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An Interview with Dinty W. Moore

Cartnin CARTER

Dinty W. Moore is the author of many books, including the
memoir Between Panic and Desire, The Mindful Writer, and the craft
book Crafiing the Personal Essay, along with textbooks and other
nonfiction titles. He has been published in 7he Southern Review,
The Georgia Review, Harpers, The New York Times Sunday Magazine,
The Philadelphia Inquirer Magazine, Geltysburg Review, Ulne Reader,
and Crazyhorse. He also is the head editor for the magazine Brev-
ity, which publishes very short creative nonfiction pieces, such as
personal essays, along with craft essays and book reviews. He lives
in Athens, Ohio, and currently teaches and directs the Creative
Writing program at Ohio University. Moore did a reading from
Between Panic and Desire at Wordfest this spring. Before this event,

he did an interview with students Caitlin Carter and Ian Roseen.

Caitlin Carter: On your website, you mentioned you had some
interesting-sounding jobs, like being a zookeeper. Could you tell

us a little bit more about that?

Dinty Moore: | was a zookeeper in high school and one of the
summers in college. Really what I was was one of the kids who
got hired to paint fences at the zoo as a summer job, but they
hired about ten kids that summer and nine of them went off in
the woods and smoked dope all day, and I actually painted fences,
so the director of the zoo said, “Wow this kid’s actually reliable,
he shows up on time and he does the work,” so he gave me a little

more responsibility. Then the following year when I got hired

6

on again I was sort of the substitute zookeeper. Therc
zookeepers who took care of the big cats, so when on
went on vacation [ filled in for him and was the assist
other big cat zookeeper and when the zookeeper who
of the monkeys and the primates went on vacation, I w
over. I got to spend a lot of time around the animals a1
lot about how the animals behave, especially when pec
around. The zoo is a very different place in the mo
at night than it is during the day when all the kids a:

through with popcorn boxes and balloons.
CC: Do you have any good stories from that time?

DM: There was a female gorilla that fell in love with m
Literally. I mean, I don’t understand human love and a
I certainly don’t understand gorilla/primate love an
but most of the zookeepers were like old men and I was
old high school or college kid, whatever that means 1
animal chemistry. It got to the point where the head
had to say I couldn’t go in that building any more b«
monkey would go crazy when I walked into the buildi

seemed like an affectionate way. Her name was Samar

CC: Did this job or the other jobs you mentioned o1

your writing at all? Have they shown up?




: Yeah. The honest answer is that when I was between the
sof “2 and 30 I thought I was the biggest loser on earth be-
s [ couldn’t figure out what I wanted to do. I kept bouncing
und 2nd I used to mock myself for being sort of good at a
thing: but not really good at any one thing. Those are angst-
den years for a lot of people, but it was especially for me, and
ough' T was failing by doing this thing for eight months and
ithat thing for a year and a half and something else for a year
then this for three years. But as you get older and wiser you
kback, and I'm really glad I did this with my 20s because it
e sting, I learned a lot, I had a lot of experiences other
ple di'n’t have, and as a writer I have all that material. T just
(tap ece about being a zookeeper a few months ago, even

ush thot was 30 years ago in my life.

+When did you start getting into and experimenting with cre-
¢t nonf:ction?

tHtwas the mid 1990s, when T was 30, when I got serious
itwriting, It was about 1995 roughly that I started to hear
¢and more people talking about this thing called creative
fiction, | tried my hand at it and to me it’s the same thing as
(1, it’s shaping a story, solving a narrative puzzle. But you’re
svery different puzzle pieces to solve that narrative puzzle if
‘“a@nonfiction writer, so I kind of enjoyed that process. The
e was fascinating to me, and one thing led to another and
ldo that almost exclusively, that nonfiction part. It just seems

" puzzle I wake up in the morning wanting to solve.
Do you miss fiction at all?

Hdon't miss it. I'm the sort of person who’d like to do ev-
e /[“1421”87) I'd like to have my own radio show, I’d like to
- Slaurant, If T didn’t have to sleep, or the day"were longer,

" write fiction and nonfiction and probably learn how to

write poems better. I'm a curious person, and I love figuring new
stuff out. So, I miss it in the sense that it was enjoyable, but you
can only do so many things in your life, and I'm getting plenty of
challenge thrown at me from the nonfiction writing so I'm happy

with it.

CC: You kind of touched on this earlier, but is there anything you
really like about the genre of creative nonfiction that other genres

don’t do, or is there anything you don’t like about it?

DM: [ don’t like the name. I think creative nonfiction is a prob-
lematic name, because people are always saying, “Do you make
it up? How can it be nonfiction?” The best answer I've heard is
from a fellow named Phil Gerard who said the nonfiction means
it’s true and the creative is how you arrange it-where do you start
the story, which parts of it do you tell in what order, where do you

end the story.

CC: (laughs) I have trouble explaining that to people all the time.

Why would you say creative nonfiction is important?

DM: Because creative nonfiction tells true stories, whether it’s
something that happened to the author, or something that the au-
thor learned about. There’s a certain power in a true story that’s
a different kind of power than a fictional story. But they’re both
very powerful and I don’t know that you can ever decide that

one’s better than the other.

CC: Last semester I was in a creative writing class with Professor
Schuette, and we had a section on creative nonfiction in which we
read parts of your book, Between Panic and Desire. 1 was wondering
what prompted you to keep switching formats for each chapter.
Was that tough to keep going, or did you ever get stuck in the
middle?



DM: Yes, yes to both of those. (laughter) It was tough to keep it go-
ing, and I got stuck repeatedly, but of course that’s part of being a
writer—you get stuck and you just work it, work it until you get out
of that stuck place. I had written some more conventional books
and essays of nonfiction and I just got fascinated with experi-
menting with form. Poets and fiction writers do it all the time, but
there was a movement of experimental fiction in the 1980s and
90s exploring can a story be told in a laundry list, can a story be
told in a recipe, as a police report, so I sort of saw the fiction writ-
ers and other nonfiction writers starting to play and I thought,
“let’s play with how can a true story be told.” I played with what
can you do with a true story to make it to change the bottle, the
shape of the bottle the water is in (the water being the story) but
still holds the water, so I started playing with that in the essay form
the shorter form and then got a bunch of them together and said
maybe there’s a book in here. I started putting the book together
and then a challenge I gave myself was to come up with a differ-

ent form for just about every chapter in there.

CC: You have a couple threads running through the whole book,
like Richard Nixon, and the relationship with your father. Those
are really useful because they make the book cohesive even though
you're always flipping formats. Were those conscious threads in

the beginning or did they come together on their own?

DM: I was conscious of very little at the beginning. To me, writ-
ing, whether it’s a ten-page piece or a book length piece, you
start with a few questions—things you’re going to explore on the
page. The word theme is a little too heavy, but the themes and the
questions change over time. As you start to write you discover, “I
thought this was interesting but actually this other thing over here
is actually more interesting; I didn’t even realize I was going to
write about that but it is actually more interesting than what the
chapter was suppose to be about.” So to me it’s always a process

of changing your mind and saying, “Well, this fits and this fits and
8

this fits, but now that doesn’t fit anymore.” I think I kn w i
the outset that the relationship with my father was going (o b
important part of the book, and I knew popular culture was,
I don’t think I realized till part way through that Nixon v a5 g
to be a recurring character of sorts. Once I realized I w: : wri
about that period of my life~1960s, mostly the 1970s, * 0s, ¢
90s—Nixon, Watergate, and the Beatles were part of the ‘abri

my life, and I discovered that in the writing process.

CC: Any advice for aspiring nonfiction writers?

DM: My first bit of advice is that you have to be r lly ¢
ous about things. Wake up in the morning and say, “I" 1 cui
about things. I want to learn more about...” There’s 11t enot
time to learn about everything but if you're the sort f per
who, as you’re wandering around Valparaiso Universi' - and
hear stuff’ going on in classrooms, says, “Huh, I'd lil - ol
some more about that someday,” even if you never ¢t ait!
to it, that’s sort of the writer’s engine—curiosity. My oiher p
of advice which many, many writers will give you is it ¥
things, learn from your mistakes, write some more th:1g5 li
from your mistakes, keep trying to get better, read ot/cr i

and try to learn on the page what they’re doing and wher?
w did?
I

see something that really works well, ask yourself, “Ho

writer do that what did she did?” If you see a writer do som!
that really didn’t work, think, “What did that writer do that™

. . > 11
that not work? How can I avoid that?” Then write som¢!

ady

stuff and send it out to magazines when you think it’s 14
e O

old advice, but it’s true-you put one step in front of th
and you keep trying new things and eventually som¢ thing ?“
There’s no magic bullet or easy answer. Which is tru¢ of all ™
in life that are worth doing.

|
CC: What writing projects are you working on currently



: 've sot a couple of shorter essays I'm working on. I'm al-
shesiiint to say I have a book because maybe I'll get halfway
ugh i+ and realize it’s not going to work. (laughter) But I'm
ing w h a book right now called Dear M. Essay Whiter Guy,
ch is @ series of questions from other writers posed to me,
ic in cheek, about what is the essay. I either respond
hie question or with an essay but the book itself. The
ring the different ways an essay can go. I did an en-
Google maps, I'm working on a video essay. I'm try-
some a« ditional formal experiments with how can the essay
ushed 111 this direction or that direction. I have a long range
cctthat'- a book about religion and how those concepts have
ednot just religion but really society. Most everything in our
ryis sort of shaped by religion, but religion is sort of shaped
ese idea s of heaven and hell, and I'm sort of fascinated how
(tas huran beings because of what I think is a myth. It’s a
jous stor that’s very powerful but 'm not sure there’s really
e callec’ heaven or a place called hell that you could drive
think the universe is much more complicated than that. But
e such powerful shaping forces. I don’t know if I can ever
that book. It sounds like a very serious book, and I’ll prob-
end up having some fun with it-I tend to write about serious
S vith a comic edge. T don’t know if T'll ever solve that one,
Ve been playing with it for about four years now. I've writ-

ome pieces of it and I want to finish it, but I keep getting

ted by other things. Or maybe I'm afraid of it because it’s

“tomplicated story to tell.

Roseen: . o
oseen: [ know you've also written textbooks on writing,
( ( b 1 .. .. . .
*for you, how does writing a textbook on writing differ in

o style from writing other nonfiction?

Woie
\”Uﬂg a textbook or a

' craft book is very different. In a

Or craft book you still discover things, but the questions

ore gt 1 .
S¢tin place from the beginning. When I wrote Between

artistic process that I tried to talk about in that book.

Panic and Desire, for instance, I kind of knew I was going to talk
about my life, and how the things that happened in my life sh

aped
me, but that’s a pretty wide-open idea. That’s what

all memoirs
are about. But I discovered things along the way. In a textbook.
you kind of know you're going to begin with defining the anrc
(“What is nonfiction?”), and then you’re going to look at the vari-
ous elements, like how does characterization work, or what per-
sona is. So the structure, where the book is going to go and what
it’s going to answer are pretty set in stone. But it’s sl in the writ-
ing of it I discovered and was able to articulate things about how

the writing process works that I didn’t know I knew or couldn’t

articulate previously.

CC: In The Mindful Writer you talk a little bit about the relation-
ship between Buddhism and your writing. Coould you tell us more
about that?

DM: [ was raised Catholic, I went to Catholic school for 12 years.
But I became a lapsed Catholic, didn’t know what I believed for
years, and got serious about Buddhism about 15 or 20 years ago.
There’s a lot of debate about whether Buddhism even is a reli-
gion, and I’'m not sure that it is. It’s a series of ways to think about
your life and your problems, and if you learn to think that way
you ca reduce the amount of suffering or dissatisfaction you have.
You can’t control what life throws at you, but you can control your
reaction to it, and in controlling that you end up spending less
time struggling It’s not clear how it’s affected my writing. One of’
the themes I came with in The Mindful Writer is that I don’t know
that Buddhism changed me so much as a writer as the writing
and the artistic process opened me up to the idea of Buddhism.
which is about asking questions. If somebody says something and
it sounds true, then what an artist does is say, “Well, it sounds
good and it sounds true, but is it really true?” Then you explore

things, so there’s a connection there between Buddhism and the

9



CC: So you'd say it’s more like a dialogue, Buddhism and your

writing?
DM: Yeah, definitely.
C.C: Are you still discovering ways that they interact?

DM: Yeah. First of all, ’'m still discovering things about writ-
ing It’s not something you spend three years learning how to do
and then you’re good at it; every time you try to write something
different it’s another problem to solve, so you have to relearn or
learn something new or find a new way of approaching it. So
I'm still learning a lot about writing and a lot of Buddhism. 'm
still learning a lot about life. It’s a really complicated thing, being

alive. It’s fascinating and complicated and a real puzzle.

10
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Grass:

the good

RACHEL, SHORE

Sweater vests climb poles
Yellow crayons die old
Kangaroos lack thyme

Here is a magic rhyme!

Books flap jackets brown
Pancakes on the ground
Zebra cakes by the pound

A rhyme you have found!

But terror and tea kettles lurk in the curtains
And widgets and waggets are always uncertain
So brissle your bracket

And frankel your fracket

Type out the prodock

And fane the modock

For tomorrow we must and we will!

Clocks bend finger -

(Discovery! all things are pliable)
Light

Luminous kite

Soft wind and a flight

[ love you, goodnight!




: Spoiled | Daniella Tripodis
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Carnival

Andrea Zuniga



The Dancer |  Haylee Westendorf
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JOSEPH WEIL

Fuzzzzzzzz.

Alone with the tv on mute.
We are the bag boys

The night school guys
Watching Black Hawk Down
At home

With the homeboys

And again in basic

With the squad bros

Our hair is chopped

Our civvie clothes

Bagged in plastic

National bagmen
We the few
Tip of the spear

Finger tips

The broken fingernails of society

Paid a penny in the harbor
Shipping out

A penny in Benning

[t’s a choice

Crime

To maraud in the desert

So we're ready

National Bagmen

Loaded

One million marching
In training

Ready for poison gas
Ready for germs
Ready for nukes
Ready for readiness
Duffels packed
Waiting for

Our ghost dance

In Iraq

We the bagmen have come
To collect

Yet we do

Not know what

You owe us

No one here is good at his job
We take our cut

And stare at full bloody sacks

With dry empty sockets

Bagmen
Hammered on

Pass in El Paso streets



We are lustful like our wives and exes
Who sleep around when we die
Or don’t die

Marriages are armored joint bank accounts

We tell our girls to bring home
Whatever

Or whomever they like

We say unwrap your toys
We’re glad you’re all happy
Girls

Glad you

Bagged those

Boys and toys

We are flat

Like our grocery bags once were
Flat as Anbar

Flat as the near-beer

Flat as hajji bread

She’s flat, no tits

The desert fox

Caught the flat trajectory of a bullet
A flatliner

Flat and stiff as a board

Laid up

Bagged up

Boxed up on the C-130

Dead and alive wait dead en route

We all die on military time

Bagmen on the fob
We have come to collect
Stalking a bad guy
In Sadr City slums

The demigod does the drift

The Angel of Death of the Digital Age
Our one-eyed bird nailed him in his car

He was an average guy in sweats and Asics
Good in Iraq

Bad in America

A Hellfire tore him apart

Like an atom in a particle collider

We bagged our first kill with Windows 2000

Bagmen in the streets

Driving fast

That lady in the black hijab is gone
Those pretty eyes are gone

Black eyeliner

Blue eyeliner

Long lashes

The lady with the almond eyes
She must have been something under the hijab
Long legs and so fine

She blew herself up

Or got blown up

She blew up

Her clumps of naked in a shovel
There were not enough body bags
She was tossed

Into a trash bag

National bagmen

Shipping back

Back to the harbor

After bagging unknowns
All the unknown Iraqi dead

We know our dead



We brought them all home
Bagpipes for our dead

We have five-hour long dinners
And doggie-bag it all

We can’t eat the burgers

The burgers are the same

The meat is not the same

We bag girls at the bar

And drive home half-in-the-bag

We unload our duffel-bags
And drink malt liquor

In brown paper bags

We watch Black Hawk Down
In empty barracks

In empty houses

We are dead men and

Boys growing older

Alone with the tv on mute.

Fuzzzzzzzz.




Who Turned Off the Telly? | Andrea Zuniga
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A blackwhite woman

in a black/whi

place

M1ia VIVENS

1 know sometimes in my walking

my talking &my touching& my breathing

that there is something about this place that isn’t right

“so you're like white, right?” she asks
and 1 SCREAM

1 SCREAM out to my brother--

take me back across the water- please!

i am your daughtersdaughtersdaughtersdaughter

my brother, he refuses

and so i dive desperately off the edge

and when i reach the other side

1 am washed white

white-washed and my people

--they don’t even know who i am

save a white woman from across the water

I carry light-skinned (white) privilege on my back

like a burden

1am you! 1 beg

don’t you know me?

i am your daughtersdaughtersdaughtersdaughter
no- i know i don’t look like you

but don’t you see:

this is where my skin was to be dark, like you
where my lips were full like yours

my hips, love, like yours

my hands, worn, like yours

1 am you- 1 promise my sister

and you- you are me

“you don’t see?”

“no?” “then 1’ll go.”

I wade back into the water
but now that I've gone,

1 can’t go back

so 1 float--naked

and think OH! With a sharp pang in my che

OH! (pang) my skin, neither here, nor there
OH! (pang) i don’t belong anywhere

OH! (pang) i belong to the floating place

yellow skin

on blue water
blackwhite woman
whiteblack woman
yellowbrown woman

floating on the water, with no where to go




Staring

Alanna Reid
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The Hunter |  Brenda Brown




A Self Portrait | Mallory Swisher



Hannan

Aaron
A memory that may be a dream, in the church playground,
while our parents were off learning Biblical matters, I fell. I
fell—or maybe I jumped—from the top level of the large play

structure. You didn’t catch me, but you did kiss me.

PJ.

You told me that girls were not as good as boys, so I held
your arm behind your back until you said that wasn’t true. On
the playground, with the multi-colored rocks shades of blue and
grey and purple, beneath my feet, beneath your knees; by the
multi-level bars where my brother chipped off half his tooth,
there you knelt until I let you go. You ran away, my friends snick-

ered.

Chase

We sat by one another in the risers for the Christmas play. It
was fifties themed and I wore a pink, felt poodle skirt with saddle
shoes. I don’t remember what you wore, but I remember we sat
close to one another. When the dress rehearsal dragged on as
the older kids said their lines you leaned forward, resting your
head in your hands, your elbows on your knees. As daring as a
little girl could be, I draped my arm over your back and leaned

on you, resting my head. You didn’t flinch or move. However,

we were quickly told not to slouch during the performance. The |

next day PJ. teased us, saying we had had sex. I hit him and
pretended to be offended, but really I had no idea what he was

talking about.
24

jile 5 JUst a Boy

Bauer

PJ.

We played with scooters that day in gym, you were w “aring
black t-shirt. Someone, probably one of my friends, hac told
that I liked you. It was true, of course, but I was still fur us |
then you asked me out, whatever that means, but I thou ;hiy
were teasing me. Preparing to laugh when I said yes, so - s
didn’t believe you. You asked again, asking what you cc Id¢
prove you were serious. I instructed you to yell it across hej
ground. You took off, running past the swings, past the il
colored plastic slides, past the old metal slide with the ¢ ipp
paint, all the way to the basketball hoops. I stayed, hud lled
the wooden play structure as I heard you yell, as loud a  yo
could, “I LOVE YOU HANNAH BAUER.” So when "ou¢{
back I told you yes, you beamed.

That night I told my dad. He told me I was too you 18!

date. I “dumped” you the next day.

Aaron

They were selling flowers as a fundraiser. You spent y0
dollar on one. Then you handed it to me. It was the firstl
I’d ever received from a boy. Too embarrassed for my am
see, I broke the emerald stem off; leaving only the red o
that had not even begun to open. I put it in my pocket an

smiled the whole walk home. I dried and framed it.

Brian
You said you were going to call me at 7. At 7:23 I was

upset to bear being in the quiet house, where the phone*




its cridle. I went outside, into the cold October air to swing
the mall swingset in our front yard. I may have cried, I don’t
iem - er. But I wasn’t out there long until my mother stuck her
d ot the front door, “Hannah! Phone for you!” I ran, hard,
ast 2 I could, to the front door. We talked for hours, it felt
magic.

Six v ceks later you told me we didn’t have enough chemistry.

tby ‘he pine green power box outside the cafeteria and cried.

Aaron
ou came with me to my Sadie Hawkin’s dance. I'd known
longor than anyone else. We ran up and down the dimly lit
¢ butcher block paper covered the lights and crepe paper
orations dangled from the rectangular ceiling block. I showed
cker, my classrooms. Then we danced in the old gym
ny hizh school, as new couples made out around us, we just
other close and talked. Your hands were on my waist,
the top of my jeans, my wrists clasped one another
ur fuzzy neck. I looked at you closely, examining
slance of a beard, the already receding hair line, your
I cheeks.
outold me that you liked me, but that you didn’t want to
in hich school.
ou said that you would wait for me, and when you were
% we would be together.

Aaron
asked her out, I guess you were ready. She showed up

dyalter Sunday School, in the hallway with the blank
¢ walls

ou

d

and the unflattering fluorescent lights. She was in her
lay finest, you were in whatever. You kissed her right there
"tof me. My throat dried and no words could escape. |
“don my heel and walked down the hallway, not taking my
"l the teal checkered carpet.

was sucked dry. Empty nights wet the mind temporarily, unt

Ethan
If you hadn’t been six years older than me, maybe it could
have worked. We talked on IM into the wee hours of the morn-
ing. You wrote me poetry that made me blush to read it..When
you asked me on a date, I answered honestly, “I would love to,

but my dad would kill me. Or more likely, he would kill you.”

Aaron

In the back seat of the white fifteen passenger van, in the
seat designed for four people, we lay together unbuckled as the
leader drove us through the night. You let me pick the movie
and then you drew me up against you, your hand on my thigh.

At the next rest stop you held my hand as we leaned up
against the van. “How long have you guys been dating?” one of
the freshman asked.

“We aren’t,” you responded. You dropped the subject and |
slipped my hand out of yours as I rolled my eyes, and went to

use the bathroom.

Aaron

“I like you, I've always liked you,” you said, as I relaxed on
your bed late at night, or early in the morning, depending on
how you look at it. And as I laid sprawled there, in the silence
that stretched between us like ten long years of heartbreak. |
waited for you to make a move, thinking our feelings were at
aligned. Instead of doing anything, you decided it was time for
bed. Longing for more, I resisted leaving and giggled as you
tried to pull back your covers. “I don’t want to have sex with you
tonight, Hannah,” you said, matter-of-factly. My jaw dropped

and [ left angry and confused.

Unknown
My brain felt scratched of ideas, concepts, emotions. They

used to pour from me, but after they came too often. my mind
|



the nights disappeared from my memory, and I learned of them
second hand, often from my friends the morning after. I didn’t
know you, any of you, but sometimes I get flashes. A room with
many couches. A lot of people on a dance floor. A bedroom

floor. Empty kisses, just kisses, taught me to let go.

Aaron
Your lies ate at me for years. They kept me from letting in
anyone else, for fear of what they would find when they opened
me up. The biggest mistake I ever made was believing anything
you said.
You said you were waiting for me.
You weren’t.
You never were.
You will always let me fall.

Now I'm letting go.

Zach

“You know, Hannah, Zach is a good Lutheran boy...” Jason
had told me. I ignored him, knowing that my brother’s set ups
usually don’t go so well. So when I went to the graduation party
of twins in my brother’s youth group, I was surprised to find
you there. The log cabin reception hall held the majority of my
brother’s congregation and music played, nondescript, in the
background. Your black t-shirt hung off your back and your
green eyes followed me around the room. You snapped pictures

of my niece sitting on my lap.

Zach
You came to church the next day, even though it was pour-
ing; but being the pastor’s sister, you knew I would be there. We
waited for the rain to let up, so we chatted in the narthex. You
tried to ask me to coffee, but couldn’t get the words out. Luckily,
Jason invited you over. When you didn’t see much of me then,

you had Jason ask me to a Bible study. I said no. But you came
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. of me in your arms, on a couch, on a hard dock chair.

over anyway, to try to convince me to go. When I still saic ng
you stayed and we played Mario Party. A few days later y u
asked me to go hiking, I said yes.

Aaron
Eventually Zach told me he loved me. And he told m his

secrets. So I told him about you. I told him about the wz / yo

hurt me, how I wasn’t sure I'd be able to love right with ny

heart as abused as you had made it. Zach didn’t say any hing
just pulled me closer to him, and kissed me. Suddenly I houg
of the wooden playground at the church nursery, where [ my
have fallen, and I may have kissed you. Then I rememb red
my last visit home, when I saw they had torn it down, a:.din
its stead stood a much smaller, green, plastic set of slide:, wil
barriers around the top to keep kids from jumping off. 7 achl
me in silence while I remembered the play structure, he helds

as I finally began to rebuild.

Zach
We spent the summer in the water, jumping, diving, etk
tubing, boating. We spent the summer on the beach, conpe
to see who could count the most shooting stars. I alway: wa!
to see the most, even though I knew your wishes were {or i
four A.M. we would finally fold our blankets and I'd drve \0

home. You’d kiss me and tell me to drive safe.

Zach

I remember the first time you caught me. From the bot"
step, I jumped onto your back and you immediately h: oked
your arms around my legs. You carried me to my bed and &
me down, gently. I know your embrace so well, the anticip!

lingers in my veins as I go to bed alone tonight. The mem™

ond

ket atop millions of grains of soft sand, the memories D¢

my dreams.
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The Lighthouse | Aaron Wegner
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Titans

Kevin Fedde



Greyhound

GREGORY MAaHER

I’'ve never seen one of those
ancient steel shuttles,
pounding through winter deserts
like some dark angel,
snow turned slick-grey-brown

under mile-weary treads

in the window, I would sit,
peering
through squared-off
ports, fixated on
a desert black, obsidian

softened by 2 grainy lights

And we’d thunder on
through the night,
snow tingeing the sky, melting white
into the darkness, brushing
down along the graceful
petals of sand, nebulous

in the gaping twilight
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Ana-noun

Ana

CarTniN CARTER

1.a collection of miscellaneous information about a particular subject, person, place, or thing

2.an item in such a collection, as an anecdote, a memorable saying, etc.

The little facts about you
pile up.
Frankly,

I’'ve become a hoarder

of details: miscellaneous,
meaningless,

mesmerizing,

The milk in your tea;
the scar on your temple;
your wealth of trivia, in itself

an ana of ana.

I concentrate,

putting the facts into file folders-
mentally, of course

steadily building

a picture. A puzzle.

But there are holes.
Points on a plane
with no graph,

or graph-er.

Just you,

collected.

Ana.



Untitled | Michelle Zolfo




Red Hands

LAUREN NICKODEMUS

Evie gripped the baseball bat tightly inside her small, balled Evie flinched at the voice, a break in the murmur circl 1g
fist, knuckles glowing ghostly white as the rough old wood around her, watching her, everything up to her. Life, deai 1,
chafed against the flesh of her palm. Her arm hung loose at her  up to her. She opened her mouth, tongue heavy, closed it ]
side, thumb twitching, and she stared emptily at the bruised, can’t.”
swollen face of the man on his knees in front of her. “The fuck you can’t—"

So this was him. The murmurs around her, simmering and “Fuck you, Donovan,” she spat, the tension in her ar1 sl
electric in lilting hints of Irish brogue, hit her ears dully as she ing in a sweet, sour burn of nerves. The speaker, dark-hz red
studied his chin, his nose, his lips, his eyes. The harmlessness, tattooed, sneered hyena-like as the sweat broke out on her for
neighborliness, turned her stomach; everyday symmetrical head, dripping like the bead from Jimmy’s killer’s face ai -
features, not handsome, not ugly, just sickeningly normal. He She bit hard on her tongue.
shouldn’t be so much like everyone else. Killers shouldn’t be like “Wait.”
everyone else. One word, one syllable, and the humming mutter drc ppe

Evie swallowed, throat dry, wooden bludgeon burning in her  chided childlike; Donovan studied the wall and Evie’s ea s pr
hand. She trembled faintly, goose bumps rising, like twenty wet led, red. Casey. She turned to him, locking onto the solic nar
ice cubes were sliding across her bare skin. Twenty, for Jimmy, face, wisped with stubble, the smooth dark hair just begi mnin
who never got to see that number. She exhaled and scanned the  to gray—but most of all the deep, rocky granite eyes, sh i
unassuming jaw line, the unkempt eyebrows, the mouse-brown from within like two siren lighthouses, beckoning, darin¢ t
hair with the slightest wave. Blood trickled down from a cut by come closer and see if safe harbor or splintering hell lay ahc
his eye; her gaze latched onto that blood, that crimson tear curl-  He stepped closer, the scent of sweat and cigars and mu:ky»
ing down his cheek, the reflection in its droplets of the fluores- lingering on his shirt, his sinewed arms. Evie’s fingers burn
cent top lights in the unfinished basement. One bead fell to the again, scraping against the splintery wood. He had hanclcd
cement floor in a miniature, rippling splatter. He didn’t look at that bat minutes ago, no words except the ones in the gray'
her; he stared blankly at his hands, tied in front of him. The family takes vengeance. This is who you blame.
burly figures looming behind him barely had to grip his shoul- She tensed as he stood next to her, straightening her jav
ders, he wasn’t struggling yet. Maybe he thought she wouldn’t - steadying her breath, the warmth of the taller presence oV
do it, she was too young and pretty and— shoulder overpowering. As her arm fidgeted nervously sh¢'

“What’re you waiting for?” the light roughness of Casey’s calloused hand close over he"
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rcling the baseball bat in a double grip. A steady, serious,
way gaze met hers, lips pressed into a firm line, and through
the weight and truth that he felt pierced into her and she
erst od: For fimmy.

‘Wh Il it be, little Evie?”

er < hest rose and fell. Eighteen months ago she would have
in Ii's face and run...not anymore.

or Jimmy.

she ¢ ripped with both hands and stepped forward.

kg

Jimi1y, where the hell have you been?”

ight-en months ago Evie perched defiantly on the bottom
of a rickety wraparound porch. The wide, time-stained oak
rahcad of her hung open despite the late fall chill chewing
ugh her jacket; she crossed her arms and ignored the cold,
enicatly cursing it for the growing redness of her cheeks
nosc. the watery itch in her eyes. “You can’t just run off and
tus not to look for you, damn it, you gotta come home.”
he young man glued stubbornly to the top step, curly chest-
hair afting over dark-rimmed eyes; he gripped the side

g and leaned forward, glaring. “I told you, I live here now,
not coming back. Get out of here, Evie!”

he stxmped her foot, the childlike motion in sharp contrast
‘¢ raw harshness of her voice, the furious crease on her

head. “Jesus Christ! You don’t belong here Jimmy, you’re not
ng-banger, you’re not even Irish!”

Immy bristled, gritting his teeth, spouting the undeniable,
shant facts: You didn’t have to be Irish to be a Red Hand,

S about honor, strength, brotherhood, fighting the system,

T lofty things she didn’t understand. He couldn’t leave, he’d
nised Casey, he wouldn’t betray him.

Vie Sputtered, fidgeting wildly as she turned away, turned
again, swearing. “Casey! You can’t betray Casey, what

'us? God, he’s not fucking Tyler Durden, Jimmy, he’s just

" Washed up thug, and he’s going to get you killed, you hear

me?” Her voice reverberated across the hollow windows above.
three stories; to the sides, nothing but empty road and aban-
doned office buildings. The low ambient drone of men talking,
moving, eating inside the compound house oddly receded as
the anger echoed—and in the next moment, when a new figure
appeared in the open doorway, it was like an angel descending,
quicting the noise, superimposed on an earthly scene. Suddenly,
gravity stood on the threshold of the Red Hands.

Jimmy furrowed his brow as Evie’s needle-like gaze zeroed in
over his shoulder; turning, his face lengthened in reverence and
his head tilted in subtle salute. “Casey,” he whispered.

Casey Dunn’s eyes, the color of stormy gray waves breaking
over open rock, glinted silent acknowledgment at the teenage
boy but focused, meticulous, on the girl at the bottom of the
steps—us steps. The sound of a female voice was curiously
startling to him, incongruously out of place; gunshots, men
brawling, music blaring in the makeshift barracks, bullets loaded
into clips loaded into jury-rigged semi-automatics, these wrote
the tune to which life at the mansion danced. Here was the glar-
ing off-note in the flesh, and she looked like hell and a headache
in vintage purple Converse.

“Who’s this, Jimmy?”

His newest boy shifted, opening clutched palms and wip-
ing them on his jeans, heavy boots tapping tentatively on the
wooden porch planks. “She’s my foster sister. Evelyn.”

Evie’s jaw only tightened at the introduction. Sullen, embar-
rassed, burdened, he was ashamed of her—but she still loved
him. “He’s coming home with me,” she told Casey Dunn.
withering, accusatory.

Jimmy denied it firmly, quick to appease his new hero: she
was just worried, she didn’t understand what being here meant.
She was just a kid. Casey subtly ignored him. never taking his
appraising, calculating gaze off Evie. He raised an eyebrow
then, subdued sonorous tenor channeling the barest ghost of

Irish roots. “You don’t think Jimmy belongs in the Red Hands



he asked the stubborn little strawberry-blonde below.

“He belongs with people who actually care about him,” she
spat, fiery. “We were getting our lives together and now you’re
tearing them apart!” .

The master of the Red Hands cocked his head, resting his
hands on the porch railing, frowning. “Jimmy’s life or yours?”

Evie paused at that, lips parted and tongue suspended. Some-
thing predatory lurked behind Casey’s thin smile as he addressed
her hesitant, off-guard squint. “Are you here ‘cause you fear for
Jimmy’s life or because yours is empty without him?”

It was a simple question, she knew the answer—of course she
knew the answer. God, the bastard thought he was some kind
of Messiah, gathering his little disciples and teaching the world
a lesson. He didn’t know anything about her, about Jimmy, how
dare he try to play with them? Her eyes slits, she gritted her
teeth and stood straight. “Look, jackass, I don’t answer to you.
Jimmy, you coming or not?”

He said no, he meant no, he wanted her to leave. She chewed
her lip as her brother turned away and Casey only stared, silent,
inscrutable. Cursing breathlessly, Evie shook her head and
stepped down from the porch staircase. “I'm not letting this go,”
she promised both of them as she tromped away, shoes crunch-
ing over the lightly frosted grass of the mansion lawn.

“Sorry,” Jimmy exhaled audibly as his shoulders slumped and
he blinked hard.

Casey Dunn shrugged and stepped back from the railing,
hands in his pockets, pensive. “Nice sister,” was all he said.

ook

She came every week after that. Every Saturday morning at
nine thirty, Evie stood on the porch and Jimmy came out and
told her to leave, and they argued for ten or fifteen minutes; he
never left with her, and she never left him alone. The heated
confrontations were a given now, almost a tradition, just another
part of the rhythm of the Red Hands dance. All the boys knew

Evie, knew the girlish voice with its harsh curses, the purple
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shoes and the thin black wool jacket. She learned their neme

and their faces, but she never saw Casey again until sever il
months in. i

A thin layer of grungy, stained snow slicked the edges of i
porch as Evie climbed up, balled her fist, pounded rauco sly
on the doorframe. Half the men were still sleeping, but s 1¢'d
be their bellicose little alarm clock. Calling her brother’s nam
she jerked and blinked when this time Donovan answere |
the door—one of the lieutenants, with clipped black hai an
hooded eyes, glinting teeth, pale face. She met his etern: | gloi
and asked him where Jimmy was.

“In hell with the rest of us Irish bastards.” He slammn »d )
door, a staccato bang that made Evie flinch. Baring her ccil
a feral hiss, she assaulted the wooden paneling.

“Listen, Flogging Molly, I don’t have time for your
bullshit—"

The door gave way again but suddenly in Donovan’: plac
was Casey Dunn, calm and collected but with the same coilit
calculated energy that made Evie tighten and tense all cver:?
felt strangely naked, disarmed, under those sharp eyes.

“Jimmy’s out this morning. On assignment.” His qu ct (!
crept sinuously through the thin, chill air; aecrodynamic slei
and subtle. Silvering strands in his hair echoed the harc glo
granite eyes and Evie remembered again why no one kiew !
old he was. He stood there, one arm balanced against th¢ O/
door, thick boots verging just over the threshold, toes, sncsi®

denly realized, just two inches from hers. Her eyes darted u)'
rsh

his warm body heating the space between them, should
and leaning over her, swallowing her up. She took an it

step backward but not before she inhaled and caught « ¢

musky, spiced soap. He wasn’t all grease and beer and un¢ le

flesh like the streets she grew up in; Casey smelled like whi"

somehow always thought a man would smell like, up /o
“Assignment, huh?”” Evie tossed, squelching down the

nervous twitter in her core. “What, you got him shooting*



eni-nce store or something?”

asc s lips twisted into a regretful half smile, almost disap-
ted “I don’t think you understand what the Red Hands are
t, listle Evie.”

he alked at the diminutive, taking another step away, snap-
at om. “Don’t fucking call me that, you don’t know me
[do’t care what you’re about. You’re going to get Jimmy
[.2’s not even nineteen, he shouldn’t be here.”

is st-ady form finally shifted and stepped toward her, eyes
owee and arms crossed over his chest, gaze frigid and un-
able. Evie’s toes twitched but her purple sneakers held their
nd o1 the sodden porch.

¢ aporoached her, unnervingly close, lips pressed. “Jimmy’s

he restated, challenging her, daring her. “How old are

he could’ve lied; she’d passed for older before. But somehow
ip tremnbled and under him she was too frightened to lie

¢ same time brave enough to throw truth in his face.
tcen,” she proclaimed.

asey smiled cynically, barest hints of crow’s feet crinkling,

{ you think you know better?”

[know better than to believe ou,” she rejoined, holding his
-fingers lacing with thrilled adrenaline as she stood there an
away rom Casey Dunn and told him with her eyes to go to
She almost liked this, this playing, this teasing war.
¢regarded her, studying, a hint of confusion and a hint of
urelike a cat that’s found a new toy and isn’t sure yet how
Tks. “Wait and see, little Evie,” he warned her, but she was
dy stepping back from him, turning with a rebellious, mad-
"%, exhilarated smile.

’“”.Jilllmy I came by. I'll be seeing you next week.”

f' Waiched Evie as she marched away through the pow-

" s1ow and found himself wondering how far she walked
there, to argue with her brother every Saturday, a brother

Was never on:
* fiever going to leave, because Casey’s Red Hands

never left. But she would keep coming, every week, pounding on
the door and waking up his men and getting in the way. Little
Evie.. little nuisance. But for some reason he couldn’t say he
entirely minded. '

ok

A year later, Jimmy was dead.

The ground was too frozen to dig a decent hole for his coffin,
so when his old foster family claimed the body from the police
and cleaned it and dressed it up in a suit far more lovely than
he’d ever owned in life, they put it into a sepulcher, a little stone
cave in the middle of the graveyard. Evie’s unaccustomed heels
sunk into the snow and the flakes melted on her thin black tights,
black like the shoes and the skirt and the jacket. Her short frame
shivered as she stood watching long after the undertakers had
pushed the coffin into its gray granite home for eternity. Her
and Jimmy’s foster parents left and she told them not to wait for
her. He’d been shot, and she’d seen the bullet hole in his chest as
he lay clammy and white on the table in the morgue. The cops
had theories, some evidence in blood and residue, but she had
something more: a suspect, the truth, an endless / told you so that
would never stop echoing in her head.

“Sorry I missed the funeral.”

“Me too, I could’ve boxed you right up in there with him.
Wouldn’t Jimmy like that, to be with his hero forever.”

“Jimmy knew what he was doing.”

Evie made herself turn around and look at Casey, standing
close behind her, eyes the same granite gray as the heavy sepul-
cher and presence just as looming, just as powerful. The barest
flaw of tiredness lined his features, a fraying edge, new sinc
she’d last seen him—good. But he still trod half on the snows
ground and half above it, like a twisted demigod.

Her voice hardened and the frigid breeze burned the w hites
of her eyes, trying to freeze the liquid in them. ~1 think he loved

you too much to know anything, Casey. Thats how evervone i

with you,” she indicted.



His jaw shifted, stubbly chin lowering as he looked away;,
back to the tomb where the boy’s body lay. His wiry frame
thrummed taut under the long wool coat and Evie knew the way
his muscles would tighten, how the veins in his arms stood out
when he clenched his fist, the sinews shifting under rough skin as
his broad shoulders straightened—the flesh under the skin under
the shirt under the coat, warm and hard and moving as he
breathed. She wondered, treacherously, if Jimmy ever knew as
much about Casey as she had learned in an hour every Saturday.

He exhaled and the condensation washed over her, clouding
her vision in the second before it faded. “You blame me,” he
stated, quietly.

“Of course I do, Casey, who the fuck else should I blame? He
did everything for you,” Evie hissed, voice breaking. She blinked
hard and shook herself viciously to escape the strange tearing
sensation in her gut, stomach falling and heart rising.

“What if I show you who to blame?”” There burned that
same challenging, daring look in the stormy gray that had
grown so intensely familiar, like a divine conviction, a test, a rite.
“We’re going to find him and you should be there.”

Her insides twisted like angry serpents, cannibalistic, eating
at each other, but she straightened, clenching her abdomen and
breathing in. “No.” Ankles trembling on the unsteady ground,
she took a step backward, toward the distant parking lot. “Do
whatever you want, I'm done with this shit, okay?” Before he
could speak she broke into a trot; the awkward heels and small
black skirt slowed her, and she cursed them, cursed the snow,
cursed her cheeks for burning as she felt his eyes lingering on
her.

Casey watched Evie walk away, like all those times from
the porch, watched the stray strands of strawberry blonde hair
fall in waving wisps around her neck, the short but strong legs
marching like a rebel child soldier, a defiant yet self-conscious,

: angry stride. Little Evie, girlish voice, mannish curses, woman’s

body, all contradictions. Jimmy was a brother but he had fifty
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brothers. There was only one of her.

About ten yards away she froze, and Casey straighten d
she about-faced to regard him, brow creased and jaw tig't.
morrow’s Saturday,” she said simply. “You won’t be seeir 7 ni

His longer stride covered the ground between them alr 10st:
quickly as she told him goodbye, and he took her hand i his
rough calloused ones and held it; he held it and she didr tpul
away. “You're a part of this, Evie,” he murmured gently. cun:
his shoulders over her as she looked up at him, her lips | arted
unsteadily.

“I don’t want of be a part of it. I don’t, and you shot \dn’
either,” she told him plaintively, at the same time thinki g wh
a coincidence it was that she didn’t have black gloves alc ng
everything else, that her hands were bare and now his s! nws
touching hers, his warmth colliding with her frigid fingc . 5
breathed through her mouth and swallowed, finally lett 1g t
form, nodding toward the sepulcher where frost alread, glis
tened in thin sheen over the block cement. “Jimmy’s de d.”

Casey’s mouth pressed thin, and the hard rock of hi- ey
frozen too. He gripped her fingers tighter and stared, a: amu
unmoving.

“You’re going to go the same way someday,” she whspere
in warning, but she didn’t pull her hand away.

ok

They’d found Jimmy’s killer. Some nothing hitter from
other side of town, the Seven Sins or the Hades Boys ¢ wh*
ever tried to rule that rotting hell of a neighborhood. S1cd"
sitting on her bed with her feet on the ground, not knowing'
to do because it was Saturday morning again and she prom”
she wouldn’t go back—but she didn’t have anywhere ¢is¢ 1=
Donovan brought her the message, scowling on her doorst@
and he thought she’d be afraid, but Casey didn’t; he had [
in her, and so here she was standing in the basement 0! the R
Hands mansion and somehow there was a baseball bat i1
hands.



Evic knew the tradition. She knew most of their traditions,
fro 1 watching, listening, the times on the porch when more
me re her brother was gone and Casey came to talk to her
cac He taught without teaching, lessons unspoken like so
ch ¢ what went on behind the gray lighthouse eyes. They’d
ught out the man, bound, already beaten, set him on his
esit ront of her and Casey had handed her the bat, silently.
xtol kin had the right, the honor; they could have done it
msclcs but Casey had recognized her, as the sister, Jimmy’s
cr, their sister. It was her gift to him to take revenge.
How had she gotten here? The sweat dripping down her
heac the splintering wood scratching her palm, encircled by
rothers, /er brothers, and Casey standing there behind
idn’t even know. The weeks were empty without this
¢, without him here, not just on Saturdays because now
was Saturday to her, and every day was the day when
couldn’t see him anymore. So she came back, one last time,
Jimay. Yes, Jimmy,
Ilit be, little Evie?” His hand had pressed against hers,
¢ leel the veins pulsing under his skin and she breathed
i“kly, her flesh prickling as she swallowed down her dry,
roat. He asked her, he pushed her, he dared her...he
r. He told her the truth without words, that Jimmy
iis. Blame, revenge, justice: what Jimmy and the Red
s believed in,
wung. She took two steps forward and swung with
he muscles jn her small frame, and as she did, it was like a
ad Shapping, and the anger, unfairness, grief and loneliness
%0 she swung again. She didn’t even count how many
S, but she swung until the heat and nerves and twisting

e had cooleq and steadied, and suddenly there was a still

ged,

iess there, cold and calm like the gray waves behind Casey
In’s eyes.

Vie blinked and realized she was standing still, fingers stiffly

hed aroung the bat like a death rigor. She looked down

at her feet at the crumpled form prostrate in a growing pool
of sticky liquid and half of her wondered how it had

gotten
there. She was staring at his face just a minute

ago and now she
couldn’t recognize it.

The circling brothers murmured and nodded at her, gazes
solemn with a new, sacred, binding respect. The stillness broke
and they started to pick up the body but they moved slowly, rev-
erently, and even Donovan inclined his head as he passed.

There was a soft pull on her grip as Casey carefully took the
bat from her, and as the last stiffened finger reluctantly gave
way Evie finally looked down at her hands, They were curi-
ously stained, wet, sprinkled with crimson droplets in sprays and
spurts like avant-garde art. She felt Casey’s gentle touch on her
shoulder like a benediction.

Bloody hands. Red hands.



Kyle Jackson

Ruins
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Near the Portal |  Kyle Jacks



40

Yellow Rain Boots

SaMANTHA WILGUS

A rainy night sky streaked an aged grey,

heavy rainclouds, pregnant, promising bellies

just out of my reach. Static air thick, teasing

a cure for this drought dried, dying land.

Peals of thunder, flashing lightning forks,

ripe bellies rip open spilling weeks and weeks of
pent up prayers placed on hold

Windows are thrown wide, screen doors slam,

as townsfolk excitedly exclaim “rain, it’s real rain!”
acres of brown grass

sigh in relief as sheets of water quench thirsty fields
Some run for cover ducking inside houses or
kissing under walkways, clothes and skin slick
romanticized by rain

People shout, they cry, others cheer,

most pray

The children, the children they quiver with laughter
thumbs shoved in mouths, jackets forgotten.

older siblings little ones in tow,

and many, many, many sets of yellow rain boots

stomping their thanks.-



Self Portrait | Lindsey Smith
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The Blues

Carr Convin

Dim lights of a smoke-filled room

seep through the gloom to a man

in a ragged coat sitting on a stool,

looking into his glass of Limoncello.

Another drink appears and he drops

his last few dollars on the bar top. Piano

chords shuffle through the bar as a man

in a suit drags up his own stool and looks

at his new neighbor. A sneer appears

across his lips as he sees the other man’s

coat. Dissonant harmonies of painful blues

puncture the air, each bobbing his head

to the beat, thinking of hurts and troubles.

They down their drinks, nod to one another,

and depart separate ways, leaving the tunes

of the blues to resolve to sweet harmonies.



Westchester,

Thanks to Diane Arbus, for the photograph.

Larry and I are laying outside on the chaise lounges, eating
frozen orange slices. Well, Larry’s eating them, not me. I don’t
care for frozen fruit, have never heard of such a thing, but he’s
been taking all the oranges and berries I buy from the store and
throwing them in the freezer.

“They’ll keep better,” he says. “We can make smoothies, coo
off a little. It’s hot this summer.”

“All right,” I say, and I tug my sleeves down over my wrists.
Larry keeps the air-conditioning turned up awful high, too.

Except it’s busted this weekend: got overheated from running
it so high. “Fine, then!” Larry said yesterday. “We’ll keep cool
and do our grocery shopping today, as a family.” And so we
spent all day wandering around the supermarket, our son Kevin
knocking boxes of Cheerios off the shelves as he ran down the
aisles, Larry glaring at me when I didn’t stoc p to pick them up.
[ just kept on walking. That night we slept like two dried-out
starfish, side-by-side. We didn’t bother with the sheets or any-
thing. Larry kept fussing, but I was quite comfortable, staring up
through the skylight till I fell asleep.

It was my idea to take advantage of the sun today and lay out
in the backyard. While Larry was inside lathering up, I dragged
the kiddie pool out of our garden shed for Kevin and plopped it
in the middle of the yard.

“For pete’s sake, Karen,” Larry said when he wandered out
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with his bowl full of frozen fruit. “You couldn’t've fil
the kid?”

I glanced over my shoulder at Kevin. He was sitti
lt';’;’l'«l in the P ol, dry as a |)nll(', \('l[in'\' out [)I.l\li( 1
he seems kind of big for it now, doesn’t he?” He's elg
nine. I don’t know why this was a question. But Larn
over to fill it anyway, holding the hose out in front of
sleepy child taking a midnight leak.

He’s getting soft around the middle already, think
down all that frozen fruit is gonna prevent that somel

dut see, I walk places. Ever since Kevin was born,
I've stayed in shape—1I walk everywhere.

Last week at the supermarket, for instance, there w
young gentleman doing the bagging, didn’t know me |
Adam. “You need help carrying your bags to your car,
he said. I might have told him that I didn’t have a car,
in no hurry. We poked around the parking lot for sever
utes, pretending to look for my vehicle when finally 1 s:

here I am!” and we stopped in front of an ugly brown
4

wagon. [ her were fancier cars for my 1||l)u\il|x_'|, but |
wanted him to think of me as vulnerable; I noticed hov
looking at my arms, flexing as I held the bags one on e:
like two babies, so I wasn’t doing a very good job of it. |
was trying to seem able-bodied and strong, he wasn’t d
a good job either. You should have seen how red the tip

ears turned when some pale old woman scuttled into the




1 inst-ad and drove away. As I took the third bag from him,

1o la7h. “Come, now,” I said: Allen, his nametag read.

rry won't stop fidgeting in his seat. I can see him out of the

-+ eye, which I am keeping almost all the way shut,

~t. He's irritated with all the noise Kevin is making
he rim of the plastic pool with his toy spoon—and

vozen -uit isn’t doing much good in helping him beat the

nagine the pool of sweat accumulating in his shorts,

[ can
ng through onto the cushion.
the « ~ond that he tilts his head back and squeezes his eyes
again-. the sun, I take a slice of orange and toss it down my
a quick cool-off. Larry would never know to look at
iz and keeping my arms very still on the armrests,
orange really is, skating across my skin like a flash.
vou tell him to keep it down?” he asks.

down, Kevin,” I say, but I don’t think he can hear

v. he never used to scream or cry or anything. He'd
nd, is what he’d do, knocking over god knows what.
natter if my friend Lisa would finally be over,
von all the school gossip I'd outgrown, you'd hear
lown for his nap and already clanging around again.

at?” Lisa would ask, widening her eyes and whipping

onyt-ilin my face. “Are you gonna check on him, Karen?”
Karc:1.” my mother would say, stopping in the doorway
aba

ctfull of laundry. “Go check on your son, Karen.”
He's perfectly fine.”

Ithin' you should check on him, Karen.”

e, Lia, Id think. Be that way, you can stay here with mother and
70 stories about M. Jensen catching Steve and Delia in the parking
the biseball field. 1t's the same old stuff And T'd slip right out
itchen door and take Kevin for a walk, while Lisa would be
g 1 the couch, flipping through the TV Guide.

[can't stand this heat,” Larry announces.

Just cnjoy it while you can,” I tell him. “Flip over. Work on

your tan.”

But, “For god’s sake Kevin, keep it down?” he vells, without hardl:
even moving his face. He reaches for an orange slice and sighs.
louder than Kevin’s tapping. “You're gonna be home tomorron
morning for when the repairman comes, right? If you're going
to have your hair done, you gotta do it in the afternoon, hear?”

I'roll a little bit on my side to look at him. He’s got his eyes
closed, scratching his knee, which is for the better because the
frozen orange slice slides around, sending a chill through me ]
over again, and I widen my eyes to keep from gasping,

At the store yesterday, I broke off from Larry and Kevin
around the seafood, knowing Kevin would be demanding
cocktail shrimp and that Larry would say no. | pretended to
be looking at the tower of canned tomatoes just off to the side,
and then started walking. I went very fast because all I had was
a loaf of Wonder Bread swinging in its bag from my fingertips,
smacking me in the leg. There was no particular dircction I
was following, just bouncing around like a pinball, away from a
blur of Rice Krispie boxes, Palmolive bottles, and Gerber jars. |
stumbled past the dairy and frozen sections, turned left into the
aisle with the Spanish rice and stood smack in front of Allen.

“Can you help me?” I said.

“Miss?” Miss!

“I need a lift out of here. Someone’s stolen my car.”

And he leaned back, peered at me through his deep-set eyes.
Hardly more than a high school boy, this Allen. “Now. I thought
you didn’t have a car, miss.”

“Well, that’s true...” I told him, and at that moment you
wouldn’t believe: Larry and Kevin appeared at the other end
of the aisle, Larry staring straight ahead and pushing the cart.
Kevin kicking it—sharp, angry little jabs—and hissing, “How
come all we ever get is sliced ham? Why not shrimp, just once’
How come, Dad? How come?” .

'“‘ltjust seems that I've been left without a way back home. !

continued, but Allen wasn’t paying attention.



“Can you believe that?” was all he said, twitching his head
in the direction of Larry and Kevin. “Some families you can’t
bring anywhere anymore.”

“Indeed,” I said, “now listen, Allen—"

Although by that point it was too late, Larry moving in
beside me with his big spotted hand cupping my shoulder, and
Kevin grabbing at my skirt, tugging me down, down. “Mom,”
he said. “Mom!” So I laughed, which didn’t make a bit of sense
to a single person standing there. I didn’t know what else to do,
and neither did Allen. He just watched me with his mouth wide
open, holding a can of Spanish rice in midair, as if’ waiting for it
to spill out of his hands.

Larry is kicking Kevin’s pool over with his long white foot, so
he can fill it up again with fresh water. “Come feel this, Karen,”
he says. “It’s like bathwater. It’s like a bucket full of pee. We need
a system, here.”

I'look at him and at Kevin, holding onto his plastic tools
while the warm water rushes around his feet and drowns the
grass, and I decide that I have settled down far too soon today.
The tan that I was looking forward to early on has turned bad
and is starting to burn my skin. <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>