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Introduction
IN

THESE

PERILOUS

TIMES WE

FACE

LIFE ALTERING

decisions for ourselves and the world— global warming,
expanding terrorism, starvation in Africa, the possible
overturn of Roe vs. Wade, the lack of universal health care,
the trillions of dollars in deficit. Often when we try to
examine one of the issues, the spin that oozes from our
media sensationalizes rather than informs. Beyond Good and
E vil is our effort to illuminate the current human
condition.
When gender, race, religion have the divisive volume
ramped up with our fast talking, data streaming, split
screen universe, we may wonder what is good and what is
evil. Even when we know which is which, it is
difficult to do something about it. That is when we have
the need for what Sara Paretsky, in Writing in An Age of
Silence, calls “the lonely hero.” These are the people who
began and sustained the struggle for abolition, the right of
women to vote, the Civil Rights Movement, and who
sustain the struggles we face today.
In this issue Felicia Bonaparte, in Beyond Good and Evil:
A Map and A Calendar, explores the philosophical journey
that shaped Nietzsche’s thinking and the dangers inherent
in his diatribe to throw aside societal boundaries of right
and wrong. In Helen Ho’s Butterflies, we see the culture
and generational misunderstandings in old and new China,
as a grandmother and grandson struggle to love one
another despite different definitions of good and evil.
Voices are raised in poems of sexual abuse by priests,
family, community, and an aging man yearning to mend
his past with small acts of kindness. Sisters living on the
fringe of each others’ nightmares appear in Adrienne

INTRODUCTION
Anifant’s Approach of a Desolation Angel and Melanie
Thorne’s Word Association. A father and daughter struggle
to heal in Joshua Cochran’s How the World Is, and Nichole
Goodwin paints the struggle of a young woman trying to
connect with another human being in the crushing
isolation of the city. The diversity of these pieces
represents the human journey as we study the world as it is
and try to fulfill the obligation many have voiced, “to
make the world as it should be.”
When lonely heroes partner, we are able to let “lonely”
slip away.
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Rocky Point
by David Quintavalle

I realized,
as I placed each stone inside my duffel bag
how heavy they would be to carry home.
An hour before on that April Sunday afternoon,
walking with the Long Island Sound,
I saw only the beauty of each glacier-polished stone.
As new, more interesting shapes or colors appeared
in the rippling water, I threw earlier finds back.
Before that I stood atop the steep cliff
from which a grayed wood staircase crept
down to the rocky beach—
like the set for a film noir classic.
An hour before I listened to early Streisand
and Polly Bergen torching Helen Morgan standards;
albums found in our hosts’ collection.
I’d never heard them before, but their low mood fit mine.
Before that I waited as long as I could for Arthur
and his new boyfriend to have breakfast with me.
The clouds kept them in bed past noon,
so I made eggs and bacon for myself.
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At seven that morning I watched Bob drive off
for Central Islip and his 8:oo AM mass.
Before that I peeked from my twin bed
as he showered and got dressed;
black suit and priest’s collar.
Till then I tried to sleep the dark morning.
Before that Bob finally left me alone.
With a dirty shag carpet between us,
he snored on his back in his own twin bed.
Before that he held me pressed under his white flab,
his face too much in mine,
his breath sticky-sweet from scotch.
Before that he killed the overhead light,
only the dim street light
shining through the nylon curtains
lit the crossing from his bed to mine.
Before that he carried my bag to the attic room.
When he said we had to share,
his sports-coach voice implied conspiracy.
Before that the four of us shared
a spaghetti and meatball dinner
that Arthur’s uncle Tony left us
before he drove off to say Saturday night mass.
From the porch we watched Tony roll down
the window on his Chevy Impala
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to give little Timmy a kiss before he rode home on his
Schwinn.
Arthur’s uncle picked us up at noon that Saturday
from the Long Island Railroad—
North Shore line, two hours from Penn Station.
He gave us the full tour of the weekend house
he shared with Bob.
But not the attic bedroom, with the twin beds.
On the train out I read W augh’s Brideshead Revisited.
I couldn’t concentrate because I was so excited
about my first overnight trip without Mom and Dad.
Earlier that week I told my parents about our
Invitation to Father Robert’s and Father Anthony’s.
The week before I turned sixteen.

13}

F: a debriefing
by Lucy Rosenthal

I DREAMED OF F LAST NIGHT, MY EX-HUSBAND, WHO WAS

masquerading as someone who tells the truth. It’s said that
you dream of the people you’ve loved when you’re ready to
say goodbye to them. It’s a comfort to think of F pushing
his way into a dream only to be bounced. I’d like to believe
it— but it certainly takes practice. I’ve tried erasing F’s
name, thinking of him as his initial only, or as former
husband, a generic brand, filed under ex. I can’t keep him at
bay, hard as I try— by shunning his book signings, putting
a block on my caller id, curtailing (if only for myself) his
television appearances with the mute and power buttons
on my remote.
He’s on a book tour, promoting his second book, a
memoir titled The Pitfalls of Deceit. His first book, The
Confined and the Released, was on prison reform; in it he
argued passionately—
F has passion to burn— for the rights of convicts,
present and past. (I don’t know yet if the new book
mentions his field work— the research he did while serving
his sentence on location. O f course, in his first book, he did
come clean. That was the point).
F is friend to the downtrodden. The oppressed minority
of that moment was felons. I ’m not sure what it is now. As
a pundit— he has worked hard to become one, he was
always ambitious— F champions his minorities on a pick
and choose basis. Notoriety helps— though he’s become
14 }

ROSENTHAL • F: A DEB RIEFING
known more for his generous nature than his record. As the
dark cloud recedes, he’s gained in authority; even
concealed, the murkiness is compelling; you might even
take it for an aura. You know he knows things— from the
cosmos to politics and back again— and you want to know
them too. He’s been a regular on talk shows— Chris
Matthews, Bill O ’Reilly, Larry King. Often he’s paired
with John Dean.
I pay a price for my curiosity, but—
I ’ve been reading his memoir. Not least because I ’m in
it. He calls me ‘Inga Redmont.’ To protect me, I suppose,
and himself as well. He writes, “My ex-wife who is full of
secrets has made me hers.” I think that makes him very
proud.
It’s true. He has long been my secret. The skeleton in
my closet— or one of them. They don’t get out much. Even
on Halloween. Don’t ask, don’t tell.
Furtively, I carry the book around with me, like
contraband, from room to room, in a plain wrapper (I’ve
turned its dust jacket inside-out.) No one should know.
Flipping through its pages, I discover things about Inga
that I never knew: She figures in what the kids would call
“the sexy parts.” F is pleased to tell the reading public that
he was Inga’s first man. Reportedly, once, in the middle of
one or another of their pleasurable interludes, he heard her
murmur ‘Adam.' Yes, he acknowledges she said it out of
romantic innocence, and when she alluded to it later it was
with an edge or irony— but still! He has never forgotten it.
I have. He goes on: Though inexperienced sexually she was
a quick study. Otherwise, she was bookish. She drew the
name Adam, she told him, less from Genesis as from a story
by a southern writer she much admired, Katherine Anne
Porter; she said the story broke her heart. He got that part
right.

15}
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They grew apart, he and Inga; they separated; and went
their separate ways. Quite a story. He neglects to mention
that the way he went was to jail. I’ve had my share of
misadventures but they were this side of the law.
I had to put The Pitfalls of Deceit aside. The book seemed
filled with heavy hints about who I was really. A question
I’ve been asked before. W e’ll get back to you as soon as we
know.
After a while, I picked F’s book up again, of course. I’ve
always been fascinated by misinformation.
And yet— I can cut him some slack: He may have been
the first man of my adult life, but he was not the first liar.
And I ’ve told more than a few.

<6}

A Brooklyn Mythos
by Helen Dano

Nixzmary Brown, physically and sexually tortured by her step
father and biological mother
throughout her short life, died in January, 20 0 6 by, reports
indicate, a single blow to the head.

No neighbor professed to have heard her appeals in the
night
— like a young, wounded gazelle’s sorrowful squeals in the
night.
No one noticed the seven year-old looked more like a child
of three years. (Depravities can be concealed in the
night.)
As her siblings cowered, protected by their submissions,
she, forced to toilet in cat litter, would kneel in the night.
The grandmother knew to look away from the shadowed
room.
Passing there with her silence, she made her deal in the
night.
Screaming “Mala nina, demonia!” the bio-mother
closeted far darker secrets than revealed in the night.

(7(
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The step-father, “to make her think” , slammed her to the
floor, steeped
her under cold water, to her flanks kicked heels in the
night.
Quote: “ . . . She was always lying to me about
everything”;
so, which he had no right seizing, he would steal in the
night.
Now, images of the rusted, rotted chair and the blood
stained cord used to tie her to it, make minds reel in the
night.
The lawyers defended the parents’ punishment of this
“wicked girl”; only, they claimed: depriving her meals in
the night.
Prosecutors thought the easier job was to prove guilt,
though they could never fathom that child’s ordeal in the
night.
The jurors voted “Not guilty” of murder; manslaughter,
instead. Their sleep must be fettered by the surreal in the
night.
The city lights go out at winter’s dawn and naively, oh,
there are fools who think they control Fortune’s Wheel in
the night.

{8}

Butterflies
by Helen Ho

A SMALL POLAROID OF HIS SHROUDED CORPSE WAS HOW I

first saw my grandfather. We were at the Lucky 88
Restaurant, the whole family gathered for a banquet to
commemorate his expiration. We ate roasted garlic
chicken with shrimp crackers and passed around pictures
of his funeral, sent to us from China by distant relatives.
The parents sipped tea from tiny chipped cups and the
kids gulped Coca Cola from wine glasses while we feasted
and chatted about anything but my grandfather.
When the picture came to me, I clutched the opposite
corners and studied the features of the man whom I ’d
always heard of, but never seen. He reclined upon a
bamboo mat, wrapped in a large piece of white cloth. His
cheeks were pasty yellow and his lips bulged out as if his
tongue was wedged behind it. Upon a scalp dotted with
brown liver spots, his grayish white hair was ruffled in
wispy strands. I stared at him and could see no
resemblance.
My grandmother never really talked about him, but
we’ve all heard the story. Whispers about how
Grandmother had married a man against her parents’
wishes, how he had turned out to be all wrong, how she
had to hide at the neighbors whenever he was in a jealous
temper, how he reveled in holding her head under water
when she didn’t answer his questions fast enough, how she
had to pawn off all her jewelry and wedding presents to
support his bad habits and their five children. And how
f9 }
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the only thing she had left was a small pair of crimson
butterflies she had shaped out of silk ribbons for her
wedding day decorations when she was still a girl.
The climax of the story was always about the night she
finally packed up her things — money, clothes,
identification papers, and one of the two scarlet butterflies
—bundled the five children up and left for America, where
her parents had already filed all the necessary paperwork.
She left him a simple note: “ AVent to my mother’s. W ill send
back money. —Wife" and never returned.
In America, Grandmother worked as a seamstress,
specializing in embroidering red butterflies while her five
children grew up, got married, and had their own families.
Grandmother kept track of her husband through letters to
her old neighbors and sent money back every once in a
while. That was how they lived for the rest of their lives,
divided by an ocean and a love that became unbearable.
Still, for some reason, she clung to her old red butterfly,
which had long turned into a dusty pink by that time,
wearing it draped around her neck. She shuffled around
everywhere with it bouncing crookedly over her heart, her
fingers dabbing at its wings whenever she was silent —
which was often —and whenever she frowned —which was
even more often.
That was how I always saw her: Grandmother and her
battered butterfly.
She raised me, the son of her eldest daughter, while my
parents worked during the day. They had named me
Andrew, but Grandmother could never quite pronounce it.
To her, I was and that was that.
Except, of course, things never turn out to be just that.
Because ever since I could remember, whenever I did
something wrong, I was no longer Andrew, no longer And,
but “Just Like H im .”
{ i o}
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When I wouldn’t stop crying as an infant, she’d cluck
her tongue and go “He’s just like him.”
When I threw my toys against the wall as a toddler,
she’d go “Look! Just like him.”
When I got caught cheating on a spelling exam in third
grade, I was exactly, irrevocably “just like him.”
My younger cousin always came over to play when I was
around nine years old. His name was Jack, he was eight
and he was already well on his way to becoming a full
fledged asshole. Grandmother wouldn’t let us go outside,
so we stepped out into the hallway and tossed a deflated
basketball around. Watching the limp ball bounce just
once with a wheezing thud against the floor’s stained black
and white tiles wasn’t much fun until we started kicking
it. The thud became a strangely satisfying thump and we
kicked the ball up, trying to hit the ceiling.
“And! Stop it!” Grandmother stood in the doorway, her
hand still on the doorknob. “Are you trying to break the
light? Where’s your brain, huh? Play something else.” She
frowned at us again before heading back inside. Jack
laughed.
“What?” I snapped.
He pointed at me. “Yeah, be careful, And. You don’t
want to be just like him again, do you?”
The edges of my ears flushed hot. “What?”
“You heard me.” His grin was wide. “You’re just like
him.”
I glared at him. “Where’d you hear that?”
“Everyone knows. Grandma can’t stand you.” He
nodded. “Y ou’re just like him.”
“Shut up,” I retorted. “You don’t know what she
thinks.”
“Yeah? Then why does she always say you’re like him?”
In }
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My teeth snapped together. I stared at him, blinking
slowly. “Because I licked my lips. “Because —”
“It’s why you’re the oldest, but she still comes over every
day to take care of you. You know it’s because you’re just
like him and if she doesn’t watch you, you’re gonna get
into all sorts of trouble.” He tapped his foot against the
ball, rolling his shoulder with a swaggering gesture.
“Everyone thinks so, too. You’re just like him, ugly and
mean and stupid —”
“Yeah, like you’re one to talk!”
He shook his head at me. “Poor Grandma. She’s stuck
with you ail the time. I bet she just wishes you were never
born. I bet she wishes she could stay at our place instead.
Oh, I know —I bet she wishes she could just ship you back
to China, back to where you belong, with him —”
I launched myself at him, taking him down. He fell back
with a startled cry, his right foot slipping off the ball. The
deflated basketball rolled lamely away as I pummeled him,
the staccato thumps of flesh against flesh filtering in
through the roar in my ears.
His hands came up to try to shove me off, to cover his
face, and his nails scratched against my arms. He turned
his head to the left and gave a mewling cry. “Grandma!
Grandmaaa!”
I punched him wherever I could reach, in the gut, his
chest, his face, his neck. He wheezed.
“And!” Sharp nails dug into my neck and shoulders as
Grandmother yanked me up. She twisted me around to
face her and her brown eyes blazed. “What in the world are
you doing?” She shoved me away and bent down to pick
my cousin up. He was blubbering now, wiping at the
blood trickling from his nose.
“Grandma,” he sobbed, burying his face against her
neck, staining her purple shirt black with teary blood.
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“Grandma, he hit me. He hit me and wouldn’t stop. He
was trying —he tried to kill me!”
She stared at me, her eyes dark. I was still heaving deep
breaths. I met her eyes.
“Y ou’re just like him,” was all she said.
Even though I knew, just knew, what she was going to
say, I flinched.
My fists tight and my knuckles scraped, I screamed,
“Why do you always say that? Why do you always say I’m
like him? Why isn’t Jack like him? Why isn’t anyone else
like him?”
She stared at me and then looked down at Jack, patting
away his blood with the sleeve of her shirt. She carded her
fingers through his hair. “You okay?”
She ignored me as I stood there, shaking. Jack nodded,
still sniffling.
Her face still turned away from me, her voice was low
and even. “Look at yourself, beating your own cousin up.
You still ask me why?”
“He deserved it.”
“Quick to fights. Short temper. You and him.” She
shook her head. “The same.”
“I’m not like him!” I flung my arms out and her eyelids
fluttered instinctively, right foot stumbling half a step
back. “I’m not him! Why can’t you ever just believe me?”
“Believe you?” She straightened her back. “Believe?
What does believing mean anyway? All the time, you just
—” She caught a breath. “Disappointments! You and him —
you and - absolute disappointments.” Her eyes narrowed,
squinted behind her glasses. “I believe what I see, And. I
only trust what I see.”
“W ell,” I hurled back. “Y ou’re blind then!”
She snarled, “And, get inside the apartment right now!”

1 13 I
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I exploded. “No! I f you hate me so much, why don’t you
just leave me alone then?”
“You think I like having such a grandchild? You think I
like seeing you always getting in trouble?”
“I told you! It wasn’t my fault! He started it!”
“No matter what’s the reason, you don’t hurt your
family!” Her words lashed out.
“At least I didn’t abandon Grandfather in China!”
Her face went blank. Jack stopped sniveling. His eyes
darted uneasily between Grandmother and me.
There are those moments in time when you instantly
regret something, but since it’s already out there, the
momentum continues to spur you on and so you do
nothing but keep talking and ranting in hopes that sooner
or later, the other person will back down. And you’ll win.
“You just left him! You’re the one who gave up and ran
away! Maybe Grandfather wasn’t so bad — maybe it was
you who always caused trouble and nagged about
everything — if — if you really loved him, you wouldn’t
have left him!”
Grandmother didn’t back down.
Eyes flashing, she pushed Jack away and seized my arm.
I tried to swat her away, kicking at her shins and her hands
enclosed around both my shoulders like a vise and lifted
me clear off my feet. I kept screaming, “So what if I ’m like
him? I ’d rather be like him than like you any day! Coward!
Turned your back on your own husband!”
She struggled with me, dragging me into the apartment.
Jack followed, his hands twitching at his sides. He wrung
his blood stained shirt between his fingers. “Grandma,
what are you doing? Grandma? What are you - Andrew,
maybe you should stop talking now.”
“Shut up, Jack! You stupid little —you’re more like him
than I’ll ever be! I didn’t do anything wrong! I —”

{ 141
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My hands flew out as I tried to push her away and my
fingers caught around her butterfly necklace. W ith a sharp
tug, the ribbons unraveled and the butterfly plummeted to
the ground, streaming faded crimson silk behind it.
Grandmother hauled me into the bathroom and with a
sharp twist of her hand, jerked the faucet in the tub on and
shoved my face underneath the blasting frigid water.
I gurgled bubbles. I thrashed and tried to kick
backward. My foot connected with something solid and I
heard my Grandmother’s grunt of pain, but her hand
tightened around the back of my neck as she held me in
place.
Just as green, blue, red dots started swimming before
my eyes and my chest felt like bursting, she yanked my
head backward. I spluttered, choking and wheezing. I
caught a breath and screamed, “I hate you!”
Jack cowered by the doorway, his hands running
aimlessly over the wooden doorframe. He was mute, his
eyes widened.
I yelled, half blinded by the rivulets of water streaming
down from my hair, the other half from the tears stinging
my eyes. “I’m not him! I didn’t do anything wrong! We
didn’t do anything! I hate you!”
Grandmother stared at me, the fleshy folds on her throat
shaking as she swallowed. Her eyes behind her glasses were
red-rimmed, bug-like. The sleeves of her shirt were wet,
clinging to her wrinkled arms like the soggy remnants of a
torn cocoon.
“I hate you. I’m not him.” I glared. “I won’t ever become
like him. I hate you. I hate you.”
She sucked in a quivering sigh, drew me in and hugged
me, running her hands through my wet hair. “I know,
And. I know.”
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“Get off me,” I hiccupped, but I didn’t move. I sat by
the tub, cradled in my grandmother’s arms, soaked
through and through —by the cold water, by my tears, by
her tears. Through it all, she rocked me, humming blindly.
My other most lasting memory of Grandma, aside from
getting dunked in the bathtub by her, was the image of
her silhouette in the corner of my bedroom in the two
room apartment my family kept. Her eyes intent on a piece
of cloth, she twisted and threaded to the dim light of a
small desk lamp. As a child, I liked to sleep on my right
side, peeking out amidst my heavy blankets to watch a
butterfly take form. She’d hum a lilting tune and tell me
to go to sleep whenever she caught me looking, but with
her head bent over her basket of butterflies and her lips
curved in a resigning smile, I continued to follow the
shadows of her hands fluttering over ruby ribbons until I
drifted off to sleep.
But sometimes, once in a while, I could recall moments
in the middle of the night when I would drift awake to
Grandmother’s fragrance - old moth balls entwined with
notes of pungent mint from the tiger balm she dabbed on
her temples - and as the orange glow of the lamp melded
with black shadows, the warbling sighs of Grandmother
singing soft and low in the corner of the room echoed over
me, seeping through my blankets. I kept still, eyes pressed
against my pillow. It was always the same song in that
same mournful tone, an old haunting Chinese ballad.
Across a thousand miles of rainbows,
a hundred blooming flowers
A pair of butterflies takes flight as one
And while the earth may age, and the sky grow void
True hearts w ill never change as those of
Liang Shanbo and Zhu Yingtdi

f 16}
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Liang Shanbo and Zhu Yingtai - the Butterfly Lovers. My
mother had once told me about them in a half-hearted
bedtime story as she sleepily tucked me in on one of those
rare occasions she got home early. Young enough so that I
didn’t feel compelled to make faces at love stories yet, but
old enough to remember, I listened to the ill fated tragedy
of a forbidden romance between a scholar and the daughter
of a rich family. Legend had it that when the g irl’s family
rejected the scholar’s proposal, the boy died shortly from a
broken heart.
Or tuberculosis. Either way, he clutched his chest, spat
blood, and croaked.
The girl, being forced to marry another, passed by the
grave of the scholar on the day of her wedding and she
leapt from her sedan chair, all decked out in a wedding
costume and teary smudges of makeup. The earth of the
tomb opened for her, swallowing her up to reunite her
with her lover. It was said that a pair of butterflies was
later spotted dallying around the grave site before
fluttering off into the sky. In death, the couple could
finally be together as a matching duo of flying insects.
Mom said that she had heard this story many times when
she was a child. It had been Grandmother’s own favorite
childhood story, but ever since they came to America,
Grandmother never brought up the story again. Maybe she
forgot about it or perhaps she had grown tired of it. In any
case, Grandmother left her story behind in China, but as
with Grandfather’s tale, I suppose it’s the things that
aren’t told that always have the best way of spreading
through the family.
Alas our love did not last...
As the dream of butterflies crumble
among the rocks that slept
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beneath the mountain's foot
To pay you, life after life.
I remembered Grandmother’s voice, but never her
expression because I never tried to spy on her when she
sang. I shivered, burrowing deep underneath my covers.
The quiet subdued quality of her tone was too intense. She
was a stranger to me then, lost in a moment where the
butterflies were still real.
But in the mornings, I always did wonder, had it
actually been a memory or a dream? My eyes pressed
shut against my pillow, I thought that I couldn’t possibly
have imagined the way her humming lodged in her throat
at times and how she softly sniffled her way through the
words, her voice scratchy and aching. But for some reason,
under the harsh white light of the sun, I always stumbled
in my recollections. The details, so clear to me the night
before, were phantoms in the day.
Had I actually awakened to her song? Or had I simply
fallen asleep to her story?
Butterflies have flown over thousands of mountains
Even i f this dream is the fate of a ll butterflies
I w ill give you my life, this life, and past life.
Let us die together to fly those thousands together...
But then, with the bathtub faucet still running, she held
me in her arms and hummed me her song and I knew. I
knew then that her hopes had been tangible, her love had
been real and the pain was still there.
I stared at the photograph in my hands. Now, a decade
behind us, at nineteen years old, butterflies and crimson
ribbons seemed like vague images out of a distant past, but
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I still wondered about him. Did he ever wonder how
things could have gone so wrong?
“What the hell is that thing?” Jack squinted. At
eighteen years old, the asshole seemed less of an ass. He
had kindly informed everyone that “Grandma tried to
drown Andrew” and he still delighted in reminding
everyone of the story, but it was the only part he told.
Actually, it seemed to be the only story that still went
around the family. Like an unspoken rule, all the family
members laughed about how Grandma finally got fed up
with Andrew, but no one mentioned why. No one talked
about the broken butterfly. No one said I was just like him
again. And no one talked about Grandpa. Until today. The
day we honored his death.
“What’s that?” Jack repeated. He grasped at the edge of
the photo between his ring finger and his pinky, his other
fingers smeared with grease from the chicken. He dangled
it awkwardly and jerked his chin at it. “W hat’s that,
And?”
“What that?”
“That that — the sesame seed thing in the corner of the
picture.”
Grandpa’s funeral had been held in his house in the same
village my Grandma had escaped from so many years ago.
And as I studied the picture, I made out the hazy image of
a tiny dark butterfly — indeed, the size of a sesame seed dangling in the furthermost corner of the room. Grandma’s
other one, I thought.
I plucked the photo away from his grubby hands. “I
don’t see anything.”
“You blind? It’s right there.”
I shrugged. He eyed me. He shrugged. Then he asked,
“Hey, why do you think Grandma didn’t go back to see
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him? You know, at least just one last time before —before.
You know.”
I perched my chin against the palm of my right hand.
And I shrugged again. “Maybe the butterflies were always
meant to go on separate paths.”
He stared at me. Then he laughed and turned around to
the others at the table. “Hey, did you hear this guy?
Butterflies!”
As the dinner drew to an end, Grandma rose from her
place, where she had been staring at her cup of tea all
night, skimming her fingers against the blue china.
Without a word, she made her way around, passing out red
loops of ribbons that we were supposed to pin to our
clothes for a week to ward off bad luck after a funeral. She
stopped next to me, her hand hesitating on my shoulder,
and handed me mine. Except mine was different, not the
simple scarlet circles others got, but a small red butterfly.
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Beyond Good and Evil:
A Map and A Calendar
by Felicia Bonaparte

NO ONE IS MORE SEDUCTIVE THAN NIETZSCHE. ESPECIALLY

in Beyond Good and E vil, a string of words we owe to him,
he speaks, in bold letters, of hidden desires and tells us
they are the truths of our natures, that we should follow
them where they lead, rejecting all scruples and restraints.
And no one, for that very reason, is more terrifying than
Nietzsche.
Despite the blame he has been saddled with for bullies,
dictators, and tyrants, the fact is that no one has ever
actually put Nietzsche’s ideas into practice, no nation
certainly, and very few, if any at all, individuals. No one
has even dreamt of doing it, unless, of course, it was
Nietzsche himself. And, despite the homage and praise he
has received over the years and in recent times especially,
no one has every really agreed with him, either on
fundamental principles or on the ultimate aims of his
writings. He stands entirely alone. And yet, in all but his
last conclusion, he is a typical child of his age, an age that
was itself the product of the philosophic movements that
had begun in the Renaissance, and, even more to the point,
an age as fully aware as Nietzsche himself of where those
movements were likely to end.
This is the great historical question. I f Nietzsche were
altogether unique, we would be free to find him dazzling,
fascinating, astonishing, without concern as to where he
{21
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might take us. The chances are he would take us nowhere.
Unique ideas come and go, strike our fancy, demand
notice, but have very little progeny. But even the most
trivial thought, however dull-witted it may appear, if it is
a sign of its time, will make a current in its age, possibly
its principal current. It is enlightening to contemplate how
many works that changed the world, for good or ill as the
case may be, were written by men who had been
imprisoned for infractions of little consequence but freely
provided pen and paper to write down thoughts held
merely quaint, although those thoughts were soon to prove
the dominant spirit of their eras: Machiavelli, Hitler, St.
Paul, Ghandi, King, to name but a few. And Nietzsche is
neither dull-witted nor trivial. The questions raised by
Nietzsche’s writings will need to be answered and
probably soon.
I’m sorry to say I don’t have that answer. At most, I have
one suggestion to make and I will mention it at the end,
although I appropriate it from Homer. But I think it’s
important to know how we got to Nietzsche’s ideas, what
the circumstances are under which such ideas are formed,
what their implications might be, and towards what they
seem to tend. We need, in short, a map and a calendar. I
will try to offer these here.
The ultimate question to which Nietzsche devoted most
of his life and thought, from his twenties, The Birth of
Tragedy (1872), to the final years of his sanity, DionysusDithyramhs (1888), was the war between the forces of
Apollo and Dionysus. These forces, as Nietzsche knew
himself, are not forces he discovered. The very fact that he
called them by names that belong to ancient deities tells us
how fully conscious he was not only that they had always
existed but that they had always been recognized.
{22)
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One point should perhaps be clarified here. The view of
the Greeks Nietzsche inherited, inspired primarily by
Winkelmann, was, in the main, the view of a people
moderate, rational, perfectly balanced in their life and in
their art, and in every way the models of symmetry and
equilibrium. Some had begun to question this picture
during the Romantic movement but it was, in The Birth of
Tragedy, Nietzsche who utterly and forever shredded this
caricature of the Greeks and replaced it with a vision of a
people whose every choice was inspired by the view that
human existence was a conflict, a contest even to the death,
between the deity, Dionysus, who embodied passion,
instinct, irrationality, ecstasy, and his opposite, Apollo, a
god of some mysteries himself, but representing
consciousness, rationality, and control.
This is to Nietzsche the underlying crux of Hellenic
civilization and Hellenic civilization is his key to human
life. The greatness of Hellenic tragedy is that it
understands this conflict, and the work that does this best
is The Bacchae of Euripides. The plot of this play suggests
its meaning. Arriving as a very young god in his mother’s
city of Thebes to establish his worship and ritual, Dionysus
asks Pentheus, The King of Thebes and also his cousin, to
dedicate a temple to him. Pentheus is what Nietzsche
thinks of as an Apollonian figure, a man whose obsessive
need for order reaches, as obsessions will especially in
Euripides, pathological dimensions— a control freak, in
modern slang. He cannot bring himself to recognize
Dionysus as a divinity, which is to say that he cannot
recognize that primitive core in the human soul of which
Dionysus is the spirit, that primitive center in himself over
which Dionysus reigns. Dionysus warns him repeatedly, in
the nicest possible way, that acknowledge him he will— to
whittle down their conversation to its central argument—
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either willingly, in which case joy and happiness will be
his, or unwillingly, in which case he will be brutally
destroyed. And indeed so it turns out. Resisting every offer
made to him, Pentheus finally goes mad— it is the mania
of the god; the explosion of his passions, Freud would have
been inclined to call it— runs like a wild man into the hills
in a Dionysian frenzy, and is met there by his mother who
has already been driven mad for committing the same
error. She sees her son but does not know him. She does
not even know he is human. Taking him for a beast of the
forest, she dismembers him limb from limb, returning
finally to the city with his bloody head on a stake as
though it were a hunting trophy. The title, “The Followers
of Bacchus,” which had seemed to refer at first only to
those who had chosen to worship and to follow the god as
his chorus, comes, in the end thus, to include even those
who resisted him. No one, is Euripides’ point, is not a
follower of Bacchus, whether he likes it, knows it, or not.
Once again, the god has shown himself, exactly as the
Greeks described him, the inescapable stranger within us.
As in much of western literature, the city of Thebes and
the hills that surround it are used by Euripides to divide
the civilized and uncivilized worlds, the world, as it were,
in a state of nature and the world as it has been fashioned
by the conscious, human will. However civilized we
become, untamed nature, his play argues, is around us and
within us. This is Nietzsche’s view as well. “Learning alters
us,” Nietzsche writes (in the Helen Zimmern translation of
Beyond Good and Evil). . . . But at the bottom of our souls,
quite ‘down below,’ there is certainly something
unteachable, a granite of spiritual fate, of predetermined
decision, an answer to predetermined, chosen questions.”
The Greeks, however, who understood better than most
that Dionysus could not be denied with impunity,
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understood equally, for that reason, that he had to be
contained. His rites were performed in well-defined rituals
that granted the god a certain space, a certain time, a
certain freedom, but asked him to limit himself to these,
so that citizens of a city could abandon themselves to his
worship but be restored to civilized life, to Apollo, in the
end. Even at Delphi, the most sacred of Apollo’s ancient
temples, Dionysus was invited to take over for a time, at
the conclusion of which, however, he was required to take
his leave, letting Apollo rule again. And every
government, every law, every moral and social constraint,
every custom and tradition has marked in every civilization
the strict boundaries of his license.
Most of those who have been judged by history as
evildoers— Nero, Hitler, Jack the Ripper— have been
thought to have done evil precisely because they crossed
these boundaries. Not all boundaries have been the same in
every time and every place. Herodotus, the first historian
of differences in laws and customs, writes with amazement
at the ways in which civilizations differ. Some are required
to bury their ancestors, others to incinerate them, and yet
others to consume them, each being, moreover, appalled at
the barbarism of the rest. But, considering how many
different civilizations there are and have been through the
millennia, it is surprising how alike basic moral ideas are:
don’t kill people, don’t steal from them, treat them kindly,
and think about them as you’d like them to think about
you. From Hamurabi, the Ten Commandments, and
Justinian’s legal code, to English and Napoleonic law,
these appear to be the ideas that turn up again and again in
one manner or another not only in the Western world but
more or less around the globe. What is striking about
Nietzsche is not that he wants to cross these boundaries
but that he declines to recognize them. He does not say,
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come across this line, come enjoy the flowers of evil, in the
image of Baudelaire. He asks “Who says that these are
boundaries? Why should boundaries exist at all?”
How is it, we are tempted to ask, that five thousand
years and more of religion, of philosophy, civil
governments, social customs, and the norms under which
people have chosen for so long to dwell in an effort to draw
that line between the evil and the good and so rise above
mere nature, how can it be that these are all so readily
dismissed by Nietzsche? Nietzsche did go mad, they say,
and some would argue, and have done so, that his madness
began to show itself almost from the very beginning in his
more extreme ideas. The madness, if that is what it was,
may have had something to do with it, but it is only, I
would argue, because it made him more susceptible to the
ideas of his time. He is only avant-garde in having gone
faster and farther than most. But others had gone a very
long way in the developments of his century and these
developments had begun a very long time before his age.
What no one had done, what no one had dared, was to go
to the end of that road. That is the one way he is different.
The name of that road is “Dissolution.” This is the word
in which Nietzsche’s century invariably described itself. In
the 1865 Preface to his Essays in Criticism, Matthew Arnold
speaks of his age as the “epoch of dissolution.” He means
the great crises of his time: the crisis of faith which, long
before Nietzsche, had pretty much declared God dead and
so in effect removed religion as a basis on which moral and
civil structures could support themselves; he means the
crisis in philosophy that had swept away metaphysics and
replaced it with the materialism and skepticism of David
Hume; and he means the transformation even of reason,
again by Hume, from a faculty once thought capable of
arriving at truth to nothing but a logical function. And
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this is not even counting the fact that in the middle of the
century, Rudolf Clausius finally brought his theory of
entropy to completion and proved beyond the smallest
doubt that dissolution was the destiny of the universe
itself.
It is at the end of the eighteenth century that the word
“nothing” begins to appear as an assessment of the age and
its philosophic position. Having dismantled all belief into
absolute skepticism, as Leslie Stephen characterized it, the
eighteenth century discovered that there was nothing
whatever left. This was surely Nietzsche’s moment. He
was, after all, the apostle of nothing, nothing was his stock
and trade, although it ought to be said, in fairness, that for
Nietzsche nihilism was not the condition of nothingness
but the condition of those who still missed the
somethingness of the past. But this is not when Nietzsche
surfaced. If, as Mr. Bott used to say in my high school
physics class, nature cannot abide a vacuum, thought
seems to abide it less. We do not like to live in nothing if
we can possibly avoid it, and at the end of the eighteenth
century it appeared that nothingness was still not wholly
unavoidable. There was one more thing to try. Nietzsche
was therefore not who happened. Who happened, rather,
was Friederich Schlegel and the German Romantic
movement, a bunch of young rebels who were ready, not
unlike Nietzsche, to scuttle everything but only so as to
prepare a ground on which to build something new. I have
long been telling my classes that we can recognize an idea
as modern, postmodern, or post-postmodern by
determining which of the three following attitudes it
reflects. The modern attitude says “Boo hoo, everything’s
broken, we gotta fix it.” The postmodern says, “ O.K.
O.K. Everything’s broken. Get over it.” The postpostmodern says.” I know. Everything’s broken. Fine with
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me. I never liked it anyway.” Schlegel was prototypically
modern.
Friederich Schlegel and his crew are, for the most part,
forgotten today. Few have heard of them even in Germany
and, since so many of their works have not been translated
at all, anyone who cannot read them in the original is out
of luck. But their impact in their time and for many
decades after stretched from Russia— Belinski, Pushkin,
Tolstoy, Dostoevsky, Checkhov— across Europe to the
U.S.— Thoreau, Emerson, Melville, Whitman— and
virtually no country in Europe did not try, for many years,
to send its youth to study in Bonn where Friederich’s
brother, August Wilhelm, was disseminating their views
at its brand new university. Victoria’s Albert studied there,
sat in August Schlegel’s classes, and, in a second wave of
the movement, brought German Romantic ideas to
England, which included not only Christmas— the great
holiday had been Easter— but the family Christmas tree.
What
would Dickens
have done without
it?
And no, they were not Eurocentric in their philosophical
views. They took this crisis in Western thought to be only
a local phenomenon, not only in space but also in time, It
was the Schlegel brothers, in fact— both of them fluent, of
course in Sanskrit as well as Hebrew, Latin, Greek, French,
Italian, English, Spanish— who introduced the Europeans
to the “wisdom” of ancient India— I am using Friederich’s
word— by translating the ancient texts and launching a
scholarly study of them. Europe had lost this ancient
wisdom by insisting that any idea that was not grounded
in sensory knowledge should, as David Hume demands in
the final words of his Enquiry, be committed to the flames.
But this, they were eager to point out, was not at all the
case in the East. It is their view that Bulwer-Lytton, a
passionate student of German Romanticism who sent his
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own son to study in Bonn (where he became a notable poet
under his pseudonym Owen Meredith), articulates in A
Strange Story when one of the characters says that ‘“ truths’”
that are ‘“ despised as dreams in Europe’” continue to be
“‘revered . . . in Asia’” And it is their position as well that
is echoed by Walt Whitman when he writes in Leaves of
Grass that, if we hope to be reborn out of our philosophic
dust, we must begin a “Passage to India,” words that find
their way, of course, and for the identical reason, into E.M.
Forster’s title.
True, this veneration of India as the preserver of the idea
that something exists beyond atoms and molecules, that
the transcendent can be known, was just what Edward Said
found offensive, as he argues in Orientalism, in our attitude
to the East. And, of course, he is quite right, for it became
a stereotype that lasted into our own day and had many
political consequences. But it inspired the German
Romantics to try to find that faculty that made such
apprehension possible and to conclude it did exist. Plato,
revered by the German Romantics who translated his
works into German, had also believed in such a faculty. It
was for him how we could grasp eternal verities, ideal
forms. Plato’s word for it was noesis, a difficult word to
render in English but one which might perhaps be
suggested by something like “informed intuition.”
The word the German Romantics chose was not
intuition but imagination. Few of us realize today that this
was a fighting word at the time. It was already widely in
use but with the very opposite meaning. The Latin imago,
from which it comes, meaning nothing more than a
likeness, had been even in antiquity taken by the ancient
materialists (Epicurus was very fond of it) to mean a
picture in the mind of an object actually seen, and that is
how “imagination” was being used in Shlegel’s time by the
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empiricist philosophers. We see something. We remember
it even when the object is gone. It is an image in our
minds, although, as Hobbes was to imply when he called
imagination the faculty of “decaying sense,” the image
tends to fade away and therefore to become distorted or to
blend with other images, forming in our passive thoughts
pictures that do not correspond to anything in the outer
world. This is how we imagine mermaids, the favorite
instance of the empiricists. We see a woman. We see a fish.
We remember them but they fade. After a time they split
into halves which in our brains get glued together. But the
wrong parts get glued together and lo and behold we
picture a mermaid. For the empiricists, that is,
imagination is still tied to what we perceive, to the reality
of the senses, and so of the material world.
For the Romantics to choose this word for a faculty they
believed able to reach immaterial concepts— good and evil,
right and wrong, truth and falsehood, justice, beauty—
was, and was intended to be, an open declaration of war
against the forces of dissolution. “Poetic imagination”
alone grants us, Friederich Schlegel writes, our “intuition
of infinity.” Schlegel is using “poetic” here, as most of the
Romantics did, in its etymological sense, to mean a
“maker,” a “creator.” This is how Shelley uses the word,
and writes it frequently in Greek to stress its etymological
root, in his Defence of Poetry. What makes his poet the
legislator, the law-giver, of the world, in the words with
which he concludes, is not that he turns a pretty phrase or
is “gifted in perception”— I am using the definition of my
American Heritage Dictionary— not even that he is
writing verse, but that, seeing such ideals in his own
imagination, he is able to create new worlds to replace the
old. It is in the logic of this argument that the Romantics
came to think of the poet as the new God.
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Nietzsche’s philosophic work, not surprisingly, began
only when Romanticism was entering on its decline. There
is a little Romanticism even in Nietzsche when he starts.
That is what draws him to Richard Wagner, why Wagner
looks on him as a son. But their quarrel, and this is
discernible under the reasons Nietzsche himself was later
to enumerate for it, occurred in reality because their
friendship, which seemed to both a meeting of minds, was
only a moment’s intersection of two very different paths.
Wagner was completely Romantic, Romantic to the very
bone. Nietzsche was only passing through on his way to
another country. Although it was not until World War I,
and even after in some particulars, that Romanticism lost
enough of its hold on Western thought to be sent off into
history as another movement that failed, we begin to see
its decline somewhere around 1870. And it declines
because empiricism, after a century of struggling against
the forces set in motion by the German Romantic writers,
ultimately ends up winning, even becoming in due
course the dominant paradigm in the West, as it still is
our own day.
This at long last was Nietzsche’s moment. Twenty-six
in 1870, and already long in print in papers on classical
linguistics, his field of study for his doctorate, Nietzsche
suddenly had an epiphany. His real interest, he realized,
was not philology but philosophy. Schlegel too was
twenty-six when, in 1798, he launched his journal, The
Athenaeum, so he could publish his radical views. But
Nietzsche was not, like Schlegel, a modern. He had no
desire to fix things. He did not even want to get over
them, for he was not postmodern either. For him, the first
true post-postmodern, there was nothing to get over. He
saw a void and found it good. The nothingness was not a
dilemma but a space that had been cleared of the rubble of
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the past. He urged everyone to join him, to walk with him
into the future, free of the shackles that still bound them
to untenable ideas. Every philosopher before him had
debated moral views, arguing for this or that one. But that
something had to exist that could function as morality
had, as Nietzsche notes himself, always been taken as a
“given.” It was not a given to him.
Compare him to his contemporaries up and down the
nineteenth century. They all saw what Nietzsche saw, they
all felt what Nietzsche felt. Even those notions we take to
be unique to Nietzsche’s point of view had been long
before foreseen. What was different about Nietzsche was
nothing but his attitude. Vautrin, for example, in Pere
Goriot, published in 18 35 , more than nine years before
Nietzsche was born, is already a Superman, or more
precisely an Overman, to translate Nietzsche’s term more
accurately. Explaining himself to the hero at one point,
Vautrin upholds the very code to which the Overman
subscribes when he says “Who am I? Vautrin. What do I
do? Just what I please.” He has no desire to hurt anyone,
but he takes whatever he wants in whatever way he must.
He thinks “‘nothing’,” he tells Eugene, “of killing a man”
if he finds it necessary. He does not consider himself evil,
nor does he believe himself good. To things of this kind,
he freely admits, he is entirely indifferent. Rather, he
thinks of himself as “an artist,” an artist making life his
art.
This sounds a lot like Oscar Wilde. It is with the
Decadents we have come to associate such ideas. They were
all the rage in the nineties, not only in aesthetes like
Wilde and Huysmans but even in writers like Conan
Doyle who is much taken with this notion in his novel A
Study in Scarlet, the first of his Sherlock Holmes murder
mysteries. His title alludes to Whistler’s paintings, whose
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names, such as Symphony in White and Harmony in Green and
Rose, are meant to suggest that while the canvases appear to
offer mimetic content that might in turn raise moral
questions, they are really designed as abstractions that are
only concerned with form. The painting often called
Whistler’s Mother is really Arrangement in Grey and Black.
Traditionally, a murder mystery sets out to make sure that
justice is done, that good is triumphant and evil
vanquished. It is therefore somewhat disquieting when
Holmes, as he begins to investigate the crime committed
in this novel, speaks of “the scarlet thread of murder” that
runs “through the colourless skein of life.” Crime is no
longer a moral infraction. It has become a work of art. It
can be realized well or ill. But it cannot be good or evil.
Hume had already pointed this way when he had come
to the conclusion that moral judgments cannot be
anything more than matters of taste, not unlike different
flavors of ice cream. The Decadents were only a final
development in this line of thought. But it was obvious to
Balzac as early as 18 35 that, in the absence of foundations
in which such judgments could be grounded, morality
would become aesthetics.
The fact that Balzac’s P&e Goriot rewrites King Lear in
modern terms so as to highlight the differences that have
occurred in the world since Shakespeare, materially and
conceptually— and nothing more needs to be said about
what differences Balzac sees than that his Lear has only two
daughters, and neither of them is Cordelia— reminds us
that Vautrin’s model, Edmund, speaks in a Nietzschean
vein himself when he says
Thou, nature, art my goddess; to thy law
My services are bound. Wherefore should I
Stand in the plague of custom, and permit
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The curiosity of nations to deprive me,
For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon-shines
Lag of a brother? Why bastard? Wherefore base?
Edmund makes a persuasive case. So does Vautrin, not
only because the complaints they voice are just but because
they paint a picture of a very attractive world. Why indeed
should we agree to be chained by moral laws? Why should
we build our lives and societies on decisions of right and
wrong? Why should we not be free to do and to say just
what we wish? Nietzsche is well aware that the outcome, if
we accept his brave new world, will be a fierce, Darwinian
struggle in which the fittest alone will survive. But why
should the world not be Darwinian? Some of us will die, to
be sure, but most of us are dead already, he insists, living
in manacles that frustrate all our joys and energies. Even
those who lose the struggle will have experienced
exhilaration in the sheer freedom of the battle.
Neither Shakespeare nor Balzac is impervious to the
truth embodied in Edmund and Vautrin. But it is not
their only truth. Neither is willing to consent to it. That
would be to consent to chaos. In the end both novel and
play bring us back to a moral base, although Balzac is not
quite certain where to find the grounds to justify it. Even
Shakespeare, in 1605, had begun to wonder a little
whether, against the skepticism emerging in the
seventeenth century, any sure foothold still remained in
which to anchor Cordelia and Kent. Two centuries later,
Dostoevsky knew without question that none did unless he
turned again to religion. Having given Raskolnikov every
argument that Nietzsche had not even yet conceived,
Dostoevsky realized he had no other way to answer him. As
he was to write soon after in The Brothers Karamazov,
without God there is no certainty and without certainty

{ 34 1

BONAPARTE • B E Y OND GOOD A N D EVIL
there can be nothing, no action however heinous, that
cannot be shown to be “permissible.” The point, of course,
is not religion. The point is foundations for belief in an
idea that draws some line that can distinguish good from
evil, foundations that cannot be assailed simply because
someone dislikes them, foundations that render opinion
truth.
Freud is a very good parallel here. Born in 1856 and
coming of age at just the moment at which the ideas of the
Romantics were beginning to lose their hold, Freud was
very much of his age in becoming a hard materialist. On
this, indeed, his psychology rests, for while it has often
been said that Freud “discovered” the workings of the
mind, it would be more accurate to say that his ideas are a
theory of the nature of human thought based on the views
of Hume and Hartley, views that would have seemed
grossly inadequate to Shakespeare, Dante, and the Greeks
who conceived of human identity and human nature in
different ways. Freud was never to abandon his
commitment to materialism, but, as the vestiges of
Romanticism slipped inexorably away and with them a
sense that human beings might be endowed with a faculty
through which good and evil was knowable, Freud himself
began to feel a sense of discomfort in what he saw as the
ever-growing number of uncertainties in his world. As a
rather cocky young man, he had had no use for religion.
And he remained a nonbeliever. But it was certainly not by
chance that the year in which Werner Heisenberg
published his Uncertainty Principle— scientifically, of
course, only for subatomic particles, but with far wider
implications— was the same, 19 27, in which Freud wrote a
curious book on the subject of religion entitled The Future
of an Illusion. Religion was still for him an illusion. But for
the first time in his life he suspected it had a future, the
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very future that would enable us to resist, to use the terms
he was to use three years later himself in his next
important study, acting out the “Discontents” we all felt
with “Civilization.” Freud died just about three weeks after
Hitler marched into Poland. It is difficult not to wonder
where, if he was not too ill to reflect on that event, he
thought it fitted into his theories.
When Dostoevsky thus turned to religion it was not
because he was anachronistic or atavistic. In 1840, at
nineteen, he had been an atheist too. In 1840, he could
afford to be. Romantic ideals were still in place. He could
feel secure in their vision. But in 1866, as he is finishing
Crime and Punishment, he can see across the horizon.
Imagination, he suspects, has very nearly had its day. (It
did survive, but with a new and entirely different meaning,
one much closer to its first.) Nietzsche, just turned twentytwo, has not written anything yet beyond those pieces on
linguistics. But Dostoevsky knows he’s coming.
As the modern came and went, as the postmodern is
now going, Nietzsche, along with post-postmodernism,
comes to be increasingly mainstream. Just a few years ago a
video game was released whose principal purpose,
according to its slogan at least, was, in Nietzsche’s very
words, to dig under the “superficial” so as to get to the real
truth of “what is good and what is evil.” The game is
called “Beyond Good and Evil.” A second edition is
promised soon.
Nietzsche must be heard, of course, not just because he
is a genius and all genius has something to say, but
because, even when the end he envisions fills us with
terror— and if it doesn’t, we haven’t been listening— he
teaches us something about our choices that is important
for us to know. But until we find an idea to do what
religion was able to do, what the German Romantics
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attempted, and what the Greeks seemed always to know, it
may be we should listen to Nietzsche with our minds in
the same state in which Odysseus heard the sirens, our ears
open to seduction, but bound fast, hand and foot, to a
mast.

Todd’s Crime Scene Removal
& Cleaning Service
by Alex Cigale

The housekeeping habits of the deceased:
the tread mill in the living room, the vase
of roses on the table, the joyful clutter
of children’s toys scattered round the attic,
axes, machetes, nail guns, and chainsaws.
What mysteries lurk in the dank basement
to keep imagination’s pace with reality?
As tears start streaming uncontrollably,
that’s when my discrete services come in.
Winters, as violence moves indoors,
the families and friends of the deceased,
stuck more than ever with the unpleasant
consequences of foul play and suicide,
leave the painful and dirty work to me.
The crime scene appears still, as though composed
for the purpose, the aftermath’s photograph,
not the surface of things seen but what goes
on underneath, our personal war with grief.
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Business being what it is —brisk —forgive.
Gallows humor, the sense of the macabre;
there’s worse relief than in brusque sarcasm
if your choice is between serious and blotto.
Trust me with your keys. Count on my motto:
“I will never leave anyone hanging.”
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Beyond Good and Evil
by Susan Haskins

{4°}

How the World Is
by Joshua Cochran

CRANKING IN THE SLIDE AGAIN, THE JAW S IMPRESS LITTLE

star-shaped marks into the steel flesh, slight blemishes to
be buffed out later in the paint room. And his mind
thinks; the world is peopled with idiots.
But no, that isn’t exactly right, he knows this.
Maybe the world is peopled with mostly idiots. Some
good, some bad, deceptive all. Especially those who really
believe they’re not deceptive or liars, those are the ones to
be careful with. It’s best to be careful with them all but—
but you can’t just go around boxed in, you have to let
yourself be open to things. Some things. Not everything.
Maybe life should be thought of as a balancing act between
good and bad, a constant teetering between one and the
other. But no, there is too much bad in the world. A
balancing act would mean that there is an equal chance for
both which is untrue.
He picks up the grinder and checks the wheel for wear.
Still another quarter inch of good surface. It revs in his
hand and he squints his eyes even behind the safety glasses,
putting the wheel droning against the sloppy welds. A
tortured arc of light and fire screams away into the gray of
the shop. He grinds the welds down to a concealed union
of smooth surface. The familiar blankness washes over him
in an overstimulation of sound, the tool’s vibration
traveling up his arm and throughout his entire body.
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Behind the earplugs, sounds of his own breathing. He
suddenly thinks; and what if she asks me why? Why is the
world so terrible? What could be said? He must be
prepared for anything with her.
Listen, it’s not that a ll the world is bad, he’ll say to her,
only more than the good part.
Oh that’s great, he thinks around the shrieking in his
head, his working mind shouting above the din. She could
crumple beneath those words, always so sensitive. She
might break into a despairing weep that makes her
shoulders tremble and her breath ragged, her face hidden
in her hands.
No. Whatever is said it’ll have to be good. Secrets must
be spilled with care.
“How have you been?” he asks with a dry mouth, looking
over to her for what must be the thirtieth time since
picking her up. She’s hard to look at almost, like some
intense brightness. He’d spent the day off south of Tucson
driving along dust-plumed desert roads with only his
thoughts, unused fishing gear bouncing to ruin in the bed
of the pickup. With the dust and struggling vegetation
spreading out grayed for miles he couldn’t bring himself to
go fishing, to catch fish in a man-made lake. So he drove
with his mouth open, the familiar fantasy rolling through
his mind where he actually sees her in town somehow, and
then on the way home there was this miracle apparition.
She was just sitting on the metal bench, waiting for the
bus with a stack of library books, and now his chest hurt
with a leaden bounding. All he can do is give little looks
here and there in the stifled silence, a quick glance
between the road to see her slim profile, the ski-jump nose
like her mother, a pixie haircut to top it off. Her hair was
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long and slightly curled at the ends where it hit her
shoulder, the last time. But then she was several inches
shorter, more rounded, and would kick her legs idly
whenever she sat in a chair or in the car or anywhere. There
wasn’t this quiet stillness.
Finally responding, she makes a lilting noise in
response, a noise that conveys I don’t know and even shrugs
her shoulders but she doesn’t look at him. Perhaps for her
he is still her father, nothing different. No noticeable
changes since she last saw him so long ago. He wonders
nervously if he should’ve shaved off his beard. He’d been
meaning to eventually. At least he’s relatively clean.
“You’re doing well in school...” he says, unable to bend
the end into a question, to flail its hook out there to bring
her in. She doesn’t respond. “W hat’s your favorite
subject?” Then she turns and gives him a disgusted look.
Her eyes send a wash of ice down his spine.
“Oh my god,” she says. “That’s what old people ask
kids.”
There is a lengthy, awkward silence and the man feels
slightly stunned. At a loss. O f course everything will
sound stupid to her, coming from him. What could he
possibly say to make her feel free to sit back and laugh?
The way they used to.
“Hey Cassy.” Still, she doesn’t turn. “Remember when
we used to go to the park and play guffle ball? Do you
remember all the rules we made up? Huh? The one where
you couldn’t bowl if— ”
“Dad.”
“Yeah?”
“Don’t,” she says tersely. “Please don’t.”
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like burnt motor oil, the taste that stays in his beard.
There is the beginning of a headache. So that too goes back
to the same thing about the world being peopled with
idiots. Bad people. Can he even keep it out of the gutter,
this wanting to clarify the world? People don’t have to be
shit, he considers telling her (in less graphic terms maybe),
but it’s just easier for them that way.
Life is short, he might plead, too short to be a bad
person. Too short to be sad or mean or oblivious. Like I’ve
been.
#
“You’ve grown,” he says awkwardly after five minutes of
silence, five minutes of just the blurred hues of desert
scrub and grays out the window to distract them, the road
with its pulsing flow of cars also heading north into Oro
Valley. His mouth is dry and his brain itchy. Words flow
through his mind uncontrollably, and to speak is to snatch
fish from that river, the words flop and gape in silent
death. He realizes he doesn’t have much time.
She responds with another shrug, but this one goes
unnoticed. He’s taking fewer and fewer glances in her
direction. But she is growing, he thinks with a sickening
ball in his stomach, and she didn’t have breasts, actual
lumps beneath her shirt, when he last saw her. Now it
seems all so irreversible; the eventual gropings, the hurt
and ecstasy of teenage passion. Maybe there’s still time for
her, still time to be a girl. Perhaps.
“Do you have a boyfriend yet?”
“Oh my god,” she mutters.
“Really. I was only wondering...”
“Well don’t. Don’t even bother.”
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It was while hunched over a late-night dinner of meatloaf
in a plastic tray cooked too long in the microwave, tasteless
and dry at the edges, that he decided to try and help his
child in a smallish way, perhaps the only way he could
think of anymore.
The thought came over him like a wave. He could just
warn her, he decided, tell her the dark secret of life. He’d
say there’s too much anger in the world, too much to ever
make a dent of any kind, sweetie. Listen, remember that
report you did on Martin Luther King? The one I helped
you with in third grade? Well, when he said the universe
was on the side of justice that was back in ‘58 and by the
time of Montgomery he had a different view. Things
change. Even he became poisoned with the world and
knew his earlier thoughts were part of some larger,
younger world that had moved away.
Let me put it this way maybe; as you get older and older
the world itself shrinks inward and becomes smaller, a
hard little raisin of the succulent, youthful world. Like this
meatloaf. It’s nothing that can be helped really, unless
you’re ignorant or a smiling imbecile, or a drunk. Maybe
that’s one of the reasons I drank so much. Buried in the
deeper parts of my drinking was the fact that I found the
world increasingly unacceptable, intolerable, diseased even.
Each day I woke up and knew that there was a child in the
next room breathing a sweetened breath, a child that I had
committed to this world, and the cold droning would start
in my head, the dreaded reality of my mind. I would
realize even before opening my eyes that the world was shit
and there was nothing I could do about it for you. So, I
guess I just made it worse for you and your mother.
What? She said something perhaps, something he must
respond to. Oh, when I wake now it’s still the same,
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though it seems worse somehow without you. I still think
the world is shit, but I don’t want to be a part of making it
even nastier. Every day I think of how I’ve made you cry so
many times, how I scared your mother, every time I
picture your face that night all red from crying, distorted
through layers of drink, I want to just curl up and die.
He considered the raspberry cobbler before him that
looked like some long-neglected wound. I would’ve curled
up and died long ago if it wasn’t for you.
“Mom told me to call the police if I ever saw you,” she says
after another span of silence.
He looks over to her but still, it’s just her profile, the
sun making a thin veil of muted light through her hair.
“W ell?” he says.
“Well what?”
“Do you want to call the police? I’ve got a cell phone.”
He hands it out to her.
“Don’t be stupid.”
He merges off of Interstate Ten, nearly at a standstill
from an accident up ahead and he’s thankful for the extra
time. After a broad span of minutes they pass the scene at a
crawl, taking their turn. A minivan distorted into an
angry, twisted shape against the divider pylons. Cops and
paramedics mill about unhurried. There’s a body on the
ground covered in a brightly colored quilt or blanket;
swirls of pink and baby blue. The wind licks up the corner
of it as they go by in silence and they both see an
outstretched arm, palm up, fingers curled slightly as if
wanting something placed there.
“Don’t look,” he says even though she stares.
I know I’ve been a bad father up until now, he thinks once
( 47 )
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his boot is off and in his hands. Sitting on the sagging
edge of bed he looks closely at the boot, the little burns
and gouges in the dried flesh. A greasy scuff. He groans
taking off the other and his socks dangle having sifted
down to wads at the toes then solidified in the heat and
sweat to little cotton dinner buns. He pulls them off wetly
and his feet feel almost aroused by the freedom of air.
Yes, I have changed, he tells her in his mind. He tells
the peeling wall before him.
It’s been nine months, plus, since I’ve had a drink.
Okay, stop. Don’t start off just reaffirming what her
mother has already told her a thousand times. It’d be
better to stay away from the past. Look to the future.
But really, if I’m being honest; it was late one night and
I ’d just gotten home from a night at the Home Den.
When I stumbled in, I knew I wouldn’t make it to the
bathroom and swore to myself for not just pulling over and
letting it all out. So there, in the middle of the kitchen I
fell to my knees and up came the warm sweetness of a
night’s worth of drink; a pitcher or two of beer, the stench
of cheap whiskey and, intermingled, a bilious cream of
partially digested hotdogs.
She would protest, he knows.
I know it’s gross, sweetie. The wall stares back at him.
I’m a gross, disgusting man.
This was about a year, two years ago I guess. I hadn’t
seen you since the Christmas before and all the letters I
sent you kept coming back. Yes. I send you letters. I sent
you one yesterday but I know they’ll return this one too,
like all the others.
So on my knees it felt as if more than just booze was
coming out, it felt like something deeper was coming out
too, some essential darkness. Between heaves I thought of
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you— stop it, listen— and I would see your face and then
there would be the thick puddle spreading slowly across
the floor, clear at the edges like water, and following the
cracks in the linoleum. I know, sweetie, just listen. Even
after everything had passed and there was just the
clenching, the emptiness inside, still it felt as if I was
pushing some evil thing out. I ’m a father! my mind said.
I’m the father of a beautiful little girl and— well, you’re
still little to me— I ’m a father and I ’m vomiting on the
floor and some asshole is raising my child because, because
one time I . ..
Okay, stop.
Whatever you do, no matter what, if you ever see her
again you cannot cry like this, he tells himself. You stupid,
stupid man. The world fades to a watery indistinctness and
he thinks, you cannot cry like this.
“Why didn’t you take Ina?” She turns, and her face is
contorted slightly as if tasting something bitter.
“I want to take Cortaro instead,” he says.
“Ina is faster.”
“This is a nicer drive though.” He wants to add
something, wants to just come out and say what he’s been
preparing in his mind for so long, for just such an occasion,
but nothing comes, there’s nothing but that jumbled river
of intermixed thought that doesn’t seem to form into any
coherency. They are just minutes away now.
“How do you know where we live anyway?” Her voice
comes weakly back from against the window.
f49)

GLOBAL CITY REVIEW

“W ell,” he says and stops, looking over at her, wanting
to reach out and touch her hair cut way too short. It’s
stiffened with gel or spray or something. “I’ve had your
address since the court hearing. And I ’ve sent you dozens
of letters, packages.”
She looks at him and searches his face for something
then turns away. “But you don’t know how to get to our
house by just having our address,” she says and looks over
at him again, giving him an uncertain look.
And he thinks; now she seems like a child! But he can’t
tell her the hours he’s sat waiting, watching from across
the street as she came home or waiting by her school for a
hopeful sighting. He cannot tell her that, yes, he’s driven
the same, boring two hours south from Apache Junction
dozens of times just to come down and sit in the truck for
a glimpse of her as the cicadas buzzed in the windless
afternoon heat, maybe to see her smile in the distance and
grayed slightly through a chain-link fence.
“I looked it up,” he eventually lies. They share a look
and he knows she knows.
“Richard said he’ll beat you up if he ever sees you,” she
says, looking at him full now, for the first time, like she’s
searching his face against that face in her memories. “He
said he’d kick your ass for what you did to mom and me.”
But if it’s a test, he must have passed— his eyes show
nothing of the shock she expected at such a thing.
“Cassy,” he sighs. “Believe me, that moron kicking my
ass would have nothing on what I ’ve already been through.
I might even welcome it, enjoy it even.”
Again, night will not come to him lying there. Darkness
but not night. Too many familiar thoughts, too many
thoughts follow his mind down that winding trail. I f only
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he didn’t stare at her picture before turning off the light.
Maybe move it to the kitchen where it can’t be seen
directly from the bed.
It runs through his mind like a broken mantra. All men
are shit. The world is peopled with idiots. The world
blinks itself smaller every moment we’re alive. And finally,
the one all-encompassing thing: Beware of the darkness.
No, he tells her there, wrapping the stale sheet around
him tighter, I ’m not talking about literal darkness,
sweetie, not the absence of light but darkness. Evil things.
Some days I wake up and there are a few moments when
I’m terrified. Really scared. It’s so hard to breathe. My
chest aches with the sense of some impending... thing. I
call it darkness for lack of a better word, I guess. But it
feels horrid, this sense that a horrible shadow like death is
coming and it will settle over, roll over the entire earth
and consume us all and everything and there won’t be any
way for me to save you. It’s suffocating. The world is the
same as it ever was and ever will be.
And even if in reality, even if I can’t save you from the
darkness all around us and waiting, even if I can’t save you
I want to be near you enough, just in case, no matter how
small the possibility, I want to be near you enough to save
you if I ever even could.
He wonders if it might make any sense to her. If it even
makes sense to him.
“Almost there,” she says mostly to herself. She bites at a
fingernail, looks at it, and brings it back to her mouth all
the while staring out the window at passing houses built
with the same utilitarian, urban efficiency. “W e’re almost
there now.”
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“Y ep,” he finally says through a breath. And his hands
begin to sweat; his mouth has a paper-dry taste. Almost
there, of course. She’s almost home, he thinks to himself,
the place where her mother is, where her room is, where
she lays her head at night. That’s home and I ’ve nothing to
do with it.
“You can send me stuff next door,” she says, turning to
him still biting on a nail.
“What?”
“Your letters or, whatever. Alisha lives there. She’s my
friend.” Cassy widens her eyes at his open look, his mouth
agape. “She’s my friend. You can send stuff to me there.
Understand?” She shakes her head and looks out the
window.
He clears his throat a few times. “Okay. That would be
great. W hat’s the number?”
“It’s next door. Sixty-thirty-one instead of sixty-twentynine.”
“All right.”
In the grocery store now and pushing a cart with an errant
wheel, gathering provisions for another week’s lunches,
coffee for the morning, some frozen dinners. He sees a girl,
somebody’s precious child, a little Hispanic girl younger
than his own and when he smiles at her she gives him a
blank look and runs down and away into the cracker aisle.
He thinks that it could’ve been Cassy though and he
might have said; don’t be like me.
I
failed young in life, sweetie. I gave up young and now
. . . now I’m working like hell to bring back something I
can live with.
So, what else can I tell you one day, he wonders? What
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else can I say if we’re ever to see each other?
Try to learn about everything maybe. Read as much as
you can to know the world, to know about humanity. But
don’t read too much. I mean, don’t take it all entirely to
heart, like me. It’s easy to fall from where I used to be to
welding patio furniture with a bunch of guys that know as
little English as I know Spanish.
Remember to ... Try not to ... Alw ays... N ever...
Fuck it, he thinks, throwing a package of American
cheese slices in the cart and wobbling away. There’s no way
for me to do it, to unify the entirety of living into
something understandable. There’s nothing to be done,
Cassy. Good luck. That’s the best I can do I guess; wish
you good luck. Stay away from the dark things. It’s more
than I ever got and I ’m sorry it’s not more but I don’t
know. I don’t know anything about anything anymore.
When the cashier says hello he doesn’t hear her. His
brow is furrowed and when he leans down to take the
items from the cart he smells himself; an odor of salt and
sweat and burnt things.
“Don’t drop me off at the house,” she says as they pull onto
her street. It’s an unremarkable street, a street like all the
others they’d passed the last few blocks, with little front
yards of grass or gravel, bushes under the windows, wispy
trees lining the pavement.
“You’re the boss,” he says. “Just tell me when— ”
“When,” she says immediately.
He pulls up to the curb and stops and watches her
gather her things together, though all she has is a
backpack and a few loose books. She holds them all in her
lap and looks out the window though there’s nothing there
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but a sidewalk and struggling row of desert hedge, the
dark peak of a roof and sunbleached sky beyond. Her house
is another half block down.
“Cassy,” he says and then stops. And here it is, he
thinks, The Moment. “Cassy,” he says and waits for her to
turn to him. Again those eyes, the shiver. “There’s
something I want to tell you. Something serious, don’t
make that face. I don’t know the next time I ’ll get to see
you, so listen very carefully to— ”
“I know,” she interrupts.
“Know what?”
“I know. Whatever you’re going to say. I know.”
For a few moments they just stare at one another with
awkward expressions of hurt and hope. She opens the door
and dried leaves can be heard whispering along the
sidewalk, a few birds chatter, a child’s voice somewhere
unseen and in the distance yells in play or terror. She shuts
the door behind her and the sounds are shut away so it’s
only his breathing, his now ragged breath to accompany
that view of her walking away, head down and shoulders
drawn inward. He watches her form blurred, eyes like
rainy windows, until she turns in at her house, just a speck
in the distance. She never looked back.
How long he sits there he doesn’t know, but the sky has
begun to fade when he’s finally able to start the car and
pull away. And what if there are secrets, he wonders to
himself numbly, both dark secrets and light secrets?
Maybe that’s just how the world is.
She is my daughter though, he thinks. He almost laughs
at the strange delight in his chest, the sudden buoyancy.
She can keep secrets too.

Beyond Good and Evil
by Janice M. Putney
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Down

Across
1

Mystery writer Ngaio

1

Quaint

6

93 Sport Sedan, for one

2

Stuns

10

Government agt.

3

Word with bar or call

14

Came to

4

Schuss

15

Earthenware item

5

Homes

16

Pelt

6

“Cirque de___ ”

17

Quip, part 1

7

Bass and Harp

20

Fashion monogram

8

Gordon Shumway,
familiarly

21

Asian deer

9

22

It’s all about him

10 Vincent’s brother

23

Husband of Gudrun

11 Skirt style

24

Gridiron grp.

12 Puts on

25

Quip, part 2

13 Ruff house

33

See 20-Across

18 Tree trunk

34

“Flying Cloud” auto

19 Eskimo dwelling (var.)

35

Les etats____

23 Gibson of tennis

36

Plaster base

24 Orel refusal

37

General Winfield

25 Fred’s wife

39

Words

26 “Bombs bursting____

40

Entangle

27 Bath measure

41

Hotelier Schraeger

28 Tine

42

Feed

29 Change

43

Quip, part 3

30 “___ a customer”

47

Franken and Gore

31 Shrew
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48

Peter Fonda role

32

Interior, to Chaucer

49

Umbrian town

37 Most inane

53 Signs

38 Sandy reefs

54

June honoree

42 Rhythmic break

57

Quip, part 4

44 Mascara target

60

Uzbekistan Sea

45 Author Damon

61

Average

46 It’s on the Humboldt

62

Sculptor Auguste

49 Like a happy dog’s tail

63

Comprehends

50 Father

64

Roger Rabbit, for one

51 Venetian strip

65

Quip, part 5

52 Troubles
5 3 ___ facto
54 Extinct one
55 Keen
56 Turn down
58 Head of Britain
59 Masses

(57)

GLOBAL CITY REVIEW

“Between two evils, I always pick the one I never tried
before.”

Mae West
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Approach of a Desolation
Angel 1
by Adrienne Anifant
A chapter from a novel in progress.
THE WAITRESS LEFT OUR PLATES ON THE TABLE. HELEN

bent over to smell the food.
I squinted and strained to see how deep the wound on
my sister’s scalp was, hoping I could examine and diagnose
it. I repeated a few quick disparaging epithets to myself for
my family’s gene pool of poor vision as I tried to envisage
how the injuries happened, and who did it.
I remembered one Saturday morning going to Helen’s
room and sitting Indian-style, watching her until she woke
up. She hadn’t come in until 5 that morning. Dad was
pacing around the living room all morning spewing out a
hushed tirade with barely concealed control. He performed
small domestic tasks, like making toast that he didn’t trust
us to do in case we burnt it or dropped crumbs on the
counter top, as all the while he muttered about how he
didn’t realize he was running a hotel for low-lifes. I
watched him spread out his shirts on the ironing board,
fastidiously folding each sleeve as he ironed them at low
heat, back and forth, back and forth, a metronome of
doom, as I waited for Helen to get up.
I moved to her bedroom, sat on the floor and watched
her. When she finally cracked her eyes open, she said “Hi,
I can’t move.” She lifted the covers. Blood streaked her
neck and cheek. I jumped back in alarm.
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“What happened?” I asked in a whisper, so Dad
wouldn’t know she was awake.
“We were chased last night,” she said, her voice rough
and abrasive.
“By who?”
“Cops. They got out of their cars and just started chasing
us so we ran like hell. Then everyone disappeared into the
woods but the cops caught up with me.” Helen rubbed her
eyes with her knuckle, then burrowed her face into the
cotton Star Wars sheets she still used. I dug my fingers
into my bare feet as I imagined men badged and buckled
running so close behind Helen she could hear them
snorting as they gained on her.
“They grabbed me by my arm, threw me down and
started kicking me.” She pulled her sheets down so I could
see her stomach, speckled black and blue like an exotic
deepwater fish.
“W hy?” I sat and watched her.
“My friends heard me screaming— those 5-0 fuckers beat
the shit outta me. They came out of the woods and yelled
at the cops to stop. They arrested us all for trespassing and
took us to the police station.”
“Oh my God.”
“But they didn’t press charges against me because I
think they felt bad.They thought I was a guy ‘cause of the
hair-do,” she said as she patted her bald pate.
“Then what happened?”
“They kept us overnight and then kicked us out. All the
others have to go to court.”
O f course that’s what the cops thought. Just a bunch of
skinheads attached to skinny poles for bodies, dressed in
boots, black jeans, and Sex Pistols t-shirts. Punk
scarecrows running into the trees.
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I felt so small and afraid in the clear presence of this
other life of Helen’s. But I was mostly angry at her for
having it, for not allowing me to know all of her. As I
watched the sister I did know snuggle under old, faded
sheets and blankets, part of me began to resent her for
reaching past the hours, days and years we had spent
discovering both the grand and minute ways that life had
unfolded for us. Why did she need to change and want
other things?
I was becoming used to my bitter acceptance that my
sister would never be the same, my sister who brought
home strange smells on her clothes, who wrote poems
about being sad and then burned them. I had become less
afraid of Helen because she was still the most beautiful
person to me: agile in every movement, from folding the
laundry to picking the lock on my father’s closet.
Yet, sitting across from her in Pete’s Diner, I felt afraid.
Not of Helen, but of her life and of the unknown places
and people she had chosen over me. I was leery of the
disparity between my sister’s two selves. A sister who used
to stand behind me in the mirror and style my hair before
school, who first taught me to spell my name on a
chalkboard easel, and made French fries on snow days,
giving me a plate with just one saying straight-faced that
was all I would get. Then she would become someone who
turned and submerged herself in the dimly lit world of
Poughkeepsie backstreets dotted with human shadows and
glass needles; clubs with no windows holding screaming,
jumping bodies; and sandpaper voices down the telephone
line telling my mother that Helen was now a witch.
“What’s wrong?” I asked. Helen was inspecting the
home-fries. She looked at me.
“Nothing.”
“Well you’re not eating. Are you O K ?”
{61
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“No they have skins on them.” She pretended to throw
up in her napkin.
“They’re supposed to be the healthiest part.” I pulled the
plate towards me.
“Hmm I think that’s just an excuse for lazy cooks.”
“No, it’s not” I said, scooping up the greasy potato
cubes.
“Yes, it is. The skins are contaminated.”
I rolled my eyes. Helen placed her knife and fork across
the plate. She folded her hands.
“Jen what’s happening with Mom and Dad? Is it really
bad there?” Their names made me think of malignant
pruners returning to snip off my new day with Helen.
“Yeah it’s really bad.” I imagined the hot, frying oil
lacquering my mouth and stomach, pushing my hips and
thighs out into watery flab. “I mean I think they’re in
shock since you left. And it’s quieter since there are only
three people fighting now instead of four.” I squeezed my
eyes closed trying to circumvent a surprise tear flow. Her
questions released something in me. No one ever asked me
about what was happening. No one knew.
“W hat’s wrong?” she asked in a small voice.
“Everything, Helen!” I rubbed away the tears. Helen
retreated into her red seat back. “I just hate it at home
with them. I get in so much trouble.”
“W hy?”
“I wrote a story in school about people eating each other,
like cannibalism. My teacher showed it to the principal
and they called Mom and Dad in.” I sobbed in between
words, trying to breathe enough so I could finish. I looked
around to see the customers’ eyes I knew would be on me.
They looked and blinked.
“Jen what happened?” Helen crooned the way she used
to when she cleaned the rabbits’ cages.
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“The principal and my teacher asked if anything had
happened at home and Dad went crazy. He started saying
he’d get everyone fired. It was so awful.” I covered my eyes
with my hands. Helen pulled back again, rolling and
shifting her weight, trying to get a handle on her
mounting rage. She spread her long thin fingers on the
table. Her skin stretched taut between her long bony
fingers, like elegantly webbed amphibian claws. She leaned
in.
“What did they do to you when you got home?”
“The usual, Helen— they screamed for hours at me.
Asked me why I would write that, after all the things
they’ve bought me. They said I was a selfish bitch and had
too much. That they’ve wasted so much time already on
me. It was so bad— I ran out of the house.”
“Those miserable bastards.”
“While I was getting my shoes, on Dad stood on the
landing saying in a weird voice, ‘Ohh poor little baby is
going to go pout.’”
Helen kept her hands tightly clasped and sniffed. Her
face was expressionless. “I just wanted to die, Helen.”
Mandy, our waitress, came over, inching forward as if in
a mine field.
“Can I take these?”
“Yes, thank you.” Helen stacked our dishes neatly and
handed them to her. They both smiled wanly as if
something had been shared.
Helen turned back to me. “I cannot fucking believe
this.” She pulled out a sleek silver case from a hidden
pocket in her jacket and plucked a cigarette, snapping the
case shut. “I mean this is just un-fucking-believable.”
“What? They were always like this.”
“No, no.” Helen protested through a corner of her
smoking lips. “You know what this means, don’t you?
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They’re gonna start going after you. Now that I’m gone.”
So it was final. She was gone for good. I knew she was but
to hear her say it, to confirm that this was how things were
made me nauseous. Mandy slid the bill on the table.
Helen put a ten in and closed it. She made a face because of
the grease on the docket and she pulled out her toilettes to
cleanse her hands.
“Do you think?”
“Yes. I do. This is serious, Je n .” She scoured each finger.
“What are you going to do?”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean what are you going to do? How can you stay
there alone?” Helen’s body was stiff. “I think you have to
do something, Je n .”
I was about to ask her what I could possibly do, when we
heard Milo’s baritone bark through the window. Across the
parking lot, Helen’s boyfriend, R.T., sat in the lotus
position under the tree stroking Milo. Helen watched
them for a second, grateful maybe that this was her new
family. At the end of the day they would step into their
rickety Ford and drive away from all of this— three heads
framed in the back window, able to slip into the horizon
and disappear.
“Are you ready?” Before I could answer, she was up and
almost at the door. Mandy watched Helen walk past her
and out the door without even a nod. But that was how she
was; people loved her once she allowed them into her orbit,
but then couldn’t understand when she fled to a new
corner of the cosmos.
“Thank you.” I said to Mandy as I ran after Helen.
“Helen, where are we going? I need to go home. They’re
going to kill me.”
I tried to get close to Helen. I could see her scalp injury
in the sunlight. But she was walking too fast towards R T
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and Milo. R T leaned over to my sister while Helen rubbed
the back of Milo’s head. I turned away for an instance and
caught my scowl reflected in the car window. I searched
R T ’s every move for signals of violence. He was small and
decrepit for a young guy, but that could be deceptive. A
minor league drug dealer could cauterize his emotions in
order to get what he wanted from people.
“Helen, I think I have to go back now.”
Helen opened the door for R T to climb over. “Wait, not
, >>
yet.
She opened the door for Milo and me. “What if they find
out?”
“Fuck that - you’re my sister and it’s normal to hang
out. Get in.”
I felt comfortable sitting behind Helen as I watched M ilo’s
nails make white streaks on my thighs. I thought of
grandpa’s 1 9 8 5 Oldsmobile Cutlass Supreme that my
mother inherited when he died.
I remembered driving with my grandfather one summer
afternoon to Rhinecliff. The train tracks ran along the river
causing pockets of stagnant, swampy water to form small
ponds along the riverbank. We were going to look at the
frogs and painted box turtles that sunned themselves on
the fallen rotting tree branches. I had the window rolled
down and was leaning my head out the window watching
the clouds and shadows of telephone poles and branches in
the rear view mirror. I noticed a white delivery truck
coming up on us fast, then tailing us. I glanced at
Grandpa, but his eyes were quiet and far, his right foot
faithful to the speed limit, keeping a steady fifty-five. I
looked into the rear view mirror and saw the ragged,
sandy-colored hair of the driver, his black sunglasses
honing in on our car like a fat housefly.
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When the road split into two lanes, the truck
disappeared from the rear view mirror and pulled alongside
of us. His engine sounded like churning barbed wire.
“Jackass,” Grandpa grumbled. I watched thinking the
truck driver would pass us, but he held his truck alongside
our car nose to nose. He turned to look at us, and then
turned back to the road, his car lunging forward then
breaking. Then he lifted his sunglasses so they pushed his
stringy hair back and the sleeves of his white t-shirt
whipped in the wind. He looked at me and smiled
strangely. I followed the trajectory of his gaze into our car,
and to my bare legs. I instinctively drew my knees to my
chest wishing I could crawl inside my own painted shell.
Then he puckered his lips and made kissing sounds, like he
was calling a dog. The man laughed and glazed saliva
spread over his thin freckled lips with his tongue. I
snapped my head forward and gripped the seat. A new
kind of wretched heaviness crept up my legs and arms and
over my chest. My skin felt like dirty clothes, I wanted to
peel off.
I focused on the road, it flowed like black water. The
yellow ribbon riding its ebbing crest. Grandpa hung on
the wheel, the way he always did, unseeing, oblivious. The
truck finally began to pass us, its hoarse engine growing
loader with acceleration. Maple branches shook in its
rough wake. The truck seemed to sail down the open road
as it took the terrain, the dips and curves; free to go
without consequence.
'Cocks, Jay. “Approach of a Desolation Angel.” Time. April 16, 1990.
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Giants in New Jersey
by Adrienne Glide
Fourteen,
And the Zapatistas descend upon me.
They occupy a small pumpkin-colored wall
in a house on Mayfair Drive
and in no time at all are at home
among the horde.
Early mornings
only my youth forces me to get up
and dress in the cold
as they watch
wearing only sombreros.
Together we wait on horseback
for the lone bus that seems pathetic
as it climbs up through the trees to get me.
The presence of the Zapatistas is meaningless as
math from the back of the room in a new school
but increasingly, when I look up at them
I'm wondering what they’re doing here,
what they’re/tfr, and without knowing the word,
I think they’re dassy.

{67}

GLOBAL CITY REVIEW
I never thought myself an intellectual act of creation,
itself drawn to other exquisite executions in kind.
I was oblivious to concepts such as endurance,
bearing, authenticity, the insidious power of
pigment and proportion,
or that these can come together
to erupt and then seep into the earth of you.
My idea of beauty was my royal purple dress
upon which I hung the latest thing —
a medallion, the perfect foil to the
textbook sex that aggressed against my body.
In fact, I wondered how this masterpiece
of workmanship ever found me in the wilderness.
And so without benefit of herald or introduction
Orozco by osmosis
initiates me into art and politics.
I guess he wanted me to learn a little something
before I left West Orange
for the wilds of womanhood
and the good of the party.
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The Railroader Retired, Living
on the Lake
by James Proffitt
Before he wore pajamas all day, played Pogo
and some Texas card game in his little nicotine den,
before he chain-smoked, drank pots of black coffee
like they were young girls’ little play tea-cups,
before AA and a little fisherman’s cottage in the snow
on the lake in the north country near the big woods
there was a long run on cocaine and every color pill,
violence and disillusionment, discrepancies and
divorce and girls and women and every form of loss.
There was beer and wine, every drink known to man
running through his body like clear, swift streams.
Before a longing to be on the lake fishing yet a body
barely able to make it from the bed to the coffee pot,
from the coffee pot to the toilet, the toilet to the den,
there were freight trains he ran through mountains,
highballing, fast, stoned— and wanderers on the tracks
who never made it home, who left the earth beneath
hundred-car trains of lumber, steel and commodities.
His hands are shaking now as he smokes, ponders snow
coming across the lake, his daughter in another state
(a business woman buried head deep in sense, sobriety.)
Often he weeps himself into uneasy sleep through dreams.
He hunted faithfully when he was young, every form of
living creature— shot them, gutted them and ate them.
He’s got a shoulder stiff with buckshot to show for it all.
Now, driving among tall drifts for smokes and coffee
beans,
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teary-eyed, humbly asks that God look after rabbits and
deer
he sees in heavy snow, shadows of foxes and coyotes in
brush
and the sparrows, finches, warblers, cardinals and blue jays
that frequent a birdfeeder he’s fastened to a small pole.
And he places dishes of food out every dawn, coughing
and hacking from a life lived hard, for the feral cats.
So’s they won’t be tempted by the little birds, the little
shivering chipmunks and shrews, he says, spittle on his lip.
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In the Cold, Chilled Air
(I Stood So Still)
by Nicole Goodwin

SAME DAY. NOTHING CHANGES.

I rage.
The subway was crowded as I opted whether to return
home and slumber in emptiness or just simply drift into
school and pray that I would be forgotten. I had decided
that in order to accomplish either task, I must first take
the 4 train, and so with this thought I did so.
In silence, I am alone. I rage.
The train was packed as if we all had voluntarily become
sardine fish or worse off cattle willingly shuffling to the
slaughterhouse. I stood against the pole balancing myself
against the shift and tugs that came with the momentum
of the silver snake’s trek to and fro throughout the dark
pits of the city. Nothing changes. Same day, every day. I
rage.
I heard his voice siring into the corners of my thoughts,
speaking softly as if his votive was that of a goose feather
in flight.
“Please kind people, I am in need of help.”
He did not shout and yet he was heard with great clarity
above the clang, and the clacks of the subway wheels
pounding its dominance against the weary rat infested
tracks.
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“My name is Mike, I am 52 years old, and I had a
stroke. Please kind people I am in need of your help.”
I listened, stilled was the fire that simmered and
bubbled within me. With every sentence he carried the
manner of a dignitary cast aside by life and its cruel,
ambiguous jests. Yet he himself was not cruel or unkind. I
saw him as a man, battered, broken, beaten but never the
less a man.
“I am in need of your assistance, I have had a stroke and
am not receiving any government funding. I have no living
relative that can help me. I would rather come to this train
and beg for help than rob or steal or blame the system.
Please kind people I am in need.”
I felt stilled. My heart swelled to the size of a sweet,
inviting cantaloupe. I let him in and tears were beginning
to flow. As I reached into my little purse, no part of me
wondered why I was helping this man at all. He could be
lying. In reply I searched within myself discovering an
answer.
He was not desperate, disturbed by panic or fear;
nothing in his voice resonated that whatsoever. This was
because of one thing. He believed. He believed that in the
end we would help him. Knowing this I could not, would
not let him down.
“Here you go, sir. This is all I have on me right now.”
“Thank you sister. May God Bless you.”
“And may God bless you and keep you as well.” And I
meant that from the bottom of the bottom of my heart.
More money passed along the way as I handed it to him
before the train reached my stop. As the doors opened we
had all journeyed to 12 5 th Street. The air rushed in and hit
me in the face, reviving me back into the world I had
known before Mike appeared.
Same day. Nothing changes.
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I opted to go home instead. As my head hit the pillow
the tears welled up like a geyser. For Mike, for myself and
the rest of the world, I cried.
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Word Association
by Melanie Thorne

Beauty
JAIME IS THE PRETTY ONE. BOTH OF US BLONDE AND BLUE

eyed, I ’m thinner, but not by much, and she’s always been
more willing to flaunt things. She hasn’t not had a
boyfriend since she was eleven. Like most pretty girls, she
knows how to wiggle her ass and lean over the desk just so,
and is then convincingly surprised and appropriately
grateful when her boss lets her have two Fridays off in a
row, or the guy at the vending machine gives her the last
coke.
At fourteen, she and her friends flashed a group of
bearded men in the parking lot of a Tool concert for a keg
of beer. She lost her virginity that same year in the room
next to mine with our mom asleep down the hall. The first
time a guy grabbed her ass without her permission she was
working at Java City. She was sixteen and almost always
stoned, and she giggled instead of kicking him in the
balls. He gave her rides to and from work for weeks. There
might have been more between them, but she doesn’t tell
me everything.
She’s quit three jobs because of some sort of sexual
harassment. I once asked her why she didn’t just wear less
revealing clothes. “I have a right to express myself, Liz,”
she said like I was stupid. “They’re all perverts, anyway.”
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I said, “Even I can’t help but look at your cleavage when
you wear that red V-neck spandex top with a lacy black
bow at the center and a push up bra underneath.”
“I don’t wear a push-up,” she said. “I can’t help it if I
have big boobs.”
“Small shirts don’t help either.”
“Whatever,” she said. “At least I have a chest.”
Jaime still takes particular pleasure in calling me a “late
bloomer.” Two years older, I hit puberty first, but it hit
her much harder and at thirteen, her breasts were about as
big as mine are now and hers kept growing. I was taller,
but she wore more make-up and used her body in a way
my self-consciousness would never allow. People thought
she was older. Guys bought her drinks at bars way before
she was twenty-one. A flip of her long blonde hair, a
shining smile, and her little-girl-being-tickled laugh and
she got into a show for free, or snagged the cute waiter’s
number and a free glass of wine, or received a
complimentary bobble head doll from a vendor at Great
America.
Intelligence
Since we’re labeling things, let’s call me the smart one. I
read faster than anyone I know and retain almost
everything. I have excellent recall and a near photographic
memory. My mom is still amazed when I can recite
specifics she’s forgotten: her old work address, her
husband’s prison I.D., the names of people I only met once
at a birthday party when I was six.
When I was in first grade, a woman with braided
pigtails pulled me out of Mrs. Petersen’s class and asked
me to put together puzzles in her office. Her name was
Carol, and she let me drink my apple juice box as I studied
the angles and holes in each shape, rotating the blocks in
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my hands so I could see all the lines and indentations. I set
the juice box on her desk and arranged the blocks into the
3-D structure I’d seen in my mind. All those curves and
edges molded into a wooden horse; later, flat plastic shapes
made a sunflower; a different set of wooden blocks became
a ship. Carol smiled wide at me when I handed her each
finished whole, showing all her white teeth. She made a
note on her yellow legal pad, nodded her head like she’d
proved something, and beamed at me. Carol also gave me
math problems and reading tests, and after two days of this
she told me if I wanted to, I could be in the advanced
second grade class next year.
Jaime called me smarty-pants. She still does sometimes,
though I try not to correct her grammar as much these
days.
Compassion
My dad always gives money to bums. Even the ones who
hold signs that say, “Why lie? I need a beer.” He says that
might be him someday.
“If I was on the streets, Liz,” he asked once, “if I came to
your house some afternoon and knocked on your door,
you’d buy me a sandwich, right?”
Hope
My dad hit my mom with anything he could find when he
wanted to hit her. Shoes, magazines, a cup of hot tea. She
always took him back after she made him leave. He
punched the walls, the refrigerator, the fish tank. He
ripped the cords from the phone when she tried to call the
police, blocked her way to the door if she tried to leave,
blocked her way to her daughters in the other room. Every
time he started AA, she thought this time he’d really do it.
He sounded so sincere in his promises.
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They even renewed their vows when I was five, did a
whole wedding set-up with the white dress, balloons, three
tiered cake with little plastic bride and groom, the stuff
they hadn’t done when they got married. They look so
happy in the pictures, both thin and healthy, sunlit and
framed by blue sky. My mom is wearing make-up, my dad
is clean-shaven, and they are both wearing smiles I haven’t
seen since. There are some shots of the four of us: me and
Jaime in little white dresses with bows and ribbons, white
flowers in our blonde hair, dimples in our cheeks. We look
like a family.
Fifteen years later when my dad went to jail for drunk
driving and asked me to clean out his apartment and hold
his stuff for six months, I found a whole box of these
photos next to his bed.
He still asks how Mom’s doing when we see him these
days, even before he asks about us.
Safety
My mom took us to see The Flight of the Navigator when it
came out in theaters. It gave me nightmares and when I
woke up, Jaime was sleeping quietly in her bed next to
mine so I crept out into the living room and plugged in
the Christmas tree lights. Blues, yellows, reds, and greens
diffused into the room, echoing some shadows and
disappearing in others. I rolled underneath the tree and
inhaled the bright pine scent. I breathed deep and looked
through the branches at the sparkling lights, the disco ball
effects of glittered ornaments, the stained glass Virgin
Mary glowing gold through green needles. Shimmering
colors and shifting winks of light as far as I could see above
me; it looked like a whole world of layered life and
movement.
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My mom appeared next to me, her glasses off. “Pretty
lights,” she said, and I curled into her stomach and she
stroked my hair and rubbed my temples with soft
circles, careful of her nails. She hummed “Silent N ight,”
and I fell asleep.
Faith
My mom believes in God’s plan. She believes there’s a
reason. My mom stayed with my dad for thirteen years.
Memory
One of my dad’s favorite stories: I was two and running
around and he wanted to watch the Dodgers game. I
wouldn’t shut up so he gave me a shot of the whiskey he
was holding. “You got even more hyped up,” he says,
“raised your arms above your head and danced around like
a hula girl for a minute and started screaming.” He’s not
drinking whiskey when he tells the story, but he’s
probably holding a beer. “So I gave you another shot and
then you ran laps— laps!— around the kitchen table and
passed out on the floor.” He laughs, and when he slaps his
knee, the vein-like, bluish green Speedy Gonzalez tattoo
shifts on the freckled skin of his bicep.
It’s maybe the third time I’ve heard him tell this story,
and I imagine my mom out shopping, at the grocery store,
or maybe she took an extra shift at Gemco. My dad hasn’t
dressed me in more than a diaper, and I might have food
on my face that he didn’t feel like wiping up. He may have
put Jaim e in her crib, but more than likely she is the last
place my mom left her, in her swing, diaper full. He leaves
me where I fall on the orange and yellow linoleum, tiny
sunshine curls lighter than the checker box tiles. Even after
the commercials have come and gone, his daughters sleep
as undisturbed as he longed to be.
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He laughs again and wipes his eyes. “You were so cute,
Liz,” he says and raises his can. “Loud, but adorable.”
“I can only imagine,” I say.
Fear
My mom’s mother died when she was a toddler, and her
step mom beat the crap out of her and my aunts and pulled
their hair. She sent the youngest away to a boarding
school, saying that she had stolen money from her purse.
My mom says the woman blamed them for the marks on
the toilet seat where the little round legs on the lid hit,
but she always made them put the top down. She wouldn’t
give them keys to the house so they had to stay outside
every day after school. She threw things at them: books,
vegetables, curling irons.
I know my mom was scared. I know she cowered later
when he raised his arm too, but was used to covering the
bruises. I know she was afraid to be alone, too afraid to
leave, and in her heart and at her church, voices were
saying she had made a promise to my father and the one in
heaven. And she loved them both.
Friends took us in immediately when they saw her
swelling lip or black eye, let us stay the night on their
living room floor. They gave us money, sent cards at
Christmas with checks that made my mom cry. They
brought us turkeys at Thanksgiving and coats from the
donation pile at church. God provided when my dad
couldn’t get off the couch. She trusted Him with all our
lives because she didn’t have a choice.
M iscommunication
My dad offered me money at the beginning of the summer.
“I got some extra right now, Liz, and I know I didn’t help
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much before so I could probably let you have about three
hundred dollars.”
I was moving to Santa Cruz in September and said
that’d be great. “I could really use your help with a deposit
when I find an apartment,” I said. I swear that’s what I
said.
In August, Jaim e and I went to where he had just
moved in with his girlfriend to celebrate his birthday. He
held a Budweiser and Lynn looked sixty years old, all the
wrinkles on her face. Packs of cigarettes, all open and most
half empty, sat in each room not even next to the
overflowing ashtrays. My dad barbequed and I stayed
outside where the air was clean. Lynn’s seven-year-old son
sat next to me on the grass. He talked about rabbits.
Jaim e bummed a cigarette from Lynn, took one of my
dad’s beers from the fridge, and sat in the lawn chair next
to the grill. A stack of Costco frozen burger patties stood
on the table, and flies and bees buzzed around the meat.
Lynn came out and her smoke mixed with charcoal smoke,
and my head throbbed in the sun. She slipped her arms
around
my
dad’s
waist.
“Lynn works as a guard at Folsom prison,” he said to us.
“Our step dad was there for a while,” Jaim e said.
“No he wasn’t,” I said.
“He’s in prison now,” my dad said to Lynn.
“For what?” she asked, the creases around her mouth
like caverns when she puckered for a drag.
“Flashing!” he said, and laughed so hard he spilled beer
down the front of his Grateful Dead tank top. “Their mom
married a flasher,” he said and shook his head. He flipped a
burger.
Later, after the burgers and the cake Lynn bought that
said, Happy Birthday Stud, we gave him his presents: a box
of Jordan Almonds, some Old Spice aftershave and soap on
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a rope. Later, after all that and when it was almost time to
go, I asked him about the money.
“You said you didn’t want it,” he said.
“What?”
“You said you didn’t need it.”
“I said I could use it later,” I said.
“I don’t have it anymore,” he said. “I spent it.”
“Can you give me anything?” I asked. “I have a nine
hundred dollar deposit due on the first. Even fifty bucks
would help.”
“You said you didn’t want any money.”
“I didn’t, but if— ”
“No, I don’t have fifty bucks.” He opened a new can.
“It’s my goddamn birthday.”
When I got home, there were three messages from him.
They were mostly just slurred swear words and name
calling and “you ruined my fucking birthday” in various
forms, some with “bitch” tagged on either side of the
sentence, but the words that stand out the most when I
think about that day are, “money grubbing whore.”
I lay bent on the floor, hating myself for hurting,
furious at my useless shields and his endless power to
wound, and I was reminded: No matter how much you
think you hate your father, things can always get worse.
Freedom
I’m not afraid of anything anymore. I mean, that’s a total
lie, I ’m scared shitless by many things, but what I meant,
what I mean, is that I know I can handle the fear. I know I
can take it, I know I ’ll survive unless I don’t want to, and
sometimes even then.
I can only keep moving.
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Identity
Jaim e has gained close to a hundred pounds in less than
two years. She says it’s because she quit smoking. She says
she knows she’s fat and she wants to do something about
it, but it seems like recently she’s just gotten bigger.
When it got warm, I saw her giant calves, and she doesn’t
even wear jeans anymore, just pants with elastic waists. I
worry about her health.
But she still photographs well, knows exactly when to
smile. Her blue eyes look blue in pictures whereas mine are
always red and my face is doing something weird because
I ’m uncomfortable. She still has long blonde hair that she
wants to grow to her butt, and I want to say something
about how if she keeps growing her butt too they might
meet in the middle, but that would be mean. And it
doesn’t matter anyway because the waiter still brings her a
free margarita when we go to Ernesto’s, and she is
currently sleeping with two of her best friends, though not
officially with anyone. “It’s called benefits, Liz,” she says
and sips her drink. I ’ve spent two years pining for the guy
I thought was the one guy I would never get tired of
wanting but the not having is getting old. I never give the
guys who try to talk to me a chance, I never shake my ass
for a free drink, and what I miss most is being held. Jaime
never has to sleep alone if she doesn’t want to.
“I get what I want,” she says and she does. She smirks
at me. “Smarty pants.”
A ll my years of advanced classes and creative learning,
and she started ditching school in fifth grade, and look at
us now. Her skills are much more practical.
Justice
I heard this on the news: A man is in the process of
robbing a woman’s house. It’s raining, he slips on the roof
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tiles and falls through the glass skylights in the woman’s
kitchen and breaks his leg. Now he is suing her for the
medical costs plus damages for “psychological wounds.”
My dad thinks it’s great. “Good for him,” he says. “He
was just trying to make a living.”
“Could that be you someday, too?”
“Nah,” my dad says and shakes his head. “I’d just bust
the door in.”
Relief
Jaime has a scar across her arm about two and half inches
long and a quarter inch wide. It’s a shiny white band
between her shoulder and elbow, visible just below the
hem of her T-shirt sleeve. The scar tissue is pale and
puckered and looks like her wrinkled right thumb, which
she still sucks at twenty-two years old. I notice similar
scars on the arms of others girls at school sometimes, thin
white lines across their biceps, none as big or thick as
Jaim e’s. She told me she did hers with a safety pin. I think
about all the time that took, the patience.
Happiness
The summer I was ten my mom left us alone when she
went to work. Jaim e and I would take our Barbies, each
with its own specific name— Cindy, Carmen, Joanna— to
the apartment pool. We didn’t go to the one by the
complex office because kids were supposed to be fifteen or
supervised to swim. But no one watched at the small pool
on the far end of the housing blocks, near the freeway, so
we went there. Sometimes we brought a boom box, blasted
Ace of Base or Boyz to Men, sang the harmonies together
while we smeared on coconut scented tanning oil from
bronze bottles of Banana Boat.
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We played mermaids searching for treasure underwater,
kicked our feet in one swoop like tails, threw rocks in the
deep end and dove for them. We made Joanna and Carmen
go on dangerous boat trips in their hot-pink Cadillac,
through shark infested waters with pirate attacks and
thunderstorms and deserted islands. We had tea parties
underwater, perfected below the surface flips and acrobatic
maneuvers holding hands. We did hand stands and little
dance moves like synchronized swimmers we’d seen on the
Olympics. We jumped from the Jacuzzi into the pool and
back again. We dove through inner tubes and pushed each
other off them. We had contests to see who could hold
their breath the longest, who could swim mermaid style
the fastest, who could find the white rock at the bottom of
the white pool first.
We were just sun bleached, brown skinned, little girls,
playing in the water.
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