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Letter from the Editors 
 
 We, the editors of this not -so-tiny -anymore online literary journal, 

continue to be impressed and inspired by the inherent cohesion of each 
issue we present to you, our readers.  It is as if those submitting their 
wonderful writing to us are doing so under the pretense of a designated 

theme, when in truth, we are p erfectly happy presenting twenty or so 
quality pieces of completely unrelated writing for each issue.  We require 

no theme -based submissions, yet somehow, those submitting are 
touching on some common ground.  The fact that we are consistently 
receiving mor e submissions and more hits to our site makes that 

common ground all the more amazing ñmore people, but somehow, more 
unity too.  Coexistence.  It is heartening to see that many of us are 
writing from the same places, with the same concerns and fears and 

passions, but in such different ways that there can be no doubt that real 
craft transcends the lifeless (and gutless) homogenization of theory and 

criticism.  It lives somewhere between our personal and collective 
experiences and the way those experiences in sist on meeting the page.  
 So with this issue, our aim is to share that inspiration with all of 

you via #9õs òhappy accidentaló theme of interaction.  In this issueõs 
brand new format, youõll find writers reaching out in every direction for 

validation, ins ight, or just some company.  
 The first piece of this issue is a poem by Eli Richardson that 
exemplifies our mission with #9 in its title, òDeareader,ó which literally 

brings the poet to the reader, and vice versa.  Andrew Najbergõs 
òWatching Knoxville in a Downpour from a Fire Escapeó is a voyeurõs 
meditation on how others must see the same city as he sees, and so 

must also be quietly noticing his presence as well.  Nonverbal awareness, 
and questions without question marks.  Next, the one and only Susan 

Deer Cloud graces our pages, first with a beautiful poem called òSweatsó 
which decries the appropriation of Native culture ñòthe old waysóñand 
laments òall my relations , the world is cold,ó and second with a gentle 
tribute to another poet (one who happens to b e equally adored by the 
editors!), also a òrelationó despite the obvious difference in culture that is 

evident when she calls him òAmigo.ó  Alan Elyshevitz follows with 
another tribute poem, this time to Akhmatova.  His poem ends with 
hunger, and Mary Carroll-Hackett follows appropriately with her poem 

òThe Man at the Party,ó and a healthy dose of desire.  Julia Craneõs òThe 
Vaultó employs premature burial as a metaphysical conceit for a bad 

marriage, Karen Wolf brings us back to desire and rain with òRain 
Music,ó and two poems by Wendy Mnookin test the limitations of 
memory, or rather, of the person remembering.  Anthony Frame 

presents two different kinds of memories; first, in òEvolution,ó the 
speaker unabashedly mourns the departure of his male best frien d, 
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holding him in an airport terminal as the two weep their goodbyes, and 
in òLocal Commercials,ó we learn about the city of Toledo, OH, as seen 

not just through the poetõs eyes, but the poetõs eyes watching 
commercials.  The last two poems are Lily Corwinõs òBuying a Farm,ó 

with a first line that ponders òI think my real estate agent might have 
killed herselfó and is eerily relevant in light of the current foreclose crisis, 
and William Doreskiõs òNatural, Not Property Rights,ó which is half 

observation, ha lf anarchy, and ends with a proverbial flood.  Oh yeah, 
and in case you couldnõt tell that moisture (tears, sweat, precipitation, 
etc.) is a unifying agent in these poems, we chose Bruce Palaggiõs 

amazing photo, òRaindrops on My Window,ó as the poetry pageõs cover 
art.  

 Lisa Schnellingerõs lovely photo òOrange Needlesó opens the 
creative nonfiction section, which boasts a record five pieces this issue.  
First, Barbara Lefcowitz ponders the tangible and intangible value of 

things in her essay òGold Coins, Red Dulse, Earth, Sea .ó  She details how 
the value of objects such as money, silk, even food can change over time , 

and therefore challenges readers to recall what they hold most dear.  
Next, G. David Schwartz takes a socially conscious look at the old story 
of Hansel and Gretel, applying the messages about poverty and survival 

instincts in what reads like a manifesto to show us that finding universal 
truths can bring enlightenment, and therefore, hope for change.  Kat 
Meads then brilliantly  details the notes and life of arti st Louise 

Bourgeois, interpreting Bourgeoisõ òInsomnia drawingsó in another 
instance of artist -conjuring -artist.  The life of a very different woman 

follows in CoCo Harrisõ memoir excerpt: the manic and interwoven 
journal entries of a young  mother going through a divorce push the 
boundaries of ordered or linear prose and get to the heart of heartbreak 

through real, connective, and truthful writing.  Lastly, Will George takes 
us back to small town America in his piece, òWaltõs Bookstore,ó and to 
the heart of every rebel rouser who õs ever tried to wake up such a sleepy 

little town as La Junta, C O. 
 For fiction, we offer up three pieces after Christopher Woods' 

serenely blurry (blurrily serene?) "Shack in a Yellow Field," the first of 
which is a  piece about a middle -aged woman's tumultuous relationship 
with a political figure.  David W. Landrum bookends the past with the 

present in "Revolution," which takes its title and the core of its cultural 
scenery from the Beatles song of the same name, and  is a realistic 

portrayal of how one person's ego and need to control another affects 
more lives than just the two involved.  J. Bennett Rylah's 
"Upload/Downfall" follows with lighter fare: how technology enables 

emotional distance in relationships and cre ates the illusion of interactive 
freedom.  Finally, we move from a potentially doomed to a long -past -
doomed relationship with Philip B. Calabro's "The Poetry of Her Deceit," 

a drummer's narrative about writing a requisite break -up song for his 
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exñand then being unable to escape playing it for her when she shows 
up one night in a crowded rock and roll bar.  

 Calabro's story segues nicely into Rane Arroyo's music column for 
this issue, in which he reviews recent releases by Dean Groombridge, 

Ruby James, and Da vid Vector with all the expertise of a critic and a 
poet's attention to detail and need for interaction.  
 What better way to connect than by sharing art?  

 We hope you enjoy this issue, the new format, and your summer.  
 
All best,  

The Editors  
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Raindrops on My Window  
 

Bruce Palaggi  
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Eli Richardson  
 

DEAREADER  
  

itõs 5 a.m. 
& you are listening  
to me  

drunk  
with nothing  
to say  

  
but isn't it  

nice to listen  
to me  
say nothing  

drunk  
at 5 a.m.?  

  
wherever  
you a re at  

whatever  
time it is  
saying nothing  

just listening  
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Andrew Najberg  
 

WATCHING KNOXVILLE IN A DOWNPO UR FROM A FIRE ESCAP E.  
  

Listening for memories in drops of rain.  
Believing I can trace lightning to angels.  
  

Trash cans bowled over in the alley.  
So many things to tear those bags open in the night.  
  

Torn advertisements from magazines,  
cigarette boxes, newspaper pages all floating.  

  
A pair of jeans hangs off the lip of a dumpster  
contemplating if it has been discarded.  

  
If I lean over the rail, I se e the silhouette  

of the hair of a woman on her own escape.  
  
Two floors down and partially obscured  

by hanging plants that rock on their chains.  
  
We sit together every night in this way  

and have never spoken.  
  

She must look out at the same back doors.  
Hear the same car alarms triggered by hail.  
  

Measure the same city pulse  
laced within the pulse of rain.  
  

What is there to say when experience aligns.  
What better way to ask her name then by not doing so.  
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Susan Deer Cloud  
 

SWEATS 
 

Iõve never been to a sweat.  Yes, that  kind, ones people  
ask me about because theyõve read up on us, learned 
that Native Americans òdo sweats,ó cry out Mitake Oyasin  

when water hits hot stone ð because everyone knows  
we all speak Lakota at such times, emerge  

from our steam womb i nto a sublime world  
wrapped in a shawl of stars.  
 

Nope, Iõve never gone to a sweat.  But when I almost 
embarrassedly  admit this, New Agers, wannabes, and  

other unabashed annoying two -leggeds donõt hesitate  
to brag about those thousand sweats theyõve sweated  
in, how cleansed they felt staggering out,  

how òthe ceremonyó got them in touch with their  
Inner Honest Injun, with the òRaven Starsó and òRed Wolfsó 

that their memories recovered by renegade shrinks  
tell them they are reincarnated from.  
 

òYou really oughta go to a sweat someday,ó they pity me. 
 
Yep, poor pitiful me whoõs never sweated, unless  

you want to count my òyounger dayó forays  
to health spas, hunched among òsistersó crying  

for a vision of model thin flesh.  Or perhaps  
my current night swe ats and hot flashings  
could pass as mobile sweat lodges.  

 
Iõve never been to a sweat.  With all due respect 

to Indian traditions everywhere and even to those  
New Agers, wannabes, and other hallucinators  
who are really only hungering for their original face s  

that once waited inside Mother Earth, I suspect  
something  so fierce in me, so steamed  
that my people had the old ways  
stolen from them, that  
 

I donõt want to sweat, pray, risk dancing out  
into starlight, the product of some beautiful  
ethnic cleans ing, blue lie, that any Indian heart  

can ever blaze sweet and trusting again.  
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Susan Deer Cloud  
 
All my relations , the world is cold.  
All my relations , I canõt shed  

my shawl of tears.  
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Susan Deer Cloud  
 

SNOW FOR RANE (FOR RANE ARROYO)  
 

I wake to fallin g 
silence.  Persian cat  
purrs by pillow ð 

trills like pigeon coos.  
Weak from illness,  
I press palm  

to fur, feel  
osmosis of life,   

feline, silken ð 
 
while outside  

frost -forest windows  
arroyos of air  

breathless, yes,  
past glass  
glints of snow crystals , 

magical, unique.  
Indoors, cat body rising,  
descending, hints  

 
of amber, flowered  

eyes, and one poet  
thinking of you, Amigo ,  
the Gypsy comas  

that stole you, the comets  
of miracles that flew you  

back.  O solstice Dreamtime  
glistening this poisoned l and,  
 

hand, heart -line, finding  
some pure thing breathing yet ð 

in Moon of Geminids longing  
to torch norõeaster night sky,  
kindle twin poets listening  

in a gold dark.  
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Alan Elyshevitz  
 

AKHMATOVA #7 
 

Anna, this is a poem about  
Lust, flirtation, coyness é 
All that forestalls  

Our personal decline.  
 
The sparrows descend  

On a crust of bread, crying òptitsa, 
Ptitsa!ó They must get their 

Sexiest thrill from ingestion.  
 
Aside from song and nutrition,  

Ornithology is: color? scent?  
You chirp over dinner,  

You eat l ike a bird.  
 
Yet your lipsticked lips  

And perfumed throat imply  
Premeditation. Yes,  
This too we call hunger.  
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Mary Carroll -Hackett  
 

THE MAN AT THE PARTY 
 

doesn't know that she doesn't  
hear him, just imagines  
his hands, tangled  

against her hair.  
Palms, then  fists, she fits him  
where she needs, drawing  

on knowledge old as bone,  
she hones anatomical  

still -frames against the small  
talk, the scotch, and clatter of introductions,  
names she doesn't care to recall.  

 
His hands are all  

she wants,  
the bulb of his thum b 
to touch it with her tongue,  

giving in, licking words  
too ancient for sound into his palm.  
His hands are what she hears,  

despite the rules  
or ring he wears. When  

did we begin to care about  
 
aidos ? How vast the Greeks,  

seeking to bind honor with disgrace  
into a single word; chaste  

only defined by what is erotic.  
What evolutionary slip  
in the code made this knowingness true,  

ticked us past the curve of heat and lip,  
of joint and hip that already knew  
the holiness of coupling,  

sanctity of sex?  
 

She chooses aischune,  
gray disgrace of having done.  

As he pours another drink,  
asks what she thinks of that famous name's  
last book, or the weather, she  

leans into a want older than shame,  
touches his hand as he passes the glass,  
sees only the primitive roll of his sho ulders  
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Mary Carroll -Hackett  
 

as she bends to prayer  
between his knees.  

 
 
 
*aidos: from the Greek, shame that keeps one from doing; aischune: shame for 
something one has done  
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Julia Crane  
 

THE VAULT  
 

Premature interment wasnõt so bad,  
as long as we were se aled together  
 

inside the black obsidian walls,  
safe as if a dark -wombed,  
 

blood -tongued mother  
held us close. Safe  

 
until you felt compelled  
to let in another woman  

 
and drag me out while I slept,    

to the drafty vestibule  
 
at the bottom of the stair s. 

You had always been  
 
comfortable with distance,  

but now it seemed fifty locks  
 

and ten foot thick walls  
werenõt enough to keep me out. 
 

You checked the locks daily,  
barreling and oiling their piston bolts  
 

with one eye on your diaphanous  
white -bloused s weetheart  

 
propped up in the corner,  
her long limbs clicking like a mannequinõs. 

 
I drew a map on scrap paper  

found in my pocket,  
 
of the catacomb of our marriage,  

Xõs marking wrong turns, 
 
and pushed it under the door.  

You folded it up and slid it  
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Julia  Crane  
 

out again, blank side up.  
Undeterred, I pressed  

 
one ear to the cool, brutish metal  
as if listening for a heartbeat.  
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Karen Wolf  
 

RAIN MUSIC  
 

This afternoon we understood our flimsiness  
as we waited, clutching umbrellas, at the crosswalk,  
and it  seemed the light would never change  

and the slant rain would never ease. Since this  
is the way flowers are born, we tried whistling.  
Once home we wrapped ourselves in towels,  

lay on the hand -woven rug, and watched lightning  
throw ficus shadows on the wall. I fell asleep  

and dreamed I was at work and my briefcase  
was full of fortunes that read, òSomeone has  
crumbled your cookie.ó Then we were on  

a tandem bike, pedaling as if delivering an urgent  
message. When I woke the cat was gazing at me  

and yo u were spritzing the orchids. Overhead  
we heard the footfalls of our neighbor, who might  
hear us making love and smile. Downstairs  

someone played a bassoon, and I noticed that  
indeed, someone had crumbled my cookie.  
I was looking forward to something s weet,  

but I let it go like I let all my ambitions go.  
Now I feel not thwarted but cleansed and lose  

myself in oiling the squeaky door hinges  
and putting out the recycling. The thunderstorm  
is over, and the breeze is shaking the last drops  

from the lea ves. I had almost forgotten how I wanted  
to solve the puzzle of existence. Tomorrow  
is Wednesday, when the trash is picked up,  

but next week is unknown. Something will need  
our funding, like the panting refrigerator;  

some kind of fruit will burst on o ur tongues.  
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Wendy Mnookin  
 

MAYBE I  MADE THIS UP 
  

 My mother said, Yes, you can  
wheel your baby sister  
  

that far, and back .  
The baby blew fish kisses  

  
with her small round mouth  
while I pumped high on the swings,  

  
and higher. Hello!  I waved  

when I h ung by my knees  
  
on the jungle gym.  

Yippee-yeah!  I called  
  

when I herded the cattle  
downstream,  
  

over the seesaw, around the sandbox,  
past the distant fountain.  

  
At home my mother asked  
Where's your sister?  

  
and the world shifted  
slightly. If  

  
th ere were clouds,  

they fled. If birds,  
  
they silenced.  

I can only tell you  
  

the truth as I know it.  
Last week an ice cream store  
  

opened in my town,  
and I wrote to my kids  
  

about another opening,  
years ago, when they were allowed  
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Wendy Mnookin  
 

to wa lk four blocks  
for free ice cream,  

  
and each of them wrote back,  
one at a time,  

  
no, I was twelve,  
I was seven,  

  
it was summer, or vanilla,  

or strawberry.  
  
I raced with my mother  

to the park and found  
  

my sister, batting  
her toys in the carriage.  
  

Just before my mother  
grabbed her, my sister  
  

looked at me, she  
saw who I was, she  

  
didn't look away.  
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Wendy Mnookin  
 

SPILL 
 

Milk drips from the table.  
I do not reach  
for a cloth, do not  

  
bend to clean it up.  
I place my bowl in the sink  

gently, as  if it were alive.  
  

My father died  
because of something  
I was. Being a child  

  
was no excuse.  

There's no denying  
I wore my pink  
  

pop -it beads,  
fell asleep  
sucking my thumb.  

  
The child never forgets,  

never forgives.  
She can be silent  
  

for longer t han I can.  
Even now, my best chance  
of hearing her  

  
is at night, in the rustling  

of trees  
trading their needled secrets.  
  

Who can sleep?  
A ladybug crawls along a wall  

hoping for luck.  
  
The child shrugs,  

your house is on fire,  
your children alone . 
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Anthony Frame  
 

EVOLUTION  
 

-for Mike Morgan   
 
We caught walleye in the Maumee River,  

used a ten dollar bow and arrow to shoot  
handmade paper targets stapled to haystacks,  
and watched late night Bruce Lee marathons  

during our last summer before college.  
 

Now, as staticy speakers announce Mikeõs plane,  
Iõm tracing constellations across the dimples  
on Toledo Express Airportõs ceiling  

to forget my best friend is leaving forever.  
As Mike cries, I stand and search the crowd  

 
for a space to remain a man. S ometimes  
weõre wrong and evolution forgets who is fit,  

who has a Jacobsenõs Organ to smell  
confidenceõs contradictions. I want to cry,  
bite off my tongue and spit it in Darwinõs eyes,  

 
but I can barely hold this man who shivers.  
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Anthony Frame  
 

LOCAL COMMERCIALS  
 

In Toledo, plumbers star  
in soap operas.. After cleaning pipes,  
they fend off the advances  

 
of a sixty three year old woman,  
her hairs painted sunset red  

like her tent sized muumuu. Electricians  
 

are superheroes saving  
the world one de ad light socket  
at a time in a four colored city  

 
complete with word balloons.  

And cleaners sing A -scale harmonies  
about flood damage, a quartet  
 

standing knee deep in moldy water.  
The actorõs embarrassment makes  
these minute dramas worth watching,  

 
like dust on an old vinyl record.  
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Lily Corwin  
 

BUYING A FARM 
 

I think my real estate agent might have killed herself.  
Four days ago, framed by the not quite parallel lines  
Of the West Virginia farmhouse door behind her,  

Fingering her flat brown hair be hind her ears,  
In the flat hillbilly accent of her mountains,  
She told me she knew people were worried about her.  

 
Itõs not easy being orphaned, even in middle-age, 

Left with no buffer. Touching my graying temples,  
I followed her through the dusty rooms,  
Noting the peeling paint, the warped molding,  

The rounded remains of vermin excrement.  
 

In the spaces, miniscule, between her words,  
I could fill in her whole story. The pleading sexuality  
Of the heavy barren hips, the easy Southern jocularity  

Of the epic  complaints, the fingers returning  
Always to the hair. I am not quite yet orphaned.  
 

The previous tenants, she told me,  
Left their window open to allow the dogs  

Free range of the property at nights.  
This, she drawled, explains the scratches  
On the bedro om windowsill.  

 
The seller is parting with the property eagerly  
Since her husband made a fatal error in the den,  

Mistaking, during a run -of-the -mill drunk,  
A bottle of acetone for the escape he sought.  

That is, at least, the official story.  
 
The tour, unin spired, unconvincing, ended quickly,  

Bobbette driving me the two miles back into town,  
Reciting her woes. She has not answered her cell  

Since, and I, graying and unsleeping, sniff nervously  
At the bottles beside my bed and wake heavily  
From murky undreams of dogs, baying in ancient hills.  
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William Doreski  
 

NATURAL , NOT PROPERTY RIGHTS  
 

To preserve a little piece of world  
I declare the local landfill  
a free and self -governing township.   

Iõve drawn a line in the snow 
that crosses the half -frozen river  
and i ncludes ten wooded acres  

and the field where every summer  
community gardens flourish  

with vegetables left to rot  
by genteel citizens too important  
to harvest their useful crop.  

 
Three men work at the landfill  

bundling aluminum, paper, two  
grades of plasti c to recycle  
for a modest profit. By day  

my township has an economy.  
At night, the employees gone,  
I camp on a heap of asphalt  

left by highway reconstruction,  
and before a gushing wood -fire  

compose a new town charter  
to present to the state legislature.  
I select myself the first  

and only selectman. Also  
chief of police, chairman of zoning.  
 

The groans of lovers in parked cars,  
engines idling, monoxide  

dulling their nerves, offends me;  
but if I could tax their gasps  
and cries I could further empower  

my mod est little community.  
So before new snow obscures  

the boundary of this township  
Iõll issue a proclamation 
of natural, not property rights,  

and declare the cold wind free  
to browse wherever it pleases  
and the river welcome to flood.  
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#9 Creative Nonfiction 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 

Orange Needles  

 
Lisa Schnellinger  
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Barbara F. Lefcowitz  
 

GOLD COINS , RED DULSE , EARTH , SEA 
 

1.  
 Its luster equivalent to that of a mud hole, its embossed date and 
profile of Lincoln barely visible, its monetary worth not even sufficient to 

buy a st ick of gum, the penny I hold in my hand even smells cheap. 
Tinny and vaguely suggestive of poison, like a foil -covered TV dinner . . .  
  How the Lydians, creators of the first gold coins in the West, would 

sneer at such a lack of artistry; more so, whoever  created the first 
century B.C. gold coin from Smyrna on which a portrait of Tyche (fate or 

fortune) stands in high relief, its crown shaped to resemble the city walls.  
Or whoever minted a 4th century B.C. gold coin bearing the head of Pan, 
his eyes and e ars sharply delineated along with his wreath of vine -leaves; 

a silver coin from Rhodes on which the eyes of Apollo are expressive as 
the eyes in a Renaissance portrait.  To say nothing of Islamic coins 

covered with intricate calligraphic designs; a dinar f rom Indiaõs Gupta 
empire which displays a king slaying a tiger . . .  
 The chance to hold any such would not merely be pleasing to the 

senses but a powerful reminder of manõs ability to shape into objects 
both durable and aesthetic what originally was nothi ng but a few grains 
or flakes under the earthõs surface: perhaps a nugget; perhaps dust 

disseminated in a vein of quartz, gravel, or alluvial deposits of sand and 
mud.  

 Though the Egyptians thought that gold drawn from the earth 
became both the flesh and sustenance of the gods, we mortals could do 
worse than live entirely on roots and tubers that grow under the ground, 

invisible except for their upper stalks and leaves until they are dug up, 
sorted, washed, boiled, sliced, mashed, minced, spiked with onion s or 
with salt from the sea, perhaps cinnamon or some other product of the 

òupper vegetative realmó exemplified by trees.  
 I remember how amazed I felt when my grandmother pulled from 

the ground a very small pale carrot, handed it to me and said I could e at 
it.  But it was dirty!  Then wash it off, she said.  So I ran it under the icy 
water of the kitchen pump, scraped off what dirt remained.  It tasted 

bitter, like any other raw carrot to a four year old. .  
 Of course, most of what we eat was literally d irty at some point. 

Indeed, Hindu mythology honors the underground root ( mula)  because of 
its deep contact with primary matter, linking it with the earliest stages of 
creation, prior even to light.  The tuberous roots of the cassava probably 

feed more peop le in the world today than any other substance, including 
rice.  And garlic in particular has been widely linked with magical 

protection, doubtless because of its smell. Bunched garlic, tied with a red 
thread and nailed to a bedstead or wall, wards off vam pires; even Pliny  
thought garlic drove away both serpents and human madness.  When  
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Barbara F. Lefcowitz  
 

T.S. Eliot noted the presence of both garlic and sapphires in the mud, he 
was more likely being ironic about the mutual existence of the profane 

and sacred than celebrating the jewel -like nature of root vegetables, yet a 
beet can be red as a ruby, traditionally associated with royalty and 
passion; a yam richly yellow as topaz, the jewel of sagacity.  

 
2.  
 Mined from the mountains or solidified from sea water, salt was 

used as a medium of exchange throughout Africa and Asia, even in 
Ethiopia, which also had a system of coinage.  Because no dates were 

carved into the bars of rock salt Marco Polo encountered in China, and 
no indigenous written documents ref er to saltõs exchange value, we can 
only assume that its use as money goes back thousands of years.  For 

evidence of its economic value, we must rely upon Portuguese 
missionaries and other western travelers, who denigrated the use of a 

natural substance li ke salt in lieu of coins, considering it yet another 
proof of non -western primitivism.  Had they forgotten that the precious 
metals shaped into coins also came from nature?  

 The sea was the source of an even more common form of currency: 
shells, particular ly vulva -shaped cowrie shells, considered symbolic of 
both wealth and fertility as far back as the 13th century B.C., when 

Chinese inscriptions mentioned the desirability of receiving cowrie shells 
as gifts. Indeed, the first bronze coins of the Chu state in the south of 

China were shaped to resemble cowries.   Cowries from Africa were in 
such great demand by European slave traders of the 17th century that 
exports of such shells disrupted traditional payment systems in west 

Africa and contributed to the dom inance of the colonial occupiers.  
 A 15th century traveler to the Congo, Duarte Lopez, mentions use 
of actual shell fish as currency:  especially startling since gold and silver 

were abundant in the region.  The word wampum , familiar to all students 
of Ame rican history, originally referred to clam shells used for both 

ornament and exchange.  And in Papua, New Guinea, threaded tambu 
shells are still accepted as payment for criminal fines while kina (or pearl 
shells), until recently used for bride -payments, h as become the official 

name for the countryõs paper money. 
  To list the many types of fish consumed throughout human 

history would take volumes.  Somewhat less familiar is the wide variety 
of food loosely called seaweed, which proliferates like weeds but lacks the 
roots and stems of land plants.  Technically the large brown òweedsó 

found close to shore are wracks and kelps; the sugar kelp, notable for its 
crinkly fronds and the white powder that forms on its surface, is a 

delicacy in Asia.  There would be no Jell -O or Key Lime Pie without 
carrageenan, a red seaweed whose small pointed leaves grow densely in  
tidal pools; another form of red seaweed, dulse, has long wavering bands,  



26 

 

Barbara F. Lefcowitz  
 

and is eaten raw or added to soups.  Edible sea lettuc e floats freely in the 
water or washes up on shore.  And as anyone familiar with Japanese 

cuisine will attest, varieties of seaweed not yet accepted in the western 
diet are staples: not only nori, the sheets of algae in which sushi rolls are 
wrapped, but w akame, agar -agarñsometimes mistaken for noodles ñand  

the wiry, nearly black hijiki served over tofu.  Even Irish cuisine makes 
use of seaweed, a purplish form of carrageenan called Irish moss 
incorporated into breads and puddings ñand into natural toothpast e in 

America.  If, when eating in a Chinese restaurant, you wondered about 
that black moss suggestive of a discarded wig, be assured its purpose is 

to cool a spicy dish.  
 It is nearly lunch time here in Bethesda, Maryland.  In a hurry to 
leave for work, I  will drink a can of chocolate fudge Ultra Slim -Fast.  Not 

so bad after all. . . And ñsurprise ñit contains carrageenan, presumably 
extracted from lovely red dulse in a far off sea.  Of course, itõs possible 

the carrageenan is artificial.  But cheers!  òEach delicious ounceó also 
contains gum arabic, calcium caseinate, pyrodoxine hydrochloride, 
sodium molybdate, ferric orthophosphate . . .among other vital 

substances related to the periodic table of elements.  Though it contains 
nothing from the sea, my drink  does have some products at least 
indirectly earthy: soybean oil, skim milk, and a processed version of 

cocoa.    
 

3.  
 Speaking of the earth, directly or indirectly it has supplied more 
sources of money than just metals, glamorous though the latter might 

be.  Grains and seeds have been used as a medium of exchange as well 
as cloth, especially silk and raffia; likewise, animals like goats, pigs, and 
cattle that depend upon the earth for their sustenance.  

 In the Tõang Dynasty, China had a dual system, some transactions 
requiring coins and others, such as the purchase of rice, requiring a 

precalculated amount of silk cloth.  Later the government decreed that 
luxury items, such as manor houses and servants, demanded payment 
solely in silk while less important items could be purchased with either 

coins or cloth.   
 And in parts of present day Zaire, the Lele people favored cloth 

money up to the l960õs even though coin-using Belgians still dominated 
the country. For centuries, the cloth was woven from raffia, a f iber from 
the leafstalks of palm trees.   Bolts were sewn into robes or made into 

mats, then subsequently used to pay taxes.  For fancy purchases, the 
Lele also used camwood from native trees.  Teeth, feathers, large disks 
cut from limestone quarries in th e Pacific Islands ñeven human heads ñ 

have served as currency in various cultures.   
 To list ñaside from roots and tubers ñother sources of food drawn  
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from the earth would take even more volumes than listing the sources of 
food from the  sea.  How many stalks, leaves, beans, fruits, and nuts have 

been consumed in just the few minutes I have spent writing this 
sentence?  To say nothing of birds and animals nourished by the earth 
and their various by -products, ranging from plain old chicken  eggs to 

oxtails and richly veined cheeses wrapped in luminous rinds the color of 
blue moons. . .  
 Virtual money is already commonplace in many countries.  I 

cannot remember when my salary was not deposited electronically in my 
bank account and have become  so accustomed to using such abstract 

versions of money as checks, credit cards, and ATM machines I often 
consider the carrying of any coins or paper money superfluous.   But will 
we ever live in a world of abstract food, clothing, shelter, let alone virtu al 

food, virtual clothing, virtual shelter?  
 We all know about experiments with compressing food into the 

mini -portions suitable for the limited area of a space capsule and 
science -fiction scenarios where a mere tablet a day, packed with all 
essential nut rients plus an appetite suppressant and plenty of artificial 

fiber, will completely replace food as we know it.  No more farms, no 
more processing plants, no more supermarkets, cookbooks, stoves or 
refrigerators, gourmet clubs, restaurants of any sort; no diet books and 

diet programs, ads for Charlieõs Steak House or McDonaldõs, jingles with 
lyrics like òMy Beer is Rheingold the Dry Beeró; no more barbecues and 

picnics, sermons on calories or cholesterol, pitchers of gleaming deep 
brown hot fudge to be pour ed on scoops of ice cream so rich it takes a 
special silver spoon to break into their thickly -textured bliss; no more 

dishes to wash, pots to scour.  But such a tablet or capsule would still 
not be virtual food, even if we ordered our supply via the intern et.  
Genuinely virtual food would have no ingredients at all, not even 

chemicalsé it would be composed of photons and other invisible 
particles and we would either breathe it in o r consume it with our eyesé 

 Remember the brief enthusiasm about paper clothi ng, how we 
could wear something and dispose of it the next day, never to worry 
again about washing or ironing or mending?  The fad never caught on, 

even in America, land of the disposable.  Of course, even if paper clothing 
were perfected, it would still b e a product of nature, perhaps not retted 

and scutched from flax fibers or extracted from the cocoons of silkworms, 
but a product of nature nonetheless.  So what about polyester, acetate, 
olefin, spandex, polyvinyl chloride and all those other synthetics t hat  

have been with us for decades?  Sometimes lurid or tawdry looking, 
sometimes suffused with the stench of petroleum, often politically 
incorrect, but hardly virtual. . .  

 Only nakedness would qualify as bona fide virtual clothing.  
 And only homelessne ss would qualify as virtual housing.  
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 But far be it for me to scorn anything not mined or dredged from 
the earth or sea.  If you must know, I actually prefer to wear rayon or 

polyester when traveling and in hot ñor even not so hot ñweather, prefer 
to remain naked inside my house.  Yes, with the curtains drawn.   Iõve 
already confessed to the sin of Slim -Fast when too busy or lazy to 

prepare real food.  And at least the idea of a hut woven from bark cloth 
and twigs sometimes appeals to m e, especially a hut I could simply 
dispose of when it needed cleaning.  

 
4.  

  The words ògold coinsó and òred dulseó are themselves seductive 
as well as the images they conjure: the profiles of Ptolemy and his queen 
in gold that will gleam forever; an oval gold stater from Lydia òpunchedó 

with the lion and bull of King Croesus.  Silver coins, too; how good it 
must have felt to rub oneõs fingers over an Athenian owl embossed in 

high silver relief.  The flesh of plums the color of amethysts.  Yellow 
peaches wh ose skin feels like velveteen.  Even the brilliant shades of 
present day Dutch gilder notes, graced with intricate abstract designs; 

the neo -Islamic blossoms and spirals on money issued by the Bank of 
Uzbekistan.  
 Is it not possible to choose between eatin g Peking duck in plum 

sauce one day, an all -purpose tablet the next, like the Tõang Dynasty 
Chinese who used both silk and coins as currency? Cannot a gold coin 

with the perfectly embossed image of, say, the Tree of Life complete with 
grooved bark and deep ly -veined leaves, not fall from the slot of an ATM 
machine that in America normally offers only bills worth twenty dollars, 

nothing more, nothing less?  
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THE MYTH OF THE EDIBLE COTTAGE  

 
 Our childhood story of Hansel and Gretel tells the t ale of a poverty 
which is so overwhelming that one of the parents of the children deduce 

that if the children were to disappear there would be enough food for the 
remaining members of the family.   The woman evidences a faulty logic.   If 

the poverty was ind eed so overwhelming, the absence of two children 
would not have made that much of a difference.  
 In fact, the woman was willing to give up more than just two 

children.   She was willing to give up one half of her family.   But as the 
tale tells the story, th e woman's logic was faulty.   If the poverty was 

indeed that overwhelming, even the loss of one half the family would not 
have been a correct solution.  
 The poverty was overwhelming.   In fact, the woman was willing to 

give up more than two children, more th an HER two children, more than 
half her family.   The woman was willing to give up her future, comfort in 
her own age, the joy of grandchildren, and the future of her family line.   

The woman was willing to give u p the future.   It was this fact ñthe fact 
that  one is wi lling to sacrifice one's future ñwhich suggests the miserable 

depths of the poverty.   The mere presence of the small two mouths of the 
children cannot have alleviated a poverty as deep as the one spoken 
about in this story.          

 The father in the story has a legendary, even fanciful, response to 
the poverty.   The father's response is to love the children.   Love should 

occur in  a family.   Love IS family life ñlove and quite a bit of work.   Love 
sustains a family.   Love may even be a modern way of  insuring that 
family life continues.   Love can sustain the human race if it were ever 

tested.  Love is, in some theologies, called divine and identified with the 
deity.   But love does NOT abolish poverty.          
 All the love in the world will not abolis h poverty.   Sacrifice of our 

children, of half our family, of our future, will not abolish poverty.   A too 
illusory reaction and a too stark capitulation to a false realism will not 

abolish poverty.    
 No mere mental reaction and no limited physical activi ty will 
abolish poverty.        

 No ideational response alone, no physical negation will abolish 
poverty.   No thought, no act alone, will abolish poverty.       
 The commitment of mind, reason, thoughts, study, research, the 

commitment of the form of human l ife to the content of human existence, 
that is, deed, activity, experiment, science; this PRAXIS will abolish 

poverty.   This PRAXIS ñthe coherent harmony of mind and body, the 
individual's mind and the individual's activity, the collective mind and 
the soci al body ñTHIS will abolish poverty.   Harmony of idealism and 

stark empiricism was not found in the relationship between the father  
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and mother of Hansel and Gretel.   Had there been the woman's realism 
and the man's care and concern, there  would have been an abolishment 

of poverty ñeven if only the poverty of their relationship and the poverty 
they were creating in their children.    
 A short -hand term for overcoming poverty in such a manner is to 

call it economic necessity.   Our economic nec essity is to create justice, 
not a tacit justice, but an efficacious justice.   What is required is not a 
pledge to the rhetoric of justice, but a commitment to creating the 

conditions and practice of justice.   Justice is real wealth.  
 The short -sighted rea lism of the woman and the defective idealism 

of the father perpetuated poverty.   The poverty they created in the girl 
was the poverty of being a follower.   She follows the father (with his 
flawed ideation); she follows the brother.   She does not achieve se lf -

confident action, that is, praxis, until she kills the evil threatening her.  
 The evil threatening her is poverty.   It is a poverty so overwhelming 

that she eventually shares a collective fantasy with her brother, the 
fantasy of the edible cottage.   The stunted and perverted children invent 
a myth of a house made of cake walls, a plum roof, sugared shutters, 

candied bricks, and the like.   Poverty, real poverty, creates the collective 
illusion of plenty, and plenty of plenty at that.   Edible cottages are the 
extreme fantasy of poverty.          

 The fact that we currently exist in real poverty is shown by the fact 
that we raise the price of oil and yet demand that welfare recipients can 

easily get a job.   We debate the minimum wage, not as a question about 
whether starting salaries are too low ñof course they are too low, this is 
not in question ñbut wonder what improvement of some of the lowest 

wage earners will do to our economy.   We genuinely despise the 
perpetuation of drug abuse and addiction, yet we are addicted to failing 
to provide sufficient social funding to be successful at fighting drugs.   

This is another abuse of society.   We decry the poverty of education our 
children are receiving, yet we resolutely refuse replenishment of the 

teaching profession  by wages which would attract successful teachers.   
We generate our responses to society by modifying them on the scale of 
monies.      

 We insist we will not commit funds, and equally insist that the job 
can and will be done.   This is a form of congression al poverty!   This is an 

example of our belief in editable cottages.   There is plenty out there!   
There are plenty of jobs out there, plenty of alternative energy sources 
out there, plenty of intelligent people who want to be teachers out there, 

plenty of p lenty out there.   The only worrisome thing is who among us 
are in here.  
 The poverty the parents in the story at hand created in the boy was 

the poverty of thinking that that which worked well once will work well 
once more.   His was the poverty of thinking  that knowing history, which  
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saves us from the condemnation of repetition, saves us as well from the 
opposite of repetition.   Santayana said that not knowing history 

condemns us to repeat it.   Yet knowing history is not necessarily a 
pr evention of repetition, nor, and this is more important, does knowledge 
of history show us the path into a coherent future.  Do we like the idea of 

paradise.   There is no way we can repeat it.   There were no freight trains 
in paradise.   Nor were there tele visions, magazines, leisure hours, 
computers, lasers, shopping malls, roller coasters, and all which these 

imply, demand, create and suggest.   Wealth is in relationships, just 
relationships.   We cannot go back to what would now be regarded as the 

poverty o f paradise.  
 Hansel leaves stones on the ground with which he and his sister 
find their way home the first time the idealist, at the command of the 

stark realist, leads the children into the woods.   The second time the 
idealist leads the children into the woods; Hansel cannot find enough 

stones to be left as markers.   One of the lessons of poverty is that what 
you deplete cannot be replenished.   You must find alternative sources.  
 Hansel's alternative source is the pocket full of bread his parents 

give him before attempting to lose him in the woods.  
 Good God!   If you have bread, why would you want to lose your 
children on the poverty of your circumstances.   Change your 

circumstances.   Change yourself.   Had this been a different fantasy, the 
bread could have  been planted and grown as a bread tree.   Again, the 

bread could have been divided, on Zeno's bread table, to insure that half 
was always left.   If you cut the bread in half, you can cut the half in half.   
This cutting of half in half suggests that you alw ays have a half you can 

cut in half.   One never runs out  of halves.   Half -baked schemes, half -
hearted resolutions, half -full cups, half -pregnancies...    But the point of 
the tale at hand is that realism and idealism are in a marriage and must 

always be acc ounted.   Realism and idealism must make their marriage 
into a just relationship.   Were this to be done, the result would be a great 

wealth.  
 Grant that the woman is selfish.   She is not so selfish as to deprive 
her children of bread.   Yet she was as selfis h as one who would deprive 

herself of her own future (only for the sake of that extra piece of bread 
she may have had the next few days).   But I am done talking about this 

witch of a woman.   She finds transformation in the story into the witch.   
She is the  witch at the end of the story, for stark realism is a horrible 
sight.   The witch in Hansel and Gretel is the return of a poor childhood.   

It is the woman come back to consume her children.  
 Hansel is so survivalist that he leaves bread crumbs the next day  
his parents try to lose him.   He throws to the ground the very object of 

the woman's selfishness and the man's docile submission.   Hansel does 
not mistake bread for stone.   The tale of Hansel and Gretel is not a  
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religious tale.   Nor do es Hansel make a serious category mistake.   He 
knows quite well he is leaving bread on the ground.   This is an example 

of Nietzsche's maxim that one will return to the ashes from which one 
fled his or her house, and eat a meal upon the return.   Immediate 
survival is more important than sustenance.   However, immediate 

survival, by some ironic quirk, is also long -term survival.   We survive 
long -term by running from the house which is in flames.   The guarantee 
that we exist until tomorrow, even if we starve, i s a promise that we may 

have a meal at noon  today.   Long -term survival occurs between short -
term attempts.   Each meal, on the other hand, is at best short -term 

survival (some shorter than others).   This is additional proof that the 
woman was trading in her  future for her short -lived present.  
 Nietzsche's maxim, in turn, found replication and extension in 

Abraham Maslow's hierarchy of needs.   One must survive life - 
threatening situations.   Only then is it an act of survival to eat.   Least 

you think I regard food as secondary, the requirements of a nutritional 
minimum is an issue which is a daily life -threatening situation.   There is 
an apparent contradiction between the enjoyment of private statures and 

the privation of real people.   There is a fundamental in consistency in our 
"human mode" between expensive gowns, our stockpiling and stock 
profiteering while meager expenses gown our eyes and the profit of piles 

is the stock of refuse in our cities.   People should be properly fed, 
properly clothed, properly hou sed, properly cared for in a manner 

befitting our religious commitment, our social contacts with one another, 
and our mutual hope for mediation and the domination of the 
moderation -in -all -things which has become a widowed maxim among 

common humanity.   Aris tocrats should become Aristotelian.   Once we 
fulfill the pledge of tacit acceptance of the feelings of charity we derive 
from the blessings of life, these fundamental needs will lead us to 

recognition of the even higher needs: inadequate sexual relations a s a 
life -threatening situation, failure to achieve autonomy as a life -

threatening situat ion.   And the higher reaches,  they are beyond our 
visions because we are poor.  
 Hansel's bread crumbs were eaten by the birds.   The "higher -ups" 

stole and steal the cru mbs from the pockets of the poor.   And for their 
part, the hungry are willing to call these parakeets in the gilded cages 

eagles. 
 The poverty is so overwhelming that Hansel and Gretel share an 
illusion of the edible house.   They share the illusion of plen ty and plenty 

of plenty.   The story goes on to tell us that Hansel and Gretel are trapped 
by this illusion, enslaved by this illusion, terrified by this illusion.   The 
story continues by telling us that poverty will attempt to consume us.   

The story progre sses by telling us that the only way to overcome poverty 
is to throw poverty into the fire.   Yet just as the edible house is an  
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illusion, and the witch an illusory projection of the stark realism of the 
witchiness of the woman, so the v iolence implied in throwing poverty into 

the fire is an illusion.    
 There is no witch who must be killed for the sake of survival.   
There is a meal to be eaten (a meal which, as said above, must contain 

nutritional values, and lead to higher values).   There is no fire which 
consumes the consumers of poverty.   There is a graciousness and a 
willingness which lurks with good -will behind the statues and gowns of 

the wealthy.   The wealthy are those who can reach through their statues 
to find a hot meal for the sake of a warm moment.   The really wealthy are 

those who can transform a fairy tale about crumbs of bread and edible 
cottages into cottages which dispense edible bread.   Then will a fire be lit, 
a fire which will warm the hearts of the poor and set the wea lthy ablaze 

with the knowledge of a deed well done.  
 In general, suffering requires a turning inward.   The inside of the 

human being ñthe mythical inside, for it is really blood and bone and 
sinewñis that magical place where anything can happen.   To turn 
in ward, then, is to escape from suffering.   Inward lies the edible cottage.   

Inward is the dominant paradigm for both selfishness and altruism.  
 To wretch ourselves, however, to turn the self inside -out, is to 
establish the stage for great reversals.   The op posite of evasion is social 

action.   The opposite of suffering is social action committed to alleviate 
suffering.   The opposite of obliteration and destruction of the future is 

construction of the future by actions which are committed to alleviate 
sufferin g.  The opposite of poverty is the wealth of relationships which 
construct the future by actions which are committed to alleviate 

suffering.   The opposite of injustice is the justice of the wealth of 
relationships which construct the future by actions whic h are committed 
to alleviate suffering.  

 The opposite of an edible cottage is both a real non -edible cottag e 
and a real edible non -cottage .  The opposite of the myth is, in other 

words, not a single opposition (as a "dictatorship of dialectics"), but one 
real dwelling in which are to be found a variety of the class of editable 
non -cottages (i.e. everything which is both edible and not a dwelling.   We 

have been, since the first paragraph, against homes consuming their 
children).   The opposite of turning in a nd away is praxis.   Praxis is, as 

suggested above, reasoned and intelligent foresight applied to critical 
action of a constructive nature.   Efficacious praxis, then, is a prophetic 
experience of constructing wealth.  

 I do not recommend a political movement  based on equitable 
distribution of social wealth (i.e., means of production, products of 
production processes).   I do not recommend socialism.   I have no idea 

what will result when we abandon our mutually shared illusions.   I do 
recommend justice.   Until the poor are fed, housed, clothed, a very  



34 

 

G. David Schwartz  
 

unjust situation exists for the socially wealthy.   They continually, rightly 
or wrongly, fear they must "protect" their wealth from the destitute.   This 

is not fair to the wealthy.   This attitud e, enforced upon them by a society 
of dismissal, prevents them from obtaining the higher reaches of wealth: 
the future.  

 A proverb says:   The rich need the poor more than the poor need 
the rich; if only they would realize it.  
 As the prophet says:   Justice ; justice shall you pursue.  

 The plenty, and plenty of plenty, is only possible in our 
relationships with one another.  
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WORK, FOR THE DAY IS COMING  
LOUISE BOURGEOISõS INSOMNIA DRAWINGS  

 
In 2000, in a limited print run, the 220 pieces that compri se 

Louise Bourgeoisõs Insomnia Drawings , executed during the long, trying 

nights of 1994 and 1995 and now part of the Daros Collection, were 
published in a two -volume set that coincided with an exhibition of those 

drawings at the Tate Modern in London. Com plementing, illuminating 
and challenging the visuals is text running behind, beneath, across and 
alongside the drawings, written in English, written in French and now 

and again written in a mix and match of the two languages.  
An illustrated night diary.  

 Bourgeoisõs bifurcated response to wakefulness.  

 Her one -two punch.  
An artist throwing everything she has at her adversary ñcomplaint, 

memory, acuity, pride, passion, doubt, resolve, outrage, disgust ñand 
losing. Losing in splendid fashion but losing nevert heless her private 
sleep war.  

For those paying attention, the 1991 three -dimensional tableau 
Cell  I presaged the Insomnia series. A single bed, an iron bed frame, a 

rough pillow done up like a target, the bullõs eye where the head would 
restñif a head coul d rest, at night, in sleep. In lieu of a mattress, three 
separate pieces of fabric stitched together, bearing this script:  

Art is the guarantee of sanity.  
Pain is the ransom of formalism.  
I need my memories. They are my documents .  
Already in Cell I , Bour geois presents the bed as a platform 

conducive to neither rest nor peace, as the captive zone where night and 

the mind rehash terrors of the past, present and future, as the back lot 
where night and mind conspire to play rough and rougher.  

My reading of th e meaning and intent of Cell I is this:  
A) Insomnia is a form of claustrophobia.  

B) Discomfort is a form of claustrophobia.  
C) Memory is a form of claustrophobia.  
D) And art, that guarantor of sanity, has its work cut out for it. (As 

is always the case.)  
An insomni acõs interpretation, an insomniacõs appropriation, an 
insomniacõs projection. 

 Applicable, even so.  
By the mid -1990s, Bourgeois and insomnia had been chums for more 

than five decades, but 1994 counted as a òparticularly badó year for the 
artist, according  to curator Marie -Laure Bernada c. During that stretch of 
night misery, Bourgeois, Bernadac reports, tried òeverything to  
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understandó insomnia and òcureó hers òby diet, vitamins, herbal extracts, 
and soporifics.ó 

Tried everything, found nothing that provided relief, and so began 
passing her nights drawing.  
As have many critics and commentators on Bourgeoisõs work, in his 

introduction to Bourgeois  (Vintage Books, 1988) art historian Donald 
Kuspit stresses the influence of Bourgeoisõs childhood on her adult 

creations. She was born in France. Her parents repaired tapestries. Her 
father was a philanderer. Her mother tolerated the philandering. Because 
Louise was not born male, she considered herself òan embarrassmentó to 

her father. The bottoms of th e damaged tapestries her parents restored 
were very often torn, Bourgeois told Kuspit, the feet of the figures 
missing. The young Bourgeois contributed to the family enterprise by 

drawing feet. òI became an expert at drawing feeté. Everybody thought 
my feet were wonderful, the feet I restored,ó she crowed. 

If I were rewriting the life of Louise Bourgeois as fairy tale, I would 
ride hard on those feet.  

By her own account, Bourgeois did not have a happy childhood. 

òYou had to prove to your parents that you were worth having,ó she 
explained to Kuspit. òThis is the world I was born into. It was a very cruel 

world.ó 
The world both contented and discontented children fear is 

darkness and the night shapes that darkness suggests and hides. If 

Bourgeois feared the d ark as a child, sheõs since gotten over it. Her 
response to prolonged darkness as an adult is agitated fury. Like every 
insomniac, she is displeased to be lying awake in the clutches of night, 

bargaining with the kidnapper of her sleep. The only way to par tially win 
is to fully concede: get up, turn on the light. By virtue of the evidence 

that is The Insomnia Drawings , we know that at least during 1994 and 
1995 Bourgeois refused to be beaten entire. Light on, she sketched.  

Childlike sketches of flowers, del iberately primitive, deliberately 

awkward, deliberately, wrenchingly naive, bookend The Insomnia 
Drawings . 

Bouquets to beautify the darkness.  
Bouquets to buy off the boogeymen of night.  

ñWhen Bourgeois the artist, the grown -up, knows only too well 
the tra nsience of beauty, the demonic ingenuity of post -midnight 
boogeymen.  

Among the statements made by Louise Bourgeois to Donald Kuspit 
during their sit -down exchange:  
 òI am a complete loner. 

òI truly like only the people who help me. 
òLove is eternal; itõs sex that leads to death.  
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 òThere is no escape from (your unconscious). No escape from 
access once it is given to you, once you are favored with it, whether you 

want it or not.ó 
And: òIt is not my responsibility whether (people) understand (my 

work) or not, only that I express it.ó 

A bit touchy, a bit of a òquizzer bewareó that last comment, but 
Kuspit pressed on. (òDonõt watch your words. You have lived long enough 
to tell the truth.ó). She responded to that invitation with a rant on art 

world òcharmers,ó on museum trustees desirous of being charmed, on 
the lazy and the stupid.  

The interview had gone on a good long while before Bourgeois 
started in on charmers and charmer mavens.  

Perhaps she was overly tired.  

 Perhaps she was cranky from lack  of sleep.  
That night is a maze and a vortex, a concentric pressure, a fluidity, 

a harpy, The Insomnia Drawings  again and again assert and remind. It is 
also a cave, a mirror, an exile. As it turns out, self -proclaimed loner 
Louise Bourgeois has a nighttim e imagination drawn to company. Hardly 

surprising. Insomnia dotes on clusters. Grievances, schemes, 
explanations, qualifications, resolutions ñthe night floats multiples.  

Multiples crop up continuously in The Insomnia Drawings , a 
universe of pluralities co ntained within a single drawing and/or 
replicated within the series. Duos, trios, quintets and scores of flowers, 

skyscrapers, musical notes, dancing girls, houses, columns, arches, rain 
puddles, paint brushes, crochet needles, trees, birds, bottles, faces , roots 

and ripples.  
Figurative and abstract duplications.  
Figurative and abstract fixations.  

 I picture Louise Bourgeois during the nighttimes of 1994 and 1995 
in bed or newly out of it, grabbing up the necessary implement (red 
ballpoint pen, red felt -t ip pen, black ballpoint pen, blue ballpoint pen, 

watercolor brush, charcoal stick, lead pencil), the paper closest at hand 
(lined paper, three -hole -punched paper, music paper, the reverse side of 

a Xeroxed copy of Piero della Francescaõs blind Cupid, blue stationery 
bearing her Westside New York City telephone number and address). I 
picture Ms. Bourgeois drawing rapidly, writing rapidly. Putting the result 

aside, picking it up, putting it aside, picking it up, putting it aside. 
Jolted, haunted, disappointed  or all three by light of day at what 

sleeplessness evoked and distilled, at what was communicated in the 
dark hours, Bourgeois to Bourgeois.  

The Insomnia Drawings favor, almost exclusively, the colors red 

and blue. Red interfacing with blue, red in oppos ition to blue. Soothing 
blue cheek to jowl with disturbing, disruptive red, the color we assign 

unrest, violence, jealousy, rage.  
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 Water imagery, water references, water links. Rain water; the river 
waters of the Seine, the Bièvre, the Hudson; the Johnstown , 

Pennsylvania, floods of 1889 and 1994/95; Ophelia, the drowned. Drawn 
on music paper, no. 59, recto side, a page of continuous ripples, waves in 
perspective, and on the verso side, an associative torrent of words: òdeep 

well é water can é water marks, water level, water boots é 
drenchedé.ó  

Shape -shifter water and its shape -shifting values.  

Bourgeoisõs family left Choisy in 1919 because the Seine lacked the 
amounts of tannin needed to dye tapestries. The Bièvre River, which 

could provide the tannin, ran through the parcel of land they purchased 
in Antony.  

òAs a child Louise Bourgeois threw herself into the Bi¯vre River 

that ran along the property at Antony,ó reads a footnote to no. 35. 
Drawing number 35 depicts a young, mostly submerged femal e, legs 

dangling above fish and a jagged, spiky river bottom. The girlõs head is 
the bottom of a triangle whose apex is a simple house. It is raining on 
land; it is raining on water. The footnote does not divulge why Louise 

Bourgeois threw herself in the r iver or the real -life consequences of her 
plunge. The actuality is no longer of prime importance. What matters is 
the recreation, the reanimation, of the defiance, how that scene dogs 

Louise Bourgeois when sleep refuses to come.  
By turns blunt, imperious,  coy, evasive and willfully inexact when 

discussing her work, Bourgeois can also pull artist rank and claim the 
artistõs post-creation prerogative of no further comment, as she does with 
Kuspit. The work is what it is. But in The Insomnia Drawings , the 

conversation, the call and response, the interview  process, is fully 
internal. In The Insomnia Drawings , Bourgeois the artist ruthlessly 

interrogates herself with unfair advantage: she knows which closets the 
skeletons rattle in; she knows where the bodies li e moldering. She knows 

the mistakes and malefactions of the accused. In possession of the 
ultimate inside scoop, she uses that insider knowledge to dark -hour 
hector without letup or mercy.  

 Bourgeoisõs artistic response to the self-hectoring ranges from 
cagey to abject to sneering. The verso side of a red cluster of flowers, one 
blossom with petals falling, mixes advice with taunts: òBe cool/be relaxed 

... Little Preten der ... Why donõt you admit itó (no. 3) . Elsewhere, there are 
warnings: òBetter be ready to defend yourselfó (no. 205).   

Judgments: òHysteries are not born they are/madeó. (no. 17) 
Complaints: òLe succ¯s mõexasp¯reó. (no. 153) 

 Esthetic pronouncements: òArt/est le/contraire/du actingó. (no. 

48)  
Injunctions: òmove onñmove on ñmove onó. (no. 136) 
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An abundance of nots and cannots . On the verso side of a landscape in 
palest red: òI cannot do more, I am fed upé.ó (no. 140) On the verso side 

of four nude females onstage, arms raised high: òI do not play with a man 
who does not/want to pla yó. (no. 159) 
 Many are the arguments that circle and swerve:  

 
why donõt you try yourself  

to help them or at least to give  
compassion  
no  

that is  
not my  
job (no. 30)  

-------  
I did not do anything wrong ñwho said you did (no. 64)  

-------  
I cannot yes you  can  
I cannot yes you can  

I cannot yes you can. (no.3)  
 

Much rarer, the pep talks and self -assurances:  
 

Believe in Progress, how it is  

possible.  
...  
Nobody can take my style, it is not possible,  

at least not for long. do not fret. (no. 79)  
 

 There is ample evidence of the insomniacõs hallmark obsessions: 
REM and its graphically diagramable rhythms; night and day citations 
and demarcations; night cautions. ò(N)ight: watch out for emerging 

emotions, hard to/spot out, wait and breathe right.ó (no. 37) On display, 
the menace and menacing of clock faces, a heightened awareness of 
timeõs divide: òonly the day/only the nightó (no. 164); òNight and day/Le 

jour et la nuitó. (no. 165) 
There are references to friends, family, neighbors, Bourgeoisõs 

lawyer, busines s associates, doctors, her sick mother, curators Robert 
Storr and Jean Clair, writers Robert Lowell, Zola, and Proust, 
photographer Lee Miller, musicians Mozart (òLa flute enchant®e,ó no. 17), 

Chuck Berry and the Rolling Stones.  
There are remarks about the  Catholic Church and the greenhouses 

of the Orangerie in the Jardin du Luxembourg; allusions to the weaver 
Penelope and the progress/anti progress of Sisyphus.  
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 There are notations about husband Robert Goldwater, children 
Jean -Louis and Alain , granddaughter Claire. There is commentary on her 

Red Room installations of 1995. There is talk of òreconciliationó and 
òresurrectionó (no. 16). Cats are mentioned, rats are mentioned,  
mosquitoes are mentioned, sinks, drains, toilets and sluice gates are  

mentioned and mentioned again.  
 There are mock letters the likes of:  

 

 Dear So and So  
 I am writing to say that I miss  

 you and that I would like to  
 get a phone call from you  
 Love Louise  

 
 This is the type of letter I ought to  

 right (sic) one every nig ht but it is  
 easier to make one or 2 drawings  
 instead. (no. 214)  

 
 Letters addressed (if not sent) to new next -door neighbors in the 
process of remodeling their apartment:  

 
Welcome,  

To my neighbors.  
please be timid,  
be careful,  

about banging  
the wal ls are  
paper thin  

between  
347 and  

349  
Louise Bourgeois. (no. 101)  

 

 On the flip side of that note, Bourgeois has drawn far and farther 
apart red circles, as if illustrating her petition for space and peace.  

 A visual plea verbalized/a verbal plea vis ualized, that courteous 
request to Bourgeoisõs home-improving neighbors. Also a document 
betraying an insomniacõs agenda, telegraphing a sleep craverõs deep-dish 

desires: Be Quiet. Please Do Not Disturb. Give Sleep a Chance . 
 I recognize the construct and strategy, the operationõs point and 

purpose.  
 Begin with a preemptive strike.  
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 Remove all likely impediments ñmental, physical, environmental, 
animal, gadget, human ñthat threaten a good nightõs rest.  

Plan in advance.  
Maneuver, reconnoiter.  

Do all that can be done to set the stage for nocturnal disconnect, lie 

back. Hope for the best. And when, inevitably, optimism becomes neither 
a sane nor a tenable reaction to the situation at hand, cease to resist. 
Give in, get up, switch on the light. Sa lvage what still can be salvaged 

from a night devoid of sleep: another stint of work.  
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from PARTING WORDS: D IVORCE MEMOIR IN JOURNAL ENTRIES AND ESSAYS 

 
Life is but a series of relationships.  
We live, we die, and  
we love in between.  
~from the Diary of CoCo   

 
Prologue  

December 22, 2006  
 

Imagine  (A List)  

Imagine that you are walking through the airport to get to your 
gate. You are flying international. South, to Cozumel. Alone.  You had 
just placed your kids on a flight a day earlier for their fi rst trip to visit 

their father after the separation. They are going back to the Virginia town 
that all three of them were born in and familiar with.  

Imagine that on the day you send them off, a lady standing next to 
you, watching her teenage daughter off, makes a comment about how as 
mothers we ought go on a trip ourselves. She spoke fondly of a past trip 

she made to Cozumel and how much she enjoyed it.  When the pilot 
signaled the ground crew, you took that as your about face signal a nd 
turned on your heel s headed home. Imagine that as you made the long 

trek through the Atlanta airport past many travelers, on trains and 
moving sidewalks, you were thankful for your tinted lenses hiding your 

tears from the world.  
Imagine that you stayed up that night well int o the wee hours of 

the morning searching on the computer for a last minute travel deal, to 

go somewhere, anywhere. Serendipitously, Cozumel looked to be the 
most probable, and by the next day, youõd booked your getaway to get 

you on a journey today back do wn and through the massive airport.  
Imagine that as you exited the airportõs train and transcended the 

escalators, reflecting, you looked back to admire the art along the 

corridor and smiled proudly as you realized that it was the beautiful and 
elaborate p ainting of a close friend of yours, an old high school 
sweetheart. But you are far from all of that right now for several reasons, 

some of which include your recent three -month separation and move 
across the country back home; the kidsõ emotions and transition with all 

this; along with the wonders and blessings of everything that got you 
where you are at this very moment. And imagine further that in this slow 
motion -like escalator movement you study the painting of this renowned 

artist and notice for the fi rst time that the painting includes fingered 
writing announcing the presence of an angel.  
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 Imagine that you found your departing gate, took your seat and 
began to make your farewell and Merry Christmas calls. First you call 

your mom to tha nk her also for where you are right now (due to her 
blood, sweat, tears, prayers, hopes, strength, wit, support, intelligence, 
kindness, and perseverance) and as she picks up the phone, she 

announces, òmental telepathy.ó Something that she says to you often 
along with òI was just  thinking about you!ó  

Imagine that you expect this because you live your life with an ear 
to the ground.  Imagine that before calling her, you call your oldest 
daughterõs cell phone and it went to voicemail, and you were actually 

relieved, so as not to deal with the awkwardness of the goodbye phone 
call, and addressing each of them and their early divorce emotions at this 
holiday, and the possibility of having to address your former husband.  

Imagine that as you board the plane and w alk back toward your 
seat assignment in the very rear of the 755 jet, much further back than 

youõd like, the flight attendant walks up behind you as if reading your 
mind and offers you an empty exit row much closer to the front of the 
aircraft. You gratefu lly oblige and secretly tug on your rosary stashed 

beneath your favorite òlegendó black T-shirt.  
Imagine that you comfortably sit at this window exit seat and say 

goodbye to the cloudy, overcast, gray, Georgia, home -sky.  You are 
dressed in layers which y ou will gladly remove successively as the 
equatorial air warms your body, mind, and soul.  Ever so often you grab 

a tense part of your body and softly massage or stretch the kinks lodged 
therein ð in an attempt to begin the major unwinding that you are 
looking forward to experiencing with your getaway. As the plane begins 

its motion, you stop and pray the rosary. Today is the Sorrowful Mystery.  
Imagine that you finish your prayers moments before take off, just 

in time to perform your ritual second -count to liftoff. This 755 clocked in 
at 21 seconds to takeoff. Imagine that you soar above the clouds toward 
the brightness of the sun. Imagine that you plug into your MP3 player at 

random play and listen to your favorite jazz artist/poet, Michael Franks. 
His song , òWithout Your Loveó plays. The lyrics ooze into your ears, ôI 
never meant to hurt youéó 

Imagine that on this flight that you remind yourself of several 
things ð such as remembering to take in the clouds as you skirt by them 

at 39 thousand feet above grou nd. Though you often admire them from 
below, you are now imbibing this white, puffy, lofty, H2O matter, both 
heavenly and earthly, and not entirely bound to either.  

Imagine that you also remind your shoulders to move away from 
your ears, from their normall y tense state, upon your descent into the 

mountains of clouds ña glorious exit out of the sky and down to your 
vacation escape. Layer one comes off.  
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December 23, 2006  
In search of the perfect marriage  

I look around airports, restaurants, bars,  hotels, beaches  
the world ð looking at how couples interact  
In search of the perfect marriage.  

 
 *  *  *  *  *    

Phase I  

Seattle, WA  
 

Thursday, July 21, 2005  
I want to fly far away from here. Into the clouds up through the blue, just 
far away from here, from him, from this. So what will be my escape? For 

escape I must.  
A place of depth, solitude and retreat.  

No need for nouns, just music.  
 
August 19, 2005  

His wise words today:  
òItõs easy for someone to slip into darkness,  
itõs much harder for them to come out.ó 

 
January 1, 2006  

Who I Married (A List)  
I married a man that I loved  
I married the man who took off his jacket and gave it to a homeless man 

on a cold day in VA because he needed it  
I married the man who has consistently been spoiled by the women i n 
his family  

I married a man who I began to spoil as well, and later became resentful 
before I even realized what I was doing  

I married the man who is one of the best dads I've ever seen  
I married the man who does not have the discipline to get up everyday  
and work  

I married the man who gets so nasty in his attitude toward me that I 
often don't want to be around him  

I married the man who would cook dinners for homeless people just 
because   
I married the man who is fiscally irresponsible  

I married a man wh o is very intelligent  
I married the man who doesnõt work to make things happen, and when 
they donõt happen he is mad at everyone around him instead of himself  
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I married a man who never asks, òLet me read a story of yours,ó òHow's 
school comin g for you?ó òAre you prepared for your next residency?ó 

I married the man who chooses anger as his first response before 
eventually getting to reason  
I married the man who will apologize  

I married the man who is an extroverted man of the people  
I married the man who has an unmistakable presence  
I married the man who is a politician at heart  

I married the man who roots for the underdog and cares for the 
underprivileged  

I married the man who dreams of opening an orphanage and adopting 
them all  
I married a c ompassionate man  

I married the man who loves to go out and just hang with the guys  
I married the man who never wants me to hang out  

I married the man who is very protective over me and his three girls  
I married the man who is jealous  
I married the man who  is charming  

I married the man who is classy  
I married the man who is very tall, very dark, and very handsome  
I married the man who is one of the best dressers on earth  

I married a man who does not handle stress well  
I married a man who has a very strong t emper  

 
June 17, 2006  
My Dreams  

To live without that stress in my shoulders.  
To be an even happier mom.  
Not being stomped on with King Kong fury.  

Freedom to be ð Me. 
 

Monday, June 19, 2006  
Fear and anger are incestuous cousins.  
 

Sunday, July 9, 2006  
Last we ek I was sad/depressed because I was not clear about my feelings 

of misery.  
This week I am sad because of the phenomena of letting go.  
Itõs all sad. Itõs through us all.  

On our faces, in our actions.  
Both love and departure.  
 

July 11, 2006  
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When Someone Gives You Roses  
Yesterday was like a day from hell for me with the madness w/R. 

Very emotional times for all  involved. He even went as far as tell the kids 
that he wouldnõt take them to Cali, and had them then all crying with the 
baby disappo inted that she wouldnõt have her birthday in LA. After 

calling him on that and having him retract it to them, he later told me 
that I made him t hat mad to say such things. Always me/my fault. And 

why did the argument start? Because I admitted that I spoke with my 
brother and sister about seeking help about the problems Iõm going 
through with him. My own family.  

So on this solemn morning for me, I did my usual downtown 
commute to work, but a tad later due to not being able to sleep much 
with what was going o n (ending with a night of his apologies and cries 

and illness from the ordeal). But by doing so I ran into my rosary buddy 
on the bus. Funny enough, I started to pray my rosary as usual this 

morning but delayed it a bit just òtalkó to God.  Things are very rough.  
Then, Mrs. Sadie (my rosary buddy) got on with a lively bouquet of 

multi -colored roses; red, orange, and pink. We spotted each other and 

she came and sat beside me, bringing that beautiful rose scent. We 
caught up as it had been about a month sinc e weõd run into one another, 

and she updated me on her glaucoma surgery. As we continued to talk, 
she noticed the sadness I tried unsuccessfully to hide, and asked if all 
was okay. Although I am not Catholic (but just adopted the powerful 

prayer) and truly  consider her spiritual kindred as we bonded with the 
rosary. I talked briefly about the hardships on my heart.   

She grabbed my hand and assured me that everything would be 

òall rightó and within a few minutes from my stop, she took the smaller of 
the bun ch out of the retrofit quart milk carton vase sheõd made, and gave 

me the larger one. She went on to say that she never separates her flower 
bunches and for some strange reason, on this morning she did. She 
paused and thought for a moment and again comment ed that she never 

does such and concluded that those roses were obviously meant for me.  
These are my ôserendipitous defining momentsõ indeed. Because in 

the midst of the arguments, throughout the night, and en route to work, 

I prayed and prayed and prayed . As I got off the bus, roses in hand, I 
fought back most of my tears as I was affirmed that God had surely 

heard me.  
 
Thursday, July 13, 2006  

Iõve never felt more like a yo-yo in my life.  
Thatõs what I am now, a walking yo-yo.  

I try and try and pray and pray  
but I keep coming back to this point.  
This pivot point.  
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July 24, 2006  

I will teach my girls as I learn what it is to be:  
A woman/ A wife/ A lover/ An artist/ Strong/ A mother/ A daughter/ A 
sister/ A friend/ Black/ Powerful/ An anchor/  A trailblazer/ A leader/ A 

light worker/ Beautiful/ Intelligent/ Accomplished/ Different/ Soaring/ 
Did I say strong?/ A legacy/ Legendary/ Honorable/ Godly/ Sunshiny/ 
Gifted/ Youthful  

 
July 29, 2006  

Unsent Letter #1  
Dear R,  
It is breaking my heart, but we  really arenõt meant for each other. For so 

many reasons. I want very much to be your friend, but not your wife, 
loveré 

So many questions loom.  
Iõm sorry because I have to go, to be me. 
 

August 13, 2006  
All the Wrong Reasons  
This wedding band, with a big c hunk of a rock,  

I only wear it now for status.  
I feel like a president.  

 
August 15, 2006  
Tonightõs dedications to him are by Michael Franks: 

Without Your Love ; Foolõs Errand; and Abandon Garden  
 

Whatõs in my Abandon Garden? 
Gardenia, Magnolia trees, Weepin g Willows,  
Ponds, lakes, streams, oceans, rivers,  

Plenty azure skies and some puffy clouds,  
Soirées, lots of herbs, freedom and peace, growth,  
Plenty writing and music and concerts and islands.  

 
8/20/06  

Unsent Letter #2  
Dear R,  
I have to say goodbye to yo u now. I just have to. You quite 

unintentionally did a lot of damage to me. I am absolutely sure that I 
must have also done some to you. Notwithstanding, the damage has 

been done.  My freedom has been at stake constantly. I have been stifled. 
Sure I have b een loved, but I was also manipulated. Physically and 
emotionally. The latter being the worst.  
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 Why am I painting you to be a monster, you ask?  That is clearly 
not my intention. I truly and whole -heartedly forgive you. I hope that you 

can f orge through the pain enough to forgive me for your scars. I have a 
lot of faith in who you are as a leader, father, intellectual, minister, 
mentor and general strong person.   

The truth of the matter is that we are terribly ill -matched. Terribly.  
The way  our fire and water cancel each other out is so dangerously 
evident. So I will take the high road and have the strength to tear away 

from this union.  Right now we are connected by laws that bind us to a 
commitment that is no longer in my heart. Right now it is a soul -less 

piece of paper; a merit -less document.  I am here but I am not here. I am 
belonging to myself only right now as I retreat and seek healing.  Healing 
from the damages of the mutual failures of our matrimony.   

This whole thing has made me nervous, weak at the knees, 
shoulder achy, and both wrists sore.  I quiver at so many thoughts.  The 

fear, I have realized, is what made me to stay so long, even after I knew 
in my heart of hearts that I so much wanted to be OUT. Out of us.   

I cannot surp rise you because we must both prep for this, for all 

involved.  I cannot stay. We are minimizing each otherõs potential by 
forcing the obvious. Let me be that one whoõs courageous enough to open 
the door. I will oblige by walking through first ð but you mu st follow. I 

have been so afraid to even tell you that I wanted out, much less, to 
actually do it. But my fire is being rekindled by faith so I am now finding 

my way. And I thank God. It was God that led me to this flame that is 
illuminating the direction I must follow.  

It is with sincere love that I bid you well on your course, and that 

you find someone who really speaks your language of love. As hard as it 
is for me to go, as much pain that it may cause, I am more than aware 
that it would be worse to sta y. Detrimental, terminal.  I plan to stay 

strong, lift my burdens, and move forth. I wish only for a fast and most 
smooth transition out of this. No fights please or volatile breakdowns.  

You cannot make me stay, nor can you change my mind. No amount of 
guilt or blame or finger pointing, or control, or shame can make me 
continue with what we have.  

So onward and upward my friend, my good friend, father of my 
children.  

 Farewell.  
 
8-26 -2006  

Dear God,  
Teach my fears to flyé 
 

August 30, 2006  
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I can õt believe that at this juncture I have such major, big-ticket items on 
my list:  

Move to another city  
Find a job  
Figure out which city  

Get out of an awful marriage  
Fight to graduate  
Transfer the kids school and life  

Keep love in my heart  
 

Momõs words of wisdom today: òLove is Action!ó 
 
9-11-06  

I heard once that you should live your life as though you just found out 
that you are dying,  

Because you areé 
 
   *  *  *  * 

Phase II  

Atlanta, GA  
 

Thursday, October 5, 2006  
Unsent Letter to Daughter  

Dear C,  
I am sorry . 
I am sorry that you are crying tonight because you miss your daddy.  òI 

know you do,ó is all I could reply with a hug. I canõt even form the words 
to say ôme tooõ because I donõt. In fact, Iõm so glad on the inside - to be 
away. Iõve gained so much freedom and lightness on a soul level. Just the 

other day, you got in the car as I picked you up from school and you told 
me how I was the best mommy on earth that anyone could have.  You 

mentioned my niceness and how I do so much ôstuffõ with yall. You see, 
C, sometimes people get together with the best of intentions. It is those 
wonderful intentions that produced all three of you.  

 
Sun Oct 8  

Again C got sad missing her dad and started to cry. She came into the 
studio to lie down. I tried to console her and to ld her that I was sorry.  
òYou donõt have to be sorry, itõs not your fault,ó she replied.  

 
Mon Oct 9  
Today a friend reminded me:  
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 òIts better for the kids to be from broken home  
 than be IN a broken home.ó 

 
Thur, Oct 19  
My nails are growing again. A sure sign of reduced stress for me. Yes, Iõm 

bizzy as crap figuring all this out, but my stress is on a totally different 
level.  
 

Sun Oct 22  
The marquis at some church on the road read:  

òChange is inevitable, 
But growth is optional.ó 
How true.  

 
Fr iday Oct 27  

Wow, so unpacking a bit of the bathroom box and uncovered the Wish 
box.  

 

There were tightly folded pieces of legal paper tucked inside. This is the 
order that I opened them:  

I wish our family will stay together forever  

I wish daddy and mommy n ever get a divorce and stop fighting a 
lot.  

This is heartbreaking for many reasons. Of most importance is the fact 
that I want these little souls to believe that what they believe in their 
hearts can come true. These are the most vital building blocks to b eing 

causal in life. Being a co -creator to life as you live it ð driver, not 
passenger, fully engaged experientially/dynamically in making the most 
of life and making it as you want it. With this and Godly faith ð there are 

no limits.  
It is also sad becaus e it was prophetic. Its as though she knew what was 

ahead for us as a family.  
 
November 2, 2006  

I Do Die  
When you think about it, saying òI Doó is not just about who you vow to 

live with for rest of your life with. Itõs whom youõre willing to die with. If 
this is a lifelong matrimonial commitment, then when it all boils down to 
it, itõs whom youõre willing to die with: òtill death do you partó you repeat. 

 
Sinking In  
So, the youngest, who lost her first tooth recently, is really missing her 

dad. Itõs sinking in now. Yesterday I actually overheard her talking, 
òéthat our daddy doesnõt live with us.ó Her wise, but little kindergarten  
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mind trying to sift through what is to be spoken of and what not to her 
friends.  

Tonight, what broke my heart was her very sad face, with tears, warm 
tears, streaming down the side of her face. She really misses her Buddy.  
She is sad, deeply. Missing.  

Not knowing, but knowing.  
I think about the sadness I have caused them because of my choices.  
But the wrong husband fo r me was apparently the right father, for them.  

 
Thanksgiving 2006  

Good Kids  
a recipe  
lots of sun and love  

plenty of exercise and fresh air  
storytelling, play, music, imagination building  

some grits  
heaping laughter  
travel near and far  

fold in lots of spir ituality  
with multitudes of prayer  
 

December 10, 2006  
Vows 

When I think about what I want in a husband, a mate, a partner, a life 
mate:  
To gently love and honor the woman, mother, artist.  

To allow me space to create without insecurities  
Never to read my jo urnal without permission  
To hug and hold me with warmth and love  

To hike the Appalachian Trail, or big chunks of it  
To be sweet and kind  

To cook more than I do  
To really appreciate my gift of giving and true love and loyalty  
To do most of the driving in ou r RV  

 
no date/ December 2006  

My Dear, Dear Child,  
Dear Baby, I know that you are only five, albeit wise, but at this 

time still young. My heart goes out to you my little angelic child. So 

tonight when you cry a nd say that you miss your daddy ð-I feel you. I t 
saddens my heart that your little mind is trying to grasp all that is going 
on. You who always wanted everyone together, happy.  

 òI donõt understand,ó you stated one morning on the way to school. 
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 òWhen Iõm with you, I miss daddy, and when Iõm with daddy I miss 
you.ó 

 You really do get it, Baby. I am understanding why you break out 
in crying spells missing your Buddy and then want to hug me so much 
more nowadays. You and your sisters are all squeezing hugs into me 

filled with ôI love yousõ and ôyouõre the best mommyõ and ôyou know we 
love you,ó with greater frequency. 
 Your wise but still five year old face looks up at those of us bigger 

than you ð searching for answers, and questions. It may be at least 
twenty years before you can ever ful ly begin to grasp why I had to go 

when I did. I feel soberly certain that one day it will dawn on you like a 
brilliant sunrise. But, being your daddyõs Buddy and your momõs Bday 
Baby, you will honor and love us both for our behaviors and decisions.  

 *  *  *  *  * 

Phase III  

Atlanta and Beyond  
 
Dec 2006  

When Do I Get to Cry?  
When I walk into their room and theyõre not there; 
When I send them back to finish the school year after spring break;  

When I send them back after the summer break, not to see them again 
for months;  

When I think of my fatherless life.  
 
January 2007  

When Do I Get to Cry?  
Washing pots and pans;  
In the shower;  

Thanking those whoõve helped me; 
Playing my music.  

 
February 2007  
When Do I Get to Cry?  

When Iõm at the park watching them play from a distance;  
When I watch the plane take off for their first visit to your dad.  
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WALT'S BOOK STORE 
 

While all small towns have their share of characters, Walt Cranson 
is a step above them. Walt is the core of the onion. He is a passionate 
peace activist, a bona fide liberal and a registered Republican. òI am a 

Republican because that party needs the most help,ó said Walt. òAnd 
thatõs why I stay with it. Between the two of them, what difference does it 
make?ó Sitting on the front porch of his bookstore in downtown La 

Junta, Colorado in an over stuffed chair, he was surrounded by boxes of 
old books. In his hand was a book entitled Germs: Biological Weapons 
and Americaõs Secret War. He wore a pair of old beat -up boots, which he 
sealed with a caulking  compound to keep them from falling apart. He 

had on brown pants with paint all over them and a red striped shirt. His 
shirt was covered by a brown nylon Dean Pickle factory jacket. He was 
an Air Force bomber in WW II, a dairy farmer, and now runs The 

Book stop.  
Inside his store, books overflowed into the aisles. There was no 

Dewey decimal system or Library of Congress, the filing system is Waltõs 

head. The 1992 Rules of Golf  lie next to The Dale Carnegie Course in 
Effective Speaking and Human Relations . Next to that stack is The Lost 
Books of the Bible and the Forgotten Books of Eden,  which stands in front 
of Jaws 2 .  

Walt's not afraid to express his opinion. When it comes to 
President George W. Bushõs policies on the war on terrorism and 

increased nuclear protection, òThat Fucker is gonna kill us all. I wouldnõt 
want my kids shooting their kids because I appreciate my kidséAnd I 
donõt want my kids going over there tearing em up. Therefore I think 

peace is the thing. We use a little sense, we can get it.ó   
The first time I stopped in Waltõs bookstore, my impression was, he 

is crazy. It was more than a hundred degrees, in the middle of July and 

he was sitting behind a desk, wearing only a pair of shorts, gabbing a 
stream of consciousness on writers, politics and himself. He has no cash 

register and does not use a computer to order his books, just the phone.  
In 1966 he ran for U.S. Senate. He gathered enough signatures but 

was thrown out on a technicality when a local La Junta person protested 

because they wer e not notarized.  òI didnõt even know it.ó  His platform 
was all about peace. òI just wanted to stand up on a box and tell my 

story.ó Despite the first setback, Walt marched on. 
òOK, ô68 I did it again, it was so much fun.ó Walt said he was a big 

hit on co llege campuses.  

After two tries he left aspirations for the senate behind and pursued a 
seat in the U.S. House of Representati ves. òTried it for the last time in  
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ô72. That year I got two percent of the vote. I want you to know I am 
damn pro ud of that.ó 

He also enlisted his number three son (he has six of them) as his 
campaign manager. òWe went to town to town together,ó said Walt. òWeõd 
get a good spread in the local papers. It was great sport.ó  

Some would write Walt off as a crack pot or a  combination of Mr. 
Smith Goes to Washington with Jesse Ventura. With a head full of gray 
hair at the age of 81, he is a populist for peace when itõs more popular to 

wave a flag and sing praise to our military might. òI donõt think weõre 
smart enough to ha ve an American Empire.ó 

At this point, I was curious about any other of his endeavors in 
local politics.  

òSchool board three times and I havenõt made it yet. Thatõs why I 

bought my own school, to Hell with them.ó He chuckled. Walt purchased 
the 1915, two -and -a-half story brick building in North La Junta, the 

unincorporated area of Otero county for $17,000. Itõs just down the road 
from where Waltõs farm is, which he now rents out to one of his sons. On 
his property, there is a big PEACE sign painted on a rai lroad box car, 

which is attached to a storage building.  
The school was condemned in 1985 due to the high water table. 

This empty, broken -down school, which I drove by every day on my way 

to work, was the very school that he attended and his sister taught i n. 
Some local kids wanted Walt to turn the old building into a haunted 

mansion. òBut someday Iõm going to have a real spook house and Iõll 
show you what is real scary in the world. Itõs called the CIA and others 
and their ilk. And each room is going to sho w a thing we did which we 

should be ashamed of.ó  
His dream since the Vietnam War, has been a Peace Academy, 

where teachers can be trained in a multicultural philosophies and form a 

better understanding of world religions. But if one if tries to pin Walt 
down on this project, it becomes a vague series of great concepts and 

good quotes, òWe are afraid to let people search for the truth.ó   
Walt does not have the money to start this school and up -keep is 

difficult. A broken TV antenna lies on the roof with do zens of pigeons 

sitting on the edge, and the school is surrounded by weeds. He also 
changes his mind. Locals have told me he wants to make it a WW II 

museum and others say he wants to make it a UFO museum or a place 
they could stay if they do come back.  

Walt told me they are out there. Thereõs no doubt about it. They 

live on Mars. Walt cites Genesis Revisited,  a book about a 1979 space 
craft sent as a joint operation between Russia and the US. òThe last 

picture sent home from the space ship showed the bigg est UFO you ever 
saw, with Mars in the background, and then it went dead. Explain it to 
me.ó 
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 Waltõs neighborhood is a little larger then the small plains town 
that he works and resides in. òI donõt think you feel good unless you try 

to help y our neighbor. I have been to Russia after the wall went up and 
after it went down. Their citizens were just as scared of our government 
as we were of theirs. But the people got along.ó 

Walt said residents of La Junta would walk across the street and 
not ev en look at him because he opposed the Vietnam War. Yet it never 
stopped him from living out his convictions. òThere is less fear of God 

then what your neighbor thinks of ya.ó 
I asked Walt to summarize his personal philosophy about life, 

which no one can ex plain when asked. People give away their ideas about 
life and who they are when they tell stories. Like the time Walt started a 
toastmasters club in La Junta and then was invited to a neighboring 

town to deliver a talk.  
òSo I read the War Prayer  by Mark Tw ain.ó  

òWalt, thatõs not funny.ó 
At first they didnõt understand what I was doing and then they 

caught on.ó  

òNow thatõs funny.ó 
òI made it out of there alive, so I guess it wasnõt that bad.ó 

Walt makes a strong showing at whatever he does. When the film 
JFK came through town, he rented out La Juntaõs only movie theatre for 
two Sundays in a row, so everyone in town could see it  for free. Then of 

course there is time he sued the school board because the school wanted 
him to cut his sonsõ long hair in 1969. He took them all the way to the 

Colorado Supreme Court ñand lost.  
Together we came up with a bumper sticker to summarize his 

personal philosophy.  

òThereõs a real smart saying, I wish I could think of it. Something 
about, letõs see how does it go? About your living. Live ahh what?  liveéó 

òLive simply so others may live,ó I jumped in. 

òOf course, simply live,ó he added. òLive simply, so others may 
simply live. Thank you. You have been around too havenõt you? I can 

tell.ó He laughed, òThatõs great. I could tell that the first time I saw ya. 
More so the second.ó  

Walt then shared the real reason for his bookstore. òI am spoiled 

by reading books. Mr. Bushõs favorite term is ôRogue States.õ Right. Well, 
Iõve got a book on The Rogue State  and guess who they are talk ing about? 

You and me baby.ó 
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REVOLUTION  
 

You say you want a revolution . . .  
                               -John Lennon and Paul McCartney  
 

 Denise Parker glanced at the cl ock on the wall.   She had to go on 
stage in four minutes.   She looked down at the passage she had just 
written on her laptop computer.   Dan Murdock, her stage manager, 

stuck his head in the door.  
 òAre you ready to go?ó 

 òDid Pat tune my guitar?ó 
 òYes.ó 
 òGive it another check.  I changed strings this morning and they 

might be stretching.ó 
 He left.   She looked back down:  

 
Today he is hailed as a political leader, the man who will bring the country 
out of its slide to the right, away from the loss of freed om and compromise 
of rights we have seen in the last few years.   I hope so, but I can only see 
him as the man who abused and exploited me.   In those early years of 
student revolt against exploitation by the military -industrial complex, I was 
the one exploi ted.   I was the one crushed by the forward motion of a 
movement, and a man, with no pity, no remorse, and ultimately, no 
conscience.  
 
 Time was running out.   She saved the paragraph and got up.   

Through the door of the dressing room she could see the venue , the 
lights, hear and feel the heat of the crowd there for the concert.   Sossity 
Chandler appeared at the door.  

            òReady?  Looks like a good crowd tonight.ó 
            Denise smiled.   She had been performing for forty -two years now 

and had play ed countless venues, from small coffee houses when she 
first started out, to huge auditoriums all over the world.   She always felt 
nervous before a show, which, she mused, was probably good.   Fear of 

performing badly had kept her from slumping and undoubte dly had 
contributed the long, even continuation of her success all these years.  

            òLetõs go.ó 
            The two of them walked out on stage.    
            Thunderous applause greeted them.   It was a big, appreciative 

crowd.   Both entertainers w ere successful enough that they did not worry 
about the future.   They had enough money to live in luxury for the rest of 
their lives if neither of them performed again.   Denise sensed that Sossity 

Chandler loved to perform; that performance was more to her  than just a 
device for gathering money.   She liked this.   The number of musicians  
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who did not truly love music had surprised her throughout her career.   
Not this young girl, she thought, and smiled to herself.   Sossity Chandler 

was gett ing close to forty.  
            Both sat down, got comfortable, and went into an energetic 
version of one of Deniseõs hits.  The audience clapped and shouted.   She 

played chords while Sossity improvised a pattern of arpeggio leads that 
enhanced the song bu t did not overwhelm Deniseõs vocal. 
            The tour had gone well.   It was a short tour ñonly three weeks 

and twelve concerts.   But short tours could be exhausting and (Denise 
smiled to herself) she was no spring chicken.  She had passed sixty two 

years ago and was slowing down.   She had to be careful to pace herself.  
            Sossity Chandler was a good companion, a good woman with 
whom to tour.   Young, full of energy, she reminded Denise of herself at 

that age ñthough Sossity did not sing political songs and was in fact a 
little bit conservative in her outlook, unlike Denise who had made a 

name for herself singing òprotestó songs early in her career. 
            Her politics had mellowed too.   Though she kept quiet about it, 
the acerbic radicalism of  her younger days had softened over the years.   

At least she understood conservative perspectives now and did not 
demonize them.  
            Any connection to politics made her think of Paul Wagner.  

            Paul was one of the top contenders for the no mination on the 
more liberal side of politics.   The primary race was close, but he had 

managed to build a small lead and, though the final decision was still up 
in the air, was generally considered the most likely to be nominated.    
            He was popu lar:   handsome, photogenic, a good speaker.   If 

nominated he had more than a good chance of winning the election and 
ending the decades -long conservative domination of the White House.   
Denise sincerely wanted this.   However much her views on conservatives  

had softened she still wanted to see the government in the hands of a 
liberal.   She had endured the Regan and Bush administrations and 

thought it was time for the kinder, gentler ways of the other side in to 
regain power. Paul might be the man to do this.   Paul Wagner was also a 
former boyfriend of hers.  

            This was known and had become a minor media event.   The two 
of them dated in the late sixties.   People knew they had dated, and 

someone had found an old photo of Denise and Paul that had been 
shown on nationally broadcast new programs and was all over the 
internet.   He wore a suit and tie but she looked a flower child with a print 

minidress, boots, and a headband.   He went on to be a political figure, 
she a famous folk singer.   Everyone had ogle d with nostalgia over the 
sweet picture of them, young, smiling, innocent, arm in arm, obviously in 

love.   They had gone separate ways but each one succeeded in a different 
area, the story went.  
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           The story told only half of wha t happened, she reflected bitterly.  
            Denise McKinzie met Paul Wagner at a coffee house where she 

played music every week.  
            She remembered those days.   Cigarette smoke hung in the air.   
She would sit in a pair of embroidered bell -botto ms or an impossibly 

short skirt and strum her guitar.   She did covers (she had never been a 
song-writer):   standard pieces by Dylan, Peter, Paul and Mary, Donovan 

and David Van Ronk.   She sang traditional folk ballads and, upon 
request, numbers by the Beat les or the Loving Spoonful.   People paid her 
in tips.   What she made performing did not come even near paying her 

bills so she lived in a three -room apartment with four other women ña 
young lesbian couple, Nicole and Molly, in one room; and a girl named 
Becky in the other.   By splitting the rent, they were able to survive.  

            She dated a lot.   It was the Summer of Love, the Sexual 
Revolution.   A date meant spending the night together.   She exercised 

caution and did not get pregnant amid the routine promiscuity that 
marked her life and the lives of most of her friends.  
            During a concert one night she met him.  

Things were gong well that night, she remembered.   The crowd consisted 
of a lot of more òstraightó types, as they called them then:  people with 

short hair who dressed conventionally and looked like they had settled 
cozily in the establishment.   They threw money in her tip jar because 
they had it (unlike most of her regular listeners).   She could see twenties 

and tens, a rare sight.  
 After the show a guy dressed in a suit jacket and tie invited her 
over and offered to buy her a cup of coffee.  

 Denise shook her head when she remembered at the attitude of 
people back then.   Hippie types ñand she had fit in that category ñ

claimed to be open -minded but were in fact quite intolerant of people 
who looked like they might be conformists.   And this guy sure did.   She 
sat down with him, determined to express her disapproval of his lifestyle.  

 òYouõre a good singer,ó he said.  òI love your music.  My name is 
Paul.ó 
 òI thought maybe it was Lyndon,ó she said, òor Robert.ó 

 He laughed.   òRobert?ó 
 òAs in McNamara.ó 

 He spread his hands.   òWell, Iõm not Lyndon, but Iõm afraid my 
middle name is Robert.ó 
 She sensed he had understood her insult but remained  unruffled.  

 òCan I call you Lady Bird?ó he asked. 
 òFuck no,ó she said.  òI canõt think of anything I would rather not  
be called.ó Today everyone used the f-word, she thought, but back then it 
still had shock value, especially when used by a woman.  
 òThen Iõd rather call you by your real nameñwhich is?ó 
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 òDenise.ó 
 He smiled, sensing he had won this skirmish.  

 òIõm very pleased to meet you, Denise.ó 
 òIõm not so sure I can say the same.ó 
 òWhyõs that?ó 

 òWell, your threads leave a lot to be desired.ó 
 He smiled and spread his jacket.  
 òGuilty.  I dress like this for a reason.ó 

 òWhat reason?ó  She was genuinely curious.   But she remembered 
the disposition she had determined to present and added, òBetter be 

good a one or Iõm gone.ó 
 òIõm a congressional aide,ó he answered.  òI work for a 
congressman.   I want to go into politics.   I want to change things.   That 

means to a certain extent I play the game.   I dress like this and I keep my 
hair short.   If thatõs the price I have to pay to get into political office and 

change things, Iõm willing to do that.ó 
 She sensed conviction in his speech even though he kept his tone 
even.  And she felt slightly ashamed of herself for being so rude.  

 òWell, I guess thatõs good.ó 
 She asked who the congressman  was, steering the conversation to 
more neutral topics.   He bought her coffee.   Denise found Paul Wagner 

intelligent and entertaining.   She liked him, though early on she did not 
want to be too forthcoming about that.   For some reason she wanted to 

protect  herself from him.   And if she were seen with him, her hippie 
friends might shun her.  
 Over the course of the next few months she fell in love with him.  

When Denise looked back on their relationship she remembered the early 
days.   He took her into corridor s she would normally never have walked.   
She met the congressman he served.   She got to talk to Robert Kennedy, 

and go places in the Capital Building tourists did not go.   They were still 
dating when he began his campaign for congress.   And that was when h e 

changed.  
 A district opened up in the state of the congressman he served.   
The district was heavily Republican.   None of the regulars in the party 

wanted to run on a losing ticket and, though he was young, Paul got the 
nomination.  

 He had almost no fundi ng but unde rstood the power of the media.   
He spent what little money  he had on television and radio 
advertisements.   He hired an agency to write a catchy jingle and it played 

over and over on the media of the district.   Soon everyone could sing it, 
even h is opponents.   He campaigned door to door.   Denise sometimes 
went with him.   She sang at rallies.   It was this, she reflected bitterly, 

that brought her to the attention of the music moguls, resulting in her  
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first recording contract and  her first million -selling song.   By that time 
her relationship with Paul was over . 

 The campaign stressed him out ñshe knew that.   They had a 
sexual relationship but were careful to hide it.   Any revelations of their 
intimacy would have ruined his campaign .  He would come to her 

apartment incognito and they would rendezvous in various locations.   
 But she could never forget the night she came back from New York 
City, exhausted after three performances in one day, cleaned up and fell 

into bed, and heard him bustle into the bedroom.   He said he wanted 
her.   She told him no she was too tired, why didnõt they just go to sleep 

and they could do it in the morning.   She could still remember ñforty 
years later ñthe terror and shock she felt that night when he seized h er, 
pinned her down in bed, and forced her.  

 She cried for days.   It required massive effort on his part to calm 
her down and sooth the wound.   Eventually their relationship was 

restored ñfor a time, at least.   He cried, apologized, and said he was 
overwhel med by the stress of the campaign.   She felt guilty about 
denying him.    

 He began to gain in the polls and became the focus of media 
attention as he pulled within a few points of the popular incumbent.   He 
also became more verbally abusive and demanding.   She accommodated 

him, excused his behavior and said nothing when he lashed out at her, 
demanded sex when she was tired or busy and when, one day, he 

slapped her.  
 That day, Denise remembered, she had stared at him for several 
seconds then crumpled into te ars.   He immediately went to her, took her 

in his arms, and joined her in sobbing.   He talked about how tense and 
angry the campaign had made him and pleaded for her forgiveness.   She 
granted it, though by this time she had begun to see patterns in his 

behavior and began to regard him with reserve.  
 And he did straighten up a bit.   He did not abuse her, verbally or 

physically.   He seemed to resign himself as the campaign went into the 
last hours.   The day before election day they sneaked away to an isolated  
motel in the Adirondacks and spent a weekend together, talking, making 

love and ñat least Denise thought ñrecovering the tenderness and 
mutuality that had been characteristic of their early days.  

 Paul won the congressional seat by 245 votes.    
 At the vict ory celebration she stood in front of his jubilant 
supporters and sang òWe Shall Overcome.ó  As she sang, the flower -child 

girlfriend of a new Congressional Representative, she hoped the words to 
the song would apply to their relationship as well.   They co uld make it 
work.  

 It had worked for a little while, she reflected.   As he prepared to 
take office he calmed down, riding the wave of euphoria the came from  
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winning.   Soon, however, his demands took a different tone.   He wanted 
her to ma rry him.  

 òIf you do that,ó he said, òyouõll have to drop the hippie girl thing.  
Youõll need to dress for the role.ó 
 òôHippie girlõ isnõt a role I play, Paul.  I dress like I want to.   Iõm not 

a conformist and you know that.ó 
 òThere are some things worth conforming for.ó 
 She felt resentment well up in and walked away from him.  

 òI think Iõve done enough conforming for you,ó she said.  òIõve 
played the game about as much as Iõm willing to play it, Paul.  

Sometimes I think Iõm someone you love and respectñthen at other 
times you treat me like a whore who will give you sex when you want it 
and a mannequin you can carry around and dress up like you want.   

You know, I havenõt said anything about it, but I donõt like the way 
youõve yelled at me and slapped me around the last few months.   I 

excused that because you were under a lot of stress, but I donõt want to 
even think about marriage until you get that straightened out.ó 
 She could hardly believe, even now, what followed.   The next thing 

she knew she was on the floor.   He had hit her ñnot slapped or shoved 
but punched her.   Dazed, she tried to get up, he seized her and began 
hitting her over and over.  

 She screamed, struggled, and tried to get away.   He grabbed her by 
the throat.   She pushed him.   He tripped o ver an ottoman, fell down, and 

Denise escaped.  
 She went to the apartment.   Molly was a nurse.   She treated her 
bruises and cuts while Nicole soothed her anguish.   In less than an hour, 

Paul showed up.  
 Deniseõs friends tried to keep him out but he shoved his way in.   
The sight of him frightened Denise so badly she fainted.   When she came 

back around, Paul was gone.   Molly said he admitted to hitting her and 
wanted to talk to her.   She also noticed her roommates looked 

frightened.   She wondered if he had th reatened them.  
 She found out the next day.   She and Nicole were drinking wine 
and talking.   Molly was at work.   Denise could see her friend was 

anxious.    
 òAre you going to say anything about what happened yesterday?ó  

Nicole asked.  
 òI might.  I might g o to the police.ó 
 òDenise, please donõt go to police.  Paul threatened to out us if you 

say anything.ó 
 òôOutõ you?  What does that mean?ó 
 òIt means heõll tell people about us.  Heõll tell our employers weõre a 

couple.   Denise, if that happens, weõre sunk.   Weõll lose our jobs.  We 
canõt afford that.ó 
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 In those days, she remembered, gay rights had started to become a 
topic of discussion, but gay men and women were routinely 

discriminated against.   Nicole worked for the Internal Revenue , Molly was 
a nurse at a Catholic hospital and also came from a religious family.   
Nicole said that Paul threatened to tell their employers and families 

about their sexual orientation if word about the incident with Denise ever 
got out.  
 òWeõve started to build a life for ourselves here,ó she said, in tears.  

òWeõll lose our jobs, our families will find out, and it will wreck everything 
for us.   Please, Denise.   Please donõt say anything.  I know you have every 

right in the world to get him for this, and yo u should, but Iõm just asking 
you as a friend to think about us.ó 
 Denise assured Nicole she would say nothing.   Nicole went on to 

work for the IRS thirty years, took an early retirement, came out of the 
closet, and today was a lesbian writer and activist.   Molly committed 

suicide a year after the incident with Paul.   Denise had no doubt that his 
threats had driven her to the depression and anguish that caused her to 
take her own life.   In the  last weeks of her life, she said, Molly was 

terrified that Paul would carry out his threats and that her family would 
find out about her.  
 On the heels of her conference with Nicole came the sweep and rise 

to stardom.   The whirlwind of touring, television appearances, her 
introduction into the elite society of celebrit y, took up her time and 

mental energy.   She thought an accusation against Paul might hurt her 
career.   She let the whole thing go and left it behind.  
 The press asked her what happened.   She would smile.   òWe both 

decided we were going in different directi ons.   He has his career in 
government, I have mine in singing ñwe thought it just wouldnõt work 
out, so we cried, kissed, and said good -bye.ó  When interviewed he said 

similar things.   They had tacitly agreed on a story and both stuck to it.   It 
was only no w that he was a possible candidate for his partyõs nomination 

for President that there had been much mention their romance of so long 
ago. 
 She had seen the same weary sadness in Sossity Chandler that 

she had experienced in those days.  
 The two of them pl ayed together then Denise went back stage so 

Sossity Chandler could appear solo for twenty minutes.   She would come 
out again and do her solo slot then the two of them would end the 
concert together.  

 She listened.   Denise liked Sossity Chandlerõs music.  Like her, 
this woman covered a range of styles.   Her early hits were on the folky 
side.    Later she took a swing to more intense rock and roll and, more 

lately, toward blues.    Six months ago she released highly popular CD of 
songs about ecological issues.   The oddly phrased, modal music,  
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haunting lyrics, and beautiful arrangements of the songs, catapulted it to 
the top of the charts and led to the suggestion by Deniseõs management 

company that the two of them do a short tour together.   Sossity 
accepted.   The tour sold out in no time.  
 Denise respected Chandlerõs sustained success as a performer.  

Her only hesitation in going on tour with her was the bad press she had 
gotten the last year after her divorce:   four days in a hos pital for alc oholic 
poisoning;  a DUI that led to suspension of her driverõs license for a year;  

her extreme behavior after the trial in which a judge extended generous 
visitation rights to her husband.   These incidents gave her pause.   She 

considered cancelling the ag reement.   But then Sossity Chandler publicly 
apologized for her behavior and began taking steps to rebuild her life.   
 She seemed to be doing that.   The last few months had seen no 

destructive behavior ñand it had seen two of her songs topping the pop 
chart s and a CD selling in the multiple millions and receiving accolades 

from musical critics of all stripes.  
 And after the two of them got to know each other, spent time 
together, practiced together and began to perform, she saw how much 

Sossity Chandler had been hurt by the things that happened to her.   Her 
husbandõs betrayal had shaken her to the core.  She had been wounded 
by the collapse of her world and was only now rebuilding it from the 

fragments that come crashing down on her.   Denise had come to see t he 
true self beneath the celebrity image and she liked what she saw.  

She went back into the dressing room and fine -turned her guitar.   A 
twelve -string guitar , she reflected, is like a small child:   you canõt leave it 
by itself for very long .  She smiled.   She made that quip countless times 
in her concerts and it usually got a laugh.  
 She heard Sossity doing an intricate lead.   Denise had never been 

a skillful guitari st, only a competent strummer;  vocals were her focus.  
            She looked at her computer  again.   She had begun to write a 

memoir a year ago.   She and her husband read a lot and both of them 
had fallen in love with memoirs.   After going through Pilgrimage at Tinker 
Creek, Angelõs Ashes, Stealing Buddhaõs Dinner, Memoirs of a Beatnik, 
Surprised  by Joy ñdozens of others ñshe read The Bob Dylan Chronicles: 
Volume One and Trust Your Heart  by Judy Collins and decided she might 

write her own.   She planned to skirt over her relationship with Paul, or 
perhaps feature the better aspects of it.   And, she t hought, why do 

otherwise?   It had been only a minor episode in her life a long time ago.  
            One day she got a call from Nicole.  
            They had seen each other from time to time over the years.   

Denise gave money to Nicoleõs organization and once had performed at 
one of her rallies on National Coming Out Day.   Nicole had never said 

anything about Paulõs and his malevolent influence on Molly.  Denise  
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sensed she kept quiet about it out of political allegiance to Paulõs stances 
on things but also out of friendship ñnot wanting to launch a public 

scandal that would pull her ñDeniseñinto it and complicate her career.   
They did not see each other a lot and usually communicated mostly on 
business matters, so she wondered why her old s uitemate might call her 

out of the blue like this.  
            òDenise, I never told you this, but before Molly and I became 
lovers, she had a baby ñgave it up for adoption.   Her child is grown 

woman now with a family but wants to find out about her mother.   I told 
her how the three of us and Becky shared an apartment.   Sheõs a big fan 

of yours.   Would you be willing to meet with her?ó 
            They got together in the lobby of a hotel in Colorado Springs 
during one of Deniseõs concert tours.  The woman, named Michelle, could 

have been Mollyõs twin:  she had the same round face, liquid eyes, bowed 
lips, dark wavy hair, as the mother she had never seen.   They had tea 

and biscotti and, after preliminary small talk, Michelle asked, òCan you 
tell me, Miss Park er, what my mother was like?ó 
            And Denise Parker began to cry.  

            She could hardly stop herself.   Memories of her old apartment 
mate flooded in.   Of the two ñNicole and Molly ñMolly had been the quiet 
one.   She smiled a lot and said littl e but was always helpful, considerate, 

and accommodating.   Yet Denise knew from living near her those years 
that a lot of pa in lay behind those dark eyes;  Molly had been hurt, she 

carried the hurt with her, and it manifested itself in small ways you got 
to recognize if you were around her very much at all.   The vision of her 
leaving Nicoleõs side and stealing out in the middle of the night carrying 

the nylon rope she had bought that morning, and then hanging herself 
from the tree behind of their old apartme nt filled Denise with fathomless 
sorrow;  and the idea that Paul had released into her soul the cascade of 

fear, the surge of darkness that eventually ended her fragile life, filled her 
with stultifying anger.    

            When she was able to get control of herself, she said, òMichelle, 
your mother was the kindest, sweetest, gentlest woman I have ever 
known.ó 

            She went on to tell everything she could remember about Molly, 
recite anecdotes, recount funny stories of some of the things they had 

don e.  The woman listened.   After Denise finished she felt drained.   
Michelle touched her hand.  
            òThank you,ó she said.  òYouõve told me a lot.  Your tears told me 

more than your words could ever say.ó 
            She began to think she had to tell  the truth.   She had to include 
what Paul had done to her, and to Nicole and Molly, in the pages of her 

memoir.  
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            Immediately, though, the volatility of the political situation gave 
her pause.   Paul Wagner stood for the causes she endorsed, sung about 

and represented:   environmentalism, justice for the poor, peace.   The 
more recent administrations ñand she did not exempt the Clinton 
administration from these faults ñhad engaged in war, coddled big 

business at the expense of the po or and middle class, spied on the 
American people, and conducted policy without the input of the 
electorate.   Paul Robert Wager promised to put an end to these 

practices.   His record as a Congressman, and later as a Senator, gave 
some credence to these pro mises.   He would make a difference in how 

government operated and how it related to the people.   Whatever his 
other failings, whatever dirt she had on him, he seemed sincere in his 
political principles.  As he had told her in the coffee house so many years  

ago, he wanted to make a difference.  
            Sossity Chandler finished.   As the audience applauded Denise 

came out for her solo part of the performance.   She did her big hits, 
songs she had sung hundreds of time all over the world.   She felt the 
adula tion of the crowd (a lot of them were older).   Some of them sang 

along with the lyrics, a thing that increasingly happened at her concerts 
as her songs became icons of popular culture.   She enjoyed the vibration 
from an adoring, responsive audience.   After  she finished Sossity 

Chandler came out.   They would do three songs together for the finale.    
            The first one was òRevolution 1ó by the Beatles.  Denise laughed 

when Sossity suggested they do this, thinking she meant the heavy rock 
song but she insisted they did the more unplugged version on the White 
Album ñthe one not released as a single.   When they played it Denise 

agreed that it worked and gave some energy and irony to the last 
segment of the performance, enough that the two slower closing lo ve 
songs did not give a sleepy ending to the concert.   They began the piece 

and sang the familiar lyrics.   She liked verse two, which she sang (they 
alternated solos and did a duet on the last verse):  

 
You say you got a real solution  
Well you know  
We'd all  love to see the plan  
You ask me for a contribution  

Well you know  
We're doing what we can  
But when you want money for people with minds that hate  
All I can tell you is brother you have to wait  
                         
They did two more songs, finished, cam e out for a bow and a short 

encore, and returned to their dressing rooms, tired but happy, satisfied 
with what they both considered a good performance.  
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            Afterwards the two of them went to Deniseõs hotel room. They 
had a bottle of wine brought up and toasted the continued success of the 

concert.   After the second glass, Sossity Chandler asked her if she had 
known John Lennon.  
            òI spent some time with him and the others.  I always liked 

John.   Toward the end of his life , when he was living in New York, I saw 
him quite a bit and was getting to be real friends with him when tragedy 
struck.ó 

            òSo sadñbut itõs so awesome that you actually knew  him.ó 
            Denise smiled at the younger womanõs adulation. 

            òWhat I like about Lennonõs songwriting,ó Sossity went on, òis 
that he can be insightful without being cynical.   ôRevolutionõ is like that.  
It doesnõt cut through the debates that were going on in the sixties, it 

goes over them ñor goes around them or maybe just swallows them up in 
a bigger idealism.ó 

            Denise laughed.   òIf there was any sensible talk about that whole 
thing it was in Johnõs song. We wanted change.  We wanted utopia.   We 
talked about a revolution but had no idea how it would  happen or even 

what it was.   I remember once some friends and I were talking with an 
older guy ñhe was an Episcopal priest ñand he asked one of us, ôWhatõs 

this revolution going to accomplish?õ  My friend said, ôAfter the revolution 
Iõll be able to do whatever I want to do.õ  Thatõs about as silly a thing as 
Iõve ever heard anybody say.  It was as if we thought the people in power 

would just hand control of things over to us.   I guess we thought that 
because weõd had everything else handed to us all our lives, so why not 
this too?ó 

            òThe follow-up song to the sixties was ôWe Wonõt Get Fooled 
Againõ,ó Sossity said.  òI love that line, ôAnd the world looks just the same 

/ And history ainõt changed.õó 
            òThat pretty much says it all.ó 
            They drank more wine.   Denise asked how she was doing.  

            òPretty well.  Better than I was a few months ago.   I talked to my 
kids today.   Theyõre with their father this month.  Weõre playing in Detroit 
and I wanted to drop by and see them bu t he wonõt let meñand thatõs 

within his legal rights.   Stuff like that rips me.   Six months ago I would 
have drank myself into a stupor to try to get through it.   At least now Iõm 

not doing that.ó 
            Denise laughed.   òWell, Iõm getting a buzz.ó 
            òThis is different.ó  She paused, took a good drink of wine and 

then said, òThe hardest thingñif I can get personal, Deniseóñ 
            òPlease,ó Denise put in.  òI want you to.ó 

            òThanks.  The thing that bothers me most is his hypoc risy.   That 
bothers me worse than what he actually did.ó 
            òYouõll have to explain that to me.ó 
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           òItõs hard to learn your husband is in love with another woman.  
Itõs hard to learn heõs been in bed with another woman.  But the thing 

that gets me blind with anger is to know how for three years he played 
the loyal husband, g ood father, supportive spouse,  and all of it was lies.   
It was grade -A, primary hypocrisy.   Why the hell didnõt he just tell me he 

had fallen in love  with Kathy?   That would have been tough, but it would 
have been easier than remembering all the times he sweet talked me 
after we fucked each other, kissed me good -bye when I went off to tour 

and said he would miss me ñand then he beat a straight path righ t to 
her apartment so they could do their thing.   I suppose he would have 

gone on lying indefinitely if I hadnõt seen some inconsistencies in his 
stories and started to investigate.   That is what gets my hackles up.   Not 
the adultery.   The hypocrisy.   That õs worse than anything in the world.ó 

            Denise sat there in thoughtful silence.  
            òThat would be hard to take,ó she finally said. 

            Sossity shrugged and smiled.  
            òIõm working through it.  Sorry ñI get emotionally ind ulgent at 
times.   It must be nice to have a faithful husband.ó 

            òDerrick is a rare man,ó Denise answered, referring to her 
husband of thirty years.  
            A knock at the door brought in Lydia VanLant, a girl Sossity 

often traveled with when  she went on tours.   Lydia, a very pretty young 
woman who played the guitar and lute and was a member of a medieval 

ensemble of which Denise owned recordings, drank a glass of wine with 
them and she and Sossity went back to their suite.  
            Denise walked to the window.   She thought of how many hotel 

room windows she had stood at in cities around the globe and looked out 
at the lights.   Forty years of playing music had brought her  to the 
capitals of the world;  in her early days she had played folk cl ubs, coffee 

houses, libraries, and bookstores.   She remembered Sossity's stories 
about her years of struggle that finally ended in stardom.   She thought of 

her early days, of Nicole and Molly.   And of Paul.   Denise stood at the 
window a long time.   Then sh e went to her desk, got out her computer, 
and began to type.  

 
What I have to relate now comes at an inopportune time.   It may hurt Paul 

Wagnerõs political career, but it has to be said.  Hypocrisy is indefensible.   
And Paul Robert Wag ner is a hypocrite, hi ding his past and the destructive 
force he was in my life and in the life of one young woman in particular 
who paid the ultimate price for his duplicity . . .  
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UPLOAD / DOWNFALL  
 

 It wasn't until I logged on that I realized she'd done it .  She'd gone 
and left me.   She'd dumped me on the internet.  
 She wasn't an online girlfriend.   No, Harley was a real girl, who I 

dated I -R-L, who I held in my own arms and made love to with my own 
penis in a real bed on Armitage Street almost every night for nine full 
months. An entire baby's worth of time.   

 Harley was a blogger.   She had a Facebook to communicate with 
her friends from high school, a Myspace, and a LiveJournal to tell 

everyone exactly how she felt about everything.   If she was upset with  
me, she would write about it and let me read it later.   If she wanted 
something, she'd put it in her Amazon -dot -com wish list, and I'd have to 

find it.   Harley was afraid of direct verbosity, of communication without a 
keyboard, of talking without a comfo rting electric hum behind us.   She 

couldn't look me in the eyes when she spoke to me about anything 
intimate.   I was always surprised I didn't have to enter a password to 
take off her panties.  

 This morning, I finished twelve unsuccessful phone call attemp ts 
to get prospective die -ers to switch their life insurance policy with their 
current provider to one with my company.   I slugged the rest of the cold 

coffee and decided to check up on her, in the only way she wanted me to.  
 It was her Myspace that first alerted me to the trouble.   I was no 

longer in her top eight.   Her best friends had all moved up one slot, and 
in the eighth was her favorite bar.   I'd been replaced with a flyer that 
read, 'Thursday: Dollar Old Styles and Buck -Fifty Well Drinks.'   I'd bee n 

traded out for a building.   
 I scrolled through her profile.   She still liked the same music, the 
same movies, the same books, but her relationship status now said 

single .   
 Single.   Open to Networking, Friends, and Dating.   

 Frantic, I logged into Li veJournal, and there, not even in a friends -
only post but in a public post, it said everything.  
 

February 5, 2007:   It's Over  
 

I've broken up with Ethan.   It's simply too much.   He is overbearing, 
controlling, and pessimistic.   He doesn't approve of my lif estyle.   He 
doesn't understand me, and I decided last night that he never, ever will.   
He also thinks I am an idiot.  
 
I'm, naturally, pretty upset about the whole thing and I'll meet anyone who 
wants to go out for some drinks tonight at The Guest Room, som e time 
after 9.  
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Mood: Dejected  
Music: Bonnie Tyler, Total Eclipse of the Heart  
 
 It felt like this: as though my heart dropped into the bag at the end 
of the conveyor belt with a heavy thump, and a complete stranger took it 

home.  
 
 

 
 I me t Harley at a performance art show at the Kings Art Center.   

She was standing in a permanent position next to the bowl of rum 
punch, watching with a disinterested stare I couldn't blame her for.   The 
performance art was boring.   A bunch of half -naked peopl e were crawling 

very slowly from one end of the room to the other, and it was supposed to 
be some profound statement regarding the textile industry, but I wasnõt 

catching on.   By the first quarter of their journey, I'd watched Harley 
slam two glasses of pu nch.   She was wearing a white dress, not too tight, 
and red lipstick that kept smudging around on her cup.   

 The performance art was several yards away from being finished, 
so I walked over to her.  
 "Hey," I said.   "How do you like it?"  

 "It goes even slo wer as the buzz comes on."  
 "Really?"  

 "Do you want to take a smoke break?" she asked.  
 "I don't smoke."  
 "Neither do I."  

 I followed Harley outside, and this is where she told me her name 
(Harley Cannon) and I told her mine (Ethan Porter).   This is where I 
found out that she was a clerk at a trendy clothing store, liked tiny, 

fancy soaps, and was a year away from finishing her degree in public 
relations.   This is where I told her I sold life insurance, that my job 

consisted of writing 25 -character ads to p op up on banners whenever 
anyone wrote typed anything into a search engine pertaining to ôdeath,õ 
ôaccidents,õ ôfamily,õ ôair travel,õ at which point, I didnõt know what else to 

say, so I asked her,  
 "Do you know someone in the show?  Why are you here?"  

 She shrugged and finished her third glass, before dropping the 
plastic cup into the sand ashtray.  
 "I have to write a paper on a performance.  It said ôfree foodõ on the 

flyer.ó 
 "Was it good food?"  
 She shook her head.   "Just cheese."  

 "Come on," I said.   "I'll take you to the Coney.    You'll still get free 
dinner."  
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 "But why were you here?"  
 "I went to high school with one of the performers," I said.   "I ran 

into him at the gas station and he gave me a flyer."  
 "Really?"  
 "I'm not even k idding."  

 She looked down for a moment at her neat, red shoes and said, 
"Don't you want to talk to him at the end?"  
 "It doesn't matter.   Let's go."  

 That night, Harley was too shy to come in, so we exchanged 
numbers, and I should have known when she told me she checked her 

email more than she answered her phone that it would end like this.  
 But Harley was so sweet, so quirky, and so go od-looking.   Things 
escalated.  

 Last night, Harley was upset because she had decided to become a 
vegan and I told her I wou ldn't give up cheese or ice cream.   

 "Harley," I tried to reason, "I don't have to eat these things around 
you, but you shouldn't expect me to throw half my food away because 
you decide to change your eating habits on a lark."  

 "It's not a fucking lark, E than," she snapped.   "I saw a really 
convincing docudrama at the independent movie house and it inspired  

me."  
 "You change your mind over which candidate to vote for with every 
campaign ad you see on TV!"  

 "I do not!"  
 "Do you even know anything about what  a Drain Commissioner 
is?"  

 "This has nothing to do with me deciding to be a vegan!"  
 Iõm not sure why I was so up and  I should have waited, but -  

 "Yes it does, Harley.   Because tomorrow, chicken breast will be on 
sale and you'll change your mind and I' ll have thrown away all the shit I 
like to eat.   Because you do this all the time.   Because you can't think for 

yourself and it's a huge problem.   It makes you look stupid."  
 She paused.   Her eyes filled up and she whispered, "Stupid?"      
 Her eyes spille d over and she raged, "Stupid!"  

 "Not - not, stupidé stupid, per se,ó I tried.  Oh, but it was too late. 
 òIõm not stupid, youõre stupid.ó 

 òBaby, please." 
 I wrestled her into my arms, and I told her she wasn't, in fact, 

stupid.   I told her she should just  think it through.   I told her I loved her 
and stroked her hair.   
 Eventually, she calmed down and we went to bed.   The late -night 

comics were boring.   She slipped her hand into my underwear.   We had 
sex.  I whispered in her ear that I was sorry about cal ling her stupid and  
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she, in turn, whispered to me that it was okay.   She slept, naked, with 
her face on my chest.   

 Morning came milky gray and overcast.   She woke up, showered, 
and dressed all before I even got out of bed.  
 "Ethan?"  

 "Yes, baby."  
 "I still want to be a vegan."  
 I rolled over and pressed my face into the pillow.   I heard the door 

close.   I figured she simply had  somewhere else to be.  
 

 Now:  she's not answering her phone.   I've called her from my cell 
phone and tried t o be crafty by calling her from my work line, but she 
must have logged the number previously.   I text her:  

 
Harley why are you doing this?  

 
Im busy ethan.  
 

You broke up with me ON THE INTERNET!!!  
 
Its over.   U dont understamd me.  

 
Babx I just want 2 talk 2  u in person.  

 
Y does it matter?   Its over.   Yr a jerk.   Leave me alone 4evr.  
 

 
 On her Myspace again.  
 She is still beautiful.   Still thin and willowy, short chestnut hair 

and tiny bangs, holding the camera high above her head with one arm 
and looking off  into some distance, with a sensual yet somewhat 

crestfallen look on her perfect face.   All of her friends seem to have taken 
this exact same photo of themselves for their avatar, but Harley is by far 
the prettiest.  When I click to see all her photos, I a m reminded once 

more of everything.  Instead of the pictures of us, laughing and clinging 
to each other on beach fronts and crushed into the same side of two -

seater restaurant booths, there are pictures of her wearing lacy, cherry -
print negligee and pictur es of her double -fisting beer bottles while 
wearing nothing but her bikini.  And I remember, can hear it resonate in 

my head: Open to Friends, Networking and Dating . 
 Harley.   You cyber slut.   You world wide jezebel.   You digital 

Delilah.  
 I throw my phone  into my drawer, rest my head against my 
keyboard, and start to sob.   It is something that grows inside me first,  
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then moves externally.  Several minutes pass, I'm sure, but I'm not 
certain how many and it is only after my throat starts to ache and I 

become conscious of my nose running that I am able to momentarily 
stop.   Rubbing away tears and phlegm with my tie, I am thankful that 
my cubicle is private against a window, overlooking a cornfield.   For nine 

months, I have sat in this cubic le, fantasizing about the day Harley and I 
would get a joint life -insurance plan.   I thought about us picking out 
plots in the cemetery together, with the notion that perhaps we could 

drill holes in the sides, so that our phalanges could find each other an d 
juxtapose.   I used to tell myself, 'If I die in a fire, in a plane crash, in a 

drive -by gang initiation shooting, I want Harley to be secure for life.'   
More simply put, I wanted to get married to Harley.   I know we hadn't 
been together that long, but I wanted Harley to be my wife and I hadn't 

wanted a wife since I was 12 and wanted to be Mr. Pat Benatar.   And 
now she ñHarley Harley, not Pat Benatar ñwanted me to leave her alone.   

4evr.   
 Love is curious in that if you really feel it, none of the other shi t 
you tell yourself and others matters.   Your career goals, your life plans, 

your hobbies, the thing you're really good at ñfuck it.   They are all the 
penultimate achievements.   If you can't experience love, if you fail at 
that, then what good is anything e lse?  If I come home and say that I 

procured six more insurance holders for my company and no one says, 
'you deserve a blowjob, mister' have I done anything with my life?   If I 

win the lottery, and I can't take the woman I love to Las Vegas, am I a 
human b eing?  If the Apocalypse comes in this millennium and the sky 
rains blood and the Whore of Babylon rides the streets on a three -headed 

beast and I don't have anyone to be really, truly worried about making it 
to heaven with me before the demons rise up fro m Hell and attempt to 
seize the earth in the cataclysmi c battle between good and eviléwell, 

God.   Then what?   It doesn't matter how much insurance I sell, how 
much money I have, what things I buy, the size and quality or 

cleanliness and location of my apar tment.   If I have lost the only person I 
have ever loved, then I might as well throw myself in front of a train.  
 But your life insurance doesn't come through if you commit 

suicide.  
 For moral and work -related reasons, I should really try to get 

Harley bac k first.  
 
 I know what to do.  It's the obvious thing to do.   When I get home 

from work, I am too anxious to eat so I pace around my apartment, 
looking at all the pictures of us together,   placed in real frames, on real 
dressers, that I can hold in my own real hands.   Harley has never 

understood the concept of using film when everything is so much easier 
digitally, but I take great comfort in holding these images to my chest as  
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I sob uncontrollably on my bed, which still smells like the b ody wash she 
uses with such conviction that she has one bottle here in my shower and 

one in her own.   
 The passage of time fuels an anger inside me.   Harley would rather 
call me from work on her lunch break than stop by, even though we only 

work one El st op away from each other.   She would rather text me than 
call me.   She would rather email than text me.   She prefers to send me 
links to the websites of bars she'd like to go to.   She sends me reviews of 

movies she wants to see.   Half the things I know abou t her, I know 
because I have read all the entries in all her blogs and scoured the 

interest lists and profile details.   I've been practically stalking her, but 
she sleeps in my bed.   Her friends have no contact with her unless she 
makes it to a party, whic h she has usually found out about via Evite -dot -

com.   She sends all her cards and well -wishes in email greetings.   Just 
last week I got an animated puppy in my inbox wishing me a Happy 

Valentine's while it dug up little, red hearts from the dirt in front o f its 
dog house, and it's not even Valentine's Day yet.   She says all of this is 
healthy, convenient, and now.   She says itõs our generation gap that 

prevents me from understanding, but weõre only six years apart.  Iõm only 
28, and sheõs telling Iõm already out of touch.  
 When she sleeps, she holds me close and says nothing.   When we 

have sex, she won't tell me what she likes, but she will email me the 
results of online quizzes she has taken with titles like, 'what position is 

best for you?' and 'what's yo ur kink?'   
 More than anything, I just want us to be humans.   I have always 
wanted her to put these plastic, metal electronic chip monstrosities away 

and touch me, but she can't even do that in the end.   
 I decide that this is the one thing I will not po int and click about.   
She will break up with me in person, or we are still together.   

 I put on my polo shirt; I am going to the bar.  
 

 The Guest Room is nearly empty at half after nine.   It's tacky 
inside, all beer advertisements and crests of Irish fami lies that are 
probably dead and diluted, green carpeting and fake stone walls. This is 

the kind of bar that serves the drinks in plastic glasses.   I have always 
wondered why Harley liked this bar, with its Batman pinball and Bloody 

Mary Bar, and now I'm do ubly offended since itõs replaced me in her 
Myspace.   
 I could use a drink, but I waste no time in finding her.   She's there, 

bent over the pool table.   Her shirt falls open and I can see the curvature 
of her breasts as she prepares to sink the six.   She doesn't notice me, not 
yet, but I'm fairly  certain she knows I'll come.  She posted that she'd be 

here.   
 There's a man hanging around behind her, leaning on his pool cue  



75 

 

J. Bennett -Rylah  
 

and taunting her, that flirtatious taunting.   He is staring at h er ass, and 
though I am no better man, I feel that I have more right to look at her 

body since I've given it shelter, held it, loved it.   The clack of the cue 
against the ball shakes me into action.  
 She misses.   The Talking Heads come on the jukebox.  I approach.  

 "Harley."  
 She looks up, and though she looks a little apprehensive, her jaw 
tenses with nerve.  

 "What are you doing here, Ethan?"  
 "You said anyone who wanted to join you for a drink tonight 

should be here after nine," I say.   "So what'll it be , baby?   The usual?   
Vodka tonic with an extra lime?"  
 "I didn't mean you," she sneers.   "I broke up with you."  

 The man is looking back and forth between us.   He'll punch me 
within five minutes if she wants him to.   This I know.   

 "Harley, I've decided i t doesn't count," I say.   "For nine months, 
you've wedged these things in between us.   This is the one thing I won't 
stand for.   If you want to dump me, you have to do it in person.   You 

cannot dump me on the internet."  
 The man speaks up.  
 "You dumped thi s guy over instant messenger?"  

 "Not even!   She dumped me in a blog post!"  
 The man is definitely reconsidering his options.   Harley's gorgeous, 

but internet -dumping is cruel.   
 "Dumping is dumping," Harley defends herself.   "Making I felt I 
needed to pos t it instead of tell you in person because you never 

understand me."  
 "Understand you?   Baby, I would've let you be a vegan."  
 "Let me?" she shrieks.   "Let me?   How about supporting me?   How 

about trying to understand why I would want to make that choice.  How 
about instead of just refusing to make any accommodations for me, 

figuring out why that might be important to me?"  
 "Because I didn't really think -" 
 "Excuse me."  

 A waitress is standing among us now, holding two platters in her 
hands.  

 "Who had the c hicken strips?"  
 Harley's gentleman caller raises his hand and takes the plate.  
 "The burger?"  

 Harley and I lock eyes.  
 "The burger, Harley?"  
 Her voice trembles.  

 "Yes, ma'am, I had the burger."  
 I take the plate from the waitress and set it on a nearby table.   I  
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can barely contain myself.  
 "You broke up with me because I didn't understand why you 

wanted to be a vegan, and now youõre eating a burger?" 
 "It wasn't even about being a vegan.   It's about you never 
understanding me!"  

 "I und erstand you perfectly!" I shout.   "I told you that I didn't think 
you really wanted to be a vegan because you always change your mind 
about everything.   I told you I wanted you to think it through because 

you're easily persuaded by propaganda and commercia ls.   For fuck's 
sake, Harley, you bought the Paris Hilton album."  

 "I didn't buy it," she whines,  "I downloaded it off iTunes."  
 "Whatever!   The point is that I predicted that you would change 
your mind, and here you are, eating a burger with some guy.   I 

understand you so well.   I understand you better than anyone."  
 Harley looks as though she might cry.   She sets down the pool cue 

and rubs her eyes, smearing blue chalk on her cheekbones.   I move to 
brush it away, but she shrinks back.  
 "Don't."  

 "For fuck õs sake, you have chalk-." 
 "Don't!"  
 She crosses her arms over her chest and turns away from me.   Her 

friend is standing there awkwardly, holding his plate in one hand and a 
half -eaten chicken tenderloin in the other.   We are at an impasse, the 

three of u s, a meat -eating Mexican standoff.   Even the waitress is eyeing 
us warily.  
 "Are you going to eat your burger, Harley?"  

 "I'm not hungry."  
 "You should eat the burger."  
 She looks at me and I can see an acute fury in her eyes.  

 "No."  
 "Why not?"  

 "I told y ou, I'm not hungry.   I'm too upset to be hungry."  
 Itõs pathetic, the way hearing her say ôIõm too upsetõ makes me 
want to comfort her.   

 "If you want to leave me," I say, "then leave me in person.   None of 
this blogging -text -messaging -e-card crap.   Just tell me, right here, that 

you don't want to be with me."  
 She shakes her head.   "I do want to be with you, but -,ó 
 "But what?ó 

 "I love you.  I still love you.ó 
 She seems oddly indignant.  My heart is breaking and mending at 

the same time.   A constant wea ring away of fibers and seams.   Ironically, 
this is first time I feel like we are being ridiculous.  This is stupid and 
hyperbolic and in public and who the fuck is this guy and his chicken  
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tenderloins?   She likes me, no, she loves me.  What does that even  mean 
and if you like someone ñ 

 "Why did you write that?ó 
 "I don't really wanté I don't really want to break up with you.  I 
was mad, okay?ó 

 "Harley, are you going to cyber -dump me every time you're mad?"  
 She seems demure when she sa ys, "Probably not."  
 I move forward again, and this time she doesn't flinch when I 

smudge the chalk on her face into a lighter hue.   
 "There's an internet café down the street where I can edit my last 

entry," Harley relents.  
 This relationship might take some work.  
 "It doesn't matter, babe," I say.   "They're just words on a screen.ó 

 Harley's friend has awkwardly sat down at a high -top table in the 
corner and is pretending to watch 'the game,' which is something like 

baseball now.   Harley follows my glanc e. 
 "That's just Travis.  He works with me.   He sells lotions."  
 "Huh."  

 A moment passes.  Then another one.  Travis shrugs.  
 "Well, Harley, if you're not going to eat that burger, I'm going to."  
 

 In the days that follow, there is work to be done.   It is cold outside, 
but I take Harley on walks and show her the post office, where people 

used to go to send each other letters.   We go to the bank, where people 
used to have to have actual interaction with other humans to transfer 
funds or to get cash from thei r account.   We go on a roadtrip, and I teach 

her how to use a paper map, and though she is initially frustrated and 
wants to know why we can't 'Quest it, she eventually learns to find her 
own route.   My car has no adaptor for her iPod, so as we drive, we t alk.   

She tells me things I've never known about her, things that she holds too 
sacred to post online, even in protected or filtered entries, and I feel 

closer to her than I have since the day I met her.   When we check into 
the bed and breakfast, which Har ley acquiesced to staying at despite its 
lack of 'online user reviews' or any -number -star -rating, she doesn't seem 

to mind the woods that surround us or the snow falling on top of us or 
the silence between us void of electric, white noise.   We both lose si gnal 

on our cell phones out here, and she is only briefly disappointed by a 
lack of a wireless hotspot when she wants to Wikipedia the history of the 
town we're staying in.   She ends up asking another couple, who know 

everything about it and come here ever y winter, and we share a few 
cocktails with them before retreating to our own room.   When she 
sprawls across my chest before we fall asleep, she mutters something 

about the day having been 'fun.'   She asks if we can go for a walk in the 
woods tomorrow and I tell her yes.   She asks about the probability of  
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being torn apart by wild bears.   I tell her it's slim, but not to worry 
because life insurance might cover that.   

 "I don't have life insurance," she says.  
 "You can share mine," I say.  
 There is a pause while she considers what this might mean.      

 "Okay, Iõll think about it," she says. 
 She falls asleep and I listen to the wind outside, listen for bears.   I 
hear nothing but her breathing: slow, natural, and human.  
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THE POETRY OF HER DECEIT  
 

 All rock -and -roll bars are shit holes.   This one was an impressively 
big shit hole.  It was complete with the band stickers, black -painted 
walls, jaded and unwashed sound engineers, and holes in the concrete 

that betrayed year s of violence and juvenile art.  This was the kind of 
place where the crowd wanted you to win them over.  They stood there, 
sipping their beers, silently watching every band that went up.  But you 

couldnõt get so much as a head nod from them unless you pulled it out of 
them.  If you werenõt loud and fast and hard then you might as well have 

stayed home.  I started to play my opening solo, the guitars ringing from 
backstage, and the crowd rigidly walked to a non -committal spot near 
the back of the floor.   

 The first song Iõm always full of energy.  I was banging my head 
and swinging around like a little kid.  The band started off with that 

dance -like song that we hadnõt given a name to yet.  I was bopping 
around and making faces and being dramatic.  By the s econd song I had 
sufficiently worn myself out and had to struggle through the rest of the 

show.  It happens every time.  I never learn anything.  
 We were playing well.  We were really tight, which people liked.  It 
made them think we were a real rock band instead of a bunch of jokers 

from somebodyõs basement.  The way we played dared the crowd not to 
move.  The rudimentary yet precise starts and stops teasingly suggested 

that even if they all left we would rock this hard.  The way we were, the 
way the music  ran like clockwork, made people leave behind their rough 
exteriors and let themselves enjoy the experience.  

 I often look to my left when I play the drums. A lot of the time Iõm 
not paying attention to what Iõm doing at all, opting instead to think 
about what I had for lunch or what kind of drink I want from the bar.  

The audience bumped around in the dark while I was blinded by the 
stage lights.  But every once in a while I caught a glimpse of someone 

moshing down there and I knew things were going well.   
 I didnõt see her until the second to last song, òStalker.ó  By then my 
arms were on fire.  I was sweating all over the place.  I was breathing in 

labored pulls that never seemed to get enough air in.  I had long since 
taken my shirt off and let everyone  see my moist, hairy body because I 

couldnõt take the heat anymore.  I was panting between songs and laying 
on my snare drum.  It was the most naked anyone can ever feel.  Thatõs 
when I saw her.   

 She was in the back, where there was more light, leaning o n the 
bar.  There was a man with her.  He leaned into her to speak and then 
slid her a small, brown drink.  She took off her coat, the long, black one 

that looked really sexy on her, and put it on a nearby stool.  Her black 
hair seemed to flow all over, co vering and highlighting her breasts  
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simultaneously.  I didnõt notice my guitar player yelling at me to get 
ready for then next song.  He just went into it and I was a little startled.  

Of course it would be the song I had written about her.  It was called 
òThe Poetry.ó   
 I came in like a freight train.  In the opening riff I wanted to knock 

the whole bar onto the floor.  I wanted waves of sound to wash that filth 
hole clean.  I wanted to beat right through my drums and dig myself into 
the ground.  The thing about drummers is they control everything in the 

band.  When I suck, everyone else sucks.  When I want fire and pain, the 
whole place is a riot.   

 My lead singer, quaint little blonde that she is, stepped up and 
started singing the w ords I had written months after Charlotte had 
broken up with me.  Those words werenõt the sappy ones that come 

through the tears; they were the focused, sharpened words that come 
after thinking about it for what seemed like a lifetime.   

 This isnõt an apology for the things I let you do.  
 This doesnõt mean Iõm sorry for the days that I lost loving you. 
 The beat to that song is a frantic one.  When I first wrote it I could 

barely play it.  But sitting there, watching her hips writhe to the music, it 
just f lowed out of me.  She looked better than I remembered.  The look 
on her face was like the first time she tried to seduce me, only she was 

better at it from years of practice.  Even through the smoke and the 
flashing lights and the craziness I could see tha t.  And she looked better 

in the ways that she knew I liked.  She wore the candied apple lipstick I 
liked and the black leather pants that drove me crazy.   
 I want your blood and your tears to maintain  
 Right at the end thereõs no need for blame 
 That was nõt the guy she had cheated on me with.  It wasnõt even 
the one she was cheating on him with.  He had on the Old Navy version 

of a rock club uniform and a stock brokerõs watch.  I could imagine her 
batting her eyes, snuggling up to him, putting a lilt in h er voice and 

asking him to take her to my show.  I wonder if he knew who I was.  I 
wonder if he knew that Iõm the one who put those scratches on her back.   
 The chorus kicked in and I was already run down.  I was having 

trouble holding on to the sticks in  my worn hands.  I had written this 
song so that my arms would be flying around in front of me.  At the time 

it was so that I could impress people with my abilities.  Now it was just 
another way of punishing myself.  In this case, I was punishing myself 
for looking at her so long and so longingly.   

 This is the poetry of your deceit  
 She had her hand on his hip. She was good with things like that.  
She kept looking over at me as if she only remembered the good times we 

had.  I remembered her.  I remembered  the rabid sex and the vicious 
fights and the way she looked when she got home drunk and smelling  
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like someone elseõs cologne, and the way I would just push her around.  
The way I looked at her looked like that.   

 When Iõm being honest you feel good as a crutch  
 I still donõt want to hear about your needs and your lust 
 She looked at me like she only remembered the quiet afternoons in 

bed and the parties with our friends and the heartfelt conversations and 
the way I loved her.  The way she looked at me looked like that.  And 
maybe, just maybe, if we werenõt playing the song I wrote about hating 

her I could have looked at her that way too.  
 This part of you, from your mind, that I kept  
 Is still the best that you have left  
 The crowd was eating this song up.  They were dancing around like 
jackals in front of the stage.  It wasnõt our heaviest or our fastest song, 

but they were going completely wild.  They were celebrating my hate for 
her as much as I was.  It was perverse.  I wished that I  still had my shirt 

on because they were making me feel dirty.  
 This is the poetry of my release  
 I could see in her eyes that she didnõt want to go home with that 

guy.  She used to do that to me.  She used to pick up guys and then 
change her mind and make  me come in and take her away from them.  It 
was ok when she came back to me.  It wasnõt ok when she went home 

with them.  She would get that look in her eye like a little lost puppy and 
Iõd have to swoop in to save her.  I hated that look.  And every night we 

went out, I would hope for that look.  She was shining it at me from 
across the room like an emergency flare.   
 The second chorus lead into the bridge.  My singer, with nothing to 

do, came back to me to express her amazement.  She looked at me for an  
explanation of what was going on.  We were good with the crowds but we 
were never this good.  And as tight as we had this song it was obvious 

that we were flying off the rails a little bit.  I pointed with my lips at the 
bar and she saw what was going on.   She looked back at me as if to ask 

if I was ok.  I just started banging my head and closed my eyes while 
pounding out the beat.    
 I wanted to throw my sticks straight at the drink in her pretty little 

hands.  I wanted to dive across the room and tear h er apart.  Instead I 
took us back into the chorus.  

 This is the poetry of you and me  
 It was poetry the way this thing worked.  It was beautiful and 
intricate and detailed and planned just like a poem.  If one thing were 

out of place the whole spell would be broken.  If she didnõt have that look 
in her eye, or that lilt in her voice, or that gentle touch it wouldnõt have 
been so sweet to be hurt by her.  It was everything working together that 

made what she did to me poetry.  And it was sick the way I kept coming 
back for more.  
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 This is the poetry of our disease  
 I slammed into the closing.  My guitar player screamed into his 

solo.  My legs were going numb.  He stretched that solo out as long as he 
could and twisted her knife deep into me  without even knowing it.  She 
pulled out a cigarette and the guy with her lit it.  I love the way she 

smokes.  I love the way it looks.  All the fight just drained out of me.  It 
was too much to get away from her.  There were too many things about 
her tha t sunk deep into my flesh and held me there.  I couldnõt stand to 

look at the bar and pretend she wasnõt there.  Everything about her 
promised me that if I just went over there I could hold her again.  It was 

too much to refuse.   
 I think my lead singer s aw it.  I know my bass player saw it.  He 
looked back at the bar and then at me and he knew, just like I did.  We 

both knew that after this song I was gonna walk over to her and save her 
from that guy.   

 My guitar player came out of his solo and wrapped u p the song.  I 
beat out the final hits and then grabbed my toms to hold myself up.  My 
sweat flowed down my arms and onto the drum heads.  I sucked in 

buckets of air and then squeezed every whisper out.  The crowd roared at 
me. They seemed to appreciate my  effort almost as much as my 
suffering.  I closed my eyes and admitted to myself, òafter this Iõll go to 

the bar and take her away from him.ó  Then I packed up my drums and 
walked off stage.  
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Dean Groombridge's Pieces of Me  

"He aches for the past but sees the immediate.  Deanõs music strikes me 
to share that viewpoint, even if he is from a different culture and time. " 

 
 
 

 
 

Ruby James' Desert Rose  

"Rubyõs cover of 'Wicked Games' has been on my own myspace site ñitõs 
wicked and deliciously so.  Think if Sylvia Plath had become a rock star 

but not doomed. " 
 
 

 
 

 
David Vector's Go 

"There is something compelling about Davidõs voice, not to sound like a 

groupie.  Itõs just different music, not pre-packaged.  Think of the 
difference between a homemade meal and fast food.  He offers us a feast 

in GO." 
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BEING OURSELVES  
 

 Iõve been thinking about plastic surgery, airbrushing, 1000 
photographs taken of an underwear model just to select one, how many 
singers sound n othing like their CD (think of Coldplay on the MTV 

awards ñeven if the issue of their discord was about technology), how 
poets get groomed as if prepping for the Kentucky Derby.  Iõve been to 
Louisville and have shopped with a friend for an amazing hat and it 

helped me understand that spectacle is inclusive, at first.  
 This is one of the reasons I love independent singers ñthey who are 

stubborn and themselves.  Iõm thinking of Dean Groombridgeõs CD Pieces 
Of Me.   (You can find him on myspace.com).  It may sou nd odd, and 

perhaps Dean might be unhappy with this comparison, but he sounds 
like Steve Perry of Journey, only with the freedom to be earnest in new 
ways.  I love this album and have waited awhile to review it to see if my 

first impression is also my last ñand it is.   
 Some of the songs are very pop but, again, Iõm exhausted by 
cynicism.  I like òApril Fooló but nothing tops òSOS To Everyone.ó  Its 

confidence and honesty is anchored by Deanõs voice and lyrics.  I wish I 
was younger again, driving through c ornfields and blasting this song in 

my cheap car.  Angst and talent is always a winning combination.  His 
music reminds me also of how I felt when I was heartbroken in Utah 
once and packing up for a new life (a good choice it turned out ñbut I 

didnõt know that then).  òPart Of Me Leavesó is acoustic and electrical in 
a way thatõs about dangerous stillness in oneõs life. 

 Isnõt that a summary of Yannis Ritsosõ last poems?  He wrote òNot 
one of nightõs stars is a lieó and I as read that line and reread it, there 
something in me that wishes it is true.  Ritsosõ last book, Late Into The 
Nightó is proof of his courage as a human and artist.  He aches for the 
past but sees the immediate.  Deanõs music strikes me to share that 

viewpoint, even if he is from a differe nt culture and time. In òOne Yearó 
he sings òNever been the one to notice / how the years fall away.ó  Here 
is a singer who may have to struggle to get ahead but talent will win out.  

 This brings me to Ruby James and her Desert Rose CD.  Her voice 
is amazi ng and a mix of Janis Joplin and Marianne Faithfull (one of my 

heroes as is Yoko Ono).  Her music is blues and country, proud and 
brave, defiant but is trusting.  It makes you feel like itõs vulnerable just 
to you alone as you listen.  Again, I selected he r for this review because, 

Ruby has ambition but is not pre -packaged, isnõt someone you have to 
fix electronically after her music sessions,.   

 In òEverything Good Goes Awayó she chars you with her charisma.  
She is like the daughter of Thelma and Louise  that no one knows about 
(Brad Pitt as the unknowing father?  He can be my daddy too ñoh wait, I  
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would have to be his daddy).  Rubyõs cover of òWicked Gamesó has been 
on my own myspace site ñitõs wicked and deliciously so.  Think if Sylvia 

Plath  had become a rock star but not doomed.  
 I saw Patti Smith perform last year and was struck by her 
enthusiasm for her art, beyond the business of it, other than seeking 

money.  She was amazing and my boyfriend and I felt her love of what 
she was doing.  It  was a small theater, an enthusiastic crowd, and I 
forgot that I was in Ann Arbor, Michigan.  It was like a muse visiting in a 

time when we have a president that stole two elections.  (Donõt worry, the 
CIA/FBI must have a file on me.  I was recently transl ated into Arabic 

and my poems transmitted across Egypt and then the Middle East.  They 
are political poems but nothing to hurt this country I love so much and 
that has been kind to me).   

 Rubyõs closing song is òNo Way To Love Youó and I know who I 
want t o star in the remake of Bette Midlerõs The Rose.  I just recently saw 

it again and remembered a time in Boston when we were too poor to 
attend the concert and peeked through a peephole in the fence built 
around the outdoor concert.  Bette was dressed like a hotdog.  It has 

turned out to be a sweet memory and Ruby is the stuff by which to make 
memories.  She is also on myspace where I often find the talents to define 

us.  
 I do reviews in three and David Vector, David Vector, David Vector.  
Talk about someone  who is not phony.  An out singer who is not scared 

to scare himself.  He has a new CD but Iõm talking of GO.  Go is going, 
going, and going.  He is Michigan man who will one day be in the 

mainstream.  Many of my friends have never heard of him, but the po int 
is to hear him. The title song is wild and demanding, sets a standard for 
the rest of the CD.  Iõm happy to report that he teases us until weõre hot 

and bothered.   
 In òUltraviolet Boy,ó he tells a story subtly, and it hurts.  Itõs about 
an encounter between two men who have known each other when 

younger.  Isnõt sex always complicated?  Think Vicki Lawrence in òThe 
Night That The Lights Went Out In Georgiaó but less campy, almost 

Fassbinder if a songwriter.  There is something compelling about Davidõs 
voice, not to sound like a groupie.  Itõs just different music, not pre-
packaged.  Think of the difference between a homemade meal and fast 

food.  He offers us a feast in GO. 
 More than anyone he reminds me of the poet Robert Lowell who 

has been dismissed as merely a confessionalist.  As a poet, I know the 
pain of writing about your own life.  Lowell is amazing and Iõve been re-
reading his early books.  Iõve been struck by his sensitivity, delicacy and 

muscular language.  In Lord Wearyõs Castle (1946), he s trikes me as 
contemporary:  òThe world our-Herods Herod (from òThe Holy  

Innocentsó).  Sex and love is a version of salvation that makes sense, for  
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its tactile, its textual eventuality.  In òSweat,ó David sings òweõre not 
through yet,ó and I canõt wait to hear where his next journeys will take 

him as an artist.  He is truly one of my favorite new artists (new to me, 
perhaps).  GO is a go.  
 Here are artists who feel raw because they are not yet part of 

corporate America and I honor them for th at.  The rewards to listen to all 
three (they are listed as friends on my own myspace even though weõve 

never met except through art) is great. But there are so many exciting 
new artists waiting and deserving listeners.  Also some others that Iõve 
reviewed  in the past are still throbbing for the future ahead of them. And 

we get to be the lucky ones who will one day say, they understood our 
hearts.  There is nothing wrong with being honest and just ourselves.  
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Lisa Albinger was born and raised in Wisconsin where she received her 
BFA in 1999. She is an avid coffee drinker and movie buff, most recently 
soaking in the inspiration of David Lynch. Her paintings (created using 

cotton swabs and paper towel) depict women in curiously whimsical 
roles, ma ny representing different aspects of Lisa's character. After five 
years in the Arizona desert Lisa now lives in Portland, Oregon where she 

is inspired by the rain and moody sky.  
 

Juliet Bennett-Rylah is a freelance writer and musician originally and 
freque ntly from Grand Rapids, MI.  She currently works as a staff writer 
for Recoil Magazine  and is the Asst. Music Editor for Wide -Eyed 

Magazine , among other things.  She is twenty -two, a graduate of Grand 
Valley State University in the field of professional wr iting, and provides 

piano, flute and voice for the End Times Orchestra, house band for W. 
Michiganõs most controversial production, The Super Happy Funtime 
Burlesque Show.  

 
Wes Brown is 22 and based in the North of England. His poetry and 

prose has appeare d in magazines and journals across the UK. He is 
the General Editor of Cadaverine Magazine .  
 

Philip B. Calabro is a new fiction writer living in New Jersey.  While 
crafting his dark, caustic, occasionally violent and often perverse works, 

he draws on his experiences as a failed musician, a dangerously 
incompetent contractor's assistant, and a deeply committed lover of 
alcohol.  He attributes his lack of success to an absence of talent on his 

part and his few achievements to altruism.  In spite of himself, he has 
recently finished a novel he hopes, but does not expect to have 

published.  
 
Mary Carroll-Hackett took the MFA in Fiction from Bennington College 

in June 2003. Her work has appeared in Carolina Quarterly , Clackamas 
Literary Review , and Reed, among nu merous other literary journals. Her 

first book, What the Potter Said , was released in July 2005. She currently 
directs Creative Writing at Longwood University in Farmville, VA, where 
she also edits The Dos Passos Review  and administers the Liam Rector 

Firs t Book Prize for Poetry with Briery Creek Press.  
 

Lily Corwin was born and raised in beautiful Blacksburg, Virginia. She 
currently lives and works in Washington, DC, where she is completing 
her doctorate. She teaches courses in writing and literature at Ca tholic 

University, Johns Hopkins University, and the University of Maryland 
University College. Her creative writing is either forthcoming or has 
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appeared recently in Dispatch, Main Channel Voices, Marginalia, Perigee, 
R-KV-RY, and Ward 6 Review . 

 
Susan Deer Cloud is Métis Mohawk/Seneca/Blackfoot who has been 

published in numerous journals & anthologies ( Sister Nations : an 
Anthology of Native Women Writers  on Community,  Unsettling America , 
Mid -American Review , Ms. Magazine , Sojourner , North Dakota Quarterly , 
Quarterly West,  Stone Canoe , etc).   Her most recent book is The Last 
Ceremony  (Foothills Press) and she has edited two anthologies (the recent 

one a Native anthology) plus the 2008 Spring Issue of Yellow Medicine 
Review .  She has received various awards and fellowships, including 

First Prize in Allen Ginsberg Poetry Competition, Prairie Schooner 's 
Readers Choice Award, a New York State Foundation for the Arts 

Fellowship, a Chenango County Council for the Arts Literature Grant, 
and 2007 National Endowment for the Arts Literature Fellowship.   She 

has taught Creative Writing at Binghamton University in between singing 
for pennies from Heaven.  
 

Julia Crane has publ ished poems in various journals ñmost recently 
Boulevard, 5AM, and  Dinerñas well as book reviews i n the New 

Hampshire Writers' Project publication, Ex Libris.  Another poem has 
recently been accepted for inclusion in a Winterhawk Pre ss anthology 
titled Zeus Seduces the Wicked Stepmother in the Saloon of the 
Gingerbread House .  She is a professor of Lit erature and Writing at 
Vermont College ð Union Institute & University, and also teaches at 

Granite State College.  
 

William Doreski teaches writing and literature at Keene State College in 
New Hampshire. His most recent collection of poetry is Another Ice A ge 
(AA Publications, 2007) . He has published three critical studies, 

including Robert Lowellõs Shifting Colors.  His essays, poetry, and reviews 
have appeared in many journals, including Massachusetts Review, Notre 
Dame Review, The Alembic, New England Qua rterly, Harvard Review, 
Modern Philology, Antioch Review, Natural Bridge .  

 
Alan Elyshevitz is a poet and short story writer from East Norriton, PA. 
His poems have appeared most recently in Ellipsis , Argestes , and 

Cadillac Cicatrix . In addition, he has pub lished two poetry chapbooks: 
The Splinter in Passionõs Paw (New Spirit) and Theory of Everything  

(Pudding House). Currently he teaches writing at the Community College 
of Philadelphia.  

 
Anthony Frame is a poet, a teacher and an insect exterminator  who 
live s in Toledo, OH with his wife and their spoiled cat. His first chapbook, 

Postmodern Guernica , is forthcoming from Imaginary Friend Press and 
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his poems have  been published in, or  are forthcoming from, Heliotrope , 
Conte Online , Perigee, Versal and The Toledo  Review , among others. He is 

also co -editor of the online journal, Glass: A Journal of Poetry .  He likes 
bad TV and even worse music.   You can google him, but god only knows 

what you'll find.  
 

Will George was awarded  a 2006 Oregon Literary Fellowship  from 
Literary Arts in nonfiction for his  manuscript  River Soul: A Political and 
Spiritual Journey along the Arkansas River.  It's a narrative nonfiction 

story and memoir  about water politics,  hope despite the worst drought in 
modern history, and spiritual transf ormation through water. It was 

selected as finalist for the 2007 Santa Fe Writers Project Literary Awards. 
To note: His manuscript is tired of being mailed all over the country and 
looks forward to settling down in a good publishing house.  

 
CoCo Harris is a mother of three daughters and a native Atlantan. She 

lived with her family in the Washington, D.C. metro area; Nigeria, West 
Africa; and Seattle, WA; and now resides on the coast of Georgia in the 
Golden Isles. She attended Howard University for undergra duate studies 

in Electrical Engineering and graduate studies in African Studies. After 
receiving her BSEE from Howard, she became a patent law professional 

working in biomedical technology for the United States Patent Office. She 
was later waived into the U. S. Patent Bar and practiced as a Registered 
Patent Agent representing individuals, firms, and corporations and 

continues to practice patent law on a contractual basis.  
On the other side of her life and brain, dubbing herself a lifetime 

diarist, she has  taught the art and craft of creative journal writing to 

individuals, organizations, and colleges by way of her creative journal 
writing workshops since 1999. She has been a contributing writer and 

columnist for various magazines and has authored several c reative 
journaling guidebooks for her book and memoir projects. She received 
her Master of Fine Arts in Writing in Fiction from Spalding University in 

Louisville, Kentucky. Her works in progress include various nonfiction 
and fiction projects, including se veral memoir anthologies, a novel, and a 

collection of short stories.  
 
David W. Landrum teaches Literature and Creative writing at a small 

university in Northern Michigan.  His fiction has appeared in 
Shattercolors, Loch Raven Review, Amarillo Bay, Eskimo Pie and other 

journals.  He is the editor of the on -line poetry journal, Lucid Rhythms . 
 
Barbara F. Lefcowitz has published nine poetry  collections. Her most 

recent, The Blue Train to America , appeared in 2007. Her fiction, poetry, 
and essays have appeared  in over 500 journals. She has won writing 

fellowships and prizes from the National Endowment for the Arts, the 
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National Endowment for the Humanities, and the Rockefeller 
Foundation, among others.   She lives in Bethesda, Maryland and is also 

a visual artis t. "Gold Coins, Red Dulse, Earth, Sea" is part of a series of 
essays that juxtapose three or four "objects" to discover their 

interconnections. The form is loosely related to that of the prose 
villanelle.  
 

Kat Meads's most recent book is a novel, The Inven ted Life of Kitty 
Duncan (Chiasmus Press). Her third novel, when the dust finally settles , 

is forthcoming from Ravenna Press. She has received a National 
Endowment for the Arts fellowship, a California Artist Fellowship and 
writing residencies at Yaddo, th e Fine Arts Work Center in Provincetown 

and the Millay Colony. Recent essays have appeared in Drunken Boat , 
American Letters & Commentary  and Fugue. "Work for the Day is 

Coming" is part of a nonfiction manuscript -in -progress, The Insomnia 
Essays.  

 
Wendy Mnookin is a poet living in Newton, Massachusetts. Her new 
book, The Moon Makes Its Own Plea,  will be published by BOA Editions 

this fall. Her other books are  What He Took , To Get Here , and Guenever 
Speaks . She has new poems in The Greensboro Review, Harvar d Review, 
POOL, and Prairie Schooner . Mnookin, who received her MFA in Writing 
from Vermont College, was awarded an NEA Fellowship in Poetry.  

 
Andrew Najberg is a  lecturer in English for the University of Tennessee 
at Chattanooga and a student in the Spald ing low -residency MFA 

program.   His chapbook of poems Easy to Lose was published by 
Finishing Line Press in October 2007, and he is a winner of a 2008 AWP 

Intro award.   His individual poems have  appeared in Bat City Review , 
New Millenium Writings , and the Anthology Low Explosions: Writing on 
the Body and will appear in the anthology Borders and Fences  in summer 
2008 and an upcoming issue of Artful Dodge.   

 
Bruce Palaggiõs experience in photography began in the mid 1970s with 
a Nikkormat FT2 camera.  For man y years , he and  his Nikons were 

inseparable!  Circumstances in his  life changed and, for too long a 
period , he  rarely touched his  cameras.  In the fall of 2005, he  purchased 

his  first "real" digital camera and the love affair started again.  Recently, 
more  changes have been made in his life and he has  begun the pursuit of 
a career in photography.  

 
Eli Richardsonõs fears include leopard seals and geometry.   No known 
superpowers.   He's outlived most of the magazines in which  he's 

published but did manage a Pu shcart Prize nomination in 2006.  He can 
be reached at elirichardson@gmail.com . 

mailto:elirichardson@gmail.com
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Lisa Schnellinger started her journalism career in 1980, writing police 

briefs for a newspaper in Warren, Ohio, and continued h er college habit 
of hanging out with photographers and taking pictures on the sly. Her 

love of viewing the universe through a camera lens tagged along through 
years of freelancing and travel, including stints working in China, the 
South Pacific, Afghanista n, Dubai and Timor -Leste, as well as far too 

many years in Seattle. In June 2007 she iced her career as an overseas 
journalism trainer, moved to the woods of North Georgia with her 
husband, and dedicated herself to photography. She is managing the 

transiti on from a pseudo -glamorous life abroad via intense immersion in 
the natural patterns of the Southern Appalachians. Her favorite image 

themes are decomposition/reincarnation, and re -visioning of cultures 
and memories.  
 

G. David Schwartz is the former presid ent of Seedhouse , the online 
interfaith committee. He is the author of A Jewish Appraisal of Dialogue . 

Currently a volunteer at Drake Hospital in Cincinnati, Schwartz 
continues to write. His new book, Midrash and Working Out Of The Book  

is now in stores or  can be ordered.  
 
Christopher Woodsõ photographs have appeared or are forthcoming in 

Cezanneõs Carrot, Clapboard House, Sein Und Werden, Perigee, Verdad, 
The Sylvan Echo, Sunken Lines, Numinous Spiritual Poetry, Cell 2 Soul , 

and Ken*Again .  He has publishe d a prose collection, Under a Riverbed 
Sky, and a collection of stage monologues for actors, Heart Speak .  He 

lives in Houston and in Chappell Hill, TX.  He is drawn to taking pictures 
of houses, windows, doors, and the countryside.  
 

Karen Wolf is a painte r and freelance copy editor. Her poems have 
appeared most recently in After Hours,  Third Wednesday, and Tipton 
Poetry Journal. She lives in Chicago with her husband, printmaker Duffy 
OõConnor. 


