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Dear readers,

Are we conflicted, so we put together an issue on conflict; or did we put
together an issue on conflict and become conflicted?

No matter. All that® important is that you savor this issue, our 15t
from front to back. Enjoy the vibrant, thought-provoking photography of
Michael Filimowicz  , while you ponder place, time, man-made vs. natural
environments, turf wars, and whether color is better than concrete.

Turn your attention then to the poems, lovely and tragic and funny and
somber. Justin Davis , in his poem 0Wager,0 waxes (ha) that cthe moon is a
gold coin;6 will heads or tails win? Winter and heartache prevail in Kathlene
Postma & df I Could I Would Go,0 as the speaker tells of children here and
gone. Two poems by Grace Bauer follow: first is GAcrostic for Emily6 Dickinson
in the persona of her beloved Susan, a worthy homage even sans a generous
peppering of Em& characteristic dash; then, 6Step Monster& Alibidis a
diatribe /defense of older women by Ms. White® misunderstood mother figure,
who tells us the real story of dthat cunning maiden / who, in her own good
time, will turn crone.0 From one fictional femme fatale to another, Celia
Lisset Alvarez  wants to tell us GAbout That Gold Bikini,0 erection catalyst for
30+ years, but also culturally iconic in terms of gender roles. Male lust: female
subjugation or a vulnerability to be exploited by (or to beget) female power?
Onto someone else® clothes: Kyle Hemmings warns us to 0Never Trust a
Monk in Colored Robes.0 Fair enough. Curt Eriksen & speaker dodges a
question by his wife about whether or not he@ cheat in dLos Cuernos;6 and
from half of a relationship that® already dissolved, Nicelle Davis & speaker
obsesses over a trip to Cuba that never happened. Talk about shattering
illusions: in Ed Markowski @& oLike It Or Not,0 a Wal-Mart Santa by the name
of @all Me Hank® forces us to come to terms with (spoiler alert, kids!) his non-
existence. In Bethany Brownholtz & poem 0Daddy® Opinions,6 an adult
speaker remembers a childhood full of contending with (or trying to ignore) her
father® outspoken conservative opinions, personifying them as Oboulders
rolling, / unbridled beasts,6 0a swinging bat.0 From an image of imagined
violence to a poem of very real (yet beautifully rendered) violence, we come to
Kara Van de Graaf & poem ORounds,0in which an adolescent female speaker
self-sacrifices to defend her little brother from schoolyard bullies, makes 0the
hard little sound like laughingd with each punch born in love. Finally, Heather
K. Robinson & poem OFeeding at the North Shoreélikens contending with the
death of a loved one to acting Gas ifé we would never glimpse / the tide return
to shore.0

And one elegy leads to another: the first piece of #15& Gray Area section
is Angela Shaw -Thornburg & creative nonfiction piece 0Ghosts from Machines,0
an examination of her deceased brother® pervasive web presence, in contrast
to his evasive presence in their family. To lighten the mood a bit, we next offer
C. Noah Pelletier & 0Voodoo on the High Seas,0 another well-crafted creative
essay which, with its swarthy superstitiousness, reminds us of the best parts



of the Discovery Channel show 06T'he Deadliest Catcho (rest in peace, Captain
Phil).

To fiction! Zac Thompson & OFree RefillsOis a story about an arrogant
bastard of a famous painter who, in a well-rendered bout of poetic justice, finds
his attempts to make up for his bad behavior brutally rebuffed. Thompson®
story is as much a comment on the conflict between the social constructs of
gender as it is between the working and leisure classes. Are there free refills at
the bar in Ryder Collins & story oKiss and Make Up,6in which fighting and
fucking are basically the same (well arend they?)? No, but there® plenty of
fluidity regarding sexuality and the writing itself, with long stream of
consciousness passages of the most crafted drunken ramblings you&e ever
heard. Again, a nice seguei from sex-charged bar-goers to the first line of
Brierley Ostrander & story, ORuth sent the pill down with a little bourbon.6
Yes, THAT kind of pill. 0RequiemOis part three of Kathlene Postma® poemfi a
lament for the children never born. Lastly, Aimee Zaring gives another sort of
requiem in ORemains,0in which a mother and her teenage son cope in their
separate ways with the death of her husband/his father in the midst of the
grand metaphysical conceit of the lost culture of Atlantis: 0the year we believed
a chunk of the world could disappear in
our own time.0

After all these trials, tribulations, traumas, and trysts, the only thing you
won@ be conflicted about is how good the writing is in #15. Happy reading!

Sincerely,

The Editors



#15 Poems

Schoolyard (Pilsen neighborhood, Chicago)

by Michael Filimowicz



WAGER

Tonight, the moon is a gold coin
some stranger flipped into the air.
About to descend, back into

the palm of its curious owner,

it hung lucid in the blue-black sky,

shimmering, unwavering,
causing me to wonder
whose pocket change it was
and what pressing matter
needed to be settled.

Justin Davis



Kathlene Postma

IrI CouLD I WouLD GO

The snow falls all day and into the night

as if it always snows here, which it does not.

The leaves on the linden bush have turned inside out,
their spines now white. Our one month old baby
cries in the car seat I carry from room to room

like a hot skillet. Surprise baby. Sick baby.

[ imagine the snow sharp on my cheek, like a kiss

of common sense. If I could I would go

out into the spaces between the snow,

cool vacuums, like the path between trees, rising into infinity.

I type this one handed, the other on the cradle.

The baby writhes against the rocking. If I had the car I
would drive the morning way with her,

the road running her into sleep. When I sleep, I fall
like the snow, the falling the only thing.

When the baby sees me, she coughs then walils.

The doctor does not hold her, tells me to prepare.

[ move in the tiny spaces between the sounds

of my other children, follow the zig zag pattern of what
they trail behind them and what I try to collect.

The day after the funeral my arms are free to sort.

Pants from shirts. Socks from shoes. Sadness from joy.
I fill boxes with toys my children no longer use.

The snow is falling heavier now. In all the yards,

even mine, the children are out spinning in it.

On the refrigerator I see dashed in black on a white

an old note from my husband: oCal l me
if it becomes too much, and | will bri
When I go out into the snow, I fall, get up and fall

again. The white embraces me where I lie in my black coat,

my children falling upon me, one by one by one.

honey

ng you



Grace Bauer

ACROSTIC FOR EMILY

I dm waiting but t h¢misreaditsg offadinetftom a hame written letter to Susan
Dickinson)

She comes notfi like the faithful cowsfi
Home to where I wait to see her
Evanescent face againfi out in the garden in the rainfi but she

Comes notfi like a letter to the world I
Openedil and readil and cherished more than
Mere words would warrant if they did not
Emerge as herfl as part of what

Shefl as a womanfi was. She comes

Not back as I would wish, her words
Oblige my longing for her company, her wit, her wonderfi
The way she had of bringing language

Homen to where we livedfi reminding us

Of what a wonder isfi small

Miracle we witness if we watchi closelyii as she did
Each dayfi as we wait for what comes home.



STEP MONSTER® ALIBI

|l dve had some bad inter adisdVergin wi t h

The little bitch who, in the Disney version, barely

has a nose she can turn up at you. Or she would.

Flanked by those seven snotty dwarves who guard her
precious sweetness, seduced by that voice! Enough to shrink
the dick of any normal guyfi which the prince,

I assure you, was not. No one wants to be used

as a stepping stone, but Snow saw the throne

as her birthright, and me as nothing

but impediment; my death as a kind

of insurance that she would get her duefi
meaning everything. The world, for her,

was black and white, and she was why it turned.

I never saw a girl so willing to give

fate a helping hand. Poisoned apples, my ass!
She practiced being the victim, laid herself out
like a swami on a bed of nails, rehearsing
that breathing trick she perfected

after years of lying through her teeth.

And my mirror, [ swear, was as silent
as any you, yourself, have ever
peered into. All it did was echo

what [ mouthed at my reflection.

It had nothing to do with fairness,
which I gave up on long ago.

Notice how all you have to do to be evil
in these tales is survive. How old
is never innocent, and innocence is prized.

Grace Bauer

Snow White.

Conde mn me, and youdre condemning us all,

even, ironically, that cunning maiden

who, in her own good time, will turn crone.

And the snow that will fall on her grave

one day will be as silent as any. And just as cold.
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ABOUT THAT GOLD BIKINI

The truth is I enjoyed wearing it.
You thought there was nothing
underneath those vestal robes

but hairy legs. Even so, you lusted.
Lusted maybe at the way I held
that blaster like I could need you
in a fight. Lusted after my pert
little mouth like the mouth of a girl.
Lusted after my tied up hair

that never fooled you, not once.

The thing about the gold bikini

is that it proved you right. You knew

I had those breasts, those thighs.

You knew [ wanted you to want them.
You knew, most of all, that I would
need your rescuing. That is what

you lived for. Seeing me tied there

to the beastfi like a dogfi you wanted

to show that you were better. Seeing me
dressed in metal made you hard.

Well, dondot forget. Donot
that while you stumbled blind

as a newborn after your glowing blue dick

and took out all those inept minions I

choked him. I choked that beast

ten times bigger than myself

with all his gloat and bloat and pomp

and circumstance with his own chain. I

killed the big bad. It was me.

And I looked good doing it.

Celia Lisset Alvarez

forget

11



NEVER TRUST A MONK IN COLORED ROBES

In my old bedroom

[ was a turncoat monk

who became your ambitious lover,
sold your hooch on the street

for sixty pieces of silver,

excited by your stories

of your first tampon,

touchy recollections

those early signs

of anal bleeding.

And you vowed

never again

to be on your knees

discharging static-electric guilt
uttering a penance

for every fellatio committed
with blindfold and numbed tongue,
the groping tickled.

And you

praying

like some sex-starved convert
to a pagan god

of broken down dishwashers
and Budweiser Light epiphanies
your nipples erect

as totems

in between the sheets.

Kyle Hemmings
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Curt Eriksen

Los CUERNOS

Minutes before going down to the village school for our boy
my wife tells me the latest gossip: the father of one
classmate and the mother of another are involved

in a private affair that has abruptly gone public.

| dondt know h-lvingc@avmsizers live leere now

but they candt be more than a hundred.
The | ocal s ma keét ofulpe thohsartd Gsuls |

who sleep within range of the old church bells,

either together or alone.

Immediately I hear the news I think of the pain of tearing

anything apart, and before I lift the car keys off the kitchen table

I kiss my wife on the cheek. But

she says, oYou wouldndt do it, would you,
ponerme los cuernos asi ? 6

| dondt know what to say to that but | do rem
as I walk out the door that nothing is born of nothing,

whereas heat and energy are always expended

in every transaction.

The earth keeps shifting beneath our feet and there is always

some loss in the translation from one language to another,
whether that language be of bodies or minds.

13



CUBA AND COLTRANE

Cuba. I want to go to Cuba; where we
planned to go together. Still the smell
of saving change reminds mef

we didndt make it beyond

Atlantic boarder. You were too busy
throwing boxes of Captain Crunch in
the yard. Too White for my kitchen

you said. To match you, I threw your
glossy bell peppers in the street spitting,
| dondt know how Inho
the back ground the tart sound of

A Love Supreme played between

your flesh, my flesh. Two things we
could agree on: Coltrane and Cuba.
Everything else was a brood of anger
hatching. Bending to collect the scatter
of yellow sugar-nuggets, I watched

you nurse a bruised pepper. Red heat
in the palm of your hand. The buzz

of a horn like a nest of bees singing.
Cuba. We wanted to go to Cuba.

cook

t he

t his

Nicelle Davis

rabi d

shit.
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Ed Markowski

LIKE IT OrR NOT

At the back of an otherwise empty cross town bus
Bound for the other side of the other side of the
Other side of beyond beyond the other side of the
Tracks, a WaldoMart Santa by the name of 0 Cal |
Me Ha n klands back the flask, faces the window,
Asks for a match, shakes his head and points to
The darkness whispering, 0 Y 0 know what buddy?
Hey buddy, you know what? Well, like it or not,

| 6 gonna f u c k telh §a what. Ok, so here comes
The what about the what, i t & shame buddy, i t 8 s
A cr y ishatne and a total f u c k disgface that

I ai noeal . 6
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DADDY® OPINIONS

OAsshol el!d
roared the man
who called

my house;

dad

wasnot

home.

I, eight,

too young

to hear,

but not too young
to know:
daddyodod written
another

editorial.
Daddyds adpinions
boulders rolling,
unbridled beasts.
He never

censored,

but how

[ wished

he would have
shut off

the talk radio

that soiled

long car rides
where I learned

to lock

my mouth,

loathe politics,

and middle-aged
white men squawking
slow-motion
machine-gun
shots.
Daddydés aopinions
a swinging bat,

his family

always

ducking.

Bethany Brownholtz
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ROUNDS

And one time after school
the bigger boys force

my brother into the forest,
its slim trees, its shadows working

against the sun like a screen,
like a curtain, like a hand

out in front of the face, like
the hands they smashed the face

of my brother with, the nose
swelling and growing

like a capsized boat. And
when they were swinging

I was moving and when
I was moving to meet their

hands on him, and when I was
coming in between them. We made

a bargain with our eyes, we left
his crying body, his crescent

shape on the ground, my own tall
shadow covering him when

their hands find me, when the flesh
bruises like fruit, when I make

the hard little sound like laughing,
when I see myself above myself, the boys,

my brotherds rough breath,

this body between us.

and

Kara Van de Graaf
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Heather K. Robinson

FEEDING AT THE NORTH SHORE

we walked on shells in Corpus Christi,

you looked for sand dollars and a molluskf

said it has to be whole , so you looked for hours

while | was content with broken angel ds wings
and the sharp edges of yellow cockles

grating my palm

every limb, each ending shored and polished with sandii

we pretend among shells, the rarity of sea glass, among sundials,

now disillusioned by the gulfds tide,
now ruins that etch bare feet in sandh

it was somehow easy to act as if

the surface would not occur again,

that we would never glimpse

the tide return to shore,

erase an afternoon

of shell collections and sandcastles,

that time would not pass the year she died,
supposing life would not carry us beyond the dunesi
beyond this simple conversation about seashells
and the curved necks of blue herons

ready to eat from any passing hand

18



#15 Gray Area
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Kino Kosmo (Przemysl, Poland)

by Michael Filimowicz
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Angela Shaw -Thornburg

GHOSTS FROM MACHINES

|l tds been al moowtsindeWlost snhgelitie rother to drowning. In the
weeks following his death, I was still at that stage where, in between the
moments of full-throttle grief, I would have those bittersweet blips when I
would think about calling or e-mailing him, only to realize that in fact I could
never reach him again.

He was twenty-six, still struggling to mark the bright line between being
his own person and making peace with our pare
person he was becoming. His existential angst over who he was in practice
meant that he would often disappear from the sleeper couch reserved for him
at my parentsd house. Weeks would go by witho
rounds of intentional phone tag, and then suddenly there would be a voice mail
or an e-mail message from him. In between those times of puzzling distance,
we dd hi iniglatiner brlcatch a movie, bitch or worry about our parents,
share war stories about the difficult times we went through together as
children. He and my other younger brother would occasionally stop by my
housefi I was the only one who left home and stayed gonefi to visit.

I can add up on my own two hands the number of hours I spent with
him over the six months before his death. It was too little time, like it always is
when the possibility of the time you could have spent together runs up against
the full stop that is death. When I stood over his casket for the last time, the
things that most bothered me were that I would forget how his living face
looked, the way he would deliver wicked verbal blows in that sarcastic way that
is so typical of the Shaw kids, how he liked to pitch his voice lower than it
really was (just like my dad does), and the rushed little rhythm of how he spoke
when he was showing off (which was often).

I think about all the time in between those brief moments when we were
together. It was like watching flip book animationi the jarring ways he would
change in between the times I would see him. It was clear that in the spaces
between that he was becoming someone else. Over the course of these past few
years I watched him lose weight, buff up, morph from a black suburban kid
who used to evangelize on the streets of Columbia, SC, to a young man who
braved the possibility of deep and vocal parental disapproval by bringing his
loverii white and a manfi home to dinner one night.

About four months ago before he died and after impatiently listening to
my mother complain about the unsavory and possibly illegal things she
speculated my brother was doing that kept him away from home, [ had what at
the time felt like an epiphany. I realized that my relationship with my little
brother no longer needed to be mediated by my mother or my notion that I was
responsible for his behavior because | was his big sister. All we had to do was
love each other, look out for each other, and talk every once in a while, because
we had survived our childhoodsfi we were adults. There was no need for me to

20



Angela Shaw -Thornburg

spend nights as twin to my mother, sitting in the dark eating my guts out with
worry about what trouble he might be getting into. I let myself off the hook. I
stopped reading disaster into the sometimes long weeks between contacts, the
physical distance. I tried to hug him every time I saw him, and since that was
not often, I used all the tenuous ways we hold onto each other these daysfi e-
mail, text messages, voice mailfi to let him know that I loved him and that his
choices were his own, and that they could never have any bearing on my love
for him. At the time I thought it was enough, that it was all I could do.

[ have a deep and unhealthy curiosity about the web presence that
survives him. About three days after his death, I went on a frantic digital
chasefl I combed through my voice-mail to see if there was a message from
him, I tried to look at his MySpace page to check on the last time he logged on,
I checked my cellphone for voice-mail and text messages, I googled him to see if
he had posted anything in the days before his death, to see if the people at the
sites he frequented knew enough to recognize that his failure to post, to log on,
was something aside from inattention or boredom (they did not).

There are just a few messages in the ever multiplying megabytes of
storage that comprise my primary email account. I got sick of seeing the
number of messages in my inbox topping the thousands a few months before
my brother died, so I erased a lot, including the e-mails we wrote to each other
as we arranged to eat breakfast together or t
conversation, two long e-mail messages in which we spoke at length and for the
one and only time about what it was we wanted to be to each other now. I feel

l ucky to have it, because itos al/l I have of
the presence of our family. The words on the screen are those of a man scared
but open, warm, honest, witty. |l tds not enoug

As crazy as it may sound, when I log in, I have to stop myself from going
to that message, because reading it will break my heart. It floats on the screen

with no presence beyond his dictionfil cannot hold it; it doesn¢
crackl e of paper. Il n Gwendolyn Brooksd 0The M
how her aborted children have never ohandl ed

when I rue that those words never spiraled out from a pen in his hand, that he
never laid a hand on those words before he sent them to me, I understand
what the writer means. The trace of him in those messages is insubstantial,
disembodied. When I log on I walk over minefields, signs and reminders that
my little brother will not ever answer again. If the cursor runs over the list of
contacts in gmail and it comes to rest a moment too long over his name, the
chat feature wild/l pop up to s ayMesshgesyoww Des mond
send will be delivered when Desmond Shaw come
amount of unintended cruelty in this automatic response. He will never come
online again and no messages will ever be delivered. The screen lies.
But screens tell thet rut h, too. I n the | ast hours of
and the doctors and nurses spent a good half of our time looking at screens,
rather than at my brother, because they could give us confirmation of what
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Angela Shaw -Thornburg

had been known from the minute they pulled him from under the water. The
doctor read the EEG to let us know that there was no brain activity, and in the
minutes after they disconnected him from the respirator, I watched the green
and orange lines flatten out to nothing. The plaintive alarms that sounded
before the nurses could think to turn them off told me that it was over. These
blips, these ones and these zeroes are very good at confirming absence. The
online words and images that survive himf the profiles on yahoo, his reviews of
Star Trek books on Amazon.com, his posts to a Star Trek BBS, his MySpace
page that I can no longer access because I never bothered to try to join his
friends listsii these electronic pieces of him are a kind of ghost.

One of the things that has made me most bitter, most sad, is the way
that others are now allowed to finish my brot
considered optimism that I regarded the mystery of his life away from his
family in the same way I would regard the walls of a chrysalisi something
beautiful was going to unfold from behind there. He was the baby of the family,
and thus prone to going his own way, to being brave, to going where the older
child (me) and the middle child (our brother, Ernest), refused or feared to go. I
admired his fearlessness, even as [ winced at the chances he liked to take.
When he died, his possibilities went with him, and it was left to the world that
survived him to fill in the blanks with suppositions, secondhand information,
much of it being dispersed electronically and via television. My college
existentialism is a little rusty, but I know that it was one of those cool, dour
European men who proclaimed that it is only in our deaths that we achieve
definition. When you die, a life is finished, and the shape of it can be examined.
Not so, I say, because in the reading of that life we distort it. Narratives about
us survive the body and the consciousness. The proliferation of stories about
the dead person is a part of how we mourn and how we attempt to make sense
of death.

To my everlasting anger, my mother and father agreed to do an interview
with a local news station some days after his death. As I feared would happen,
the story about him led alongside a story about something sensational and
violenti a gang-shooting, I believe. His death was a part of the sad and
meaningless mess the world looks like if you just watch the local news. I think
what most hurt me about the story were the dog-eared pictures of my brotherfi
him on a bright red float bobbing in a pool in Florida, him looking serious,
handsome and very like our father in his senior picture, him standing
alongside other members of his high school marching bandfi that punctuated
the piece. These pictures had been tucked away in photo albums and folders
for years, but my parents had managed, through the quicksand of their grief,
to find them to put them on display. They, too, were on display, as the
interview with them showed them in extreme close-up, their soft, brown eyes
raw and vulnerable with hurt. My mother descri bed my broft her 6s |
all the warts smoothed awayfi and talked in detail about what she surmised
about the hours leading up to his drowning, the decisions that had to be made
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Angela Shaw -Thornburg

as it quickly became clear that he was brain-dead. In showing the pictures, the
reporter gave the semblance of a body to the personafi blazerboyxp,
DevonSawyer@gmail.com ,iwho | i ved online; andyetaroldt he na
Lexington County man who drowned in the Salud
sources called him before some agency leaked his name.
[ understand why my parents did itil they thought the story would shed
some much needed light on the need for water safety, especially in the tricky
part of the river that took medtHattelling¢he 6s | i f e
story would stop the local media from calling themfi but it was unseemly to me
that his life be pared down to a five-minute piece for people chewing over their
fried chicken and rice. They wanted to frame the story in such a way that his
death would mean something. They wanted to have the last word on his death.
[ understand the impulse, because I, too, attempted to offer a meaning
for what had happened to my brother by posting in response to a discussion
thread on the news story about his death. The posts on his death were strands
and strands of narratives that diverged from what I thought the story was
about. Some posters speculated that he was drunk, that he should have known
better than to have swum in the rough waters. Other posters said that they
had known him, that he was a fine person, and that this was a sad event.
Without identifying my relationship to my brother (I did use my name,
however), I responded in a long post to the commentsfi especially those that
focused on how he should have known better than to have been swimming
therefi by explaining that he could not swim, had had very little water safety
education because of who he was (for a host of socio-economic reasons, African
American men are disproportionately represented among the numbers of adult
men who die by drowning), and that what had happened was unfortunate, not
just desserts for poor judgment. It is the nature of faceless communication
online that people will misunderstand you, that they will say things there that
theybd never say in person. The responses to my
racist for focusing on the issue of lack of opportunity for water safety education
for African Americans, and that clearly my family was gearing up for a lawsuit.
And the response to those posts was that authors were mean and stupid. The
best response was one in which the person expressed surprise that I would
even bother to respond. He or she was right, so I gave up on my war to correct
what | saw as the oOowrong sbowtmyBrotheeonhirge. per pet u
[ imagine that some correlative of this discussion is what happened when
people saw the news story on television. This kind of story airs several times a

day on the | ocal news. |l tds the humanlinteres
interview in the interior of that personds ho
There Iis always someone dead in those stories
mot her or the grandmother cries and there are

one, some entityfi the government, local law enforcement, a drunk driverii will
clearly be at fault in the death of that person. Very little that is meaningful
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escapes the shape of such stories, and people forget them quickly because
such narratives have little to do with their lives.

Perhaps I am heartless, verging too far onto cynicism, but I have always
doubted the long-term efficacy of cautionary tales or media texts that depend
upon the sympathy of the consumer of that text to help that consumer make
meaningful changes in his or her life. The dead person who appears on that
screen is a puppet jerked about by the ticks of those who live to tell the story
and the demands of those who report the stories because you can never have
the body, the actual presence of that person. Politicians know this, which is
why they continue to press the flesh and hold babies even in this day of
multimillion- dollar media campaigns. Anyone who has momentarily slowed in
their murderously fast commute to work to look long and hard at a wreck on
the side of the road knows this. When you rubberkneck, you are looking for the
body, signs of gore and of real blood, not just slowing down for the sake of
safety.

Il n my bitterness, I believe that mye parent
viewers shreds of my brother, and that the people who saw those pictures of
him forgot him in mere minutesfi if that, because he was not real to them.
Those who posted on the discussion board didn
person is a matter of standing within a foot of that person. A person is not real
to you until you smell them, see or touch the blemishes on their skin, the
crookedness of their teeth, the endearing bits of imperfection and human
funkiness that cannot traverse the digital. I was once bewildered by the way
that people who had lost someone held on to bits of that person, like shirts that

smell of that persondés sweat, | ocks of hair,
because you dondét have the body anymor e. I ne
brot her i s under the ground in a boxmaill candt s

gives me nothing to hold onto.
My mother is a member of a strange, Protestant, New World faith. The
death of a righteous man is seen as the work of the Devil let loose on a fallen
worl d, and they are quick to quote scripture t|
unf oreseen occurrences befall wus all 6 when th
unexpected death. They believe that when you die, you are simply sleeping,
and that if you are righteous, that God will raise you up again after he has
recreated the Earth as a paradise. At their funerals, which they call memorial

services, they read Revelations 21:4: 0And Go
their eyes; and there shall be no more death, neither sorrow, nor crying,
neither shall there be any more pain: for the

They profess no attachments to the body of a deceased person, so no body is

ever present at the halls of worship during the memorial service. If the world is

wicked, how bad can it be that the righteous man
line they walk between celebrating the escape from the pangs of this fallen

world and assuaging the grief of those left here. Their memorial services are

tightly scripted by the body that governs their faith, and the displays, ritualized
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or otherwise, of grief that you see in other Judeo-Christian faiths are frowned

upon. What |1 dm getting at is that the ritwuals
particularly barren. But people will fill the gaps somehow. My mother watched

the news story on my brother on the night that it aired, and as the family

gathered around for the memorial service and funeral, she sat to watch it with

them. She would have watched it obsessively, had it not mysteriously

disappeared from the Tivo. My grandmother watched the story online at the
stationd6s website, and even I, in the days af
reading over and over again the spartan details of his death online, in the hope

that these factual reports would help me accept what seemed inconceivable to

me. | remember that when the shooter killed those kids at Virginia Tech, there

were memorials to them on MySpace and other social networking sites, and I

imagine that having those sites available gave those who participated a way to

take the very crucial step of acknowledging the death of members of their

communities in a public way. | find no succor
| 6ve al ways been an eagerandparntigcipamteim of t ech
el ectronic communication, and in this | am mo
generation than my parents?o. | was probably a
school students who took typing instead of computers, but I was the first
persontobuyand use a computer in my famil-yds house

Packard, loaded with software, short on memory. It died of a virus that froze
the hard drive). Much of the courtship and wooing that led me to my husband
was done online during late-night e-mail sessions, over summer breaks, and
while we both went our respective ways abroad and to graduate school. This is
to say that I am no Luddite and that the ability to communicate electronically
has shaped the most intimate parts of my life in substantial ways. My
relationships with many of the people who are most important to me have at
times been sustained and preserved by cell-phone conversations, e-mail, and
text messages.

With my brotherds death though, and my str
electronic bits of him, something of the glamour of immediacy that you get from
electronic communications and social media has gone away from me. There is
a howl-inducing cruelty in the idea that my brother could die, but that these
traces of him might never die, and worse still, that they have become a series of
little ghosts. I have dodged the oldest rituals of mourning by refusing to help
my mother clear out his things, and by only visiting his grave once since he
was interred. I have yet to delete him from contacts lists on my cellphone and
e-mail accounts, however. I cannot bear to. These are mundane actsfi
unfriending and deletionfi ones that take mere seconds, too trivial to bear the
weight of what they actually mean. How do these maintenance functions
compare to smoothing down the M & M shirt he wore when he was four, the
slightly rough texture of cheap paper holding some word from him, or the way
the flower petals juiced on my fingers when I spread them on his grave earlier
this year? As much as using a phone or a computer is about touch, using your
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fingers, it is a touch without intimacy. I have consoled myself in the end by
assuming a workman-like attitude toward my technology, my gadgets, my
touchscreens. They are tools, shadows, ghosts, but never the thing itself. They
can never bear the body.
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VOODOO ON THE HIGH SEAS

oWelcome to 4 a.m., 06 Cullen said, poking his
The lights came on and I glanced around the guestroom, trying to gather
my bearings. A severed human foot was lying on the bedside floor. The
defendant 6 s c o pi\Dridrg Whiledicense tRevokedfi was tucked
halfway under my pillow, as if some Municipal Fairy had paid a visit in the
night. None of this absurdity was mine, however, and thank God for that.
It had been a short night: In bed just before midnight and now up again.
Any other home might smell of brewing coffee at such un-Godly hour. Bong
hits are not part of a balanced breakfast for most working Americans; but then
again, most people do not hunt sea creatures for a living. It was November,
early in North Carolinads bluefin tuna season
up in six layers of shirts and sweaters, accidentally crushing a giant Halloween
spider under my foot in the process.
Cullen and | arrived to the docks at five
was introduced to Captain Bill of the 62-foot Beagle. This spry, well-fed man
had baggy cheeks and the succinct dialogue of a boxer just before the bell. His
pet beagle, the mascot and namesake of the boat, looked up from between his
legs. I noticed a couple of shifty, middle-aged guys in flannel jackets milling
around a bul khead. Cullen said he didno6t kno
up onboard anyway. When Savage Nathan, the other mate, arrived, we untied
and shoved off before first light.
Despite having turned his girlfriendds fre
ducks and dismembered deer, Cullen is a self-proclaimed fast food junkie.
After a meal, his face glistens like your typical fourteenth century friar. The
last time I went offshore with Cullen, we showed up late, clutching a greasy bag

of Hardeeds Dbiscuits. The restaurant was not
a near panic. WewenttoBojangl eds, the Cajun chicken join
some odd reason they werenodot selling food to

setback to me, but to Cullen it was unforgivable. He unloaded a hail of curses
and slurs upon the restaurant employees that, at 5:16 a.m., might have set the
civil rights movement back forty years. We ran outside to burn rubber, but the
court-appointed breathalyzer in Cullends car bot
getaway.

Inside the cabin, we struck up a conversation with the flannel-clad men.
The older of the two looked like a retired stunt double for Frank Zappa. He
claimed to be the brother-in-l aw of the captainds wifeds sis
thing. Nevertheless, fate had somehow connected us to Captain Bill, allowing
usthis free outing at sea. Cull en, on the ot hel
weeks. Whatever Beagle caught that day would be split between the captain,
Cullen, and Savage Nathan at 66 and 16.5 percent each, respectively.

Before we made it out of the inlet, Fake Zappa pulled a glass pipe from
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his pocket and proceeded to pass it around th
whistle, 6 Savage Nathan called it. Captain B
blowing in his face. I rifled through the cabin bar and found garlic pepper,
pickled okra, lead weights, a quart of Kentucky bourbon, and one purple
walkie-t al ki e. I brought a bag of bagels onboard
left my bananas on dry land.

OYou shoul dndt have evelmusb,r® ulgents aihdke.m inTHe
l uck might c¢cling to us.©o

Such nautical paranoia harkens back to the times of wind-sellers and
witch-hunts. For me, this only added to the mystique. To this day, there are
accounts of grown men ripping Fruit-of-the-Loom underwear off the bodies of
unschooled fishermeni just to rid them of the banana picture on the label.
After a thorough shakedown, it was agree that
word onboard. Before we left that morning, I asked Cullen what he did when
real people (paying customers) brought bananas onboard.

ol f I see 06em, | grab 6em and throw 6em of
can. o

oDo you tell them why you did it?6

ol f they ask me why I did it, 16l tell 0&6¢e
board. 6 But i f they dondt ask me, then | don
avoid me |ike the plague for the rest of the

Usually, I would joke with him, perhaps hide a banana in one of his
pockets, but by the way he described this whole banana business, I got the
feeling that he might have tossed me overboard right along with it.
|l went to high school in Morehead City. | t 0s
waterway, just before dawn. The far-off homes looked like an old
monochromatic photo over calm waters. Out of nowhere, we passed a boat
whose aura seemed to poison the sea around it. It was like a small shrimp
boat with a stink trail of seagulls in tow. Its gangly crew stood on deck.

0 Wh a tthat? & Il asked.

OMet h fisher mere, Nagaiach.Sawaldhey stay out fo
days at a ti me. They donodét sl eep. They just
only come back when the boatdés full .o The j o

Take a nap, and you might awake on some far-flung sandbar at low tide. Few,
I presume, live long enough to experience meth mouth.

We relaxed on the couches, listening to the local classic rock station over
the hum of the engines. All signs of land had disappeared, and after a few
hours, the remarkably blue waters of the Gulf Stream surrounded us. The
captain reduced speed and Cullen leaned over the gunwale, looking and
smelling for fish-oil slicks. He showed me how to sniff out these floating
graveyards and when they became abundant (a sure sign of a feeding frenzy),
we knocked down the outriggers and the mates baited the hooks. Savage
Nathan put me to work with a ratty cloth, cleaning the fishing lines running
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out behind the boat. I asked him what I was doing with the rag.

OWedrtet igne t he human stink off the |l ine. o
0Can t hreallyf 9 mél | us on 1 t?06
ol dondét know, 6 he said. oBut | dondét wan

With all five lines rubbed down and baited, we trolled through calm
waters. The end of one rod began to whip, but when Cullen reeled in, half the
bait was missing. It happened again.

oBait dondét work,é6 Cullen yelled up to the

olt would if you were hungry enough, 6 | sa

We spent the next thirty minutes scouring the ocean and pacing the deck
like caged animals. The suspense was fantastic, and then all Hell broke loose.

Something hit a line and a frantic, unraveling tune screeched from the reel.
Savage Nathan grabbed the pole and crammed it into his waist harness like a
gunslinger. As he was pulling and reeling, he yelled up to the captain that it
wasnodot the Big One.

Before long, an Albacore emerged at the back of the boat, looking like an
obl ong silver dollar in a death roll . oCat f
regarding the fifteen-pound junk fish. Suddenly, the captain spotted a figure
on the port side.

OTUNA! 6 he holl ered, spinning the wheel [
gunned the engine straight at the silhouette,
happened, but an outrigger line popped off the clip and liked to damn near
snap the rod. Whatever the captain spotted had swallowed the end of that line
whole.

The captain ordered Fake Zappa and I to reel in the other lines so they

woul dndt tangl e. Savage Naonberd thdoughgagleod t he |
and Cullen bashed its head to paste with a wooden club. He laughed in the
fishds face before tossing it into the ice <ch

The line was still peeling off when Savage Nathan plugged the butt of the
rod into the fighting chair. There was a light breeze but he was already
sweating profusely, pulling with his legs and back, and cranking with the
downward motion of the rod. Every so oft
mouth | ike a boxing coach and muttems OYo
battling the creature for the better part of an hour. After another half hour,
rumors of a five hundred pound fish began to circulate.

The mood became serious when Captain Bill ambled down the ladder.
He was ready to play executioner. In what seemed like a good idea at the time
A what seemed like a foolish idea in retrospectfi the captain ordered me to man
the helm. Not only was this the largest boat I had ever operated, but also, I
had already dipped into the bourbon. Coupled with the adrenaline, I felt like
King Sea behind the wheel, dragging some wild damned monster to the brink of
its life.

When the son of a bitch emerged from the depths whipping serrated
yellow fins, everyone on deck flat out lost it. The captain revealed a strange

e I
uor e
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barbaric brilliance, screaming at Cullen to move this way, and for Savage
Nathan to keep cranking. Suddenly, the fish made a sickening dart under the
boat, prompting the captain to yell up at me.

0 FORWARD! GO FORWARD! 6

Meanwhile, I had my video camera fixed on them in my right hand, and
steering the boat with my left. The beagle was asleep at my feet. When I
gassed it, they lost sight of the fish in the bubbles. As if sensing the end, the
monster bucked and nearly plucked Cullen overboard by his gloved hand,
which was holding the line. The captain grabbed a hold of his feet and pulled
him back.

ORI GHT! TURN RI GHT! 0

The fish had a brutal gait, that slow, surreal type of movement that
seems to say, 0 AnNgsomathingnésgding hochappe n . O Then it di
Captain Bill grabbed his harpoon and pulled it back like the hammer of a .44

Magnum.
OTHE SON OF A BITCH I S READY. BRI NG HI M R
In perfect choreography, the fish lumbered alongside the boat. Captain

Bill released the harpoon wi t h everything he had. 't sunk

side, producing a small, then large red cloud. The men whooped bloodthirstily
but kept moving.
OWedre getting a motherfuckind paycheck! 6
a large, cruel-looking hook, they dragged the six-foot monster into the boat.
The blow had stunned it, but the thing still looked as dangerous as a razor-
studded torpedo. The men shuffled around nevertheless, unconcerned with
the thrashing tail like a sickle.
OHe ainodtckyoadawmtg wbml ess he drags me with it.
straddling the lower body. The tuna flopped a bit before entering a composed,
Zen-like state. The men let out victory cries and slapped hands. I got so
excited that I almost hammered down the throttle. | t woul dndét have mat
I flung them overboard; at that moment, those men could have walked on
water.

0The damn manhawiptohbatédhe o come down here, cu
only one who could have made it, 06 the captain
0l could have hlhar mod hhed fucker, 6 answered C

There was a murderous vibe onboard. Thin red splashes ran down the
sides, as if drizzled upon by a serrated sky. The men stood around their kill,
their rubber boots squishing the jellied discharge on the deck.
OYw done good boys, 0 said the captain. 0Yc
Cullen lifted up the foot-wide gill and delved around with a fillet knife,
pulling out hunks of ribbed organs and guts like a child rooting through a toy
chest. At last, he found something we all recognized. He held up the purplish,
still beating heart and began to chant.
0 U mum-shi-ba! Um-num-shi-b a! 6
Before anyone could react, he bit a chunk out of the heart. Blood ran
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down his chin. He chucked the organ into the sea and wiped his face with the
back of his hand.
The mates re-baited the lines and we trolled for a few more hours, but
the sea would surrender no more of her creatures. We lulled on the couches
the whole way back, looking out at the fish every so often, as if it might flitter
away if we ignored it.
We cruised up to the commercial dock beaming. As far as the salts on
the CB had heard, it was the only bluefin cau
came out to 330 pounds. We all gathered round and took pictures with it
hanging by the tail.
OMake sure you Bgagléei m heneoofd those shots, 60
Bill. After they lowered it, a man sawed off the fins, head, and tail with a
jigsaw and carted the gutted torso off to a frozen warehouse.
0By thitsomdrmeow, 6 said the captain. 0Sheodl
dinner table. o
The severed tail looked so sad on the pavement. I took a picture of it,

thinking, this is one occupation | could never succeed at. Weather the hunt was
right or wromag¢) ytheredeareanswer . Thereds fo
sport. Somewhere in between, thereds that da

something so strong. That primal sense of domination is certainly part of the
appeal, but sashimi was the last thing on my mind.

In some half-crazed Ahab kind of way, Cullen always did have a knack
for dazzling folks with the occasional spectacle. These performances were
sporadic, but they never failed to inspire the sensefi on a certain levelfi of being
scarred for life. There will always be problems and challenges that are out of
our human control. Many of us shy away, but every so often, someone comes
along and shows us that no matter what shape our adversaries take, with a
little perseverance, we can literally eat its freaking heart out.
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Battles Years Arch (Przemysl, Poland)

by Michael Filimowicz
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FREE REFILLS

oUm, I had a vaguely sexual dream about dol ph
popping a fourth stick of nicotine gum in my mouth. 0 They swam around
rubbing their smooth, wet bodies all over mine. I got aroused. Woke up hard.

l sn'"t that unfair?o

oWhy are you telling me this?d6 Carl's givi
ol dunno, just, just if | don't eseaand,somet h
and, and that's not gonna work for me. o

Life today is deadly mundane. We're sitting at a cafe round with
newspapers and coffee awaiting brunch. It's sunny, warm, a great day to film a
movie. The air's thick with humidity and smog. The sound of passing cars
whistles through a vine-laced lattice fence. Adjacent us, a group of Armenians
dunk fondue. Across-wise, a sharp-dressed codger finishes his crossword.
Behind, a mother shepherds her gaggle of children to the toilet. Our waitress
passes our table a disappears into an Employee's Only slot for the third time
without so much as glancing at us. I pray for a terrorist attack.
OFuck this.o6 | grab Carl's cigarettes from
between my lips and snap for a lighter.

0l shbuldnHe says handing over his gas sta
Reading the |l ogo: OReally, Carl, "'"God is L
olt was six bucks. 0
o0oGreat. 6 | suck heavily and sigh as the sm
drags, then | notice it:todourTheofdieg fciulpt esr e
my gum, but | '"m onto something else and don"'t
oOHow | ong it's been empty? Ten minutes. 6
oFi fteen for me. At |l east. 6 Smoke. o0That"'s
ninety degrees out. There's no water. There's no coffee. We're lucky we're not
dead from dehydration. Where's our table girl

oWaitress. o
oWhich one? Who works here? They wear wunif
0She's busy. 6 He gives a rotating wave. 0B
OBull shit. 6 She, tdbihgsnotihiagwantimg t® lookdikee ' s
she's doing something and I know this because I used to work shit jobs where I
did the exact same thing until, well, the confluence of talent and hard
work...you know, some of us aren't meant to work shit jobs. Moreover though,
some people are. Some people have nothing to offer but their presence and
their generically functional limbs. Most people are at best animated meat.
0She's scrubbed that fucking thing a dozen ti
l ami nate wil | istsaynst a btflefabao¥e tdblle volume, but she doesn't
l ook up. ol "m thirsty, o6 | i mpl ore to the grou
taken interest in my plight.
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0Sit down, 6 Carl says, and | do because mo
says because he's got my best interestsfi our best interestsiat heart. o0l "' m
she'll be over in a sec. 56

oHopefully before closing,o6 | say and | ge

wrong to do because then the whole thing, gum and drool and the final
remaining trace of coffee, comes out my maw and drizzles down my ninety
dollar Brooks Brothers button up.

Carl, all two hundred and some lbs of him, leans across the table, across
our empty coffee cups and our empty water glasses to wipe the cigarette mess
from my shirt with his napkin. It's then the she-waitress incriminates herself:
she sneaks, at us, a peakili and unless I'm deluded by my own overwhelming
self-righteousness, she smirksf just corners, no teeth mind you. She's enjoying
this, our precarious table dance. And, you know what: that does it.

ol got it,o6 | say, gr adhdriybygrowshireto theapolk-i n . My
knit but I'm done caring.
oDon'"t. 6 Carl shakes his head. | wretch th

water glasses tip. My coffee mug hits the Bermuda tile, shattering.
The Armenians eye us. Carl signals the waitress, who's faking, who's still
faking she's cleaning that table. Carl tries the hey-lookee-here wave to the net
effect of nada. Waitress, waitress, stupid bitch, won't have anything to do with
us. Oh gawd, at this moment I love her more than I love my mother. I'm gonna
destroy her. Carl gets in another timid wave before, well, all the itty-bitty bits of
me have decide to intervene:
oLet me, 6 | say, and then standbunghall cl ear
those quivering neuroses and sideways energies in the bottom of my guts and
release the whole load like a massive ejaculation. What I shout is heinous and
fantastically specific. You get the point.
In the immediate aftermath, there's that always amusing clink of
silverware of plates. Ambient conversation ceases and redoubles with fervor.
One of the Armenians loses a spoon in the fondue.
Moments later the maitre d' is leaning over our table talking in hushed
tones. Carl explains my condition in similarly hushed tones as I fume inside.
Because? Because this is all bullshit and who cares, and that stupid, stupid
bitch was fucking avoiding us and I could and would totally fucking murder
her with a kitchen knife and paint a masterpiece with her blood and entrails
and sell it to idiot, New York trust-fundians for a mint and a goddamn,
motherfucker of a half.
Then: the maitre d' fires the waitress on the spot against Carl's protests
and to my silent satisfaction, Heogrdze Bls ses her
Geuzit's face from the cover of Time?d6d The wa
finger, gives the maitre d' the finger, spikes her apron and stomps outfi and
this I love more than a mutual orgasmfi casually knocking the water glasses off
the last table before the exit. The door slams hard. The door slams fast. Classy
exit, that broad. I'm instantly in love.
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oWhat's her name?déd | say to Mr. Maitre d°

olt'"s Carolyn, Mr. Geuzit.é

oCarolyn what ?6

ol would have to check. Why do you ask?5¢6

Now | '"m not | ooking a him or Carl or anyth
lover scorned. Gorgeous, absolutely mag-fuckin'-ni f i cent . 6 | ' ve goose

half a stock.
Naturally our meal is comped, we order free cheese cake and desert
drinks, the manager greets us and shakes my hand and we leave feeling stuffed
and appreciated because we are the majestic beasts, the quasi-famous,
roaming head and gilded shoulders above the lesser animals and rodents
scurrying the land for the scraps that fall from our gaping, sharp-toothed
mouths.
On the street, we see the waitress with her car hood popped, scraping
calcium from her battery leads with a screwdriver.
oLet's go, Rock, 6 Carl says to me, noticin
ol want her. 6 And sllikem poppy, withCthat how-dodl-I o w
make-the-best-of-this-one face. It's what I pay him for.

| don't await reactions or introductions.
Carol, if I paid you an exorbitant amount of money, would you remove your
clothesforme ? 6 Not the best icebreaker spdeifia after

insult, asking her to a gang-rape would be a step in the right direction.

She's right there and beyond. She's sharp-eyed and terrifying. I could
devour her with hot skhkugyeu afStdeyeaystoaduwcd |
and steel. This girl's a fire hazard.

My voice goes thick and unexpectedly mucus
get the car, toady. 6

Carl hangs his head. ORock. 0

0Get outta here.dé6 It's growlyarsin as way th

He does, | continue pitching: o6C" mon, fl am
make you famous. All you girls are aspiring actresses slumming in porn
anyway, right?6

OEat shit, painter.é6 She goes back to batt

0C' mon. {rgotuirefl, ysu need the cash, and this ain't a bad way to
make it. | won't even come in your eye. o0

She just shakes her head.

ol '"m kidding. o6 And | was.

She shakes her head again.

I circle on the sidewalk, not unlike some carrion-g o b bl i ng birds. oL
promise not to touch you with my dick at all,
give her an out underneath my armpit. ol"'"m no

interested in you in that way at all. And that's what I'm saying. I'm saying even
if you were that way, you were boner-inspiringfi and I'm not saying you aren't
to a degreefl but I'm saying if it was that simple, I wouldn't be interested in you

35



Zac Thompson

at all. What am I interested in? I'm interested in the part of you that your
parents regret, that your boyfriends hate, that your children will fault you, the
true you, in a way, the part that makes you beholden to nobody, the part
where, when you go home at night, when you stop being somebody else to
everybody else, you fully embrace before drifting off to sleep, that last chuckle
or sigh or slap to the pillow. To me that's gold, silver and diamond platinum
and you've got it in spades, baby. You understand, you're more special to me
than you are to all, your parents, your boyfriends, your kids, all of them,

because of this, what you have, what | see. A
oYou're not hear.d nghenel,edms rcraudck i nto her
more so. Ol don't want anything to do with yo
oCome on, babe, | wanna paint you g@gktting

by huge bugs. I wanna paint you liquefying in a vat of acid. I wanna paint you
broken and terminally sad. I, | wanna paint y
o0No, no, a hundred million, billion times

she stares them right back.

After a moment that could've been an hour, Carl drives behind us in his
BMW. He rolls down the window and throws his weight into the stalemate.
oYou know, |l " m not saying this for his benefi
opportunity. o

0Yeah, 6 s he siaiy, and that's whythiw 'fuck you' feels better
than any | 've ever said. o6 And she says ofuck
the most satisfied smile spreads across her face.
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Kiss AND MAKE UP

And wedre in a bar. AAddIl wdonéti knawbahere we
Texas. But thatds out of the way. Maybe Misso
di scos in Missouri. But they dondt have any d

Either.

Ether.

Or do they?

|l tds a ni ghth the grelen lightingjinsésts yes. The green light
casts us all into absinthe shadows, into moonlit algae on water. Am I going
crazy? |1 O0m at a dock, a |l one figure waiting I
the figure watching the figure celebrate the green light. The figures dancing and
genuflecting under it.

And theyodve been playing o0Brickhoused6 and
Night 6 and 0Save the Last Dancedé and oLove Wi

thinking what a weird mix and I dm thinking |0
whatanint el | ectual mi x, an eclectic mix, and | dm
doing here and I d6m thinking who the hell is t
want to go up and see the DJ or DJs and maybe
wondering about my sexuality causethe only guy |1 0ve ever wante
my psychotherapist says this is sublimation for my desire for Cass, well she/he

would if  had a psychotherapistandIself-assess myself all the ti

noticing that everyone here has tattoos and of course, I have a couplefi I have a
yin-yang, to symbolize the union of opposites, to symbolize the meeting of
male/female (although Cass says this just reinforces the oldest binary in the

worl d and then | have to ask her when msghe st a
on to grad school, or i f Marikdidkhesteadhiwhat she?d
booksii| i ke hedd read feminist theory, anyway, a

me as sexist for asserting she couldndét come
and of course, she would label me as sexist if she knew I was watching this

chickds tits jiggle as she danced to Joy Divi
to her and Mark doing it, fucking, you know, and it sounded like Mark was

killing her and I almost ran into her bedroom to save her. Damsel in distress.

Yeah, 1 0m sexist. And Cass |ikes to be rammed
|l izard curling over my shoulder, sticking its
getting another one tattooed on my stomach, or maybe my pelvis, a poem,

perhaps my own, about white lines, about yellow blending to white. The perfect

poem. |l dm going to write it.
And | dondét go up to see the DJ cause Cass
want to | eave her alone cause yoOal lgtlaesked maybe

colloquialismsfi and there I go again being the intellectual and I always try to
play so dumb, except for my penchant for Greco-Roman allusions (I try to
repress them, really I do, but they just slip out); my psychotherapist, well, if I
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had one, says I act dumb to attract smarter women like Cass but that actually
works against me cause smart women like even smarter men and how the hell

smart can Cass be i f she ever fell for a | ose
happens wh elone $he goss off with some guy and gets knocked up.
No, she usually doesndt get knocked up cause

lovers than just Mark cause I asked her one night and she almost told me or

maybe she told me and it was over twenty which for a female, I think, is a very

high number of cocks. | dondt want to | eave h
Have we left the baby in the hotel, in the parking lot? And why does my nose

feel so crusty? Did we, somehow, perchance (and there I go again with the high

level of diction, with the elevated lexicon), score?

Anyway, Cass has stopped dancing and sheds
by the dance floor and | think sheds so sexy
she makes a loud exhaling noise when she blows thesmo ke out , i tds al mc
annoying, in fact, it is annoying, but I find it endearing, cause at least I can
always find her in a crowded (but quiet, caus
sound, but maybe I 6m so attuned to it, maybe

and I love the way her lips pout and then relax when she exhales, I love the
way she poses.

But then | see this guy and heds trying to
harassing her, and he looks a little bit like Mark, in fact, I think he is Mark,
yeah, stocky, but tall, dark brown hair, brown eyes (even though she always
told me she loved blue eyes), good-looking, almost gorgeous even in this green
light schemefi he can carry off the green, I mean, he fucking carries the green,
and I think heds al mbsthiouchedsheéeried to gra
my cigarette at him (all of a sudden | notice
do unless |1 dm real | yoamucfukkedupd)p thisisemyi ous | y
weapon, my defense. And Mark turns to me and saysi

oYowanna fight. 6

And I say yes.

And he saysii

OFirst, we gotta make out. ¢
And | candt believe it. I ki ss him,; he Kkis
|l dm thinking this is not Mark, but 1t | ooks a

more than one Mark in the world. Maybe there are a lot of different Marks

running around and stealing your love and basically just fucking shit up. Some

kind of weird balance thing or something. I come up for breath, look into
Mark/not-Mar kds eyes and what did Cagleymetily about
she felt | ike she knew him? It made her wet.
Mark/not-Mar k guy that | just frenched drm®edlsdm de
grabbing my head between his hands again, god
hulking, somewh at call oused hands and this i 8 not w
ki ssing Mark. Maybe | just wanted Cass all al
fist, pulling my arm back, ready to hit him, wanting to hit him, desperately
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wanting to hit him, wanting so bad I can feel my knuckles jarring against his

meaty, thick chest, can imagine the Fig Newton purple bruises on them

tomorrow, Cassds | ook of concern or disgust o
in what sounds like an English accent whileloo ki ng str ai ght at me,
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REQUIEM

Ruth sent the pill down with a |ittle bourbon
bourbon outside summertime, but the thermostat on the furnace in their
building had gone haywire again, and even with all the windows open to the
cool evening, she was sweating in her underwear. The heat reminded her of
when she was a girl in Tallahassee, slipping out on the porch to sneak shots
straight from a bottle from her parentso cabi
brothers.

Five or six thousand, she figuredit hat 6 s about how many pi l

e

swallowed since she and Ben got married. Dividing that by twenty-ei ght, sheod

missed close to two hundred opportunities. Two was all she really wanted.

Two would be enough. Year s ago, shedd considered just g

having a child O6by accident. 0 But she wasnodt
oltds ten of seven, 6 Ben called from the f

OAl most . ¢
The stockings didndot s htyskmm. 8he hurtied. Hev er her
nail tore the nylon. She dug through the dresser drawer for a fresh pair. In
the mirror, she saw him appear in the doorway, newspaper folded under one
arm.
0You dondt | ook al most ready, 6 he waid. 0
werendt going to be here any minuteéo
She found another pair of stockingsfi these were black, but black would
work as well as nude. He stayed to watch her put them on. She carefully
pinched them up her legs a little at a time until the crotch was up where it
should be. Next, the dress: the red satin lining felt cool as she pulled it over
her head. I f he hadndt been there, she might
minute with the fabric wrapped around her face, enveloping her, holding her
inside, blocking out everything else beyond the moment. But he was watching.
Even after fifteen years of marriage, she felt too self-conscious to do a thing like

t hat . Shedd have had to explain it, and shebo
explaining.
oWell, |1 dm wheerdyydw agroe, 6 he said, turning

moment she could have used his help with the zipper. She thought about
calling him back to do it. But with the mirror and some effort, she managed it
herself.

Before turning off the bedroom light, shenoti ced shedd | eft the |
of stockings on the floor. Ben liked their little apartment as pristine as a
mus eum. o1 need clean surfaces to rest my ey
on past the ordinary,d hedd expl ai nhetabtear s a
of always tidying as she went, rather than cleaning everything at once in mad
flurries on odd Sunday afternoons. She rolled up the torn stockings and
placed them in the bin in the bathroom.
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Ben didnodét | ook up e shejoined his irpthepfnt roarh.
Walking behind him to get around the table, she noticed with quiet irritation
that he was reading book reviews, not the 0&6he
the paper on the way home from work so he could go through the ads. Biting
her lip, she remained silent. Paul and Chloe would arrive any momentfi it
woul dndt be good to have them show up in the
Really, though, she and Ben hardly ever argued anymore. Peace was easy: she
knew now exactly what to do, what not to do, and most importantly, what not
to say.
Sitting down at the piano, she ran her fingers over the dusty keys
without pressing them down. Ben coul dndt pl a
were a few songs learned long ago in her one year of childhood piano lessons.
The upright occupied the precious space in their five-hundred-square-foot
walk-up because it had belonged to Bends gr andme
a sailboat in the Dutch Antilles and his mother in assisted living, he was the
only one left in his family who could take it. Having the piano meant there was
no room for a second chair at the table. The mahogany stool was elegant, but
too small for her hips. Ben never sat on the stool.
OHow was your day?d s laehimintheidory. pi cking at
0Good. Refladlildy ygoouodsee it ?0
OWhat ?0
oOn the piano. 0
She looked: a fresh copy of the Lincoln Quarterly Review sat on the
music stand, awaiting her notice.
OA poem?0 she asked.

0They took that one | wrotte wéde nWiwlel wamd Wi
folks that one Thanksgiving four or five years agoiir e me mber it ?0

She hesitated.

OQuilted earth, f diror hwegprameptfeal. | ow

o0Oh, now | remember, 6 she smiled. She st
was talking about, exactly. 0 Di d t hi s one pay?0

OFree copy, 6 he said. She was glad he cou

That brief flash of disgust twisting her features could have easily marred the
whole evening.

He turned through several pages of the paper at oncefl probably real
estate or the financials. The newsprint crackled.

Shedd met Ben at a Hall oween par tiyorsot Amhe
hedd explained | ater when she knew him well e
an ordinary ghost, peering out at the crowd through two dark eye holes cut at
the I ast minute with borrowed scissors. Drun

and pulled it off, leaving her standing on the moonlit green in a tank top and

pajama pants, uncombed hair lumped into two uneven braids. Recumbent on

the grassbeneat h her, hedd compared her to Venus |
sea. Shedd | aughed. And after that, they we
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toward marriage through subjects like predestination, quarks and ancient
Cretefi never mortgages, dishwashers, credit cards, cradles.
oWhat are you reading now?d6 she asked 1
00Obits. This ol d | adyeGen great-grand kidgsd by t we
Mal t hus would cringe. 6
Ruth was pretty sure he haiimédtcoal dndthaha:e

gh
nt

real i zed what shedd been thinking about all day
since shedod | ast voiced the ssuibxjtehc tbidritrhedcatyl,y .h
made reservations at the new sushi pl ace, eve
sushi . 8 boendtHingsabhout how hard it would be to give up sushi and

cof fee and wine for nine months. Hedd told h

shedd never have to deny herself these pleasu
She ended up sleeping alone on top of the still-made bed, fully dressed. He

came home after riding the subway till dawn, brimming with a poem that was

almost formed, shushing away all her attempts to apologize, asking only that

she be quiet so he could fix the words on paper before they left him.

ol bet she didndt die alone. 6 Ruth said,
even that. She was simply unable to completely push aside the subject that
had weighed on her since Chloe called during
babysitter for tonightand coul d come after all. Chl oeds
in the background, squealing as their father tickled them.

0She died at Mount Sinai, 6 Ben said; o0l 0m

oThatds not what | meant. o

oOWhy are you even wor r ngeightadwP Walthye about dy
plenty of time | eft. o

0OBut not plent of time fo

Ben snapped th paper so i
moving.

oBabies enslave their parents, 6 he said.
is the first timetheyd ve been able to come out with us s
ki ds. And | havendot heard Chloe say anything
comments have been confined almost entirely to the varied and miraculous
wor kings of her progeni es 0 rsdalogechavie evidently r act s .
cost thousands. 0

r a baby. o
t stood up strai

o< —

oWe could afford it. Redably, we could if

ol f 16d what?0

o0Your father was a | awyer, 6 she said; owhe
t hought é0o

oMy fatherds a selfish alcohol kingliehi | ander
suing doctors for honest failures. Il s that w

oNo, |  jAuést wi s h

ol am who | am, Rut h. Words are my | egacy

oLife is not about | egacies. |l tds about o

oYes it is. Iftacktapether, Ruthfirtsrey t o enj oy toni gh
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ol fpast
oJust stop. Theydl !l be here any minute. é
She hunched over the piano and stared at the front of the Lincoln
Quarterly Review . The photo on the cover, taken from half-way under the
surface of a bright blue pool, showed a freckled child cringing in the instant
before a belly-flop, one hand pushing into the water while all the rest of his
corpulent flesh remained suspended in the sunlight. She thought of all the
summer afternoons in Tallahasseel swimming pools and sprinkler jumping,
sweet tea brewing on the front porch, muddy prints crisscrossing kitchen
|l inol eum, the constant humming chaos spilling
small bungalow.
She tested a note on the piano. It was the wrong one. She tried three
more before finding the particular key shedd
could find her way to the song. Her first two-fingered attempt was slow and
stiltedi har dly recogni zable as Brahmso oteul | aby.
easily. She began to mouth what scraps of verse she could recall.
The pedestal table groaned suddenly as Ben used it to pull himself up
out of his chair. The bedroom door slammed behind him. She played the song
again, louderfi pounding each note so hard that the joints in her fingers hurt.
It occurred to her, briefly, that her mascara was probably running into the
creases under her eyes. She didndt care.
The knocking startled herfi Paul and Chloe. She aborted her song mid-
stanza and rushed toward the bedroom, stepping aside as Ben hurried out
through the doorway to answer the front door; they slid past one another
without touching.
0Sorry webOre so |l ate, 6 she heard Paul say
0 B a by shiotittfiest time doing something like this. Just getting out of the
condo after she got there took forty-five minutes. And then we forgot to leave

our phone number, and she wasndét answering ou
back. ¢
In front of the bathroom mirror, Ruth wiped her face off as best she
could and reapplied a fresh coat of mascar a.
pufffishedéd pass for happy in the dim evening.
00Oh Ruthie, how are you?6 Chloe asked, pul
and a hug.
oWonder ful. You?o

0Tired frazzled crazy good. 6

Andthen Paul said something funny that Ruth
| aughed along with everyone el se anyway as th
always been good at doing what others needed
mot her someday, 0 h esay. Butine ond kad sasdetldat lately, she
realized as she followed Ben out into the light October rain.

43



Aimee Zaring

REMAINS

Evandés fascination with the lost city of Atl a
plane crash, or maybe before, just after the tsunami. Either way, it worries me,
my sonds obsession with a place that has been
been supposedly found.

When | enter Evands bedroom, he is working
credit project for his science class. I stare at the small-scale model of Atlantis,
the alternate concentric circles of simulated land and sea. Acropolis Hill rests
in the center of the fertile plain, made out of clay.

OWhere did you go today?6 | ask.
Evan shrugs. o0Some st upi dthd&utldokimpupi e, 6 he s
About once a month Tony, Geoffds best frie

ballgame or out to eat, or, this past summer, to his law office where Evan
waited over an hour flipping through copies of Field & Stream while Tony made
a conference call.
Evan is snacking on Funyuns, and crumbs litter his desk. I resist the
urge to tell my thirteen-year-old to go get a plate. He repositions one of the
model 6s stone walls. His tanned hands, his sh
beds, remind me of Ge o f f & s .
When Tony drove off with Evan in his black Lexus this afternoon, I saw
him drape his large hands over the top of the steering wheel, concealing his
scars against the dash. His are the hands that reached into a burning Cessna
to rescue my husband. The hands that failed.
oYou know, 6 | say now, OHitler was obsesse
Evan pops a chip in his mouth, crunching audibly.
He wants to be an architect, like his father. Specifically a city planner.
But he thinks the only way to build something that will stand the test of time is
to study what has already been built and fallen, though, in the case of Atlantis,
no genius in human engineering could have saved it.
Evan once believed Atlantis could be found off the coast of Spain, until
further research |l ed him to Antarctica, then
kick. While other kids in his class play computer games after school, he is
surfing the Net for any nugget he can find on Sebastian Meyenhauser, a
German explorer who claims he has definitively discovered Atlantis buried off
the Southeast Coast of Cyprus. Through solar scans, Meyenhauser says he has
identified man-made wal l s al most perfectly matching d
dialogues.
I notice Evan struggling to glue one of the stone walls onto the model.
OEvan?o
He throws his head back. oOWhat?06 he mutter
hair, but he jerks his head away.
|l sit at the foot of his bed. OWhat about
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OWhy coul dnidte tllbaxtatbe nt of Atl antis?06 | dve bee
research on the fabled lost city and wonder if my son will noticefi or care.

Evan is already shaking his head and launches into some theory about
vol canoes and dates that dondt amsdndlhplds He r ea
the bag out for me, still talking, forgetting himself. I take a chip even though I
dondt want one. | watch his animated hands, h
voice, and with a mix of awe and apprehension, all I can think is, My boy, my
boy.

Sitting on the front porch steps, I hug my legs and inhale the autumn air, thick
with the sooty scent of dead leaves. The Cape Cod across the street has been
on the market for over a year. Catty-corner to us lives a seventy-year-old
woman whose husband passed away a month ago. Her curtains are always
drawn. She is the third widow in our neighbor
help but wonder if our moving here has brought a black cloud over the well-
kept houses on this quiet, dead-end street.
We 0 veen ih our Craftsman-style bungalow less than eighteen months,
and Evan says he wants to move again, but | ¢
room. Sometimes I see him looking back at me from our bedroom door like he
did those nine months ago, with a smile of contrition (he knew I disapproved of
his flying with Tony) and joking, olf 18&m not
party. o
Leaves skitter across the road. | want winter to come early. I want the
darkness of movie theaters and the itchy claustrophobia of a wool scarf wound
about my throat. I want to walk in a city of strangers with no desire to make a
friend. I want this season of hacking coughs and runny noses to force me into
bed with a bowl of chicken noodle soup and a bottle of NyQuil.
But I have a boy to raise, a boy I must both mother and father, and so I
crawl out of bed every morning.
My next-door neighbor is yanking a campaign sign from her front yard.
Her candidate lost. She looks over at me and shrugs asiftosay,l 6 ve done all
can, then shakes her head as if to add, God help us .
| dm r e mi nd emaildHree Hiffeeentepeople have forwarded to me,
depicting Earth as negligible as a pencil point compared to the sun and other
planets. The caption is from Psalm 8: What is man thaty ou are mindful of him?

The day after Christmas last year, when most families were still picking at

leftover, carb-laden casseroles or trying out their latest gadgets, Geoff, Evan,

and I played a round of Uno in front of the TV. As we passed around a king-size

box of Captain Crunch, we noticed the anchorw
fingertips pressed to her ear, trying to catch the latest news feed. Geoff stopped

shuffling the cards. We all gaped at the ticker running across the bottom of the

screen: Deadly earthquake rocks Southeast Asia/Indian Ocean. Thousands
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estimated dead or missing.
Jerky footage from a touristds video camer
children trying to outrun the colossal wave. Seismologists and other experts
wereint er vi ewed. Di agrams popped up on the scre
jigsaw puzzle, each piece representing a tectonic plate. When the Indo-
Australian plate collided with the Burma Plate, the impact was so great it
caused the entire planet to vibrate at least half an inch. Some scientists
predicted the earthquake would throw off the
length of the day by a few microseconds.
But it was Geoff who could always see the silver lining. Born to Russian
immigrants and raised in a two-room tenement apartment in a gang-ridden
Philly neighborhood, his survival had depended on it. When before-and-after
satellite images appeared on the TV, he pointed out new waterways the
tsunami had carved into the land, different paths where perhaps new towns
might one day sprout. He explained how millions of years ago, not even India
was located where it is now. The land lost in the tsunami was merely land left
behind after no telling how many other natural disasters.
Evan seemed to find some solace in this geography lesson, shuffling the
cards again, but I kept thinking of how close we lived to the New Madrid Fault
Line, how even the most solid foundations were laid on ever-shifting ground.

An outreach committee member from New Directions calls midmorning. It was

Geoffdés idea to start going to church again,
passed, for Evandés sake, but | dreaded the fo
women who persisted in bringing over gwhol e wh

me up in prayer. Sometimes I willed their prayers not to touch me, so I did not
have to reconcile how the same God who allowed raging waters to swallow
thousands in a single day could also be concerned with saving one woman
from the undertow of her grief.
Today, the outreach committee is collecting clothing for a family who has
relocated to Louisville after losing their home in Katrina. There are five
children. They need everything. O0AlIIl those th
granted, 6 the wohuahsafsrReople likées? I want to tell her I
have more in common now with the displaced. I offer some of the clothes Evan
has outgrown and an old propane gas grill.
OAny suits?06 she asks. 0The husband needs
I work my way back to the bedroom, open the closet door. On one side of
thewalk-i n cl oset are Geoffds pressed shirts and
frequency of wear. Just how he left them. I reach my hand inside the silk-lined
pocket of the suit jacket in which I recently discovered the folded piece of
paper. I reread the undecipherable random jottings: Bring s.p. Call F. Tell M. we
need more chds.
I put back the note and shut the closet do
the church.
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Meyenhauser has received the greenlight from Cyprus government officials to
do a dive off the coast of Cyprus. In this second expedition he will gather
evidence of the man-made structures, canals, and stone wall he believes he
found through sonar imaging on his first expedition. The Discovery Channel
will track his progress and air a documentary. I have circled the date on our
calendar.
Over the past few weeks | dve become more i
claims. I find myself taking repeated breaks from my latest graphic design
project to check for new postings on Meyenhau
German explorer looks younger than I had expected. He has dark skin and
hairfi also a surprise. He is on a boat wearing Bermuda shorts, a pale blue
short-sleeve shirt, and a necklace with a pendant shaped like a stalagmite. I

wonder if itds an artifact from one of his ex
endearing about Meyenhauser. I like his confident smile, his dark, reassuring
eyesiso much | i ke Geoffds.

Evan hasread Meyenhauser 6s book at | east five ti

convinced, like the young explorer, that a volcano triggered the earthquakes
that caused the epochal flood that destroyed Atlantis. Tonight there is a show
on The History Channel about supervolcanoes.

OYw and Dad went to Pompeii, didndt you?0 E
commercial break.
My heart quickens. |l tds been months since

father. He is sitting cross-legged on the floor, his pencil poised above his math
homework, but I sense his held breath, waiting for my reply.
oWe did. The year | found out | was pregn
I remember now something | 6d forgotten: t
told him the news. So many years of trying and hoping, and then that sudden,
almost imperceptible, flash of fear before he smiled and knelt before me,
pressing his cheek to my stomach, hiding his eyes.
Evan wants to know what Pompeii was like, what kinds of artifacts we
saw. I tell him about the sophisticated bathhouses. The amphitheater where
gladiators fought criminals, slaves, and beastsi often to the death. The erotic
art. An image of a penis etched onto the sidewalk, pointing toward what was
once a brothel. Evan winces at this | ast deta
fighting back that he secretly appreciates it. I tell him these things because I
think they are the types of details a father might tell his adolescent son.
What | dondt mention: the remains of those
when Mount Vesuvius erupted, preserved and displayed now under glass for
gawking tourists, their facial expressions eternally frozen in fear or panic, but
mostly in horror. And the pregnant woman who died lying facedown, her arm
curved around the side of her belly, as if to protect her innocent child. Ordinary
people going about their ordinary lives when one day the earth belched its fiery
fury and, poof, they were gone.

a
h
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oOWe have pictures, o6 | say.
ol know, 6 Evan says.
When the program is over, he stares transfixed at the rolling credits.
oThatdés how itds going to happen, 6 he says.
oWhat ?0
He seems to snap out of his trance and sighs, as if I should already
understand his meaning. 0The end of the world
about global temperatures rising one or two degrees over the next decade, but
try something |i ke twenty degrees overnight. o
His voice is tinged with nervous excitement, a primal energy, and for the
first time | begin to question the amount of
allowed him to watch.
| dondthbaheart to tell him that it wonot

tsunami or hurricane or asteroid or plane crash that will likely get most of us,
but rather something commonplace, like heart disease or cancer. Maybe we
obsess over cataclysmic events to avoid the abhorrent idea of dying a slow,
unmemorable death.

The next evening at a parent-t eacher conference, | sit acros
English teacher, an empty chair beside me. Ev
student to keep a daily journal. She collects the notebooks every week to make
sure the students are writing. My son, the te
his journal in weeks.

At home, after Evan | eaves for a friendos
searching his closet, under the bed and mattress, inside dresser drawers. I
should feel guilty for this trespassing, but
al most forgotten what |1 dm | ooking for when |

a tower of books.

|l turn back the cover . Th e rfielent Handwniting,s on 0 s
is this:

| asked Tony if he would take me to the place where the plane went down.
Mom still doesndt know. Sheds never been and
We drove for like an hour into another county and we got out of the car and
wal ked into these woods but Tony coul dndt rem
crashed. |l think we kept going around i n one
anything and then we couldnoét find the path b

crying. He said he was s orry and that it should have been him instead.
|l wish |1 dd never gone. We never even found
making Tony cry.
I stare at the empty lines on the last half of the page. I turn to the next
page, but it is blank, as is the next. I can tell, though, by the ragged fringe of
paper along the spiral-bound edge that pages have been ripped out.

Evan takes a bite of his sub sandwich, mayonnaise oozing, and looks out over
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the Ohio River from our waterfront bench. His eyes are unreadable, reflecting
the gray slate of water. He is seated a good three feet from me, and I imagine
the occasional passerby mistaking us for strangers.

Earlier | drove him to some of the buildin
recently restored aspart of a downtown revitalization pr
frontispiece?6 | asked Evan when we stood at
Theatre. o0That was your fatherods idea. o6 Geoff

original stained glass and brick into the new design.

I now point out Riverside Lofts on the other side of the overpass, one of
Geoffds projects. These are the places and th
his fatherfi not some lost crash site.

But Evan doesndt seem i mpressed. akthe ?Want s
he asks. OHow will anyone know?59d

The same thought had crossed my mind on a rainy day back in February
when an officer from the sheriffods depart ment
site. It was a Sunday, his day ofthere and | kne
anymore than I. As we hiked into the woods, I could see my breath, heard the
occasional sound of the mud suctioning our boots. The small clearing where
the plane went down was nothing like I imagined. No signs of scorched earth.

No overlooked fuselage. It was as if the autumn rains and winter snows had

washed away what had happened there, the earth absorbing every trace. I

closed my eyes and tried to hear the secrets
voice, his last thoughts. But the only sound I heard was a woodpecker drilling

on a hollow tree.

| think now of the note I found in Geoffds
jottings. What did they mean? They seem significant somehow. Revelatory. A
coded message from the grave. Or maybe they are just words on paper. A
mundane to-do list. Sacred only in their inscrutability.

I yell for Evan that the documentary is about to start. He has been playing
basketball all afternoon, something he used to do at least once a week with his
father. He shuffles intot he family room, his head rolling
asked him to move heavy furniture. He bypasses the couch on which I sit and
plops into the recliner, yanks the lever, and up go his feet.
I have made popcorn and place the bowl on the coffee table where he can
reach. He | oves popcorn, but he doesndt take
should misconstrue his snacking for a thank you.
Despite having long anticipated the documentary, neither of us seems

too enthused. | sense t htarestell inahmaringl i ke me, i sn

Meyenhauser with the world. We want him for ourselves. We want to protect

him from the interviewerodos nettling questions
Meyenhauser sits across from the reporter on a boat off the coast of

Cyprus. His eyes are concealed by dark sunglasses, the sunds orange

burning behind him against a purple- and red-streaked sky.
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The reporter voices the doubts of Meyenhau
scientist says the images Meyenhauser obtained on his first expedition of the
central hill of Atlantis are actually images of an ancient volcanic ridge ringed
with mudslides. Another scientist maintains there is no way Meyenhauser
could have seen man-made structures on his last expedition. Side-sonar
imaging only allows one to see the bottom of objects. And what about the fact
that Plato suggested Atlantis was outside the Straits of Gibraltar? That it was
bigger than Libya and Asia Minor combined?
Meyenhauser skirts around these questions,
time. He contends that his findings on his second expedition are a victory for
his team, even though some of the structures he thought were man-made are
actually mud. Unfortunately, his team could only penetrate this mud up to
about a foot.
ol tds hard t o coyppasonijustahbve diffiomlt idis to@bserve
the ocean floor, much | ess to see whatods unde
But he is convinced all it will take is core samples from the seabed to prove
that the rectangular valley in question was once Atlantis. 0 The only thing
preventing us from uncovering the truth i1is ti
The documentary is over, and I eat the last popcorn kernel in the bottom
of the bowl. Despite the overwhelming lack of evidence, I feel somehow more
confidentabout Meyenhauserds claims. | get the ffeel
letting on to all he knows. I suspect that he, in a few years, maybe longer, but
certainly in my lifetime, will have unearthed the lost city.

Evan snorts. I | ook owmeerveat ghiim.g & Tohifs ngduy
he says.

| woul ddéve told him to watch his mouth if
bitter tang. OWhy do you say that?o6

He is sucking on the drawstring of his hooded basketball sweatshirt, a
|l ook of disdain owerhitsodkacof.f ohlHies nseungl asses, ¢
never | et you see his eyes. o
|l &m | i cking butter off my fingers when he
nauseous, a hot-cold rush of emotion welling up inside me. So many untold
stories behind Ge diigfeyes. I tdyaas gicturerhés dsrdsarabble
childhood, of which he rarely spoke. His bachelor years traveling overseas:
Spain, France, Germany, Italy. But why never Russia, his ancestral home?
Who was that girl from Brussels in the scrapbook photo? Or the elderly woman
who showed up at his funeral, a black scarf tied around her headfi gone before
anyone could catch her name?
I told him everything. He was my world.
Outside the basketball thumps on the driveway, then that familiar
metallic twang as the ball strikes the rim, missing the net.

It is after midnight when I finally give up on sleep and throw back the covers. I
flip the switch in the walk-in closet and stand there, blinking, trying to adjust
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to the artificial light. The si ze of the closet, the quantit
accumulated over the years, sickens me. I yank shirts and pants off their
hangers, throwing them onto the floor, freein

held onto, thinking some day they might come back into vogue or fit me like
they once did. I strip the closet down to elementals. Black and white T-shirts.
A pair of jeans. A black dress. Five pairs of shoes. No, four. Still more than the
Katrina victims have.

Il turn to Geof f 8s bsgindelleatifig sénie®f héslclothes t .
but stop when I come to the suit jacket. I reach into the pocket and withdraw
the folded piece of paper.

I reread the cryptic message, my eyes |ling
ocall, 6 and ot el | . 6tthem ining thead, dikedh snantda. Bring.p e a
Call. Tell. T slip the jacket silently off its wooden hanger and tuck the note back
in the pocket, for someone else to find.

On my way to retrieve a bag for the clothes, I think I hear Evan call my

name.

OEawn?6 The window in his bedroom is wide of
stepped outside.

oWhat if it isndt true?édohkymammyeb?doWhat

| wal k over to his bed. 0Okay, 6 | say, si
looking down at my handsbut not seeing them in the darkn
did pull the story out of his ass. o6 | hear a
parting in perhaps a smile. 0But wereno6ét vyou
based on some kernel of truth?0

I feel him shrug.

| dondt know what else to say, and what 120

question. His leg feels bony, skeletal next to mine, reminding me of how young
he is, but also how old.
I reach up and stroke his hairfi he allowsmefiand | candt thgel p wo
what kind of man he will become. If he will build things that will stand the test
of time. If he will remember the year we waited for word that a lost city had
been found. The year we felt the days shorten and our little corner of the earth
tremble. The year we believed a chunk of the world could disappear in a day
because wedd seen it happen in our own ti me.
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