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To Cut Into Fragments By Repeated
Strokes

by Lisa A. Sahulka

My father didn't much like the cherry tree. In May the quarter­
sized, melty petals would carpet our backyard, and he'd have to
sweep them up — hundreds of them.

Still he swore he'd never cut the crusty, deep brown tree down,
although I swear each time my father walked by the twisted branches,
highlighted with white life, they drew back in fear.

But my father didn't hate it. Nope! Even he would sit on the hot
green stairs in spring, and stare at it. Yes, with his eyes seemingly
drawn back to his skull, he'd stare at our majestic backyard, and the
white carpet that you could walk on with shoes.

Mrs. Mample hated the cherry tree. She is eighty or so, but still
maintains a garden, extending from her house, to the fence where the
Corduans used to live. She remembers when Vauxhall Road was just
dirt, and our house just peach trees, and one cherry tree. Then she was
free to collect sweet balls of juice, with nobody to stop her. But when
they built our aluminum sided white house, they cut down the peach
trees, and built a four board wood fence. The fence rests against the
torso of the cherry tree, which was then on our side.

Part of her hatred, I think, stemmed from short arms, rather than
white blossoms. Actually it wasn't, according to her, the white
blossoms, or even the red circles of sweetness that she couldn't have.
She said it was the tree's thick roots, which bore down into her
garden, and welled up where she walked.

Everyday she chopped at it with a hungry kind of motion. She had a
huge axe, and her eighty year old, slightly chubby body, heaved with
each blow. She wore a gray and deep blue sliced dress, with an apron
so tight it gaped the dress, and made her flesh swarm over it on each
side.
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Mrs. Maniple and Mr. Maniple didn't speak. This was a mild source
of interest to me, but a lustful necessity to my mother. Mom is just
high enough to see over the fence, and when we first moved to 60 Irv­
ing Ave., she peered over the white fence a lot. Little wisps of grass fell
through cracks in the fence, as did tiny purple flowers, which leaned,
almost, it seemed, in an effort to get into our yard.

Mrs. Mample was friendly in the beginning days, days before my
father swore he'd never cut that "beautiful tree down." We got little
dough deserts, with plums and hot plum juice in the center. Mrs.
Mample would pat me on the head, put down the white and light blue
dish in a spray of cracked sugar, and talk to my mother over coffee. 1
was nine then, with short, brown bangs cut with a triangle in the
front, and eyes that tried not to let anyone know I knew what was go­
ing on.

For a long time Mrs. Mample came, every night it seemed, with
those little deserts I was so sick of. But it took her three weeks of cof­
fee and patting to begin to talk.

"Mrs. Straka. ..?"
"Claire," my mother said with a superior air.
"Oh yes, Claire," Mrs. Mample said with a Yugoslavian hesitation

to a voice layered with age. Tonight Mrs. Mample looked old. Her
puffy cheeks weren't red, and she hadn't been in her garden all day. I
knew then, how smart she was.

"Claire," Mrs. Mample began again. "Are you going to keep the
tree?"

My father came into the kitchen, hitting his shoulder on the sliding
door at the entrance. He was even old then. He was always old. well
built, but old. When they had me he was forty five, and "too old to
have kids." When my mother told me that, I waited for a smile that
never came. It is for that reason that 1 so value this inked paper.

Since 1 can remember, he always had gray hair, but was always
strong looking too. His eyes are the same color as mine, brick brown,
almost a deep red. His cheeks are long, and pool at the bottom of his
face. I can see so clearly his jeans, deep blue, his mud-stained sweat
socks, and his belt under the table.

What s this tree cutting. ..?" he asked mildy.
That tree is a source of trouble to me, Mr. Straka. It ruins my

garden and the petals fall into my yard, and I have to chop at the roots
every...."

I knew this was the wrong way to approach my father.
Mrs. Mample, you chop at the roots to our cherry tree?" my father 
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said, matching Mrs. Mample's anger.
"I love that cherry tree," he said, puffing out his cheeks and pursing

his lips, (which he always does when he lies).
"Fred, you don't. .." my mother tried to offer.
"No Claire, that tree stays. . .period."
"Mrs. Straka, that fence, yes that fence would be so much more

friendly if you cut down the tree."
"So that's it, is it?" he said, putting his finger on the part of his nose

closest to his eyes. "Let's analyze the situation."
Let's not, I thought, from under the table. I could see Mrs.

Mample's legs planted into the green linoleum, my mother's toes push­
ed into the sides of the chair, and my father's brown stained sweat
socks, gently crossed.

"You've only been nice to us so that we would!..."
"Fred!"
"Claire, it's true."
Mrs. Mample looked injured, got up, and left.
Later that night my mother and father had a fight. I could hear

everything because they had a huge room with almost nothing in it.
The echo was incredible. There was a cold brown floor, dull from a
rug that got ripped up when we moved in, two small clothes chests,
one rocking chair, and a hard bed. My father had a bad back, so they
had a new piece of plywood under the mattress. I could hear the wind
whip about the room as they fought, or argued. They always cor­
rected me on that.

"People don't fight, they discuss.. .they argue," my mother would
say. At the time I didn't understand that... I still don't. Anyway, they
were arguing.

"Fred, cut it down."
"No."
"Fred."
"Claire, 1 like that tree."
"Fredddd."
"Claire, I like that tree."
"You don't."
"Oh, nothing to do." my father said more softly.
"What? Is this all because they want you to retire next year?"
"No."
"Fred, you know they're right. Your back is bad, and it's getting

worse. Lifting cases of CO-CA-CO-LA is doing nothing, nothing
whatsoever for you."

"Let's analyze this situation."
Let's not, I thought.
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"I don't want to cut down a tree, therefore, I don't want to retire.
That's crazy."

I heard the frustrated bang of a just greased window.
"Open that window," my mother said, matching the frustration of

the banged window. Then the frustrated bang of the window going up
echoed in the room.

They always had windows open, and it was always "blue handed"
cold in their room. In the winter they had two windows open, and the
only time the window got closed was in the summer, when they had
the air conditioner on 10.

"O.K. Fred, let's not talk about it. . why do you suppose Mrs.
Mample and Mr. Mample don't talk?"

"How do you know they don't talk?"
"She told me."
"Why didn't you ask her why?"
"You can't ask people things like that."
The next day, while my father was at work, counting out the days

till his 55th birthday, my mother did her act.
"Mrs. Mample," my mother said with a surprised tone to her voice,

as if Mrs. Mample was never in her backyard.
No answer. She just chopped angrily at our tree roots.
"We may still cut it down."
Mrs. Mample looked up.
"Really?" Mrs. Mample said, puffing out her already puffed cheeks.
"Yes, neighbors are more important than trees."
"Yes."
I watched this scene from my bathroom window, with my head

thrust against the screen. I saw Mrs. Mample's deeply cut part, and
the gentle curls of my mother's brown hair.

"How's John this morning?"
"We don't talk. I told you that."
"Oh yes.. . why?"
Oh come on, I thought, be cool at least.
"Claire, we just don't talk."
"Is it too bold to ask why?"
Yes.. but if we were friends it would be different."

"We're frien.. oh friends."
Mom s quick today. I saw the cherry tree steaming up, and disap­

pearing.
Fred will cut it down."
Oh thank you, friend, I knew you wouldn't let an old woman cut

a^,?/ree‘ I have arthritis in my back you know."
I m sorry to hear that. So now, about you and John."
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1 can t talk now, I have to get back to my roots, before they get in­
to my garden."

My father came home from work early that day. His back was real
bad. I saw his black circled eyes pointing out. My mother got him an
icy manhattan and I sat back in my jeans, and red and black T shirt,
and wailed. This was going to be good.

"Fred. . cut down that tree."
The direct approach, I thought.
"Claire, not again."
"Fred, then let's move."
Nice counter.
"Move?"
"I will not live next door to a woman who hates me.”
"What do you care?"
"Neighbors!" my mother screamed from way back in her throat.

The smell of tomato sauce rose up from the kitchen.
"My dinner, oh, the sauce is burnt. . .see that tree. . .oh, a menace."
I went outside, climbed up the tree, and waited for either round

two, or dinner. My father came out with his manhattan. "Hey Rah,"
my father called to me, "come down." The tree gave me a branch, and
told me the way down. It always creaked if the branch was weak. I got
down fast, swinging effortlessly from the branch closest to the
ground.

"Do you like this tree. Rah?"
"Yeah, Dad."
"Me too."
No you don't, I thought.
"Do you know where Mr. Mample works?"
"Newark."
"Right, we ride the bus together. He's got his own tailor shop. . real

old fashioned. . .he and his wool suits, and his closed mouth. He's
really quiet. . . you know though, today he talked to me. Mr. Mample
said, 'You're not going to cut down that beautiful tree are you?'
Believe it? Let's analyze that situation."

"Ah Dad, it's time for dinner."
We sat down, the two of us. Both in jeans, both hungry and both

waiting for mom's next ploy. Mom took my plate first, and heaped it
to the edges with spaghetti. The smell of heavy spiced garlicy sauce
rose around me. Then I got two meatballs and one sausage. I asked for
a glass of wine, 1 got a light covering of German wine, which served
more to make a dirty glass than for me to drink. Dad got the same, ex­
cept with a full glass of wine.

Mom sat down. Her plate was empty, her little blue pants legs were 
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wrapped around her chair and her pudgy little hands gripped the
table.

"Not eating?" my father asked.
I knew this was going to be a "I just got home from work, I'm tired,

hungry, and want quiet" conversation, a conversation they wouldn't
be able to have very soon.

"No," my mother said, flashing her brown eyes, as if they were
meat cutters shearing off my father's head. My father started eating
again.

"Aren't you going to ask why? Oh, you're so damn bad. I can't con­
ceive of why I stay with you."

If we didn't have a scene at least once at dinner, the food wouldn't
taste right.

"Claire, just be quiet," my father said, throwing down his fork into
a puddle of sauce. The sauce splashed up on his white T shirt.

"No, all I ask is something stupid, and you can't even do that. I've
done anything you ever asked me to do."

"Oh," my father said, and sort of sneered.
My mother looked at me, with a thin film of wavy worry.
"Shut up, Fred."
"Oh, so, shut up. I am not cutting down that tree."
He got up, and laid down his fork so as not to splash his shirt again,

and left.
My mother puffed out her cheeks, and blew a stream of frustration

my way. She was sick of hearing his talk about working all day
anyway.

After finishing my spaghetti, which was great, I went out and
climbed the cherry tree again. Inside the tree, you know, way up at the
top, nobody can see you. It is great to look down through the door of
the blossoms, to a very green world below. The sensation of hiding,
almost using the tree as a cover, put a driving excitement in my chest.
I used the tree to be alone, to be responsible for nothing. Sometimes
when they yelled at me, mom and dad... I'd leap with wild revenge at
the tree, grab hold of the first thick branch. Then I'd swing up with the
bark biting into my hands, and straddle the first arm of the tree. Once
up, Id ravish myself, stretching out to reach a branch, and jumping
up to a branch I couldn't reach. If I'd missed, I would have fallen
about six feet. Normally the little jump would have been nothing, but
six feet of fall, made my legs shake. Anger would fall away in the pro­
cess.

Now I wasn t mad though. Still the sweet feeling of total isolation
got a gentler grip around my legs, and the security of nonresponsibili­
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ty came. It was a feeling that I could do anything wrong, and the tree
would absorb it.

Mrs. Mample's axe was under the first tree branch, hanging on the
fence. She left it there to remind my father that she would be cutting
again.

I could see it through a break in the white blossoms. Inside the tree
the blossoms separated and formed a layered pattern —a wall of
white. There was just a couple of these breaks. Mrs. Mample walked
into the same one the axe was in. Her apron was really tight today her
face told me in a red fury. A young woman was with her, wearing a
pink striped shirt and tight, white pants.

"Momma, stop doing this. You'll hurt yourself. Remember your
back."

"Go away, you're not wanted here," said Mrs. Mample, as she
picked up her axe.

"Momma, I love you, please!"
Mrs. Mample's next stroke came down so hard, she got at the white

meat of the root.
Mrs. Mample missed once and hit the fence, but otherwise it was no

use. She would not stop hitting at the roots, and her daughter was
drowned out in the steady barrage of the axe. The daughter stopped
talking as if she was used to it. A tree branch scraped against my
parents' window on the second floor, and my attention was disturbed.
1 turned into the fight.

"I'm not going to be working after January, I have a nine year old
child, no income, a house with a mortgage, and an idiot wife, and you
want to talk about chopping down the cherry tree. Let's analyze this
situation. Rah won't be able to go to college."

"She'll pay her own way through," my mom said.
"Claire, stop giving me solutions. If 1 can't work. I'm nothing. I

know what I am now. Without work, who will I be?"
"The same man."
"No Claire, no Claire, no Claire! You've missed the point. You

always miss the point. You don’t even know why.. .so let's forget
about that cherry tree. I want to hold on to it. It gives me something to
hold on to, allright?" my father said with a sarcastic anger. "The cher­
ries have to be picked up, and the pits have to be picked up after the
birds eat them, and the blossoms have to be swept, and the white
rocks around the base have to be kept there and the cherries have to be
picked up, and oh yes, I have to fight with Mrs. Mample. If that tree
wasn't around, I'd have nothing to do," my father said with all the sar­
casm he could flood his mouth with.

"Why do you want to keep it then?"
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"It's beautiful, damnit."

I can remember all this and understand, but after our beginning
days, when we started to forget we'd lived elsewhere, I fear distortion.

It was early morning and Mr. Mample was waiting with my father
on the corner for the bus. He looked so shriveled and wimpy in his
brown gray wool suit, and little derby, with gray hair jutting out on
either side of the hat. He had his arms drawn tightly to his sides, as if
he was thinking about something he was going to do. His hands were
dug deeply into his pocket, and he wasn't talking, as usual.

My father said he almost never talked. He just went to his shop,
sewed in front of the window all day, and waited for. Well my
father never said what he thought he waited for, but everybody waits
for something. I mean, the man must think.

To me, it always seemed like he was drowned out, like everything
was now, and probably always was, too much for him. He was, I
thought, resigned. I wondered why my father didn't know that. My
father said, "they probably fight all night, but nobody knows,". .
but I knew. 1 saw the light in his room go off at eight every night, and
he slept with the window open.

It was starting to get colder this Monday, and I watched my Dad
wait for the bus; he always looked so happy. Brown grass curved
around Mr. Mample's feet, and the background of houses made him
look like an old, sad painting. I saw from my wide living room win­
dow the bus wheeling up over the hill, on Vauxhall Road, and you
could tell it was full, and wasn't going to stop —it was going too fast
to stop.

Vauxhall Road is very narrow, and the bus rode along the same
brown grass Mr. Mample was standing on. It was coming, coming,
very fast, with the smell of smoke bearing out of its rear end. It was
just Mr. Mample, and the wheel of the bus, stamping brown grass
down, and then it was just the wheel. Mr. Mample stepped out in
front of the bus and was gone.

I know there had to be blood, and ambulances and screams, but all I
remember is one minute it was him and the wheel, and the next minute
just the black wheel. Then my father came back in the house, and
didn't go to work.

"Claire, I have his watch."
"Go give it to her Fred."

r ^idn t argue, he just did it. There was a touch of feeling in
his face, and a film of red veins swirling in his eyes.
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He was gone an hour.
When he came back his face was stone, and the pool of his nearly

tanned cheeks was gray. All he said was, "She wanted to have an
abortion, he wouldn't let her. He didn't care she said, but he did. He
cared about life."

Then my father went out and cut down the tree.
I still don't know why. Not for Mr. Mample I don't think, although

I can't be sure. Mr. Mample wasn't even aware that he was involved in
the cherry tree, until. . .well, I'm not sure.

I go stand in front of the badly cut stump, where the cherry tree
used to be, and remember. Then I look over the fence, and watch the
roots slowly rot into Mrs. Mample's garden. O
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Dark Wings
by Russell A4. Griffin

The nightmares are back. Trembling black feathers spread fan-like
on the wind. Wings.

The last time was as a child over forty years ago, the summer I
almost died. But now at fifty-three I sit night after night at the bright
kitchen table while my wife sleeps, swallowing back the lightness, let­
ting the buzzing aches drain from my neck and knees, timing the slow­
ing of my pulse against the clock over the icebox. I tell my patients
tranquilizers just bottle up dreams the mind needs to let out, so I have
to fight the impulse to get something for myself out of my bag;
though, too, there's the appealing stoicism of just enduring.

I remember my father had nightmares, but he kept them to himself
until almost the end. They were always the same, he told me at last
from his sickbed, matchstick arms paralyzed and arranged beside him
outside the sheets, bones brittle as china. A memory from his days as a
Polish conscript in a Cossack regiment of Russian cavalry around
1905—a mass charge, a moment of the thudding of his horse's hooves
pounding through its shoulders into Father's chest and skull, and then
a glimpse of blue uniform as a Japanese rose up from the trench, so
small, he said, like a little boy in a sailor suit, and then the jolt of the
man's rib cage stopping my father's lance, as though the life shivered
through the wood to slam my father's elbow back. For an instant my
father saw the contorted face, not a little boy's but a middle-aged
man's, and then the impact broke my father's grip and he left the lance
suspended there to urge his horse across the trench and the jumble of
discarded packs and cartridge boxes behind, feeling, he said,
weightless as the angel of death.

What started my own dreams again was letting my wife talk me into
accepting Stella's invitation for Christmas Eve Wigilia for the first
time in years. Actually, the responsibility for Wigilia should be Stan s
as eldest brother, but he never took any interest even before Father 
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died, while Cas has never had the room and, even if I wanted it, it
wouldn't make any sense for the rest of them to drive to my place
when I'm the only one living out of state.

So my wife and I went to hear Stella's and Anna's litanies of their
grown children s accomplishments, while Cas, in an ascot and pink
flared pants, told us you had to be in sales to keep up with such
young-looking fashions.

"You look like a fairy,” Stan muttered. "Anyway, what kind of
pension does a salesman get? Remember Pop and his four dollars and
seven cents a week. That's what killed him, the bastards."

1 reminded Stan that Father had been dying for fifteen years of
multiple sclerosis. "Was the brass works supposed to pretend a
paralytic could work for another year just to get him his pension?
Anyway, it was your own union's contract." I understood, of course,
that it's been on Stan's mind because he'll be retiring from the brass
works himself this spring.

"Bullshit," Stan snapped. "People only die because they stop want­
ing to live. One little thing can do it—1 see it all the time in guys at the
shop. For Pop it was the insult to his pride, a life's work adding up to
four dollars and change a week."

"It was the disease, plain and simple," I said. "He was too strong a
person to stop wanting to live. And as far as insulting him goes—"

I stopped myself, but I remembered well enough how Stan and
Stella had treated with condescension verging on contempt the wild
Cossack stories we'd once enjoyed. Cas and Anna and I were all
younger, but I guess even we knew already that as native speakers of
English we could get around our little mill town better than our father.

Don't misunderstand—we loved and respected him. Inside the little
world of our apartment, he was undisputed master, and to our
neighbors he was something special indeed: a czarownik, a witch, a
healer, like his brother Jan, and their father before them.

Hands, that was how our neighbors put it. They both had good
hands. Stryjek Jan could set bones on the kitchen table, and my father
could heal the eyes. I often watched in the dim light after the supper
dishes were cleared, when the men would come and sit in Father's
chair and Father would bend over them and hold the eyelid open with
two blunt fingers to see where the shard of glass or brass sheared like a
fingernail paring was lodged in the eyeball's wet softness. When he
had removed it, he would cleanse the eye with 190-proof alcohol, and
even strong men would scream and sometimes their crotches would go
dark with wetness. But the eyes, like the bones Stryjek set, always
healed.
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My father had darker powers, too. I knew about them, I guess, but I
never had any real sense of them until the night Stryjek was killed,
when I was ten. I'd been dozing fitfully because my side had started to
bother me, when I heard noises in the hall and then sobbing from the
parents' bedroom.

I got up and went in. The kerosene lamp on the dresser was lit, a
glowing yellow tube in front of the rotogravure of Pius XI Mother had
carefully torn from the Sunday paper and framed. She sat now on the
far side of the bed, outside the circle of light, her face in her hands,
while Father stood barechested in his trousers with the suspenders
hanging on either side like harness straps. And someone else—Stryjna
Mary from two doors away, sitting white-faced by my mother, clasp­
ing and unclasping her hands.

"Co tam robisz, synul" Father asked. "The stomach again?''
"Heard something. Why's Stryjna here? Why's Mamma crying?"
It must have been a full minute before he spoke. A milling machine

had toppled from its mooring during the night shift at the brass works,
he told me at last. It had crushed Styjek Jan. "And I knew before,'' he
said. "Tonight I hear the wings of the angel of death go by, and his
claws touch the screen. Stnierc zwasze da znac. Death always let you
know."

"Did you see it?" I asked. "How could you be sure?"
"Because I am sure," he said, not in my father's voice, but in the ter­

rible voice of czarownik. He forced my head back with one hand to fix
my eyes with his. "You must never, never look out when you hear
such things. If the angel sees you, he takes you instead." When at last
he let go of my head, I ran terrified from the room.

In the days that followed I brooded over what he had said, the way
a child will. I wondered whether Stryjna Mary too had heard the
scratches of death's angel as he whispered past us toward Uncle Jan,
but I was afraid to ask, even after she moved into Stella's and Anna's
room. I wondered whether it was my brooding that made my stomach
worse and worse, until I could keep nothing down. And then the
nightmares began. But the last night, and the worst, was no
nightmare.

Even today I remember the sudden scraping sound that cut through
my sleep that night, loud, like a sharp blow between the shoulder
blades. Instantly I was awake, eyes wide and staring sightlessly into
the dark. I was only a head, and then I felt the sheet damp with
summer-night sweat on the back of my neck. And then, much further
away, the pain already burning in my gut.

For a moment I hoped I'd been wrong, that a dream sound and the
pain had awakened me.
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And then a puff of breeze moved the curtain and sound came again,
like fingernails raked across the screen outside. Or claws.

Not daring to look, I waited for the inevitable sobbing from the
bedroom. But instead, with a sigh of wind almost a wail, the spectral
hand scraped a third time, bristling the hairs on the back of my neck.

The angel of death was not passing by; he had stopped for me. In
anger and despair I lunged onto my knees to look defiantly out the
window. Something black rode against the sky behind the oak out­
side—not between me and the stars, but a moving blot of nothingness,
a hole through the heavens to the black edge of the universe. The blot
grew bigger and bigger, filling the sky, an empty hood rushing toward
me until its edges met the left and right limits of my vision, engulfing
me, my room, our house.

I sobbed and sank onto the bed with my knees doubled under me in
pain.

Stan stumbled from the bed he shared with Cas to lean over me. I
remember how close his face came, the unfamiliar stubble of his new
whiskers sharp and clear even in the dim light. "It's all right, kid," he
said. "We'll get the old man."

He was gone an eternity. Behind me I could hear the bedsprings
squeak as Cas shifted uneasily. "Hey, you're not really sick, are you?
Just another dream, right?"

At last I heard Stan's footsteps returning down the hall ahead of the
slapping of my father's bare feet.

"Co z toba, synul" I felt his huge hand rest gently on my upper arm.
"Is it the dreams again? I have them too, sometimes."

"Stomach hurts," I said to the wall through clenched teeth.
"Again? How bad?"
"Bad."
"You know what I think?" Stan said, just behind him. "I bet it's ap­

pendicitis. I remember this guy in high sch—"
"Shut up—don't say it, or poof, it makes true." He spoke loudly to

me. "Maybe you eat something bad. Or there is some spell."
"But they just took this guy to the hospital—" Stan began.
"I stepped in that old lady's shadow outside the variety store once,”

1 blurted, terrified of hospitals. "The looney that talks to herself.
Everybody says she's a witch."

"There, you see, Stanley?" my father said. Now I cut the spell.
I watched my father's shadow on the wall make a scissors motion

with the first two fingers of the right hand, starting low and going as
high as it could reach, then across from left to right, the sign of the
cross. "Now rest," he said. "I will stay with you. He lowered himself 
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nervously onto the foot of my bed, his every cough and twitch shiver­
ing along the spring to stab through my body doubled up with pain,
until at last I slipped into an uneasy doze.

I can't remember seeing my father practice his dark science again,
though it may be 1 simply didn't notice. In those days none of us cared
much about our parents' homeland or customs, or knew more than
that they had left Poland reluctantly to escape the Czar's impressment
gang, which had come to draft my father a second time because they
couldn't find his brother, Jan. We couldn't begin to understand why
our parents joined the others on those long drives to the Polish Na­
tional Church in Union City, risking charges of schismatic and even
heretic for the comfort of the mass in Polish.

We even balked at Polish school, satisfied with enough Polish to get
by when our parents were tired or forgot or didn't want shop clerks to
understand something was too extravagantly expensive for us. But
every day after public school we had to go to the back room of the
Polish-American Club on Oxford Street to learn the alphabet and
language from Mr. Climezewski, who was said to have been a
schoolmaster in Skempe but we knew was just the little man who
swept behind the counters and cleaned the oven at Belczynski's bakery
after hours.

Climezewski's main pleasure was catching boys being inattentive.
With palms and fingertips perpetually red and raw from crawling in­
side the still-hot oven, he would force the offender to his knees on the
pea-coal scattered by the door of the iron stove. First the tiny cold
lumps seemed almost to burn as they bored into your knees and shins;
by the end of the half hour they left deep indentations in which your
pants clung when you staggered up. On the walks home, we plotted to
sneak into Belczynski's some night while Climezewski was in the oven
and, like the little girl in the fairy tale, slam the door shut and stoke up
the fire.

If I'd known what Father's first dizzy spells and lapses of clumsiness
really meant, I might have tried to learn more from him in the time he
had left, though long illnesses bring a numbness that weakens even
strong convictions. In our father's dying we kept making small conces­
sions to necessity, gradually changing our daily living without realiz­
ing until too late we'd changed our lives. Like Stan forever planning to
leave the brass works but staying on each year for my father, until
now he s retiring from the place, or Stella marrying the Italian we call­
ed Count Paskudnik"—til) someone told him at the wedding it was
an insult—just because he had a job close by. I did get out at last,
despite the odds against my getting into medical school, though 1
remember almost crying when they said 1 didn't have the hands for 
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surgery. But I didn't cry; those of use who learned to kneel on the pea­
coal by the stove rarely cried in later years.

And there were things I learned from my father. By my tenth year, I
could judge the warmth and duration of the summer rains to know ex­
actly when my father would get out his pails for the bright orange
mushrooms, called "milkies" because of their sap, and yellow pod-
pienki, the tastiest of all. He never explained how to tell the good from
the bad, but by following patiently every year I learned to watch for
gnats clustering over the slight stickiness on the tops of those other
yellow mushrooms he called "kiss-of-death."

In fact, the morning after my appendicitis attack, he tried to say I'd
probably picked up a toadstool by mistake.

"I know better than that," I said, hurt. I was leaning against the
doorjamb, surprised at how just coming downstairs had left me wind­
ed and light-headed. It was the first time I couldn't force my body to
do what I willed.

"I still say it's appendicitis, Pop," Stan said, his mouth full.
My forehead was steamy and the sick burning was beginning again.

I pressed a cold hand against the front of my pants to hold the pain in
and sat down opposite Stan. I watched Father in his undershirt,
forearms on the table, spooning oatmeal with his heavy right hand,
his left clutching the wet dishrag for his face and hands during meals.
He put down the spoon. At first I thought he was going to hit Stan,
but instead he held up his little finger with his thumb against the first
knuckle for slepej kiszka, the blind intenstine. "I told you last night,
you don't say that or it happens. With slepej kiszka there is nothing
you can do. You die. With a bad mushroom, except kiss-of-death, it's
poof, a little sick and you are well."

"Pop, you think it's Poland thirty years ago. Doctors fix appendixes
all the time now."

Stella was with Stryjna Mary at the sink, warming eggs in her hands
for Mamma at the stove. "Well, anyway," she said, "last night I forgot
to tell you Father Reilly stopped me on the street wanting to know
where you and Mamma have been. He knows you're going to the
Zelazne church, and he says it's a mortal sin not saying mass in Latin."
They were Zelazne, the Iron Ones, because the Polish National
Church had started among the Scranton steel workers.

"Let the Rzyniskokatolicki have their Latin," Father said. He drank
from the milk bottle and put it down. 1 watched the film of white bub­
bles drain back down within the glass sides to collect at the bottom.
Suddenly my head jerked forward with a surge of pain, and I kept
myself from doubling over only by holding onto the seat of my chair.
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"Co z tobal"
"Poppa," Stella said, exasperated. "Father Reilly says—"
"Shut up your mouth! I said, mali Josef, are you all right?" He look­

ed worried, even frightened. Gray globs of oatmeal dangled from his
moustache.

"Okay," I gritted. "Poppa, you got oatmeal—"
He rubbed the back of his hand across his mouth. "You make sure

Joey stays quiet today, Mamma, he said.
"Yes, Josef," she answered. She was spooning cold bacon grease

from a handleless teacup into the black iron pan.
"What good is that, Pop?" Stan said. "He's sick. Let me take him to

the doctor."
"Stanley, my son, the big co to ja who knows everything. You will

miss work."
"You got it wrong, Pop. Anyway, it's my last month in that place."
"Sure, from you I got everything wrong. You and me got to work.

When we get home, then we see."
"You're afraid to take him," Stan said.
"Don't say to me who's afraid."
I heard the first eggshell crack and the thick mucus slide snapping

and sputtering into the hot grease, and the bitter juices surged from
my stomach up the back of my throat. "Got to go, Poppa," I gagged.
"Going to be sick."

My father looked down at his bowl and nodded.
"You see, Pop?" Stan was saying, and then the screen door slammed

behind me and I was outside. The first burning flowed up my throat
and I flung myself down the back steps to my hands and knees and ret­
ched with my head hanging between my arms. Gulping air and
swallowing back, 1 opened my eyes, blinking away the tears, and eas­
ed myself onto the side of my hip, away from the dark moist spot in
the dirt next to the milk box.

1 was aware only of the contact between the cold air and my skin,
imagining it stretched tent-like over me to let the air flow beneath it
and above. Then gradually my mind moved my body to the branches
of the oak above me and to my own window. A dead branch spiking
out from the tree nearly touched my screen.

1 guessed it all in an instant, but I had to be sure. In the euphoria
after vomiting, head light from the blood gone to my stomach, I stood
to reach for the low branch my father always meant to saw off. It was
easy to pull myself up the first few feet. Then I had to reach well above
my head and shinny to the next branch. That started the burning
again in my stomach, and I stopped to rest. My head was hot and cold
at once, the back of my neck freezing with evaporating sweat, the pain 
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in my side sharper. I rubbed my hands on my thighs to warm them
and felt tremors running up from my forearms and out through my
shoulders. For a second I thought I would fall.

But I didn't, and again I eased myself up, pressed against the trunk
of the tree, and reached out with my foot for the next branch. It took a
long time, my neck aching from leaning back to see how much farther
I had to go, but finally I was just below my own window, and then op­
posite it and looking in, my right arm curled over the dead branch.
My bed was hidden by the sill, but I could see our bedroom door and a
glimpse of hall beyond.

I pulled down with my right arm and watched the shiver move
through the branch until the dead spike leaped against my screen. The
sharp scrape of death's nails. So it had been only the wind and the
branch, after all, and the hood only a cloud or my imagination.

But even as I looked out from my perch, the edges of my window
frame and the straight clapboard lines began to blur and prism into
pure blues and reds, and I thought I saw what death's angel had seen
and then I was seeing through the eyeless hollows of death himself,
everything with its own rainbow aura invisible to mortals but plain to
me. Two rainbow windows, four, eight, all mine.

I looked out toward the glowing roofs of the other houses, and
languidly I leaned forward and slipped gracefully onto the stream of
the wind to glide away, watchful for an unwary face at any window,
the branch just tipping my left foot as I soared upward, even as some
forgotten, defeated part of me flinched my shoulders and sucked in
my chest for the impact. But I didn't notice, sweeping my hands out to
catch the currents and trying to throw my head back the better to feel
and hear the rainbows, for I was the angel of death, exultant, in search
of prey.

The ground slammed up through my feet, hips, back, exploding in a
white light behind my eyes just as it swung up vertically to slap
against the side of my head. I knew without being fully aware that
Stan had jumped from the back porch and run to me, yelling, while in
the background I could hear the screaming of my mother and Stryjna
and Stella. Then there was nothing.

A broom handle pressing up from inside me against the back of my
throat, throbbing in my head flickering in and out between moments
of blackness, and then the gritty, unclean stench of ether. I opened my
eyes. A room bright with yellow afternoon sunlight. A hospital ward,
upright shadow lines of whitewashed wooden paneling and brass
bedsteads.

My father was near the foot of the bed, Sunday suit coat over his
work shirt and pants, a handkerchief knotted around his neck, shif-
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ting uncomfortably beside my mother. "He is all right, then?"
"Will be," said an American voice somewhere on the other side.

"Dumb luck. Ruptured when we took it out. Could have killed him.
Peritonitis."

"Thank you, Doctor," my father said.
"In the old country," my mother said, "only a miracle—"
"Stupid to wait so long," said the voice, going away.
My father hung his head.
"I think he's awake, Josef," my mother said, coming toward the

head of the bed. My father followed, reaching out a huge hand and
laying it on my shoulder, then instantly snatching it away as though it
burned. His elbow struck the metal pitcher on the night stand and
knocked it over. "Clumsy," my mother whispered to herself, letting
him bend down for the pitcher and then set it gingerly on the stand as
though it possessed some magical, unpredictable will of its own.

"I’m glad you are better," he said.
"Don’t try to talk, Joey," my mother said.
"That's right," my father went on. "Just rest. So, like I told Father

Reilly today, I guess sometimes it isn't the hex or the mushrooms, eh,
synul"

He didn't see me try to smile; his eyes were blank as china. Im­
pulsively I reached for him, but the pains from my gut and bandaged
arm stabbed through me toward each other, and 1 dropped my head
back on the pillow to stare at the far wall.

It was a long time before we looked at each other again without one
of us turning away. But to avoid is only human, just as at this past
Christmas Vigil Stan and I found ourselves staring at our Wigilia
drinks instead of each other.

"I still say it's what the front office did to him," Stan said doggedly.
' You take a man's pride away and you kill him."

Even as he spoke, my knees trembled—with rage, with the memory
of that afternoon in the hospital when I looked at Father, at Poppa,
standing dumbly by my bed, and heard my every movement rustle
through the starched bedclothes like the whirring of dark wings. The
wings I ride now in dream after dream.

"Hey, you two," Cas said. "What kind of family talk is this? Come
on, drink up. Na zdrowie."

I pushed my glass away. "Bullshit, Stan," I said. "I'm the doctor/*

(Originally published in Connecticut Artists; reprinted by permission
of the author)
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A Portrait of a Marriage
by Annette N. Yukash

As 1 entered the room, I saw dwarfed in a corner the man who was
my father. There is nothing more devastating than seeing a massive,
barrel-chested man reduced to a feeble shell. Barely able to walk by
himself, unable to see more than shadows, a man who never cried, but
now cries often from frustration and despair.

How shall I describe him to you? What he was, what he hoped to
be, and what he is now. Someone like all of us who wanted his share
of the world and is now so pleased just to spend a day without pain.
To be able to eat and eliminate, things we take for granted, are for the
dying major triumphs.

The past appears in vignette form. Pleasant memories and hard
ones. I try to remember dialogue, but how do you put dialogue in the
mouth of a silent man?

Seeing my father in an oxygen tent is like the sea closing in again,
this time for good.

1 am only allowed in for five minutes on the hour. And there are all
the wires and machines. I catch a glimpse of my face in the glass and I
am startled. So tired looking and worn. I had not known that that was
the face I had been wearing. Everyone so solicitous and now I under­
stood why. My face and body seem to react on their own, while the
mind remembers.

One of the most vivid memories I have of my parents, before the
marriage broke up, was a summer by the shore. At first we were all
alone. And things seemed perfect. We were happy, and both parents
were getting along so well. But then the relatives came causing prob­
lems—drawing my father away. 1 guess they felt that obligations
couldn't be fun and my father went along with the crowd. It was the
end of the summer and of the marriage as well.

The nurse comes in and checks him—the blip of the screen is pretty
steady right now. Of course, my mother isn't here. She hasn't seen 
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him for years and won't come even though she knows he is dying.
Where was I, yes, the summer and the following fall. Nothing but

arguments. My mother trying to impose some order on our lives and
my father wanting none of it. I suppose he felt trapped—that a man
gets to some point in his existence when he feels that he's never done
what he wanted to do with his life and I suppose he feels it's because of
his family and their needs that he must always put off his own wants.
(But really it's the same for women, too.) So he took to gambling for a
while hoping to make it big and buy some sort of freedom. But like his
worthless gambling tickets, he had gambled that my mother would
always forgive him, and he had lost again. This time irrevocably.

His misuse of her had filled her with bitterness until there was
nothing left of feelings she once had. No hope for the future. And she
was tired.

So all was lost; after sixteen years, all was lost. Ever after he would
be as a stranger knocking at the door, allowed in only for glimpses like
a wave returning relentlessly to shore. The substance of the marriage
was gone. He had thought one time that this was what he wanted—
but the obligations never went away. One was never free.

Now there was peace in the house, and quiet. One could hear the lit­
tle things again, like the breeze rifling pages of a book and the slow
swish of curtains, the burr of blinds and the dog’s nails clicking on the
floors.

And in her corner, in her chair, sat my mother. Sometimes quietly
staring into space, blue-grey eyes flickering as the past ran through her
mind.

My father's attempts at reconciliation were like the waves beseiging
the shore, never winning it over but wearing it away and leaving
depressions and scattered bits of shattered lives.

And the relations bustled in and out of the house and in and out of
our lives. Poking noses in, and clicking picking claws, asking ques­
tions, interfering and rebuked by polite silence. They had made their
impressions and the results were irretrievable.

Now coming back with wringing hands and unanswered questions,
raised eyebrows and round eyes, refusing responsibility for what they
had done, but trying to patch it up again nevertheless; not realizing I
suppose that they were only catalysts exacerbating fundamental dif­
ferences—my father must be free and my mother must have a home.
And their incongruities led them to this.

And I remember now my own kitchen faces the south, and my liv­
ing room is dark like my mother's, and yes, my favorite seat is in the
corner of the two couches near my books.

I m lucky, of course, for my husband loves his home. And though 
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of course there are the relatives, I don't give that much of a damn
about them and neither does he. And if either of us would be free it
would be me.

But in the wave sounds of my revery, the line on the screen drops to
one steady high-pitched sound like a gull shrieking. In the glass I sur­
prise myself again. My face seems caved in though I am not crying. I
quite expected this. But my body responds independently with sucked
in breath and knotted stomach. It was as if, involuntarily, a little of
me had also died.

And I could not help but think that for all our pretense to civiliza­
tion, no matter what we do or don't do, that in the context of time we
have as much impact as the empty broken shells on the beach. The
detritus. We prevail where we can then we die or are devoured and
ritually buried. Our great cities are like the coral reefs, impressive for
a time, but eventually crumbling and like our little edifices we even­
tually are ground into dust or sand.

At home in my comer in the dark room, my husband tiptoes
around me, not wanting to intrude on my grief. Or so he thinks. The
day is a fine one. The window open and the blinds burring, a biplane
soars somewhere overhead. My dog puts her head in my lap as I stare
ahead into space, the past flickering through my mind. El
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Poem
What I am trying to say
sometimes quietly, sometimes with passion
on this ocean planet
with its mighty blue rollers
is that even in desert kingdoms
we live like children looking out to sea
waiting for sunrise
and hold in our lungs
precious air. You, in your life
grasping for straws
tossed among the pebbles and the weeds,
know this too seldom. All there is
is the chance
that any moment we will suddenly awake
where the waves hang like a thousand thoughts
the artist suspended
only to let one crash against the rocks
for the bubbles of foam
crazily rising,
as into another life that now begins
moment to moment
you go as a child
out before the household is awake,
climbing the dunes to reassure yourself
in order to forget you must have known
there are wings in the sky,
there is ocean.

-Dick Allen
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Nearing the New Age
Out of the blue comes a woman
not Aphrodite,
who wears pink slacks and carries in her hand
a library card
is slightly pretty, did time
in a women's prison, grovelled for a plate
of corn and chipped beef
and now is released. She pronounces
all her words slowly, looks at you with such
deliberate eyes
you will not think about her wrists in bread,
children and sex, but of talking
as you sit apart upon a bench
overlooking the blue
ocean filled with clipper ships, and the wind
equally touches
your faces. This is forever
you want to say, but she smiles and only likes
the counterpointing of your voice and hers,
your appearance beside her. She
is fascinated by the way the dunegrass blows,
why she is here and what she has to do
with cloning the sun,
mathematical concepts of strangeness
and charms to never wear about her neck,
bare as it plunges deeply
into her body
unseen by old Adam, silent among the ferns.

-Dick Allen
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Tapestry Weaver
for Arachne

You are like the busy spider weaving
a splendid, purple web of silk and cotton,
which floats around your head like smoke
while you sit, poised and perfect,
at your spinning wheel. Gold threads
hang from your hair and shoulders, as if
they were remnants of wings and halo. Other women
busy at their craft, dye and weave
as if making bread—pounding their lives
into their work over, around, again, over.
Life to them is the wheel, turning. One woman
whispers to herself, "It's a woman's lot, the wheel,
like birth...But you shine, Arachne,
with skin as rich as the dye
in your pots: a bare thigh pouring
through folds of your velvet robe, rubbing
against the slight rocking of the wheel.
Is the thigh in your tapestry Europa's
or yours being raped by Zeus?
Again the bullish, rythmic motion against the leg,
the sheen of damp flesh and blood —
the crimson dye in your pot.
Like Europa kneeling before the beast,
you too have known the brutality of disguise,
the fatality of truth—to be raped
by a bull, a man, a god; to weave a fable
a dream, fragments of a life.
You weave yourself into your patterns,
then condemned as a sinner because
you are able to craft your sight. One old woman
rages at your brave depictions, a flashing-eyed
goddess will destroy your talent.
You weave, neck bent forward, waiting
for a strong thick piece of thread
that will fit around your blue-veined throat,
crack your delicate bone,
break your looming vision.

-Maddy Sheinberg
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A Wedding Fish
Dressed in a white smock stained with sauce and blood,
you prepare the fish, the day before your wedding.
You bend over a steel sink, looking at your reflection
distorted like a dream, swimming eyes open
through tepid salt water. You do not wash your hands;
soap will ruin the fish scent hanging in the room.
You want everything to be perfect,
especially this four pound prize of smoked delicacy
imported from Nova Scotia, off season.

You open the belly with a thin silver knife:
one quick quiet slit
like the zipper on your white dress
opening, closing on your wedding day.

Skin flakes off the blade like fine lace
curling at a seam.
The glass-smooth bones are the split sequins
embroidered into your dress by a calculating seamstress,
like God placing the tiny structural bones
in the core of a fish.

You are a midwife, cleaning the small body,
placing it on a bed of slivered ice,
preparing it to be dressed. Spoonfuls
of black and red caviar, like melted checkers,
are placed in the cavity, returning to the womb,
almost resisting the ironic journey,
yet giving into the madness,
this system always motile,
sometimes operating without flaw.

-Maddy Sheinberg
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Spanish Sonnet

The sun is an island off her shore
bleaching the rock and dirt to an ash
grey, not death-like, but old, and Moorish—
a country wading across three, four
centuries, slowly, as if the lake
of fortune called from a dream. Voices
speak of land and heroes, the choices
made during the war, and those we make
while praying, wishing. We are Spaniards,
proud of our greater self. El Pais,
our fathers' country—burning flowers
on red mountains. Like the civil guards,
1, too, protect a dream, the heart-piece
of Spain—Madrid—beating, breathing, ours.

—Maddy Sheinberg
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by Doug Sioiff
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Groundswell is proud to present the following four photographs by Mark
Coelho as a concept series. These photographs were a part of Coelho's re­
cent exhibit at the Floor Five Gallery.
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by Mark Coehlo
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COCKROACH
(Kunte Kinte in Harlem)

I have been beaten
in to the outhouse,

I must make a stand here!
carve deeply into the walls,

draw maps on the soft tissues, &
seal them into the porcelain...

I am the "eye" of their hurricane,
(my position, locked into their computers)

the neutron blast
coming soon
blowing life

to the moon...
the comode & the walls will stand,

as I step in,
flush,

&
rise to a new land!

-Richard Fewell

-39-



The Road to Kansas
by Susan A. Zavadsky

You push the car door open against the wind and climb out of the
driver's seat. Your eyes scan the headstones, thousands of them, some
tall, like Cleopatra's Needles, some pink, some tilted. You maneuver
between them to the most familiar one and place your white rose in
front of it. You pull your ski jacket tightly around you. It was two
years ago today, exactly. You gaze at the soiled suede of your tennis
shoes.

The house was in silent repose that morning and even the walls
seemed to be asleep. But the beloved hush was broken earlier than
usual. There were voices coming from the direction of the staircase.
You tried to blot them out, but it wasn't right. Not only did you hear
the familiar voices of your mother and father, but there were strange
voices—voices you had never heard before. The voices lingered at the
stairs for a moment, then grew fainter and were joined by quick,
metallic, squeaking noises, as they descended. The song of a siren
drifted away, and you returned to your treasured slumber.

Your mother called from the hospital that afternoon, and you pro­
mised her that Lisa, Jilley and yourself would all be there within the
hour. You motioned to Abbey, your neighbor, to turn down the
temperature on the stove. Your mother said you needn't bother com­
ing, and that she was on her way home. You hung up the phone and
flipped your cheeseburger. Abbey watched your face for a moment
after you repeated the phone conversation to her, and then decided it
was time to leave. There was a heap of laundry waiting for her at
home.

Your mother filed you and your two sisters into the livingroom and
you all sat. She struggled to get the words out—those words. The air
turned to ice and you were trapped in it. You wondered at the softness
of the vinyl recliner you were sitting in. The sunlight glared on the
carpet and invaded every crevice of the room and stung your face.
There was nothing. The people faded out and there was nothing.

Later, you don't remember how much later, you found yourself
huddled awkwardly on the floor with a crowd of strangers.

The doorbell began to ring, harmoninzing with the telephone.
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Strangers came and vfcent, offering casseroles, chrysanthemums, and
helpless condolences. Rev. Goddard was one of the first. He hung
around most of the day but never said much, so you supposed that
simply his presence was comforting. He stood out of the way, in a cor­
ner of whichever room was busiest. He had always puzzled you, even
frightened you. He had rarely spoken to you personally, and you
knew of him mostly from weekly church newsletters that you occa­
sionally flipped through. Today he stood silent and almighty, with a
cup of tea. The wrinkled corner of a white silk handkerchief peeked
out of the pocket on the breast of his black jacket. You imagined that
if you pulled it, a trail of a dozen or so rainbow colored ones, knotted
together, would follow behind.

There was a sign outside the door of one of the rooms at the funeral
home. Your father's name was spelled out in white plastic letters, the
kind they use outside restaurants advertising the daily specials to pass­
ing cars. A withered gentleman with a cane offered to take your coats
and asked you all to please take a seat, just outside the room with the
sign. You were the first ones there.

When it was your turn, someone led you through the door with the
sign and pointed you in the direction of the casket. A company of
floral arrangements stood at attention behind it. Each one had a silk
sash around it, like the Miss America candidates always wear. And
each had a different set of words printed in white cursive. The one on
the casket said "Father, Husband, Friend." You stepped carefully to
the casket and knelt, still marvelling at the arrangements. Their scent
was strong and sweet.He was wearing his tweed suit. His hands were glued together over
his chest. They didn't comb his hair right, they should have brushed it
back more. His lips must have been glued, too, because they were
pressed together. You apologized for the fight the two of you had the
night before it happened, but you assured him that you were still
right. Those burn holes in the carpet were not from cigarettes, they
came from the fireplace. You told him that the flowers were lovely.
You untied your fingers to flick a tear from his lapel.

"Hello, I'm Ed Christianson. He was a good man, your father. I will
miss him," said a man in a black trench coat, holding out his hand.
You shook it and nodded, gritting your teeth.

"Hi, you're Amy? I'm Edna Worthington. I went to college with
your Dad. I'm very sorry," said a pathetically short, chunky woman
wiping a black tear from her face. You beamed at her with scolding
eyes and turned to the next in line. From the corner of your eye you
saw the woman's thick eyelids roll up at you, revealing the 
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yellowness, like parchment. Your mother threw you the same look
that you had forced on the woman, but you ignored it. You gave up
your place in the receiving line and marched to the bathroom for a
cigarette.

On the way home you pressed yourself against the door of the sta­
tion wagon and watched your breath condense in a fuzzy circle on the
window, then evaporate.

"Amy?" You felt Lisa's hand on your shoulder.
"What," you snapped.
"I know it sucks, all those people, but cut the shit."
"Fuck you," you said, making an "x" on the window.
"Fuck you," Lisa said.
In a moment, she offered her hand, and you took it.
At home, you shared a cigarette with Lisa and watched ten minutes

of Johnny Carson before climbing the stairs to bed. You heard your
mother's voice coming from Jilley's room. You tiptoed to the door and
opened it a crack. Good, they didn't notice you. They were sitting on
the bed, and Jilley was already under the covers. The swag lamp cast
blue shadows on the wall.

"God just wanted him a little sooner than we thought, Honey," said
your mother.

"Is he in heaven?" asked Jilley.
"Yes." 
"With Nana?"
"Yes, Sweetheart."
"Where's heaven, Mommy?"
"Where God is."
"Where's God?"
In heaven, Honey, with Daddy and Nana, and where everybody

goes when they die, unless they're bad."
"But where. Mommy, where?" Jilley pleaded. Your mother played

with a loose thread on the bedspread. You recognized the look on her
face. It was the same one she had when you were six and you asked
her how Santa could go to everybody's house in the world all in one
night.

The limousine picked you up at 8:45 the next morning. It must have
just been washed because the sun sparkled on the glossy blackness. As
you and your family rode that last block you could hear the bells get­
ting louder and louder. They were sullen, even. The driver pulled up
in front of the narthex and assisted each of you out, one by one. The
wind threw your hair over your face. You wished the bells would
stop.

The usher handed each of you a program. You felt hundreds of eyes 
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beaming at you, burning your face, as you walked in a cluster down
the center aisle of the church. Yellow carpeting paved the road to the
altar.

You marched past the casket and filed into the front pew, first Jilley,
then Lisa, then yourself, then your mother. The eulogy was long and
tiresome. Rev. Goddard was preaching about God and heaven and the
celebration of life. You peeked down to the end of the pew where the
man in the casket used to sit. You remembered how he used to try and
make you laugh by singing in a thunderously deep voice. Once, on
Christmas Eve, he was doing it to "Hark, the Herald Angels Sing,"
pushing his chin to his chest, and you kept laughing out loud after the
song was over and embarrassed the entire congregation.

Two short altar boys extinguished the candles. One of them had a
clump of hair sticking up on the back of his head. You followed the
casket out the door, and the bells were clanging again. The procession
rolled slowly, agonizingly, to the cemetery, where you piled out of the
limousine and collected about the casket with your family. It was only
partly visible because of the flowers on top. The sun sought out one or
two bare spots and sparkled off the grooves. You had all decided to
get him a steel one so it wouldn't rot in the ground. Rev. Goddard
said, "Ashes to ashes, dust to dust," and sprinkled some sand into the
petals. You still don't know why he did that. You barely had time to
clear your throat and drop your white rose into the spray before Rev.
Goddard gesticulated his finale and kissed the steel box. Someone an­
nounced that there would be coffee and doughnuts at your house
afterward. You rolled your stinging eyes.

You were helping your mother send off Rev. Goddard, straighten­
ing his white handkerchief, when you heard Toto barking at the man
behind the curtain. The minister was the last to go, so you sat Indian
style in front of the set. Jilley laughed as you recited the familiar lines
out loud.

"Pay no attention to the man behind the curtain, bellowed the
deep, fiery voice. You watched with giddy pleasure as the Wizard
pulled his gifts from the black bag and distributed them to the
Scarecrow, the Tinman, and the Cowardly Lion. You massaged your
toes as the balloon left without Dorothy. You stretched out on the
floor while Dorothy pleaded to Glinda one last time to let her go home
to Kansas. When Dorothy learned that the power was hers and hers
alone, and that she had had it all along, you drifted off to sleep.

The wind is biting your toes, and the tears are chilling your face.
You stare down at your muddy tennis shoes and you tap your beds
together once, twice, three times.
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Seventh Street Parallel

by Annette N. Yukash

Mihalko descended into the subway on his way to work. He didn't
even notice the graffiti, the litter, the torn posters. It was all part of the
everyday background. The looking down the tracks into blackness,
the dim sick-looking yellow lights. The only thing he did pay attention
to were the lights and how grotesque they made the people look as
they bobbed beyond the columns to look for the trains and bobbed
back again, disappearing. He had been to Coney Island when he had
first come to America, and going through the funhouse he had been
unnerved by the human effigies that had popped out al him from dark
recesses, illumined by the same sort of sickly light that parodied any
face, human or puppet. And the tinny voices, mechanical and jeering,
that ugly inhuman laughter. So that was a funhouse, eh — people
could have it. It seemed to function solely to make you feel miniscule,
terrified and at the mercy not only of uncontrollable externals but the
pitfalls of your own mind —to be betrayed by your own mind.

To clear his head Mihalko thought back to his family. His step­
daughters were visiting with their half grown children. They sat
around the kitchen table dying the beautiful pysanky, Ukrainian
Easter eggs, as the candlelight played on their faces and hands. His
wife Khrystia was dark-eyed and dark-haired like a gypsy, a
Zahanychka from the Hutzul region. Her first husband, however, had
been from the northern Linikiw and the daughters were blond and
blue-eyed. Except for the more modern conveniences in the kitchen,
he could almost believe they were back in a small village in the
Ukraine working away with their kistkas, dipping them in the melted
candle wax and drawing the designs on the eggs, covering each sub­
sequent darker color until the designs were finished and the wax could
be melted off the egg. This was always a time of laughter and tears
because invariably one of the children would hold the egg too close to
the flame and it would crack, ruining two hours work. The designs on
the eggs dated back to a time before Christianity and were symbolic of
health, harvest and fertility, the wealth of an agrarian world. When
the women and children left the house tomorrow morning for the
blessing of the Easter baskets, however, the world they'd step out into
was not a bucolic country lane but the cold, hard, dirty city streets of
the East Village, New York's Little Ukraine.
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Khrystia's and his Ukraine was gone forever, caught in the war be­
tween Nazi Germany and the Russians as part of the allied forces it
had since been swallowed whole by the Communists. Mihalko had
been part of a partisan group fighting for Ukrainian independence, but
it had been like using a teacup to stem a tide. Mihalko and others of
his group found themselves on a railroad siding with thousands of
other unwanted persons, Jews, Gypsies, rebels, clergy, intellectuals,
men, women and children, al] waiting in silence to be herded into the
trains destined for the work camps in Poland and Germany. Mihalko
thought back to that unnatural silence —broken only by the harsh
barked German and the sound of jackboots. One woman who had
become hysterical and was working up the rest of the prisoners was
shot as casually as you please. So much for crying. As Mihalko looked
about him he saw the rest of the people, their eyes round and their
mouths open as if to scream, but there was only the silence. Even after
they'd been loaded in the cars and the large freight doors slammed to,
there was only the faintest collective moan just above a sigh as the
train started slowly up and the clack of the wheels turning made an
ever faster sound as they ate up the rails on their way to the camps.

Work camps —what a laugh —they were nothing more nor less
than their own undertakers. There had been a priest in the camp for a
short time. He tried to comfort the people, telling them it was God's
will, they'd be rewarded in another, better world, that man was frail
and one could not expect justice in this world. Hinino, thought
Mihalko, shit! But one phrase did stick in his mind —that all ex­
perience was a form of death and resurrection. As Mihalko stood by
the gas chamber doors and the priest was among those to enter, he
couldn't help but notice his calmness and the effect it had on the
others. I wish I could believe, he had thought, but he couldn t, he had
seen too much. Time and again as he had slammed to the heavy doors
on the chambers, the faces had stared out at him, not in hatred, but in
acceptance, knowing there was really nothing else he could do and
that shortly, in all probability, he'd be next if he didn t succomb to
exhaustion and starvation first. And, in fact, when he was close to dy­
ing, the Americans had liberated the camp and he remembered
vomiting up what food they tried to give him, his body had become so
unused to it. By the time he was leaving the d.p. camp in Hamburg for
the United States, he weighed 145 lbs. and he was 6'2'. It was at the
d p. camp he'd met Khrystia and her two small daughters. Her hus­
band had disappeared and she had been unable to locate him. After
Mihalko arrived in the States he put every cent he could aside and
then sent for her and her children.
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While waiting for them to come to the States he remembered read­
ing in the newspapers about the camps and the American people
seemed to wonder why all those people hadn't revolted, why they
allowed themselves to be locked up and systematically murdered. Not
having experienced anything firsthand of war, it was hard for most
Americans to understand the insanity of it. They seemed to have a
comic book mentality, that some hero would always arrive to save the
day. That all you had to do was live a clean life and you could
triumph over insurmountable odds. It was hard for them to under­
stand that you just wanted to live and that if it meant being degraded
today so you could be alive tomorrow, you just might want to be alive
tomorrow. There were no supermen to save them —a dead hero was
of no use to anyone and an unarmed man will rarely take on someone
who is armed.

Even as he worked, cleaning floor after floor of the skyscraper,
comparisons between the old country and America flowed through his
mind. In the Ukraine he had fought for his country's very existence —
he had put his life on the line many times for all the good it did him or
the Ukraine. Here, in America, the emphasis was all on the dollar —
almost every political issue and every political campaign devolved
around the economic aspects. There always seemed to be a skirmish
between big business and the taxpayers, but when you came down to
it it was just like money flowing from one hand to the other. Inflation
made life a little richer a little poorer, but if you worked and didn't
become disabled or incapacitated by some long term illness, you could
live comfortably and probably provide for a better life for your chil­
dren. He felt overwhelmed by the immenseness of America some­
times, even just the city itself, but in terms of his impact on either
America or the Ukraine he felt inconsequential. We live, we work and
we die —so what! Back in the camps, he had turned to the little things
in life. A cigarette butt some guard had tossed aside, a smuggled piece
of meat or fruit, what was left of a beautiful face, the light in the
clouds some days. He was a little man in a big world and he didn't
matter a damn. He enjoyed his family's attempt to maintain some of
the traditions of the old country; he had even established a tenuous
relationship with the Church again although he went mainly to hear
the singing and to close his eyes and have time dissolve for a short
while. Today was Good Friday, he'd be getting out of work early. He
and other men in the parish took turns at Plastynychnia, the Good Fri­
day service. There would be prayers and chanting as at a wake and
after a procession the doors of the church would be slammed to as if
t ey were the doors on a sepulchre to symbolically await their reopen­
ing on Easter Sunday.
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Khrystia loved the Christmas and Easter holidays, loved al) the
cooking and baking, the open house with guests coming and going
day in and day out. It was her opportunity to brag about her children
Last weekend a woman she had not seen for years was visiting from
the Ukraine. Khrystia had gone on in her fractured English 'look vas
ve havin', honey. Here you vorkin' you have anything you van't."
The woman had oohed and aahed. "Tomorrorn ve goin' visit my
daughter and you see m. Each vun hav'it own home, honey, two cara.
Dem kids havin' everything. How you havin' in the old Country?"

Khrystia, indefatigable Khrystia. The only time he'd seen her
flustered in the States was when their son Joseph had joined the
Marines. An officer had come to talk with the family and Khrystia,
though cordial as always, couldn't take her eyes off his pressed brown
shirt. After he'd left she'd prowled the apartment like a caged thing go­
ing from window to window. He'd noted how the light played on her
face and hands as her head moved from side to side. "What's wrong,"
he’d finally asked, although he was sure he knew. "I keep thinkin' they
cornin' vit de dam dog." It took her days to settle down and he knew
that to her it had been a threat, a reminder she wasn't safe here either.
That there was no safety in life —you were always vulnerable some­
where, sometime.

Mihalko looked at his watch, it was two o'clock. Time to leave. He
put his things away, made sure everything was secure and headed for
the Lexington and 51st Street subway to Cooper Union. It was quiet in
the subway, very few people this time of day. Also for many it was a
holiday. The litter was swirling around his feet as he descended to the
station. He sat in an almost empty car. There was an old man slumped
in the corner, asleep. He'd probably been riding up and down the line.
Sometimes some old man would come up to Mihalko and ask for a
handout and he'd always give him a few dollars for a meal — some­
times he'd go with them to the coffee shop to make sure they ate rather
than drank it up. His wife never really complained, she understood.
They'd both known what it was like to go hungry. The train rattled
on, rocking from side to side with the damn lights going off and on as
usual. Sometimes people appeared and disappeared like apparitions.
This time he'd seen a face at the door of the car only to have it vanish
when the lights went off and on again. When he got off at Cooper
Union, the place was virtually empty. He saw three young men get off
a car farther down. As he walked towards the exit he looked back and
thought he saw that same face he'd seen at the car door ducking
behind a pillar. As he turned forward again something caught him
right in the gut, knocking the wind out of him. It was one of the three, 
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he must have run ahead on the other side of the pillars. Dazed and
with the wind knocked out of him he felt them going through his
pockets. "Aw, shit this goddamned motherfucker's only got a tenspot
on him." “Whaddya expect, asshole? Did ya think he was Ronald
Reagan or somebody? Just take the goddamned money and let's get
out of here." "Wanna dump grandpa on the tracks?" "Nah, what's he
gonna do —let's just get out of here!" At the same time as they started
to run off, Mihalko saw two men coming towards them. He was still
too breathless to cry out, but he heard the one man say to the other.
"I'm not gonna get involved, one of those punks might have a knife or
something. Let's just see if the old guy's all right." As his breath started
to come back, Mihalko began to laugh "Where's my goddamned
American comic book hero?" He was laughing so hard now he was
unintelligible. "Where's my goddamned hero?" Another train pulled
up and two women got out. "Look at that man, he must be drunk and
on Good Friday." "What does the likes of him care, anyway?" said the
second woman. Mihalko kept laughing, "Good day to you, too" he
said to the two as they angled away from him. The other two men
reached him and helped him up. "Thank you, thank you" he said
through his laughter, "I'm all right. They just knocked the wind out,
that's all."

Mihalko went home to his apartment. He didn't tell Khrystia what
had happened because he knew it would upset her more than it had
him. However he didn't feel up to going to the Church service, either.
It kind of surprised him that he missed it. Well, he thought, I'm just
not as young as I used to be. I need to rest.

On Saturday, the woman and children took the baskets to Church
to be blessed. They had ham, kielbasa, the Ukrainian Easter eggs, all
covered with the traditional cloth embroidered in cross-stitched pat­
terns, and the pure white candle. After the baskets were blessed they
went home and prepared the table for tomorrow's feast.

Mihalko and his family were up at five the next day and at the
Church by six-thirty for the sunrise service. There was the usual pro­
cession around the Church symbolic of the women bringing myrrh to
the tomb of Christ, the priest knocking on the doors of the Church, at
which time the heavy vault doors swing open with a thud. The priest
turns to the people and in his deep bass voice utters the words
Khrystos Voskres" (Christ is risen). “Voistynu Voskres" (truly He has

risen) they answer as they head into the Church for the service.
Mihalko and several other men whom he'd known in the old coun­

try stood at the threshold of the Church in the open doors, but they
did not go in. They stood in the doorway and watched the service and
talked about old times. IgI
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Friday's Lesson

by Jacquie Herz

From the moment Miss Gottlieb entered our classroom at the Bais
Ivrit Grammer School for Girls, sometime in the middle of the year,
she was defeated. She had been brought in to replace Mme. Levy who,
so rumor had it, was going to have a baby. We never knew that for
sure because Dr. Shumann, our principal, swept her off the school
grounds before it became obvious. But it was the only thing that made
sense to our twelve-year-old intuitions —for Mme. Levy was an excel­
lent teacher and we behaved and learned our French as well as any
properly brought up Jewish children in England would.

Miss Gotlieb was a tall woman with dark, short, limp hair and eyes
the color of black chocolate. She had a sallow complexion and her
clothes were drab and ill-fitting. She spoke English with a foreign ac­
cent and when she stood in front of the class, so thin and frail looking,
it seemed that not much more than our breaths could blow her down.
So the cards were stacked against Miss Gotlieb from the start.

At first, we only played little tricks —like sending her hate notes in
our own brand of symbol language; or ten of us showing up to class
all wearing sunglasses which we refused to take off, giving her all sorts
of excuses why they were necessary to our health. And all the time
Miss Gottlieb would stand before us, powerless, like a reed in the
wind, unable to bring us under control. Sometimes she would yell at
us, but since her voice could only carry as far as the third row under
normal circumstances, and the worst of us were in the back of the
room, it did little good. .

Miss Gottlieb became our passion, our obsession. And in the cloak­
room, which was the entire basement of the once converted house, we
schemed and plotted. We became soldiers and generals devising tactics
to eliminate the enemy. , .

"I have a wonderful idea," said Alice, a plump girl with glasses so
thick her eyes looked like saucers. "Let's turn all the desks around so 
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that they're facing the back of the room and leave hers the way it is."
Her suggestion was met with a general consensus of "oh yes!" And the
ten of us, huddled in a far corner among the coats, gym shorts and
plimsoles with the smell of aging plumbing in our nostrils, excitedly
started planning out the strategy. But before it was totally material­
ized, the bell rang and it was time for History.

It wasn't until a couple of days later that we had the chance to meet
again and by then the idea had become stale in our minds. It just
wasn't exciting enough. But as we were sitting on the dirty concrete
floor of the cloakroom, playing jacks and discussing the geometry test
we had taken the period before, an idea flashed through my mind that
I thought would take care of Miss Gottlieb forever. Everyone listened
intently as I described the details of my cunning plot. As the bell went,
whoops of laughter rang out from us as we mounted the steps two by
two, energy and cruelty renewed. My scheme so involved me I could
barely concentrate on the War of the Roses, and afterwards missed a
perfectly good throw when it was my turn to bat in rounders.

Thursday, the day of our exploit, came. It was raining hard, 1
remember, and the noise of the rain made it exceptionally hard to hear
Miss Gottlieb conjugate the irregular verb "alter."

"Je vais, tu vas, it va, nous aliens, vous allez, its vont," she said as
she wrote the words on the board. "And can any of you tell me how
else this verb is used?" she asked, turning around to face the class
again.

"Yes," I said, raising my hand. "I know."
"Then, Andrea, will you give me an example?"
Je vais vous tue," I said triumphantly, hearing muffled giggles from

the rest of my cohorts. At first she just stared at me, and then, more
quietly than usual she said, "But why would you want to kill me?"

It was the first thing that came into my head," I said. "I didn't
mean it literally, I was just giving you an example of how the verb
alter can be used. It's future form right?"

s r’ght, she said slowly. "And there's another irregular verb
avoir which gives us a form of past tense," and she turned back to the
board once again to write out the conjugation.

Within seconds of my coughing signal, the rubbish bin was over her
ead and ten of us charged at her armed with the points of our com­

passes. She fled the room.
Now you ve gone and done it," said a girl more interested in learn­

ing rench than the rest of us. "She'll report you and then Dr.
ochumann will probably expel you."

Well, I II just tell him what a rotten teacher she is and that she has 
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no business in this school," I retorted bravely and with determination.
After a while, we settled down and the classroom was enveloped in

silence. We were sure we were waiting for Dr. Schumann. Ten minutes
passed, then fifteen, then twenty, and then the bell rang —end of
French class, time to go to Geography, and no sign of Dr. Schumann
or Miss Gottlieb. A sense of relief came over me.

The school day ended in the usual way and as I walked home I
defended myself in my imaginary courtroom, bringing up to my pro­
secutor all angles of my innocence. Mostly, I said to myself, it was her
fault because if she had been in control in the first place, none of this
would have happened.

The next day was also as usual, except that we were particularly in­
tent on our French studies. Miss Gottlieb went on with the irregular
verbs as if nothing had happened. And for a little while I thought she
was going to let it all be forgotten, chalking it up to that brutal age of
ours. But as the bell sounded and slightly above the din of desk lids
slamming shut and girls getting up, I heard a voice say, "Andrea,
please meet me outside the teachers' room after school." My heart
thudded. So she hadn't chalked it up after all. The rest of the day went
by slowly. The War of the Roses was a total blank in my mind, and I
didn't feel like playing rounders so I hid in the cloakroom pretending I
had terrible cramps and couldn't possibly do phys. ed.

Miss Gottlieb was already there when I arrived on the third floor
where the teachers' room was. She motioned me in, closed the door
behind us and told me to sit down. She stood, looking out of the win­
dow for a few moments in a death-like silence. I played with the pages
of my English grammar book, and then, quite suddenly, as if she had
just gained the courage, she started to speak in her quiet, strained,
foreign voice.

"You know, what you did to me yesterday really upset me a great
deal." She stopped. I continued to play with my book, never once
looking up at her.

"I know I'm not a good teacher," she went on. 'I could never
possibly compare to Mme. Levy. You see, I was never a teacher before
now. .." She looked at me, I could tell - for a reaction maybe - but
I was still playing with the pages of my book. "It's all due to Dr.
Schumann. He wanted to help me, he wanted to give me a job. Again
she stopped. I looked up at her and found her chocolate colored eyes
red and watery and staring hard at me. "You see, I... urn... I lost my
husband and child in Dachau. . and when the war. wasi over Dr
Schumann formed an organization to help the survivors of the deat
camps. He has been very kind to me. He helped me with my emigra­
tion from Germany, and then, after all these years m and out ot
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hospitals, he has offered me a means to make my own living here at
this school." Her words fell on me like ice cold rain.

"But I need your help, Andrea. I can't go on in a classroom filled
with girls, not much younger than my own would have been, had she
lived, so uncaring and callous. I want to become a good teacher and a
respected one, but I need your cooperation and your willingness to
learn, not only French, but how to be a sympathetic and giving human
being —one who can forgive the failures and shortcomings in others
and not judge them by surface qualities."

"Yes, Miss Gottlieb," was all I managed to say.
"You may be excused then."
I left her standing at the window. In a daze, I went down the four

flights of stairs to the cloakroom where 1 was met by all the girls.
"What happened?"
"What did she say?"
"Did she report you?"
"Are you expelled?" came the chorus.
I lifted my coat from its hook, put it on, and as I walked towards

the door I yelled back, "nothing, she said nothing," and slammed the
door behind me. (Gj
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Ginny-jo, Ginny-jo

by Becky Cox

Damnation! Emmy spoke the work out loud as if it were a well-worn
part of her vocabulary. In fact, the opposite was true. She had never
used the word damn in her life.

She watched the 1:05 express to Stamford slide quietly out of its
berth. Emmy stood perfectly still, allowing the rage in her head to travel
through her small frame, until it felt .like her fingers and toes would
swell up with it and pop right off. She looked down at the package
clutched against her sweaty body as if it alone was responsible for her
dilemma, and it occurred to her that if she hoisted it directly into the
nearest garbage bin it would serve Mr. Crowell right. There it would
lie, a brown manilla envelope stuffed with office correspondence and
Mr. Crowell's copy of the New York Times—mute evidence that Emmy
Horminage had been pushed too far this time. Emmy's near-rebellion
excited her, but the excitement faded as her sense of responsibility
regained its hold. She couldn't do it; the Thomas Marshall proposal
she'd been typing for the last two days was also in the envelope and Em­
my knew her boss would lose the contract if he didn't sign and mail it
today.

In an automatic gesture, her hand crept up to her mouth and covered
it as she stood undecidedly on the empty platform. Finally, she re­
entered the vast arena of Grand Central Station and headed up the
escalator to Zum Zums. Now that she'd missed her train, Mr. Crowell
was just going to have to wait a while for his efficient secretary to arrive
and she might as well eat lunch while she waited. Before entering the
restaurant, Emmy stopped at a phone and called Dr. Ambelor's office.

"Hello, this is Emmy Horminage. I'm afraid I've missed my train and
won't be able to make my appointment today. Would you tell Dr.
Ambelor?"

The voice at the other end of the line was young and professionally
curt. "Do you wish to make another appointment Ms. Horminage?

Yes, please." They agreed to a ten o'clock appointment for the next
day and Emmy hung up the phone. She could almost hear the two
young nurses' conversation at Dr. Ambelor's office:

That woman has cancelled her appointment three times now! She
should cancel altogether—what does a forty-five year old woman need
with braces on her teeth anyway! It's a little late for cosmetics, wouldn t
y°usayl"

Emmy thought she could hear their giggles ringing in her ears and she
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became angry all over again. If it wasn't for Mr. Crowell—if he hadn't
kept her on the phone for so long—she might have made that appoint­
ment. Or, if he’d worked in the office today, rather than out of his
home, she wouldn't have had to deliver papers to him and she'd still
have made the appointment. She pictured the shiny wire braces sitting
in their little box on Dr. Ambelor's shelf. Her tongue cautiously ex­
plored the metal bands around her back teeth. They still felt strange in
her mouth. A little late for cosmetics wouldn't you sayl She could still
back out if she wanted to—if she wanted to....With a little shake of her
head, Emmy adjusted her clothing, checking to be sure if her little gold
unicorn pin was firmly clasped to her suit collar. It was her good-luck
piece, and the only jewelry she wore on her otherwise austere business
suits. Reassured by the familiar feel of the broach, she walked into Zum
Zums, just avoiding stepping on a crack in the tile floor. She already
had all the bad luck she needed for one day.

When the waitress brought her food, Emmy spread Zum Zum's
delicious raspberry jam on her toast and ate it for dessert. She chewed
slowly, enjoying the sweet treat. The heck with calories today, she
thought rebelliously. As she ate, her hand darted up to hide her mouth
whenever she thought anyone was looking at her.

With lunch sitting comfortably inside her, Emmy felt much better
and wandered back to the big clock—a small lady with grey-streaked
hair, with a back that wanted to stoop a little, with a mind that would
allow no such impertinence. She saw that the next express to Stamford
wasn t for another half hour. To fill the time, she went for a walk
down 45th Street and over to Times Square. It was a bright, crisp
December day and she enjoyed the slow walk, so different from her
usual head-long rush to the office each morning. Every now and then,
she d stop to look at some especially attractive Christmas window
display.

Just before she reached Times Square, Emmy caught sight of a
strange old lady on the corner ahead of her. The woman clutched a
large shopping bag in one grimy hand while she rummaged through a
garbage bin with the other. Emmy had seen bag ladies before—they
were the curious by-product of city life, but today in her strange
mood, Emmy couldn't help stopping to watch her. The woman's legs
were bare under a red wool coat—her feet encased in a pair of ragged
high-heel shoes. As she rummaged, the lady hummed to herself and
smiled, nodding her head wisely now and again. Emmy felt a sort of
kinship with the women—now that her own carefully ordered
schedule was disrupted through no fault of hers, she felt strangely
free. Today, she imagined, she had the makings of a bag lady. She 

-54-

thought about it as she walked on into Times Square. She narrowly
avoided walking under a ladder, she resumed her chain of thinking.
She could be a kind of bag lady—the kind who had the world as her
territory. She had enough money to leave her job and travel a bit,
hoarding souvenirs of her wanderings. She'd have complete freedom^
be accountable to none—outside all the tedious sameness of her days'
Emmy was startled by her idea and hastily banished the thought from
her mind. Why, how would Mr. Crowell manage without her to keep
his office in order? He needed her to remind him of his appointments,
to purchase the office supplies, to keep his accounts in order. Why,
she'd even built up a friendship with his wife over the years! Now,
Mrs. Crowell needed her too. Her thoughts were so silly today!

Emmy stopped and looked in a Radio Shack window, fascinated by
the numerous games on display. In the window's reflection, she saw
her own face staring back at her. Hastily she closed her lips, looked at
her face again and sighed. It was no good—her face looked like it was
hiding buck teeth. She had a moment of intense longing for straight,
shiny-bright teeth, like the model's teeth in the Colgate commercials.

Slowly, she became aware of another reflection in the mirror watch­
ing her. It seemed to materialize out of nothing and she couldn't
remember when it had first appeared. That's what you get for
daydreaming, she told herself.

The face was young, a boy's face, small and gnome-like with sharp
features and a red cap perched on top if it. But no, on second thought,
the face wasn't young at all—it looked as old as her own. She turned
to get a better view of its owner. The man before her was as small as
herself with deep blue eyes and laugh wrinkles that spread out in a net­
work of tiny lines.

He spoke to her, an amiable grin spread across his features. "Lady, I
got all those things in the window, but I sell them a lot cheaper. What
do you want to buy?"

Emmy hesitated. She knew it was dangerous to talk to strangers,
especially in New York City, but his wide grin disarmed her. On
impulse she asked, "Do you have anything magical in that sack?

The peddler's expression grew puzzled for a moment and then cleare
as he fell in with her mood. "Well, that depends on what you have in
mind," he said with the hint of a laugh in his eyes.

"How about a wish?" ...
“Hmm," he scratched his head, "let me look." He reached into his bag

and shuffled the contents around. "I'll have to look deep for somet ing
•ike that. There must be some ole' wish hanging around in here. He
reached further into the bag until his shoulder was lost to sight. When
he emerged, he had something clutched in his fist, comp ete y i e .
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"This, ma'am, is a left-over wish from last year. The new ones aren't in
yet. But I can sell it to you cheap because it's not the latest model in
wishes."

"Well, I don't want to buy anything that won't work," Emmy said
with mock sternness.

"Oh, this will work—it'll just take a little longer, kinda like an old
car. Ya know? It takes a couple of turns of the key, but eventually it
roars into life and gets you where you're going." He was really getting
into his role now, and drawing her further into the game as well. Now
he wagged a long finger at her. "But, before you decide to take this
wish, you'd better hear how it works. It's not easy to use this wish—it
takes great care and planning."

Emmy sighed deliberately. "Well you'd best get on with the explana­
tion then, because I'm in an awful hurry to get my wish."

'Then listen carefully." Emmy nodded her head and moved closer.
Pedestrian traffic flowed around them, creating a little island of en­
chanted calm in the midst of bustling Times Square. "There are three
rules to using this wish. It won't work if you break even one of them,
OK?"

"Yes." Emmy was caught up in the fantasy.
"Now, rule number one—you must not open this box I give you un­

til you have obeyed the other two rules and are ready to set free your
wish." He opened his hand and sitting in the palm was one of the pret­
tiest little boxes Emmy had ever seen. It was about one inch square,
covered in silver blue foil, with a tiny silver ribbon and bow to match.
Automatically, she reached out to touch it, but the peddler closed his
hand before she could take it. "Uh, uh. First you have to hear the
other two rules." Emmy pulled her hand back and listened again. She
longed to touch the beautiful little box. She felt like something
wonderful was about to happen to her. "OK. The next rule is that you
have to pay ten dollars for this wish."

Immediately, Emmy felt let down. The peddler was only after
money after all. Pay ten dollars for a pretty little box with nothing it
it?

As if he sensed her thought, the peddler opened his hand and she
viewed the exquisitely wrapped box again. Before she realized what
she was doing, she found herself rummaging in her purse. With the
money clasped tightly in her hand, Emmy waited impatiently for this
boy-man to tell her the last rule.

The third rule is the hardest of all," he said. "Because this wish is so
old, it won t work if you wish for the thing you most desire—you
must only wish for the next best thing." Again, Emmy was disap­
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pointed. She didn't want to pretend with him any more—his rules
were too difficult.

"Well, those are the three responsibilities of the owner of this wish.
Do you still want to buy magic?"

Emmy's eyes strayed to the box sitting in his palm like a bright little
promise. She knew she should refuse—turn away—the game was
over. But she had so much to wish for! Into her mind crept the image
of the bag lady and she pushed it away, back into its corner of her
conscious. She looked into the waiting, smiling eyes of the peddler
and liked what she saw all over again. It had been worth ten dollars to
play the game. Emmy knew that was all it really was—a just let's pre­
tend game, like the kind she played when she was little, when she used
to pretend that she was a fairy princess, or when she caught the fluff­
ball of a dandelion floating on the breeze and pulled out the seed,
releasing the fluff-ball back to the wind with her wish. Her mother had
called it a ginny-jo. Ginny-jo, ginny-jo flyaway—take my wish with
you this day. . . "I'll take it," she said.

The peddler nodded his head wisely as if he knew she would take it
all the time. In minutes the transaction was complete and Emmy was
headed back towards Grand Central, the strange little encounter and
the gnome-like little man quickly becoming a memory, the beautiful
box tucked carefully into her handbag. She was surprised at herself for
doing such a foolish thing—her reputation was built on her prac­
ticality—but strangely, in this very strange day, she didn't care.

Emmy was back in Grand Central in time for the 3:05 express. The
train wasn't very crowded and she had a seat to herself. Every once in
a while, just to reassure herself that the encounter really had hap­
pened, she opened her pocketbook and peered at the box. She had a
strong desire to open it and be done with the mystery, but each time
she left it alone, unopened—unwilling to finish the game of pretend.

That night, Emmy made herself a cup of tea and sat down at the kit­
chen table, mulling over her wishes and placing them in order of im­
portance. She remembered the little man's warning to wish for the se­
cond best thing only. Finally, she came to a decision and then careful­
ly opened the silvery wrappings of the tiny box. A slow smile crossed
her face and for once her hands did not rush up to hide it.

The following day, Emmy arrived early for her appointment at Dr.
Ambelor's and left his office with dear plastic and wires fixed firmly
to her teeth. On the train to New York, her mouth began to ache a lit­
tle so that by the time she reached the office and began to sort the
mail, her whole mouth was a dull pain as the pressure of the wire
b<?gan to take effect, forcing her teeth into conformance.
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Motel Clerk

by Charles Anflick

Madame Du Quette has been staying at the Hi Ho for a week. I
know her too well. Perhaps I'm too hasty, but that's how I am.
Madame DuQuette checked in, wearing a turban with three beaded
strings dangling over her forehead, and I concluded my thoughts
about her before I bothered thinking them. Since she was wearing a
turban, which I now know, whether I want to know or not, which in
Madame Du Quette's turban's case I do not, was designed and created
by Madame Du Quette (registered trademark, another thing I know
about her. She is reg. tm. U.S. pat. off. An "R" in a circle is attached
to her name) out of two Holiday Inn face towels dyed forest green to
match the beads and the no longer visibly green eyes of Madame Du
Quette. I think of her as an empty facade put up to disguise a plain in­
terior no one bothered to check into anyway. Jane Doe, or whatever
her real name is, adopted the guise of Madame Du Quette to provide
an air of mystery that repels most motel clerks that 1 know because
they watch television on the job. Actually, I'm the only motel clerk
that I know, but I'm sure that anybody who has to sit in such a con­
stricting environment as a route-one motel office, just big enough to
envelop rather tightly a television like that one over the door, a Coca
Cola machine like that one by the wall, a calculator, a phone, a key
rack, nine pens, and a guest book with a tenth pen attached to it by a
beaded chain, ought to expect to watch a lot of television. On
Wednesday or Thursday nights, for a prime example, the twelve to
eight shift begins with a dose of Fantasy Island, if not the Love Boat.
Why does Madame Du Quette repel motel clerks? Because when that
turban head walked in the door she had her eyebrows and her eyes
under them posed in a way that didn't seem to consider the possibility
that there was something above her head, that the ceiling above the
door through which she first appeared to me was not as low as she 
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thought it was, that indeed, it was high enough to accommodate a
shelf on which could be placed a large color television which worked
on only one channel, the one that showed Fantasy Island and the Love
Boat every time I worked the night shift, and a shelf on which was
placed such a set in such a position that Madame Du Quette seemed to
be holding up the shelf and an episode of Fantasy Island with her tur­
ban. The episode in which a movie star (played by Gloria Swanson),
wishes to become anonymous, and her fantasy comes true, (thanks to
Ricardo Montalban and his midget friend Tattoo), but to harrowing
results. The old movie star was wearing a turban. Well, actually it was
a bathing cap, but Madame Du Quette's head, and the depth of her
mind seemed to me equal to that of the episode's movie star, who con­
cluded that she must accept her fame at all costs. To further defame
the character of Madame Du Quette, the movie star segment of this
particular Fantasy Island was only one-third of the show for that
week. She was not the only one whose fantasy was made in the course
of a stultifying hour, by Rourke and Tattoo (Ricardo Montalban and
his midget friend) into reality, whatever reality could be on that show.
I forgot what the other fantasies were. Perhaps a motel clerk was tired
of seeing assumed names sign themselves into the Hi-Ho, seeing them
pay with cash, and stand under fantasy islands and love boats and ask
for Hi-Ho towels on the phone, and wanted to become a famous
movie star. TV Guide could find a way to capsulize that into one-third
of a show description. "A Motel Clerk (John Doe) wants to be a movie
star." For Madame Du Quette's appearance on the show, TV Guide
would have to print a "close-up", a large television shaped bubble
reserved for descriptions of special programs. But these Fantasy
Islands which appear late at night don't have any descriptions at all
because they've been repeated so often. Perhaps it is to Madame Du-
Quette's credit (or rather, to Gloria Swanson's) that I forgot all the
other guests who registered that night. Unless she was the only guest
that night. Then it would be to nobody s credit. Boy, am I lucky! I
have all this time to think about Madame Du Quette. I have a feeling
she thinks I'm from the film Psycho Actually I'm not as friendly as
Norman Bates, or his mother, but then his mother wasnt a motel
clerk.Madame Du Quette, I have learned this past week, is the head of
her own beauty school, which figures, since she has that beauty parlor
head look. Old. She gave me a copy of the test for obtaining a
diploma at the Madame Du Quette School of Beauty (reg. tm. U-t>.
Pat. off.). All the while, as I thumbed through questions like: A top
heavy woman wishes to sport a modern boufant hairdo. Do you a)
advise strongly against the style, b) advise that she find another beau­
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ty parlor, or c) agree with the top heavy woman that, yes, some full­
ness on top lightens the illusion of heaviness in the bust, and style her
hair according to her wishes. I thought of Madame Du Quette as
Madame the puppet on television, the same channel as Fantasy Island.
Perhaps there was some fairy-type man pulling the strings behind
Madame Du Quette. Perhaps she was a man herself, but no, 1
thought, because that would have required more originality, and
would have been even more pathetic and seedy. And I didn't feel like
thinking it.

"The Hi-Ho Hotel has a too-high standard of clientele to tolerate
such deviance. Why, just last week a captain in the marines stayed
here during a conference.. .some conference of military personnel in
the area. He brought his daughter with him. .1 didn't see any other
uniforms in town, but Captain Jones told me he picked the Hi-Ho over
all the other hotels and that he would be sure to tell all his other
marine friends to stay here. We were proud to have him as our guest
that weekend. "Don't you go calling this place 'seedy' young man, it's
been around a lot longer than you have!" Those were the words Mrs.
Belgion used at eight in the morning last week after 1 tried to describe
the standard of clientele of the previous eight hours without using the
word "seedy". Needless to say, I failed. It was the truth serum of being
wide awakened in the morning with the winter sun plunging not only
into my eyes but behind them so they seemed to disappear from their
sockets. What's worse, this light originating saintlike from behind
Mrs. Belgion, loosened my tongue to the point where I guess I said
something like "All the guests last night were seedy losers named John
or Jane Smith or Jones." She seemed huge in the doorway. The light
obliterated my view of the TV. The Hi-Ho is Mrs. Belgion's. Her hus­
band died. He interviewed me for the job. He weighed about a ton and
had an annoying breathing problem. His puffed-out face was yellow­
ish with brown bumps. His wife stood next to him apologetically, her
eyes huge through her magnifying glasses, as Belgion said, "You can
spend, .alotta money for clothes if you . .KHHHH. . you should
see da slobs KHHHH . in their underwear. . . KHHH. . . dung'rees

.KHHHHH do you KHHH drink? KHHHHH"
No,' I said, nursing a hangover.

"Are you on drugs? KHHHHHHH. ..."
He seemed to be snoring through his left nostril. The interview

seemed like a very long death scene. Not only his, but mine. I was fac­
ing the Belgions and I was right under the television set, though I
didn't know it at the time. It was off.

Not long after she arrived at the Hi-Ho, Madame Du Quette rang
up the office and asked me for an extra face towel. I went outside, in
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the cold, in the dark, to her bungalow, as she called it. I call them
rooms. I brought a face towel. She opened the door and was wearing
sunglasses and the same turban she signed in with.

"1 am Madame Du Quette," she announced as I stared at the styro­
foam heads on the dressing table in front of the mirror. Every room
has a dressing table with a mirror. That Hi-Ho touch. Styrofoam
heads. I was staring at them while wringing the face towel absently,
when I heard the door close. In the mirror I saw her walk by, her pink
robe knotted dramatically around her thin figure, the skirt trailing
dramatically behind her. She walked past and behind me. In the mir­
ror was a curtain of pink. In front of me —those styrofoam heads. I
heard a dripping sound in the bathtub and she re-emerged, carrying a
large eel.

It was hair, probably for one of the styrofoam heads, maybe for her
own styrofoam head. She smacked the dripping hair down onto one
of the bald white heads as if she were bludgeoning a baby harp seal.
The head stared eyelessly back at itself. It looked like Morticia from
the Addams Family, only without a face. I felt like Lurch. I saw the
pink curtain and heard another dripping and Madame DuQuette re­
turned from the john with another wig. She also had a pamphlet,
which turned out to be the test for her beauty school. As I stared at
this thin fierce-looking woman in sunglasses, her lips drooping into a
scowl, slamming another sopping wet wig down on another blank
face, I heard my own voice: "What's your real name? Why am I stand­
ing here watching this!!!?" I hated her guts and still don't know why. I
was glad to be out of the office, but I felt like I was stranded on Fan­
tasy Island instead of watching it from a safe distance, from behind
the motel desk. I was still looking at her in the mirror though I was
standing right next to her. Her perfume made me feel like I was stand­
ing inside her; it clung to the entire room. She started digging her
fingernails into the third styrofoam head. Pieces of styrofoam were lit­
tering the dressing table. She threw the test at me and snatched the
towel out of my hands, pushing me out the door, her beaded strings
dangling across her forehead. I was out in the cold with the test for the
Madame Du Quette School of Beauty (reg. tm. U.S. pat. off.).

When I first met her I didn't care, but I read the test three times try­
ing to figure out what I had against her, and she against me. Her name
on the test was a logo, and it looked more like Madame Du Quette
than she did. She could have been as old as ninety, or as young as foij
ty- Her logo with serpentine lettering with stars around the letters, an
an unbelievable 'R' in a circle indicating that she was legitimate, and a
Picture of her taken when she was probably fifteen, and other
information included in the biography preceding the actual test, told
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me everything about her, including her eyes, turbans, nightgowns and
styrofoam heads. Since everything about her turned out to be
nothing, I wanted to forget about her. She comes into the office every
morning before Mrs. Belgion comes in and pays for the night before,
in cash. She never talks. When is she going to leave?

Here comes Mrs. Belgion. I better cover my eyes. She looks funny
this morning. I can see her through the tiny holes in the wall. Her hair
seems to have grown about a foot since yesterday. She looks like Mor-
ticia of the Addams Family, only with thick magnifying glasses. I forget
what her hair used to look like. It doesn't matter. She looks ridiculous
now, so I can conclude that she always looked ridiculous. I don't like
having to change my opinions about the people here. The way I see it
is, it's a small place and the people are even smaller. It's very clear to
me. I know nobody here wants to be clear, but everyone is. Everyone
is see-through. I'm sure it would be the same if I worked at any other
motel. [G]
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March 1st
by Pamela Rodgers

The door was made of compacted peat moss. It slowly swung out
into the dark. I couldn't imagine how the door had stayed together
after I touched it, why it hadn't crumbled. It looked as if it could have
fallen apart, yet it had that quality—as if it could be its only suspen­
sion. I heard a voice.

'Choose the deluxe tour of the convenient economy package...."
Eyes open, I stared at the flimsy-looking door; it crumbled apart in

the very way I had thought it might and it fell into the grey-green
darkness. Eyes open? Awake? I moved my left arm and felt the soft­
ness of the cotton comforter. I wiggled my feet, touching the sheets.
Warmth around my legs. Heavy eyes. The voice was coming from my
alarm clock —the cheap kind, with arms. 7:00. Panic! Sitting up, I
remembered.. .no place to go. Tongue on lips; they always taste bad
in the morning.

"For a limited time only, you can fly the friendly skies. ..half price!"
"You're listening to 99 FM," came a hard nasal intro. "This is Tom

Blunt with the early morning news." Inflation in double digits, a
woman stabbed in a parking lot downtown, another rock star busted,
the President was vacationing, and today was to be sunny and
cloudless, 70 degrees, the wind at five miles per hour....

God.. .a vacation. I turned the dial. Somewhere between blurps and
static I found a strong signal: one of those "fighting-against-hunger-
phone-in-athons."

For just a fraction of your monthly paycheck, you can sponsor
some desperately needy child. A child whose withering body may at
this very moment be closing in on the very door that belongs to the
house of death. Amen to those who pick up their telephone receiver,
and...,"

The room was holding on to morning grey. 1 yawned, and knew in­
stinctively the slap against the window was The Herald. I had barely
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stepped out of bed to get the paper when the phone rang. PV/io
the...forget it, it was too early to talk to anyone, too early to be
awake, too early to...to be dreaming about...I was dreaming
about...the radio. Some flake making a buck off starving kids, in
some unheard-of-country...at the crack of dawn! Another step. The
floor was ice. The window raised, I reached out and grabbed the
paper. The window made a loud "clup" against the casement. I fled
back to my covers, paper in hand.

"That's true, Art, these children need loving support to turn their
lives into full, happy, and long ones."

The front-page headline: UNEMPLOYMENT AT RECORD HIGH.
I dropped the paper, yawned and fell back on the flowered sheets.
Maybe I'd sleep a little longer, maybe...my eyes burned. The two
voices rambled on from the cheap radio. I closed my eyes, a reflex.
Then sleep started to fragment the speaker's message. I was catching
only bits and pieces of the conversation.

"Depression...all gone...no more...remarkable man...money
crunch...in the news...American rights...hope...fair world...kids
dying... believe...."

Tired, too gone. The words stopped. I heard shovels scraping con­
crete outside my window, a creature. The creature wore jeans and a
heavy coat. In the street, the cars driving by were empty. I was the
creature. The warmth. Peatmoss. Vines grew out of the warmth and
tangled around my legs and arms. ®
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Millbrook Ice Skating Pond
(Three Days After New Years)
Darryl, Paul and I stood in the packed snow.
I leaned on the split wood stacked between the birches
and looked onto the ice. Parents were watching their kids,
a mother undid her child's skates where the snow
had covered up our fireplace. And we decided that
that night we'd make the biggest fire yet.
After dinner Theresa and I walked down
to start the fire, a bottle of my parents'
holiday brandy felt like an anchor in my coat.
We watched the flames catch, and took small
eye-cringing sips, and we kissed;
while waiting for Darryl, who looked almost eighteen,
to come back from the package store.
Soon, friends were coming down the dark
tunnel-like path, guided by our fire,
wearing the ski jackets and sweaters
they'd just received for Christmas,
knit hats, scarves, mittens, and ice skates
strung over their shoulders.
Through the eye-level heat of the flames
1 noticed the woods wavering as Darryl
came down the path with cases and cartons.
We all drank as we tightened our skates,
then stood up wobbly, pushed off onto the glicery ice
where the snow had been shovelled off,
to attempt flying camels and triple hook spins.
I crashed to the ice and lay there as if hurt
until Theresa came over and helped me get up.
I taught her how to skate backwards,
and later we got on the end of the whip,
her hand slipping out—empty mitten in my hand:
I slid on my back into an exploding bank of snow.
We went back to the fire, the brandy drank smoother.
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Coats and sweaters were pulled off
in the open-ovened heat. Paul threw on more logs.
Some of the people started to leave
who had to be in by eleven.
Theresa and I went back out on the ice,
and we brought the bottle out with us,
and barely skated at all, except for the skating
one does while kissing, slow-dancing.
We hardly noticed when the hill-top neighbors,
on the only side of the pond not wooded,
turned off their spotlight—someone yelled up
something slurringly obscene. I looked
over Theresa's shoulder and saw the fire
so huge—as if it were a man, pouring bronze
over the faces of the people standing around it.
I hugged Theresa tighter.
And I could see the family Christmas trees
piled up in the woods, flashing mirror bits of fire
in the dangling strands of tinsel.
When the bottle was empty I threw it
into the woods—we waited to hear the crash,
then skated slowly back to the fire.
It was time to burn the Christmas trees.
We all stood back so that we could measure
the height of the flames by the branches
of the white birch slanting up over the fire.
I thought I saw Paul pour gasoline on the trees.
He picked one up, started down to the fire . . .
a near silent explosion—we all jumped back.
The woods seemed in flame, lit halfway up the path.
Paul dove out of the light, into the snow,
rubbing and burying his face in the snow.
We stood behind the birch trees and stared.
The flames began to die down. Paul sat up,
hand-pressed snow melting from his face.
A grown-up's voice called down through the woods:
"You kids got that fire under control?"
1 could feel the cold air
where Theresa had jumped from my side.
And when no one answered the call
I yelled up the path, into the woods:
"Yesl"

-Doug Swift

A Korean Pianist Plays
for an American Family
She wore red-a white bird.
patterned dress tbat swayed
with the movements her bair
as shoulders and arms pUrsUed
Beethoven's "Moonlight Sonata,"
sounds like gulls f]y-ing at night
encircling things that we
cannot seem tQ translate —
like a statue wUhin the mist
of waves smashing tbe jqew England shore.
So we nod and sil stiff Up.

Outside day is keeping still,
and darkens wblile listening
to beautiful sounds within
a common house of television.
A floor lamp by her side
shines on keys and music sheets
and her dress, a sunset red,
quietly halos bovering arms
as he performs ber jast SOng.
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As she turns from tfce music
light, we nod and sini]e jn awe
of white hands, human flesh.
We offer her a sweet drink
and she tells a Korean joke,
the words in English sornehow changed
in the oceans translation,
and a silence p]ays ancj stOps
small white birds upon ^er chest.

-Doug Swift
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