Ruut ten inches, they say." 
'Got a new haircut, Jaivge." 
"Still got niy hair." He pulled off his cap sli<~wing liis wllile pate. "Say, Frank. 

They say if a inan's gut a good cap and a scarf III wrap tight a r w n d  l~is neck. Ile'll 
stay plenty warln." 

He turned to nle and said: "Put it on lily slip." I charged his havlln :ll1d ]~a]lt?r. 
wit1111ut asking the account numher. After he'd left, George fulded up liis pal~ers, 
picked out two ripe Ilananas, and brought them to the counter f i~v  nre to weigh. 

:Tllirly-nine cents, George." 
"Tliitty.nine, y w  say?" 
"Yep" 
"Tl~al's a 1111 10 pay for two hananers, in' i t ? '  
' ' I  guess it is." 
"How ntuch yvu s'pose I get fur social secur'tryv" 
"How ~nuch?" 
"Three hundred and nine dollars. Man can live pretty good on that." 

"I guess he can." 
"T'was Roosevelt stut social secur'try, you know." 
"I knew that." 
"Denl'crats are  lielpin' people. You a denr'crat?" 
"Nupe." 
"Repuhlikin?" 
"I vote for the luset'." 
"He, he. 'Say, what time you close tonight?' 
"Eight u'cluck." 
"Eight, you say'?" 
"Ye['." 
I reme~~ihererl not tu say goodbye when he left. By noon it was nvercast, and hy 

fuur-thirty, when George came hack, it looked as tlrough it nlight snow again. I 
flicked on tlie lights inside the frozen food cooler and then pulled the chain on 
the Rodweisel. sign; the lights inside the beer and soda coolers were always on, 
and always liunl~ned slightly. Now tlie store was brighter as the evening twilight 
~ralved in. 

.By seven the store was quiet and George watched me refill 1116 c ~ ~ d t ? r s  and 
sweep tlie dust un tlie oak floor. Tlien I hundled the papers that lladn't s111d aftr?r 
I cur tlle date and title off of the frc~nt page su the sture wuuld receive credit. At 
quarter 111 eight George had not bought his dinner hecause he was sleeping in his 
chair, hut when I opened the front door to bring in the wuoclen sign Ilia1 adver- 
tized specials, he wuke. George laid his hananas, condensed inilk, S I I U ~  and a 
Snicker har on the counter at fi\,e after eight. Then he hundled liis sr:;wf tight 



al.tlund his neck. 1 forgut and said goodnight; h e  raised his a r m  a h w e  his 

s h u d d e r  as h e  lef t  t o  h e  polite. 
In nlid.~anuary, after a Nor'easter had  dumped over t w o  ieet oi snow, i w a k e d  

to rlllell the  a n d  was a l i t t le  surpr ised t l iat George wasn't wai t ing o n  
tile Stf:llS. lllside, i t  was pale grey so 1 t u rned  o n  al l  the l ights in the c u l ~ l w s  1)efnre 

1 prellal.cd ,Ile and I not iced George hadn't picked his u p  i n  t w o  days. 
wllen sullleone m410 reserved a paper d id  no t  show, i t  was stil l sa\'ed, and 1 

would clip (lie day paper a n d  t l ie  n e w  one w i t l i  a wooden c i l l thesPn. pe~ lp le  
generally scowled a l x ~ u t  having to  buy a day o ld  paper, h u t  i t  was store P ~ l l i ~ y .  
and if tlley didn't l ike it, they could stop mserv ing  and just take thei r  chances that 

tile l,al,el.s al l  h e  sold. The  papers rarely we re  gone. W h e n  1 finished 
dusting tll,: wine 1,ottles Joe K ing  pul led in and I p u t  h is  paper and Mur ie l  Cora- 

1181186 011 I l l e  C O U I l t ~ ~ .  
"Molming." 
"Jawge ain't i n  tuday." 

"Hasn't p icked u p  his papers in a couple o f  days. Mayhe h e  wen t  su~~ iewhere . "  
"Jawge? He  got n u  place to  go. He's a funny feller. Never l iad  n o  car. Sleeps in a 

c d d  r~l~llll." 
"Is Il ia1 rigllt:"' 
"Y'sali. CVllen I slut u p  l o  t he  mill, Jawge was there. Asked m e  t u  his place t o  

slut u p  l j is stove. Propane. Pilot wen t  out. 'Fore h e  goes to bed, sl i t i ts i t  r ight  
duwn."  

"Really." 
"He's l ight  as a clam, Jawge is. Don't !now what  fc~wah.  Can't take i t  to  the 

grave. O n r  day C11;lrlie MacRuok n' Jawge stut up. K n o w  Cllarlie'?" 
"Must 11ut ~ { J I I I ~  i n  1nuc11." 
"(:hat-lie was sit t in'  in George's chair one day and Jawge tells I i in~ 10 git. Says 

Clia~%t!. 'WIiy's y o u  SCI t ight,' and gives Jawge a shove. 'Least I can pay niy hills,' 
says Jawgc. Y'sah, Jawge, lie's a funny feller." 

He  paid w i t h  tht: cxact change and left. I wen t  hack to  the meat c o d e r  t o  slice 
Mr .  B i s lw l~ ' s  1)at:m He  came at quarter  to  ten, looked at George's chair  then at  
me and said: "Put i t  on 111y slip." 

T h e  rest t ~ f  t l ie rlay dragged because f e w  people bothered to  come out  in the  
I U L ~  weal11r:r. I rttad hot11 t he  Press and the Globe f r om cover 111 covet.. At three- 
th i r ty  I read the "Hclp Wanted" in the (;lobe; there were  a f e w  johs. At f ou r  I vead 
"Autol l tu l l i l t :~ For  Sale 111. Trade" in the Press. A round  four - th i r ty  I t l ~ r e w  them 
away su I \ v ~ ~ u l d n ' t  reread o ld  news. 

I h rgan  dos ing  st eight know ing  that if 1 didn't c l ~ e c k  u n  George I 'd  lay awake 
wonder ing  h o w  long an u ld  man l ike l i im  inigl i t  lay dcad hefore  SoIneone wou ld  
COIIIP by.  A ~ l d  h~sicles, i f  I were  Geurge, I 'd  want  me  t u  cutlie take a luok. A f t w  all 
the lights we re  off except the lamp over I h e  register I stood undet. t11e pool  o f  
l ight count ing t l ie  cliatigt? uu t  to  the nearest do l l a r  T l i e n l  pu t  i t  i n l o  f ou r  papel- 
c u p  1;1heled IJennic:s, Nickels, Dimes, a n d  Quarters. I added 111 l l ~ e  cl iangc'wlial- 
wt:r hil ls i t  twk 111 tilake an even sixty a n d  placed them in w i t h  t he  p e n n i t x  The  
rest w m t  in a green c lut l i  hag  t l ~ a t  had  a p icture of  Cascu Bank o n  h o l l i  sides. 1 
sputl  the loch 1111 Ilit: safe and s t ~ k e d  the w u u d  s t w e  h e f o ~ ~ e  I left. 

A l l l ~ ~ ~ u g l i  I ' d  never heen to  his l~ouse,  he  told tile s u n ~ e  titi le agu tliat i t  was 
across f ro l l l  t l ~ e  u ld  c l ~ u r r l ~  t l iat had heen closed up - a sh11.t walk 11.11111 t l ~ c  u l d  
nlunt!?. sture. When  I r w c l i e d  the church,  I louked hack d u w n  111~ street. I ' d  
passed t l l r ~ t !  IIOUSDS: t \vu o n  t l ie  left  a n d  one o n  the r i g l ~ t .  The  t w o  on t he  left had 
liglits on, and l l i e  squal-P w i n d u w  frames we re  yel low. There  we re  f ou r  ye l low 
squares of  l ight in the first house a n d  one upstairs in the  second. 

If George had  answered his door w h e n  I knocked, I ' d  have heen surprised, b u t  
I knocked inuch Iharder t he  second t ime because h e  was a l i t t le  h a r d  o f  hearing. 
The culd weather had  heaved the door  so that I l iad t o  st r ike t l ie  upper  r igh t  
hand corner  u f  i t  t o  enter, and then  I hesitated fo r  a inonlent hefure going inside. 
I stood in t l ie  k i tc l ien and the steam f r o m  breath  was thick. Geurge h a 3  >ern  
rocking in the rloorwa? of l ~ i s  kitchen. Next to h i m  was a w o d  stm'e that I touched 
and nty f i n g ~ r s  stuck sliglit ly. I k n e w  h e  l iked t r ~  ruck  I,y wood  lieat and I walked 
h y  l i im  into the n rx t  r o o n ~ ,  un furn ished excepl for  a coucl l  and a propane fur- 
nace, the b lue pilut l ight stil l hurning. I listened trl the pi lot hiss. He'd died w i t h  
l ~ i s  cap and glasses on. A Hean blanket was wrapped a r l ~ u n d  lhis feel. Next t o  the 
hlankct w c r e  t ~ w 1  neatly folded papers and his scarf. I laid a I l lanket over him 
llii~l (.o\,ered a ta l lered ~us1ii011 u11 the couch, and lef l .  

Outside, I wunr lered w11.v I 'd  covered George w i t l i  a blanket as 1 walked back to  
tlit: strlre. T l ~ e  first huust? o n  the left l iad une y e l l u ~  S~LI;IIY <,f l ight u n  upstairs 
;ind tht: second liouse \\.;IS d a r k  W l ~ e n  I upened t i le  SIOIY, tht: snow f r u n ~  huots 
1)c;~led l ike  rain o n  glass o n  t h ~ ?  m k  floor, and one o f  t l ~ t !  h~:ads ~III IP~ in tu  a crack 
1,etween t l ~ e  hoards, T l w n  I went  111 the cnoler, opened a hc~:r, a n d  called t l ie  
s111:riff. Center Swevzer didn't  I ~av f?  m e  so I called Fryehurg.  

,'Is th is  the sheriff:? 
"Ay-ul i ."  
"Do y o u  k n o w  a m a n  named (;eurge. . . I  dmi ' t  k t i ow  his last name." 
"'I'liere's luts o f  u l d  men." 
"He's l ived in (:enter Sweyzer niust all h is  life." 
"Jawge Hale'?' 
"Mayhe. He sits i n  K n i g l ~ t ' s  Countt.y S~UI.D a lot." 
"That's Jawge Hale." 
"He's dead." 
"Dead?' 
"I didn' t  k n o w  w h o  to  call. I just wen t  ICI c l ~ e c k o n  11i1n herause lit? Iwdn ' t  picked 

u p  l ~ i s  pape~'s i in  a couple o f  days." 
"(;ot 111 Iiave y o u r  nalne." 
'S l~an lus .  Paul Shan i~~s . "  
I could hear 11im s l~u f f l i ng  sulne p a p "  "Capitul SHAMUS?' 
"Yell." 
,,I'll ca!l Russ u p  111 tile liuspital." 
'YIIII wan t  m e  10 wai t  I icre at t l ie  store?" 
' W l ~ a t  fowali'? 1'11 get Russ uver to  pick l~ini  LIP." 

I was watch ing  the f r u t l i  run d u w n  the neck o f  l l w  l x ~ t t l e  and there' was a 
I,ul,hle o n  the n~out l i ' s  edge that louked l ike i t  should burs t  h u t  s tuh l~u rn l y  c lung 

to t l ic  lip Then  I walked over t u  the coule~., grah11t:d another heer, and sat in 
( k ~ r g e ' s  c l ~ a i r  I 'er l~aps I was afraid lle'd wa lk  in u r  111ayhP I just never cared t o  
s i t  in h e f u r p  r\s I siljped m y  beer I 1110ked out  011 t l ie  sleeping street, moving back 
and f u r l l ~  h y  t l io SIIIVP wliilt: tile C < J U ~ R ~ S  l ~ u n ~ n t e d  and lru~ntnert.  

l ' w u  wtx:hs after ( k o r g e  MTas h u l ~ i e d  I walked d o w n  111 upen the store, hoping 
the g ~ u ~ n d  11ug wou ld  see i ts s l~adow.  Frost was o n  t l ~ e  hardwuud fur the t h i r d  
rlay runn ing ,  and I wundered i f  superst i t ion wuu ld  prove t r ue  and w e  w o u l d  
rt:ocive ;I w i n t e ~ .  rain. A f te r  I 'd  p r e p a ~ d  t l ie  papers and stucked the mi lk  cuuler, I 
~ l i a d c  i t  cup  of  cu f f re  and picked u p  a Globe. The  Cellics heat t he  Pistons, the 
Wingslust  as usual, %ot~iker was featured in "Doonesbury," an ad was selling a i r  
fare firm Boston 10 1,ondon fu r  ninety-nine dullars. Joe K ing  pul led in and I laid 
his paper and Mur ie l  C o r u ~ ~ e l l a ~  on t he  counter. 

"Murning." 
"Hog gunna see his shadclw?" 
"Ninety-nine? dullars?" 
"Wliat 's t l ial ,  y o u  say?' 
"011. 1 guess I \was talking to  niyself." 
"I't.r~st Ixrn t l i rec days runnin'." 
"I guess i t  has." 
Y:liarlic MacRuuk says w e  got to  have six weeks inore winter . "  
He  paid for  his papers and cigars w i t h  the exact change a n d  sat in George's 

c l~a i~ , .  I went  hack t u  thc  meat cooler to  slice six th ick  pieces o f  bacon fur Mr. 
Bisliop. 'I'lit!n I duuhled u p  a Windexed paper tuwe l  and hegan w ip ing  finger- 
pr ints f r < m  t l ie  glass c ~ \ e r i n g  the penny candy. 

"You l ike tendin' stuwali?" 
"It's all r ight ,  I guess." 
"I tended stuwali ,  y o u  know."  
"Is that l,igIit'?" 
"Y'sali. Higlit I i c re  hack w l ~ c n  Sam Pawnett r an  it." 
"Really?" 
"San~, l ie  was r igl i t  as a  clan^. Don't k n o w  wha t  fuwali .  Can't take i t  t o  the 

grave." 
Wit11 a sudden shudder I let go uf the paper tnwe l  a n d  went  fu r  the Globe. He  

sat in 11is c l ~ a i r  s l l ~ u k i n g  wh i le  he   mad 
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Serial: episode #2 

In iast year's episode, "Stardust Rarn;' 
Ted Whartm p e a r ' >  is struggling to 
extricate himsell trom an atfair wilh Joy 
He is her high schoai leacher Ted and 
h , ~  wife chaperone the senlo, prom Joy 
attends with a date. While dancing with 
Ted. she whispers that she is pregnant. 
The slory continues. 

Blue Notes  
from Growing Pains, a novel 

Ted struggled not to meet Joy's eyes as he lectured on Monday 
morning. A s  the class was leaving he said, "Joy, I'd like to see you a 
minute." He had her wait at the desk until everyone else was gone 
and then he said softly, "Well?" 

"Well what?" she said. Her face was impassive, her eyes roo1 gray - 
yet with something hurt and imploring in them. 

"Well what? Well what do you think?" 
"1s that all you care about?" 
"Of course it's not all I care about, but Jesus Christ!" 
She shook her head. "I'm six days overdue now, Bear." 
Hi6 heart took a sickening plunge. 
She asked: "Can you meet me tonight?" 
"What time?" 
"The usual, Bear. Under the 'J' at the mall." 
They were back in the Blue Note Motel again. Through a rip in the 

musty, dark blue drape he could see the flashing red Vacancy sign, 
and imagined the rooms around him, the various arts of perversion 
they housed. Toilets flushed, cars screeched and roared away, trucks 
whined on General Hays Boulevard, highway of hell. 

For half an hour they sat on the bed, fully clothed. They shared a 
joint, she smoked a serond one by herself and lit a third; got halfway 
through it, snuffed it out. -Then looked at him with sad and sorry 
eyes and said, "What's happening to us, Bear?" 

No reply. The room - gray shaggy rug, harsh ticking air-rondi- 
tioner, headboard of plastic walnut attached to the wall - revolved 
to the cellular reefer tune in his brain. Her lips and chin were 
speckled with threads of gold. 

"It's your wife, I can tell. You have to leave her, Bear." 
Her hand was soothing his cheek and he wanted to tear it away - 

yet he liked it, he liked it. In spite of the air-conditioning the room 
was stuffy, suffocating, dead. "I will," he said. 

"But 1 mean soon." 
He stroked her hair - as if she were an animal, a pet. "1 will." 
He felt her tremble, saw tears in her eyes. "J've only been close to 

one other person in my life," she said. "Just one, and I need you so 
much." 

He took a sad, deep breath. "Joy, look. . .you're only seventeen." 
Which was, after all, the impossible truth. 

Her quivering lips. "Who cares? What difference does that make? 
Is that the problem?', Her eyes were smeary now, and pleading. "All 
I know is I love you, you just can't leave me alone. It can't happen 
twice, not so soon." 

He looked away: at the hole in the drapes and the Vacancy sign. He 
stood up and went to the window, pushed the fabric around so the 
slit was hidden, and returned. Sat down on the bed again. "Rod?" he 
said. "Was he the other person?" 

She sucked mucous into her throat, a sneer. "That creep? Are you 
kidding?" 

"Well who--?" 
"It's not important, you don't want to know." 
She was probably right. Some pustular rrud even worse than Rod 

who made teaching torture, no doubt. Let it ride. 
Her tongue on the gap in her teeth; her troubled eyes. "You're the 

only person I really feel with," she said. "Without you I'm all alone. 
I ran? sfand to be alone! M y  father. . . .Christ! I have his ice inside 
me, I can't burn it out!" Moisture rushed to her eyes, spilled over. She 
said, "My brother's dead. He was only two years older than I am now 
when he died, do you understand?" She stared at him with frighten- 
ing intensity. "Death's in the rug, it's in the walls, it's coming through 
the door! I'm scared!" 

She was starting that horrible shaking. He held her. She said, 
"We're living in the earth's last days! The dark is coming down! It's 
too late to go back, it's too late to disarm, we're going to blow our- 
selves to bits by accident no matter what we do, it's too late!" 

A heavy tremor shook her. He said, "Joy, no, it's okay. You're all 

right, we're all right, no one's going to die." 
Her face was twisted painfully and her eyes were closed. "No, 

nobody beats death, you said it yourself." Staring at him again, her 
eyes suddenly wide, she said, "The whole world's going to die!" Then 
she wrenched herself out of his arms and ran to the bathroom. 

Retching: violent and loud. 
He found her on her knees in the bare bright light. She clung to the 

toilet, her face in the howl, the bowl full of yellowish gruel. She 
heaved again; more Liquid erupted and plopped; strands hung from 
her lips. 

He held her shoulder, felt her chills, heard the click of her shiver- 
ing teeth. She spasmed again with a horrible rasping sound. 

Sad eyes on the toilet, sad hand on her back, he thought: Now isn't 
ihis a pretty piece of porn? There was no doubt a section he'd over- 
looked on those decadent bookstore racks she'd sent him to that 
catered to just this thing: VOMITING VIXENS. BARFING BEAUTIES. 
UPCHUCKING CHICKS. He held her as she jerked and groaned again. 
The dazzle of light on porcelain tank and fiberglass tub; the shower 
curtain, torn at the top, s haze of fungus at its base; the thin cold 
twitch of her flesh. 

Then all a t  once with a pitiful cry she said; "Tell me you love me! 
Promise you'll never leave me!" 

He stared at her. He shook his head. "Joy. . . ." 
"Promise! Promise me now!" White fire was in her eyes. 
He wet his hot numb lips. "I. . .promise." 
She retched again, but nothing came up; leaned back; her gasping 

breath. She said, "Oh Christ," and ripped a wad of toilet paper off the 
roll. Wiped her mouth. Hung, head over soiled bowl, eyes closed, and 
time stood still, eternity trapped in the fixtured glare. It was just the 
two of them, alone in all the universe. 

Slowly she got to her feet and tripped the lever. The contents of her 
guts disappeared with a gurgle and swirl. She washed her face and 
rinsed her mouth, the toilet sighed, be helped her to the bed. 

His thoughts were scattered sparks. "Do you want anything? Can 
I get you some Coke?" Ile was thinking of Kim, his twelve-year-old, 
and that virus she'd had before Christmas: thirteen hours of throw- 
ing up and then Coke, good old Coke, had at last done the trick. 

"Okay," she said. "Yeah, Coke." 
Into the dark satanic night with the plastic howl, the growl and 

headlight rush of the road in front of him. Bright pinkorange crook. 
necked lamps, gas stations across the way. A car pulling up to the 
Blue Note office; two muscular T-shirted toughs jumping out with a 
shout. 

He went to the breezeway, plunged his arm into the ice chest, filled 
the bowl. Stuck the coins in the soda machine, heard the hollow deep 
crunch and collected the can of Coke. Looked out at the nightmare 
night: Joy's Honda in the lot, its red distorted, bloodied by the lamps; 
the swish and rip of traffic in his eyes; exhaust smell, diesel roar. A 
slamming door, a woman's loud coarse laugh. He went back to the 
room, a cable of tension tight and sharp in his chest. 

Joy was leaning against the headboard. The color was coming hack 
into her face,. hut her eyes didn't look quite right. 

"Feeling better?" 
She nodded. "Yeah." 
He iced the plastic cup and snapped the Coke: quick fizz, hrown 

liquid hiss, tan foam. She took two tentative sips and said, "it's good. 
Thanks, Rear." 

He watched her drink. Her hand was shaking as she raised the cup. 
"You want me to pour fiome more?" 
"No, that's enough." Her funny eyes. She set the cup on the brown 

formica night stand, smiling wanly. "Come here." 
He sat beside her. 
"Put your arms around me. Hold me." 
He did: felt her tremor; diminished, sporadic. He said, "Joy, maybe 

that doctor could help you. -That therapist you said you saw last 
year." 

A scornful sniff. "That guy? Forget it." She stared with adoring, 
blurry eyes. "No, all I need is you." A silence. She continued to stare. 
She said: "Say you love me." 

"I love you." 

"Tell me again that you'll never leave me." 
"I'll. . .never leave you." 
"Oh Bear, my wonderful Bear." She leaned her head against his 

chest. 
It burned him, melted him down. He held her for long and mourn- 

ful minutes and didn't know what to do. Oh this was a blue, blue 
note all right. He breathed her sad soft hair. 

Her shaking stopped. She kissed his ear and smiled and said, "I'm 



Deer- Crossing Signs 

Only bucks jump. 
The rack of four horns, 
the stretched body leapmg dragonally 
from rrght to left 
as ff Into and out of the slgn itself. 
Left rs always rnto the road. 

No  one has ever seen a deer 
cross in these places. 
The signs are a conspiracy 
of New England's governors to encourage tourism. 
It is history. Rockefeller and Curtis 
and the others got together and agreed 
about deer and how they need to be protected, 
how landscape is dull 
and deer would be good. They agreed 
the prisoners in prison who make roadsigns 
needed work and the illusion of freedom. - 

Tourists wait for weeks, you can see them. 
All summer long they come. 
They set up actual camps by the signs, cook pn the roadside, 
and pee in the ditches. During daytime 
they sleep wakefully in their Winnebagos, 
and at night they grow tense 
and wait with huge halogen spotlights 
on thin extension cords plugged into their cigarette lighters. 
Sometimes they shine their lights on each other, 
splashing their beams back and forth 
on each other's bodies, across their genitals, 
and into their faces, looking for two eyes 
that glow wildly in the night. 
But no one from New Jersey has glowing eyes. 
Their tails do not twitch. 
They grow bored. Where are the deer? 
They yearn for deer, for a flash of ankle, 
a chocolate flickering shape. 
They compare slogans on their license plates 
and find them dull: Wander Indiana, one says, 
another The Heartland, another The Garden State, 
which they've escaped in the growth season. 
They wish theirs said something romantic, 
like Vacationland, or stirring, like Live Free Or Die. 
The natives whiz by, not looking, 
in old cars made of Bond-o and tape, 
with Vacationland on their license plates. 
They know where the deer are. 

better now. When will I ever learn not to smoke so  much when I'm 
having my period?" 

H e  stared at her. "Your. . .period?" 
"I checked while you were getting the Coke. I figured that's why 1 

got sick." 
The cable inside his chest unravelled and snapped. 
"I guess you're glad," she said. 
"Glad?" he said, his heart on wings. "Yeah, I guess I am." 
She said she was totally gross and needed a shnwer, and disap- 

peared into the bathroom again. He watched TV without any sound, 
his mind a blank. * 

The door clicked open with a rush of steam and she came at him 
naked, her skin aglow. She sat heside him on the bed and said, "Make 
love to me." 

"What? Joy, you're. . . sick. 
"Oh no," she said, "I feel wonderful now." 

Christopher l a h y  
'rhomaston I 

I 

The deer are all gathered silently in the woods, 
flfty yards from these signs. 
Hundreds of deer are behind each sign. 
They instruct therr young: 
"Never, ever, cross here. 
They have signs warning us. 
The governor is good to us." 

The deer know everything. 
They know the dvference between Winnebagos and Chippewas, 
they can read license plates and know all the slogans. 
They watch men ,from Florida, the Sunshine State, 
try to find them with binoculars that see in the dark. 
They hear men from Wisconsin, America's Dairyland, 
speak of milking horned animals 
that are three times the size of deer 
and sluggish as mud. 
They see men in moustaches from Washington, D.C., 
Our Nation's Capitol, park their Renegades side by side 
and speak to each other over CB radios about their fantasies 
of wilderness, their yearning for deer. 

One young buck, his rack itching with fresh velvet, 
also yearns: to be seen, to be immortal before November, 
a flash of brown, a blur, a white tail twitching, 
to become exactly like the sign, to leap out diagonally 
from right to left in the exact angle onto the road, 
hooves sparking, and then another leap up, 
up over the guardrail, and gone. 
He will not do ir. 
He yearns, but no. 
No deer has ever done it. 

Terry Plunkett 
Hallowdl 

reaches a1 UMA 

Ice Out: 
International Bridge 
Fort Kent, Maine 

The winter brings gray cranial wind, 
the choral sighs of guilty men, condemned, 
impatient for the noose, as boredom's frigid 
fever seizes thoughts, makes them seep, long 
as frozen rivers through transconlinental 
sewer pipes: drip-drip, drip-drip. Then madness, 
vernal and divine. The floes of ice 
groan like dreaming dogs and lift on river-swell, 
snap frenzy-free to rage, rage I tell you, 
rushing the flume like alabaster bulls 
they charge abuttments, stampede past, 
exhilarate the future. Go now; go stand 
like a giant once again, immerse yourser 
and swallow deep, swallow everything. 

Curtis Derrick 
Fort Keht 

raised in the Deep Soufh. is  
a school administrator 

fixes old houses & manuscripts 1 



Memorial 

Awake and Trying 
to Get a Whole Dream Back 

is like trying to chase 
a windblown piece of paper down 

it lies right there in front of you 
you stoop and grab 

it slides and curls 
you run and stamp 

it flips and scoots 

with chance and time both running out 
you edge up close 

you corner it 
it billows up 

flies out of sight. 

Richard Aldridge 
Sebasco Estates 

teaches at Morse H.S. in Bath 

The Feast 

A wax pilgrim woman stood on the table 
and took the place of my  name 
when we sat down to turkey dinner. 
I was only eight and I stole a match 
from m y  grandfather's snuff box 
and waited to set that lady's hair 
on fire. It was easy to melt her head 
into that stiff white collar. 
Motionless, I must have watched her burn 
for a long time, at that festive table. 
I wanted to understand suffering, 
more than the harmless passing 
of a finger through a flame, 
but her grief was indecipherable 
and I had no language for pain. 
Now, far from the old horror 
of  childhood, I want f o  remember a feast 
but think only of that austere lady 
dressed in black, her hair in flames. 

Well, Emma, we buried two of them today. Gorry, but I'm all 
hymned out. Albert took up the better part of the morning, and we 
didn't get poor Snowball under the daylilies 'ti1 just before the rain 
come back. 

Odd about them two dyin' just three days apart like that. But leave 
it to that old cat to be so stubborn as to hold on and let old Bert go 
first. I expect no one but me knowed how sick they was. We'll put 
Bert's ashes aronnd that big azalea hush out bark 0' the garden. 

I got a good look at Doc's face today as he come hack up the aisle 
after readin' the Twenty-third Psalm. I came that close to cryin' right 
then. Doc will sure miss Bert at the poker game down to the fish- 
house. He liked to take Bert's money home. Said Bert never come hy 
it honest anyway, so he shouldn't miss it none. 

You know that brass Roll Call they got up on the north wall there, 
the one from the War. I always mean to take a closer look at it, see if 

. -  I still rememher all the names on it. But it seems like every time I 
think to look, I'm settin' there for a weddin' or  a funeral, and I don't 
get to it. 

Wel l ,  we'll miss them two all right. 
Didn't they both love birds, though? Bert got his exercise shakin' 

his cane after that cat at the birdfeeder. What a sight! 
And the cat. He'd never let me walk past his dish if it was empty 

without he'd grab me 'round the ankle and give me a mighty cuff. 
I was settin' there in church listenin' to the service, and 1 looked 

down and picked a white hair off my sweater. You know, 1 had to 
smile, Emma. He was a shedder, that one. 

Sandra Ilickson 
Port  Clyde 

free-lances in video and wnling 

KENNEREC: A Portfolio of 
Maine Writing 

This is Kennebec's ninth annual publi- 
cation. Because of the unusual amount 
of excellent fiction, this issue is expanded 
to 32 pages, printed in our usual run of 
5,000 copies, distributed free as a service 
to the community. In rhiseffort to bring 
Maine writers to the orrention o f a  wide 
public, we are supported by the UNI- 
VERSITY OF MAINE AT AUGUSTA. 
Of the forty writers, half appear in rhese 
pages for the first time. Back issues, 
1981-84, are available upon request. 

Deadline for submissions for next year: 
9/15/85 - 12/1/85. Send SASE. 
Copyright held by writers. 
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