





“Axt, of its essence,
is opposed to that
which exists; its
taslk is neither to
gloxrify norx to
explain®

Jean-Paul Saxrtre
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Prayer

the monk who kneels

the monk

who
kneels

dropped head in hand
kercheif

the monk

who knee Is
leaves

an orange rind
on

leaves



looking

lake metal
| took to vales

safe from the water
it was more like water

two two a cabin

you brought wood from one end
and leaned

acorns the wicker
basket in the brook

rid of tannins

sto
mach tightens



hys

0) buimogq

0) buimog

0) buimogq

nimisms

Jdajem )aays

mojjems




Love Said The Girl With
> sunflower Eyes

; X v %«g gﬁ i‘{%}g@g

said the girl with the sunflower eyes
will be eternal
maybe

maybe

not

| do like the thought
| do like your eyes

| said

let’s just lay

we both said that




for then there was

for then there was
one

who said that
first

we must
leave

a
lone

there are now two
when

in place of
one

we sit
where

a
lone

for tt

one

we must

there are no\




even w/ moderation

even w/ moderation
let me shake. let me shake even with moderation

iet me shaake. let me shaake
even with moderation

let me sha-ake. let me sha-ake
even with moderation

lemme sha-ake. lemme sha-ake
even with moderation

Lemme SHA-ake. Lemme SHA-ake
even with moderation

Lemme SHAY-YAKE. Lemme SHAY-YAKE
even with moderation

Lemme SHAY-YAY-YAY-YAY-YAKE!
Lemme SHAY-YAY-YAY-YAY-YAKE!

LEM-me. LEM-me. LEM-me. LEM-me.
LEM-me, LEM-me, LEM-me, LEM-me
LEM-me LEM-me LEM-me LEM-me LEM-me —

let me shake. let me shake even with moderation

lemme sha-ake. lemme sha-ake

let me sha-ake. let me sha-ake
even with moderation

let me shaake. let me shaake
even with moderation

even w/ moderation
even with moderation

SSSSHHHHHHHAAAAYYYY-YAY-YUH-HUH-YAY-AKE—UH!

ever w moderation

et me shake, tet me shake oven with mog

tet me shaake, let me shaake
even with moderation

iet me sha-ake. let me sha-ake
even with moderation

femme sha-ake. lemme sha-ake
evan with modearation

Lewmme SHA-ake. Lamme SHAake



l. Death Shot

Bang, I'm going to blow your brains out

There's no need to shout
No one to pily you

No one to l\_el%pi you
S.0.8 are dead letters

While your silent screams will live

Angry bullets will be coming your way

\lengeance and Revenge are lilled with qun power

Prepare your Hesh ro receive its punislimenk
I'm ready for death, are you

| can leel your blood ix urqing fo come oul
To make Jexi’gn‘x on the sidewalk

Look to me for comlort

Because | will give it ro you, by qun is ready
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IU. Ground Rest

Do you like the earth

| surely hope you do

For you will become one with it

For dirt is always dirt

You can look at me in whatever way you wank
It does not matter to my eyes

You may love me and you may hate me

I'll be content if you feel both

Ah, | see the brightness coming to me

To take away your ligl\r and bring you dimness
For you don’t deserve darkness

Because you aren'| worlllg of its powers
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ortrait

hickened hair and thinned features embedded}
In self like such tiny finger prints 11
Or the child once was who didn’t share toys:
The mental giant and the baby ghost
Maker of wild blue and purple branches

Electric lines, solitary faucets.

If I could I would shout you to the wind
I would make of your panache a garden
For others to walk in and rejoice
Your castle is full of white banners
Canvas monuments pushed against walls.

If I could I would make you a garden
For others to walk in and rejoice

But all power has failed at the threshold

I watch as you wave and are gone.













' Smoke from those garments

cut free, not able to be
mended, covered in honey,

salt and oil.

Smoke of a penetrating
incense, the ViSION of death
(not the scent but the vision)

being freed.

The body and yes his blood

unresponsive to us now
except this potent presence

of the air.



‘loonllg. | ha
of theatre?™)

eea thinking a lot aboutl theatre. (“What isr your defiaition
This is slippery to talk about. By talkiag. I°'ve already engaged myrself in
theatre.

| put on @ bit of a puppet show. | can aever truly verbalize my mind. My
mind is more of a stage hand

‘feeding me my lines from my consciousness . Consciousness |issvoh a
deoeptive thing--1 get angry Just thiaking about it.

Most days 1°d rather stay well-buried ia my Ohelsea apartment listenlag to the

the oity. But some alghts | go out. Many nights |1 go out. Maany nights | go
out to parties.

| listen to--and overhear--the people talk and play. | watoh the . Apd I'm
aot required

HOTOS: Paocle Oerloy
Paole Oerlov and Sarit Rus




Oh Mr. Parker!

There is no God but you...

22
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TUbnous Jarau ybnous se
cshouanel noA aia
cAepoyj jea noA pip mo




Latecomer lives in skin. (Lizard)




Yes...
Well

Yes...
Right

now
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in Sunshine and Railn

Watching my mother get ready to go out with my dad used to be a game. She would
sit at her white wicker vanity table (how appropriately named!) and apply all the
Maybelline, Revion, and Mary Kay needed to complete the transition from my ordi-
nary mother to a beautiful princess. | would watch, fascinated, hanging upside down
from thelr master bed, my twin braids waving as | gently bounced on the mattress.
After mother was done, she would turn to me and say, “Emmle, do you want to be
pretty too?” and | would immediately roll off the bed and trot over to her chair. My
nose would come Just to the level of the table top and | would have to stand up on
tiptoe to peer over the ledge at the assortment of blush brushes, lipsticks and rain-
bow colors of paint. Before anything more significant than lip gloss touched my up-
turned face, my dad would come striding out of the bathroom, calling In his bilg
booming voice, “There’'s my Lee-giril How’s my baby today?” He would swing me up
in his arms and | would bury my face In his neck to avoid the tickie of his beard,
breathing In the soap and aftershave smell of him and | would hear his words rumble
deep In his chest as he sald, “She’'s Just a kid, Kat, why bother her with all that stuff
now? Just let her run around for a few years and the rest will take care of itself.”

y In the mud with Eddie and
mbled with the clasp of her
In and lean over to help her

“Jack, she Is a little girl, she
Dave,” mother would answe
string of pearis. Then my da
fasten them, kissing the nap

“Em, will you give me a hand ese pearis? | can never seem to fasten them.” |
roll gracefully off the master bed, as I've done a thousand times In the last twenty
years and walk over to my mother* s vanity table. “Sure Mom, what time are you
leaving?” | ask, my fingers deftly working the clasp mechanism that she still hasn’'t
mastered even after two decades of wear. “Oh, | don’t know, as soon as Barry gets
here | guess,” she says absently as she applies final touches of mascara to that
flawless face, “Don’t you want to try this new blush | got? It’ll really bring out you
skin tone?” | sigh as | feel the headache coming already, the pulsing and throbbing
on the left side of my skull that signifies the onset of the migraine. “Mother, I've told
you a thousand times that | Just don't wear makeup. It's pointiess for me to take
twenty minutes out of my morning to put on something | Just have to scrub off for soft-
ball practice.” It’'s my mother the saleswoman that replies as she sweeps the “es-
sontials” Into a small handbag. “You know...you'd be

The Bingo Queen

Saint Peter’s Lutheran church is giving away the biggest bingo jackpot in the history of Maple Springs. Five hundred dollars
is a lot of money in my town, and the women fluttering around the church basement are buzzing about what they would do if
they hit the big one. Connie Mays said she’d buy a diamonique ring from the Home Shopping Network. I’1l tell you some-
thing though, from the way these women talk about her, I’d say she’d buy a month’s supply of Jack Daniels. Marge Jamison
said she’d donate hers to a local charity. Yeah right, the name of that charity is “Help Marge Get Another Facelift.” Before we
left for the church, my Daddy made my Mom promise to give the money to him if she hit the jackpot. He is very concerned
with winning this money. He was in the basement for a week trying to make counterfeit bingo cards before he realized it is
impossible to cheat at bingo. Now Daddy is trying to get enough money to buy pigs to start his own organic pork farm. My
mother tells him he is crazy and he’d have to kill her before she is caught dead raising organic swine. I think I’d like living
with pigs because I love playing in mud. He hollers to her, “Everyone is in to organic crap these days, 100k at all them people
who eat that tofu garbage. And how ‘bout hummus, wh the hell would ya eat somethin’ like that?” He told me that five
hundred dollars is just enough to buy about a ! ket change, and money he took from
Mom’s purse, until he had every cent. Unfortu er with his friends down at the Golden
Keg and lost it all. Mom was mad as hell, not _ ant to live on a pig farm anyway-she
found out where all her missing cash had been going. Sh and win it back. The church women were
still talking about my Daddy’s last scheme. His last money-making attempt was disastrous. He was trying to train our dog
Toby to do all

kinds of cool tricks. He worked on training Toby every mght in the basement so he eould sell tickets to a “Toby the Wonder
Dog” show. It was too bad that all Toby could do was lay down. He was so old he couldn’t even get back up again. I was
disappointed because I was looking forward to selling the popcorn. Since Toby was too old to do tricks, Daddy decided to try
and make him talk. Of course, Toby was no Mr. Ed, but that didn’t stop Daddy. He posted signs for his “Toby the Talking
Wonder Dog Show” all over Maple Springs. People could come and ask Toby to answer their questions. Needless to say,
Mom went to live with my Gram for a few days. Gram didn’t really want her, though. Daddy built a platform in the basement
and put a curtain around the bottom of it so that no one would see me. You see, I was the voice for “Toby the Talking Wonder

.



so pretty If you just took some time with yourself. Look at how gorgeous Lizzle looks
and all she wears Is...” The slamming of the front door interrupts her pitch and
from my position near the door | can hear my sister greet Barry and his response
floats up the stalrcase. “I'm Just great Lizzle, what're you up to tonight?” | glance at
my mother and she Is looking back at me, walting to gauge my reaction. “He has a
key? | didn’t even get the new one after you changed the front door.” | kick at the leg
of the table, making the brightly colored accessorles dance brlefly then settie again
into thelr places. My mother shoves her chair back and grabs her wrap. “Em, grow
up. You're not a littie girl anymore and | would really appreciate it if you could come
downstalrs and be clvil to Barry for once In your life, O.K.?” | follow her at a dis-
tance down the steps feeling my blood begin to pound In my braln and watch as
Barry’'s face lights up. If | try, | can pretend that it's dad Just coming home from
work. Barry Is big man, tall like dad was, but his halr Is sandy where dad’s was
coal; still, the lllusion lasts until he opens his mouth and that high pitched nasal voice
comes out. “Well, don’t you two look lovely tonight?” he smliles and holds his hand
out to my mother. | scan the hallway mirror, taking In the college warm-up suit I'm
wearing and choose to Ignore his comment, sweeping past them Into the family room
to throw myself in my rocking chair. Even though | can't see her, | can feel my mother
roll her eyes and shrug at him, which, | suppose, gives him the courage to follow me
into the room and attempt to make conversation. “Well, how's spring break going
kiddo? | bet you're happy not having softball practice everyday?” | sigh inwardly as
the headache creeps Into my neck, causing the tendon to tighten painfully, but | hear
my dad’s echo In my mind, “Company behavior,” so | pick up a magazine and an-
swer, “It's nice to have a break | guess. Between school, softball and working for
coach | usually don’t even get a chance to breathe.” He beams at having achieved
this breakthrough and grins at my mother whose smile echoes his own. | don’t really
know why he annoys me so, It’s not as If he’s ever done anything to me personally,
aside from speaking in that horrible volice. | try, really 1 do, but every time he opens
his mouth my skin crawis and I'm as short as possible simply to stop his voice. The
problem is he tries too hard and he’'s not my dad and never will be and he’s always
going to fall short in comparison. Sometimes, | can be civil though, like tonight, and
mother selzes the opportunity. “Em, Barry's going to be out your way when you play
Lamire University. He's going to stop by your game and maybe you two

can grab dinner afterwards.” She's treading dangerous water now and she knows
it; her eyes warn me not to make an Issue of this, to Just accept it but | can’t. In three

Dog.” Things were going really well until the love of my sixth grade life, Billy Parker, asked if Penny Rose Caddick would
g0 to a movie with him. I was so mad because there was nobody I hated more than Penny Rose Caddick, that I lost my
concentration and forgot to talk in my “dog” voice. I screamed from under the platform, “Penny Rose would never go out
with you because she made IT with your brother Tom in the back of his Volkswagen!” I started crying underneath the plat-
form while Toby just laid there. Jane Olds came over and asked Toby if he was all right and dabbed his eyes with her hand-
kerchief. In the meantime, I came rolling out from under the platform and ran sobbing to my room. Daddy wasn’t too mad at
me, but everyone started calling him a fraud. You can see why my Mom is sort of a bingo outcast. This bingo game is an
annual event that goes along with the Christmas in July Bazaar and Bakesale. Once we get there, Mom goes to help the otlier
women arrange the baked good table. All of the ladies are arguing about who will get to hold the cash box. You must under-
stand that holding the cash box is considered the most important job. Well, at least they all agreed not to let Olive Waterhouse
run the box. She hadn’t come in yet, but all the ladies are convinced she steals the money to put in the collection plate on
Sundays. Meanwile, I sneak away to peek at a Harlequin romance novel behind a bunch

of boxes stacked in the corner. I wonder why there are always so many of these books at bazaars? They make some very
interesting reading. In fact, mine is called Love at Graceland and the back cover says: “Witness love at Graceland. Bobby
Pinkerton, a handsome Elvis Presley impersonator, uses his ‘hound dog’ ways to woo women both on and off stage. His
gigolo ways are ended when he meets Cindy Morris, the woman of his dreams at a diner after a show. Come along for the
story of a beautiful and touching love affair between an Elvis impersonator and a waitress in this month’s Harlequin ‘Man of
the Month’ book selection love at Graceland.” Now, what could possibly be more interesting than that? Peering around the
corner of a box, I see my mother slicing up a fruitcake. Fruitcake is disgusting at any time of year, but especially in July. I
hear the scritch scritch of an old woman in polyester pants approaching my fort. I shrink back amongst the books for cover.
0Old women sure are lucky that polyester isn’t flammable; they’d be bursting into flames right and left. Just as I am getting to
the good part in my Harlequin, my mom pulls me out of my hiding place by the untied strings of my hot pink Converse
hightops. “Maggie,” she says, “get out here right now and help Mrs. Grover get her jello mold out of her car!” really cannot
believe I have to leave my book behind for the likes of Mrs. Nelly Grover. I suppose you could call Nelly the matriarch of
Maple Springs; however, I think a better title would be the matriarch of gossip. She publishes the “Notes from Nelly” news-
letter once a month for the people of Maple Springs and “surrounding communities.” My name got in there once, you’ll never



years, she hasn’'t made even one of my games and I'll be damned If the first member
of my “famlily” to see me play will be Barry. The paln in my head worsens another
degree and the muscles in my shoulders contract as | think how to answer. “Um,
that’'s really nice of you, but Coach usually makes us eat as a team and | don’t want
you to have to drive all that way Just to watch the game. Anyway, aren’t you more of a
football kind of guy?” | ask as | casually rifle through the magazine. Dad never
missed a single minute of my high school athletic career, from the first pitch thrown
on opening day, to when Sharon drove In the winning run Iin regionals, making my
team the best our area had ever seen. After every game, we would go to the Garden
and dissect the game over Caesar salad. “You gotta open your stance a little, Lee,”
he would say as he used the sugar packets and silverware to lllustrate his point,
“you're hitting fine, but at the number three position, you want to be able to drive that
ball deep right, to help out your lead runner.” Through the pounding In my head, |
almost don’t catch what Barry Is saying, sitting across from me In that perfectly
pressed three-plece suilt with that idiotic smirk on his face. “No Lee, I'd really like to
come, | think we’'d...”

But before the sentence Is even finished, my mother flinches, catching his mistake,
and squares her shoulders, ready for an outburst. She doesn’t have to worry, | can’t
even hear him anymore because It feels llke my brain Is trying to escape my skull by
using a Jackhammer to find the exit. | rock to my feet and leave the room without a
word, In search of the extra-strength aspirin that’s In the master bathroom. Barry Is
bewlildered by my sudden exit and | can feel his eyes follow me as he calls, “Emlly,
are you 0.K? What happened?” and then | can picture him swiveling his neck to face
my mother as his voice tralls after me upstairs, “Kathy, what Just happened? What
did | do? | thought everything was going so well this time.” | purposely leave the
bathroom door open and even as I'm fiddling with the medicine cabinet, I'm straining
to hear her reply. “It's not really your fault, sweetheart, but you called her ‘Lee’; that
was Jack’s name for her—'Lee-girl’. We all had a special nickname; | was Kat, Lizzie
was Bets, and Emmlie was Lee. He always sald those names made us his and no one
else ever used them. | don’t think Em’s been called that in almost three years.” She
sounds tired and drained and for one brief instant some sympathy sparks In me. |
wonder If she too misses her speclal name, misses hearing, “Kat, where are you?
I'm home!l” as my dad strode In from work, or ‘“Kat, gorgeous, we’'re gonna

guess why. Of all things it was to say: “Miss Maggie Parker got braces last week. Already, her best friend Kate Stone, mistak-
ing her rubber band for a piece of coconut, proceeded to eat the rubber band. The school nurse was called in to help. I am
happy to r’eport both girls are doing just fine.” Could you imagine trying to live down something like that in the eighth
grade? Anyway, Nelly wears a ballerina pink fuzzy wool jacket 365 days a year. She is wearing it today even though it’s
about ninety-six degrees out. Shewears these huge

pink earmuffs that match the coat. They’re so big she might as well strap two rabbits to her head. I really don’t think she uses
the earmuffs because she is cold, I think they are so she can block out the sound of her own voice. Nelly not only never stops
talking, her voice is like a screeching record set at the wrong speed. As we walk outside I sniffle a little and blow my nose. I
constantly have a stuAy nose. My Mom insists it’s because I insist on sleeping on our screen porch on a cot every night. I
don’t care if I have a stuffy nose for the rest of my life; I intend to sleep on a screen porch from Memorial Day to Labor Day.
Nelly whirls around, pink earmuffs and all and says, “ I don’t know what’s wrong with you young people these days. When I
was young my father used to give me a glass of warm red wine. He put me to bed and I sweated my cold ofP. Tylenol.
Humph!” Her cats are mewing in her car as she opens the trunk containing a massive green blob of jello that I think is sup-
posed to look like a Christmas tree. Back to the cats though-I once had to deliver Nelly’s purchases from a cheese and sau-
sage school fund- raiser to her house. Or, should I say, her cats’ house. Each one of her cats has its own personalized canopy
bed complete with catnip bedspread. Her cats even eat from crystal dishes, just like the Fancy Feast commercial. I almost
didn’t believe this myself when I saw it. Last year, she made a Boston cream pie for the bakesale. Little did she know, the
lady who bought the pie brought it back because when she served it to her husband for dessert one evening; he began to
choke on what proved to be an enormous cat hairball in the pie. He apparently ended up filing for divorce because he thought
his wife of thirty- five years tried to kill him. All of this became known through “Notes from Nelly.” She never did put two
and two together and figure out it was her pie. Oh well, at least you could see the cat hair in a jello mold. The jello is balanc-
ing precariously as I follow Nelly back into the basement. Her husband of fifty years is sitting by the door eating potato
chips. He wears hearing aids in both ears. Most people claim it’s because of listening to the bombs drop in World War II.

I think he wears ‘em because all Nelly’s blabbering made him deaf. Every Sunday after church he gives me a silver dollar.




be late If you don’t get it In gear” as he stood with her coat over his arm at the door,
tapping his foot and looking at his watch. | wonder if she still hears his voice echo In
her head at night and If she sometimes shudders when she compares that deep
rumble to Barry’s nasal accents. That flame of empathy burns until | hear Barry's
angry reply, “Well, he’'s gone, Kathy, and I'm here. | know that I'm not Jack and never
will be but Lizzle has accepted It, why can’t Emily? | can’t ever connect with her be-
cause I'm competing with a ghost, a memory. And frankly, I'm tired of playing the fall
guy.” They must have moved to the foyer because | can’t hear theilr words anymore,
Just the mingling of their two voices, neither distinguishable from the other. It doesn’t
matter anyway; I've found the aspirin. | swallow four tablets and say a little prayer
for relief as | collapse on the tollet seat. The migraines have gotten a little better
over the years; at least | don’t throw-up anymore and my vision still works. The doc-
tors sald that they were stress-related, that they would ease with time; well, It's

 been three years now and my head still throbs on a regular basis. The pattern of the
tlle In the bathroom Isn’t doing anything for my head, so | walk out into the hallway
and debate which direction to turn. | can hear the T.V. on downstairs, so Lizzie Is
occupying the famlily room. She's not someone | can talk to right now elther, because
she likes Barry, thinks he’s good for mom. She's also been around the last six
months while I've

been at school; she’'s used to him. | haven'’t heard the door yet, so | know that my
mother is waliting, leaning on the wall with her hands behind the small of her back,
walting to see If I'm coming back down. | need to clear my head, breathe In some
fresh alir, so | turn towards the door that leads to our unused third floor. The en-
closed steps smell old, musty like sheets that need to be aired before they’re used.
But when | open the door the evening air gently fans my face and I'm surprised that
there’s a window open. My dad’s studio has been silent for a long time. His weekly
cartoon was a huge hit in our town’s Sunday paper but his true love was palinting;
the easel Is still standing In the east corner near the window. | would find him here
on Saturday mornings, with the tip of his brush coloring his beard. *“Cartoon time,
Daddy,” | would call, peering around the doorway, from the time | was six until | was
thirteen and too old for such rituals. He would start, then turn towards me and the
sun from the window would mingle with his face until | was blinded by him. His laugh-

Mr. Grover doesn’t have any teeth, but one of his favorite foods are Golden Sun Potato Chips, made right here in Maple
Springs. Boy is it fun to watch him eat ‘em. What a mess! He is just about to grab a handful when my Grandmother Jackson
waltzes through the door. The whole basement falls into a dead silence. My Gram is the bingo queen and can play up to thirty
cards at one time. She is even wearing her lucky outfit. Her tee-shirt that says “BINGO BABE” right across the chest in gold
glitter, and red jeans. She even has on the lucky red and white beaded necklace I ordered her from Avon last Christmas. Her
hair is its trademark purple-blue hue and she has her famous Lucky Strike cigarette tucked behind her left ear. She carries a
box labeled “QUEEN” under her arm. In the box is her bingo queen crown which she only brings out on nights with big
jackpots. I think my Gram is secretly wishing Shep Wilkinson --her favorite bingo caller--would show up soon, She glances
nervously towards the door every few seconds, her fingers rubbing her lucky Avon beads. Gram would never admit she likes
Shep. I know better than that. She talks to him in her meanest voice and teases the hell out of him. I have a crush on the cutest
boy in eighth grade, Arnold Menkin. So, I'm hoping to get a few pointers from Gram on how to talk to men. All the people
begin to scramble to get a good seat. My Gram sits down in a seat next to my mother. My Mom has a hard time keeping up
with my Gram. As soon as she sits down she asks her, “Honey, can I call up your hubby and ask him if Toby will tell me
tonight’s lucky number?” All the women snicker and giggle. My Mom hates to be laughed at. She tells my Gram her head
looks like a giant clump of purple cotton candy. My Gram pulls the box top from the dye out of her purse, hands it to my
Mom, and says: “See, it says deep bluish-gray.” My Mom just looks away and begins laying out her cards. No matter what
Gram says, it still looks purple to me. Gram asks me to pin her crown on her head. The bingo queen crown is really nothing

more than a Burger King crown with bingo chips glimmering like jewels on the golden cardboard. Pinning her crown on is a
bit difficult considering Gram’s hair is so thin that the light shines through it giving it an eerie lavender glow. Shep, the bingo
caller, has come in from Blue Mountain to call numbers in tonight’s game. He has a nasty reputation of being fast and mean.
He’s also what the women around here call a “looker.” They say he looks just like Cary Grant. Hey, you know what, I think
he was on Melrose Place last week. Once, when all the ladies gathered for the annual quilter’s club bingo night, Shep called
the numbers so fast that no one could keep up. Suddenly, all the women started pelting him with bingo chips. It was like he
was being lynched by a group of psychotic bingo playing quilters. This episode simply proves how seriously bingo is taken in
Maple Springs. Evidently, Shep wasn’t much bothered by the bingo chips because he kept on calling the numbers faster than
ever until a chip scratched his eye and knocked his contact lens clean out. My Gram told me it was quite a sight to see, Shep



ter would fill the room as he sald, “God, Lee, you scared me. 0.K, daughter-mine,
Scooby-Doo time. Jelly or glazed doughnuts today?” Why that window should be open
now [ don’t know, but the rain Is already soaking through the lid of the chest under-
neath. Curling up on that seat, | lean my head agalnst the screen, letting the rain
mist my face. The pounding in my head has eased a bit and the coolness of the night
is soothing. | watch as my mother and Barry get into the car, his umbrella sheltering
her and | actually find myself smiling at his eagerness as he fumbles to open the
passenger door, not realizing that my mother always Insists upon driving. Dad didn’t
care, he would just always open the driver’s door for her, sweeping an imaginary
plumed hat, “After you, Lady Kat.” The sound of the car fades along with my smile as
my mother and Barry drive away. | don’t understand how she can be with him, how
she can forget dad so easlily; they loved each other, | know they did and love isn’t
supposed to Just dle. Nine didn’t. Even the rain has him in It. Our shore house had a
covered balcony and when the sky was overcast and we couldn’t go to the beach, my
mother would make the business calls necessary to keep her happy while she be-
seeched my dad, ‘“Jack, please take the giris out so | can get this done.” He never
minded, swinging Lizzie under one arm and his easel under the other, calling back
over his shoulder, “Only If you’re quick, Kat, you know | can’t control these two ter-
rors long.” And she would smile and blow him a kiss with her fingertips. Once the
easel was set up, Lizzie would be occupied with Barbie and Ken’'s first date and |
would perch on the back of a chalr jJust over my dad’'s left shoulder. He would work
until the rain stopped and then scoop me up to lean with him over the ralling. “The
worild smelis clean after the rain, Lee, it smells

new. Now let’s grab your mother and hit the waves.” Tonight, the rain tastes sad,
like salty tears. Swinging my leg, my foot connects with something solid, sending the
object sliding across the wooden floor. | can see the writing spidering across the
open pages and as | bend to retrieve It, my heart beats a little faster. | didn’t know
that my dad kept a diary up here. As | leaf through the pages by the clouded light
from the window, some of the words are already blurred and smeared by rain. | find
a random page and begin reading. ‘“And there are days when you hate for It and
blame you

and It Isn’t your fauilt but it still hurts...” My mother’s voice leaps off the page and |
flip through the book scanning the dates and the headings that all begin, “Dear
Jack...” | open to the beginning. “Oh god, Jack, | wish you could have been there
today, you would have been so proud of Em. She got up Iin front of all those people

crawling on the ground amongst flying bingo chips looking for a lost contact lens. My gram threw the chip that hit him, she’s
got one heck of an aim. Shep still claims it was just a love tap. He said he loves a beautiful window with an attitude. Later
that week, he took Gram out for the early-bird senior citizen’s special at Susie’s Shady Nook. My Gram confidently sets out
her cards. Tonight she is attempting thirty-three. My mom tries to convince her not to try it, but she tells her to “shut-up and
worry about her own cards!” My job is to hand Gram the bingo chips as Shep calls the numbers. We’re using pink chips
because that is my favorite color. “B3, B3, B3...get those chips down on B3, B3” Shep is shouting with a cigar firmly
clenched between his yellow teeth. “Hey, Roberta” Shep hollers to my Gram, “Am I going slow enough for ya?” My Gram
doesn’t even glance up in reply because she would have broken our rhythm. I see her slip Shep a wink though. You should
see us, we make a great team. Gram is really going to town, she grabs the chips with one hand while puffing rhythmically
away on her Lucky

with the other. It is a sight to see, purple hair teased high with plenty of Aqua Net hairspray. I can’t wait till my Mom lets me
use hairspray. I’'m gonna buy a giant “salon size” aerosol can of Aqua Net and do my hair just like Gram. You may be won-
dering how Gram’s hair got so thin. She isn’t balding or anything gross like that, it’s just that the last time she hit a one
hundred dollar bingo jackpot she had a mild heart attack and had to be rushed to Valley Hospital immediately. Nelly went
with her and fanned her the whole time with one of those cheap oriental fold-out fans from Woolworth’s. The doctors and
nurses all warned her not to smoke in the hospital room because of the oxygen tanks. Gram didn’t listen though, and she
smuggled a Lucky in by hiding it in her hair. Well, needless to say, the combination of Aqua Net and an oxygen tank don’t
really mix too well together. That is why my Gram’s hair is so thin. My Gram snaps me back into sync after my little day-
dream. Shep’s really moving now. “0-58, 0-58, 0-58....come on Roberta let’s keep it movin’ here sweetie!” Now, my Gram
doesn’t like anyone calling her sweetie and she screams “Hey Shep, if ya don’t shut the hell up I’ll tell everyone that you had
an affair with Billie Jo Messinger’s sister!!” Well, Billie fell right over in her chair and passed out on the floor. Nelly gets up
and whips out her oriental fan and immediately fans Billie back to life. My Mom tells my Gram to stop being ornery and play
because she’s trying to concentrate. Gram replies, “Why do you want to concentrate? I thought you didn’t want to live on a
pig farm?” At this point I would give anything to go back to my Harlequin romance novel. I can see it laying beside my fort
of boxes. Bobby, the Elvis impersonator, was just getting ready to sing “Love Me Tender” to Cindy in front of all the custom-
ers in the diner. Now that’s what I call true love. Men that good just don’t exist, except in a good book. While all this is going
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~ and gave that speech, flawless, until the end when she sald, “l love you Daddy” in a

" volce that broke my heart.” And | can still feel the eyes on me as | finish my speech,

- my classmates clapping furiously, not really caring what I'm saying, Just happy to be
graduating at last. The only face that Is holding me up Is my mother’s, her eyes
never leaving mine and next to her, out of the corner of my eye, | can swear that my
dad Is clapping too. The next few pages, another entry and the despalr In her

realization came about a year after the fact. | know that it wasn’t my fauilt that my
dad wanted to get me a great graduation present but he was still on the road that

night for

me.
“Sunflowers for my sunshine, Lee-giri. Love, Daddy,” read the card, the only thing to
survive the crash Intact. When we got to the hospital, one of the nurses gave It to
Lizzle. | still carry It In my wallet, a remembrance, a tallsman of love. She's angry on
the next page. “Dammit, Jack, you’re not here and | every time | look at Em, I'm re-
minded of that. | see you Iin her face and there

are some days | hate you for It, and some days | blame you
and I'm In my dad’s arms again, squirming as his beard tickles

me.

“Bets Is her gorgeous mother, Kat, but this one Iis all mine. | Just spit her out, you
had nothing to do with It. Sorry, Lee-angel, but you’re your old man through and
through.” | want to stop there because this hurts, all the more because I'm hurting
along with my mother and | know that the

rain iIsn’t what stained these pages and blurred the Ink because my hot tears are
mixing with my mother’s before me. “She’s leaving today, Jack, and | don’t want to
let her go because she keeps you alive for me. What am | supposed to do without
your Lee-giri?” On the ride to college, she was slilent and | felt no need to contribute
to the conversation. Sorrow had hung In the hot summer air like a tangible thing and
the monotony of it had been broken only by doctor’s visits. College was to be a fresh
start, a relief. But when It came time for her to leave, | found myself clinging to her
because she was my only connection to the safe, good life | used to know. Sitting

on, Shep is calling ‘em faster than ever, and since my Gram has 0-58 on twenty- seven cards out of thirty-three cards we can’t
keep up! “Slow down before you lose your toupee, you old bastard” Gram yells. I don’t think I’1l use anything this strong on
Amold Menkin. Gram doesn’t seem to bother Shep

too much. He just keeps calling the numbers. Mom tells her to watch her mouth in the house of the Lord. Gram of course
ignores her. While Gram is yelling at Shep to slow down, everyone else is telling Gram to sit down and shut-up. “Hey
Roberta, maybe that tee-shirt should say “BINGO BITCH,” hollers Ethel Sweitzer from the chorus of shouting bingo players.
Ethel really should have refrained from that comment. Gram hurls a rock-hard piece of fruit cake at her. It hits her square
between the eyes knocking her right to the ground. Poor Nelly doesn’t know quite what to do because she can’t possibly fan
both women at the same time. Gram crawls along the floor to avoid the bullet-like pelts of Chex mix, pretzels, and potato
chips flying through the air. Mr. Grover is cheering Gram on from the sidelines. He screams “duck Roberta, pretend you’re in
the trenches.” My Gram slides toward the food as Mr. Grover makes machine gun noises from his seat. She grabs Nelly’s
slimy jello Christmas tree from the baked goods table and slings it right in Ethel’s face just as she is getting back on her feet.
Nelly is so mad that Gram ruined her jello mold, she shakes vp the bottle of soda on the table and spews it all over Gram.
Gram rips Nelly’s fan from her hand and smears a big glob of jello on it. Shep is still calling those numbers faster than ever,
and I think my Mom is the only one still concentrating. He calls in rapid fire mode, “I-28, B-1, N-67, G-...”and just as he is
about to announce the number, he is smacked in the face wth a scoop of Pearl Everhorn’s rice pudding. It lands right on his
face and drips down his long chin onto his clothing. Shep doesn’t really seem to care that he is covered in rice pudding, he
seems more concerned that his cigar went out and needs a light. He gets back into his groove and says that the number is 6-

lands on Mr. Grover’s lap. He keeps shouting “go troops, go troops,” while tasting the jello with his finger. Everyone looks

around at the church basement. There is food everywhere. The jello is the worst. Ethel and the walls are covered in green
slime. Rice pudding is

dripping everywhere. Chips and pretzels are crunched all over the tile floor. After everyone is done surveying the damages,



alone In the studio, | try to convince myself that none of this realily matiers now. whniie
she might have felt this at one time, she has obviously overcome her sorrow. The
anger flares brilefly but dies even more swiftly as the night deepens around me. |
turn through the years In paper, searching for my name, hearing the echo of my
mother's words. “Em started for the first time today, Jack. Our daughter, playing
college softball. | didn’t let her see me there though because 1 thought she might re-
sent my being there; her softball was always your special thing together. Belng there
today reminded me of our old tee-ball games In the backyard. We used the old tire
swing as a catcher and Em would always whack It, remember? God, you would have
been proud of her today—I was. | wanted to run and hug her but she’'s been pulling
away, ever since Lizzie told her about Barry. She won't let you be

replaced...” That day | walked off the fleld with the worst migraine since the funeral.
It had been my dad’s dream for me to play college ball; researching the top schools
for both my major and my sport had been our senlor year project. That day when
they played the national anthem, | stood with my glove over my heart and wished to
god that Just this once my dad could see me wherever he was. After the game, ev-
eryone else found their parents; | found the bus and pretended to sleep on the ride
home. But she was there, all along. She always came when | was younger too; those
first days learning to hit off the tee, she was our outfieider, while dad was my batting
coach. “Look at that swing, Kat, | told you, she’s gonna be a power hitter. When she’s
a little older we’ll have to start her lifting welghts and then we can show her how to
switch hit, and then...” dad would go on and on whiie | triumphantly smacked the ball
off the tee. Mom would be holding her stomach, laughing as she rolled in the patch of
dirt that served as the pitcher’s mound. ‘“Jack, why don’t we teach her how to hand-
write before we send her off to the majors? | think we have a few years yet...” A car
door slams as my mother’s voice sounds In my ear as well as my head and | drop
the book to peer out the window. In the street light, the rain has stopped and Barry,
not my dad, Is holding open the driver’s door, walting for her to step out.

“] can see her yawning as he asks, “Long night, Kathy?” He keeps his voice low to
match the stiliness of the night. “There are some nights, Barry, when I'm so tired that
all 1 want to do Is look In on my sleeping children and thank God for my blessings.”
They pass below me, moving toward the house and beyond my range of hearing. |
open the screen and lean over the slil to smell the night alr. | can hear the voice
echoing In my head and this time the echo doesn’t hurt. The world smells clean after
it rains, it smells new.

they witness the most wondrous sight of all. They turn their heads just in time to see my Mom snatching the bingo crown
away from Gram. It doesn’t matter that the cardboard is soaked through with jello. As she rips it from Gram’s head some of
the chips come flying off. My Gram is furious that Mom has taken her title. Although I think she seems more upset that my
Mom pulled out about six pieces of her precious purple hair when she took the crown. My Mom puts the crown on and
dances across the basement screaming, “DING DONG THE QUEEN IS DEAD,” while laughing and pointing to Gram. For
my Mom this is like winning the gold medal in the Olympics. She grabs me out of my fort and swings me around and around.
Green slime from the crown oozes down my Mom’s face. Hey Mom, “what about the pig farm7” She snaps back into reality.
Suddenly, my Mom stops swinging me around. She stands motionless in the middle of the floor as if she is making the
biggest decision of her life. “Well Maggie,” my Mom says, “now that I’ve defeated your Grandmother, my life is complete. I
think I could manage to live on an organic pig farm. Besides, we’re talking about your father, how long could this scheme
possibly last before he does something to screw it up?” All of the women were muttering things like “not too long,” or “re-
member Toby....” I guess I'll be getting to play in the mud. Boy, will my Daddy ever be happy! I can’t say the same for Gram
though. She sits alone at the table cradling her empty box. My Mom yells, “I guess I can at least leave you the box seeing that
it’s empty.” My Gram just looks at her doesn’t say a word. This is the first time my Gram has had nothing to say. Shep steps
down from the bingo platform. He says to Gram, “I love a widow who knows when to keep her mouth shut.” Then, when he
gives Gram a peck on the cheek, Nelly almost had to start fanning me. This is better than Bobby “Elvis” putting the moves on
Cindy in the diner. He asks Gram if she’d like to go to

Susie’s Shady Nook with him for all-you-can-eat meatloaf night. How did Shep know meatloaf is Gram’s favorite food? As
my Gram is leaving the church with Shep, she wipes a glob of green jello off of her shirt, runs her fingers through her re-
maining hair, turns to my Mom and says, “Well honey, guess I'm the queen of hearts now!” Gram throws her arms up over
her head and wiggles her fingers just like a cheerleader. She hooks her arm through Shep’s and clicks her heels together as
they skip out the door.




The Gold Watch

Mr. Norton of 12B was the first neighbor I had met upon arriving in town. He lived across the hall of our four
story apartment building. He was I'd guess 5 9' and exceptionally thin. His dark shirt must have been two sizes
too large and hung loosely from his body. It flopped around and rippled with every gesture he made, giving the
appearance of a windy day. He was bald on top and the last of his hair wrapped around the sides of his head. He
informed me that he was a retired electrician and that this was the place to come if one had some free time. I told
him I was here strictly on business. With a minor amount of fumbling I was able to get my keys into the lock. I
swung the door of my new habitat open and noticed the odd off-orange, if that’s even a color, shade of the rug.
Good thing I won’t be here long, I told myself and asked Norton about the carpeting in his place. “No, No I've
got fine plush carpeting. All blue, laid it down myself,” he said smiling and taking a drag from his cigarette.
“Looks great, looks great,” he mumbled a second time whlle lookmg for a place to ash. “Walls are paper thin
though. I hear everything anybody on eithef Jown my T.V. I can hear what they’re
watching. I don’t bother with those peop g to say to ‘em.” We walked to the
window together and checked out the m this living room window. A small
ice cream shop stood just across the way. Next to it was the parking lot for the bank. Being from down south I
wasn’t used to the coldness of

the air. “I love it. Best air in the world up here. Clears out the lungs you know,” Norton said smiling down to the
ground. “I wasn’t born here. No I must have been 25 when I first got here. Never wanna leave you know?” he
said to me. The overhead light shone off his bald head and his squinty dark eyes blinked convulsively before
returning to normal. One more trip to the car and I had all that I needed in my apartment. Norton left so that I
could get settled in. He paused at the doorway and said, “I’ll stop by later to see how its going,” shutting the door
behind him. It wasn’t quite 3:00 P.M. I unpacked what little I had and figured in a few days the rest of the pack-

Lead to Rust on the Highway
“They live In our water, man. I'm telling you.” That’'s what Ryan told me. | belleve him,
too. Not like a dumbass, but rather the convincing manner in the blatant lie of it all (like
the government really puts toxic bugs in our water supply). He's seen everything, we11,
a lot more than me anyway. He was in the Marines, so he got to go all over the worlid. I'd
love to be him. The coolest thing he’s done (I think it's the coolest) was last summer. He
spent the entire summer In Stone Harbor, NJ. He was living out of his car, his fucking
car. He was a Iifeguard, and spent his money on booze, and crashed at friendly people’s
houses. He Just, did it.- That might, well, suck, but the experience Is one you'd never
forget. You know it would be awesome. What a story to tell your grandkids! He cracked
the lid on another can of Busch 160z. Pounders. With his free left hand, he held his
pumpkin sunset hair away from his face, and poured a waterfall of beer down his throat.
Ryan has always been a huge drinker, beer drinker. “That’'s why | never touch the flithy
shit, man. You never know where the toxins are gonna creep In. |l mean, one minute
ome fungus in your liver. it’s all
onna do about it though? Can we
ple, we’'d be in a looney bin.” Ryan
e’s got t.his half-smile cocked on
n. “Ma ck all that ,let’'s get loaded. It's not
my problem, well, It is, but... | don’t know.'1’ dorl't are.” He spvn away from me into the
open floor, dancing to same whacked out trance/rave/techno music and earning a few
phone numbers from female admirers.

“Hey, I'll catch you later. I'm going over there, cool?” He waved, he probably didn’t hear
me. | took my brew and my grit, which had almost expired from the movement of my
hands during that whole ‘“conversation’”, and from the neglect my lungs have shown I,
and | walked. it’s hard talking to Ryan, with or without beer. | strolled over to the other
side of the basement hoping to find somebody | knew, or at least a cool chick with a
beer. t wasn’t so much a stroll as t was a surge through a twenty meter rugby scrum of
fifty screaming drunks. It took a hell of a long time. ‘“Hey sweetiel” | heard as | felt the
hand on my ass, “What are you doing here sallor?” | swivelled my head on Its axis and
almost knocked myself out by plunging my head Iinto this huge football player | did not
know. “Oops. Sorry.” It was cool; he didn’t even know | bumped Iinto him. Upon swivelling
my head back, | saw Sandy. Goddamn Is she cute, but hey, we’'re *‘“just friends.”
“Whassup sugar. You think you can Just up and touch this ass for free? Oh, nol That'll be
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ages would arrive and I could begin my work. I’'m something of a traveling salesman but business had never
brought me so far from home. I would be here for four months, the longest stay of my career. I’'m moving up in
the company. All the bosses said so. Even Mr. Rollings, whom I’ve

never thought liked me very much told me how much of an impression I made on him. I had “what it took”
apparently and am sure to go places if I just stick with it. The next day I spent settling in. I met Norton at the
elevator after my trip to the supermarket. He offered to take a couple of bags. “What do ya got in here?” he asked
looking though the bags. “Peanut butter... Chunky... No jelly though huh?... Hey what are you doing for lunch?”’
“I hadn’t made plans,” I told him.

“Well I know a nice little place not far from here. Has a bar. Unless you were planning on...” he reached into the
bag and pulled out the box of frozen nuggets and held them close to his face squinting to read the label. “Tyson
Chicken Nuggets” he read slowly and then looked up. “No I'll just save them. I’d rather go out to lunch anyway.
Yeah, Yeah save these for a special occasion” he said with a laugh. Norton helped as I quickly unpacked my
groceries. We went to Celeste’s, a bar and grill place a couple of blocks away. It was a nice day out so we de-
cided to walk, a little exercise might do us good Norton said. The place wasn’t far but we had to stop several
times for Norton to catch his breath. “Don’t ever get old,” he warned me between coughs. Norton ordered up two
margaritas at the bar and then went to a booth further back. “They serve them in little cactus shaped glasses,” he
told me as he wiped his damp face with a paper towel he kept in his pocket. “Nothing like the first drink of the
day,” he says raising his glass and winking. “So what on the schedule for tomorrow?” “Do you always eat fries
like that?” “Like what?” I asked knowing what he meant. I put ketchup on each individual fry length-wise. “I
like the right amount of ketchup for each fry. You can’t guarantee that with dipping ‘em.” He smiled faintly
saying um hmm as he nodded his head and took a sip of his drink. We didn’t know each other well

twenty d-". | tried to finish, but the bear-hug she laild on me stifled that attempt. “What's
all this | hear about you and Ryan going to Montreal next week, huh? How come | wasn’t
Invited?” she smiled out to me with her beautiful pink, burnt out eyes. ‘“No, no, no made-
moliselle. We're going manana, baby. To-mor-row. Hells yeah. Get it right. And you.. are..
Invited. We're leaving at 7:30 am. Be at Ryan’s by 7:15. Got ?” “Are you serious?” |
nodded yes. She sald, “What about Steph? Can she come too?” | nodded yes. Ryan
wouldn’t have cared, he wasn’t driving anyway. “But it's four thirty in the morning now.
How the fuck are you guys going to wake up?” “We’'re not. No. Ryan’s not, I'm Just not
going to bed.” “Bulilshit. You aren’t going to sober up In only three fucking hours. No
way.” (She has quite a mouth on her hasn’t she.) ‘“You better tell Steph you guys are
coming with. You might have to go home and pack. That’'s gonna take you guys forever,” |
mumbled, with a fresh cigarette dangling unlit between my lips. “l better go tell Ryan you
guys are coming. Oh yeah, bring mas dinero. Hotels are gonna be cheap, but we need
money for food, gas, and whatever drugs we can get our hands on.” | got another hug
and heard some more sounds that came from Sandy’s mouth, but my mind was already
walking away.

That littie girl’'s body must have hung In the ailr above the asphailt for eons. Water bal-
loons don’t float for that long, and she turned out to be a water balloon when she cam
back down. “Oh-my-god. Where the fuck did she come from? Holy shit, oh shit oh shit
what the hell are we gonna do. She couldn’t have been over nine. O-0-h shit.” | rolled
down the window and puked out the side. “D-did you see t-that little giris-s h-head
bounce up off the s-street?” Ryan was laughing. That’s pretty sick, but my friend was
actually laughing. He was fucking laughing. “You sick fuck. You shut up right nowl!”
Sandy sobbed between her swings at Ryan, and Steph would have done the same If she
was there. She started crying; not deep sobs from the bowels, but a nervous, panicky
crying. “What are we gonna do?” she mumbled agaln and again. We didn’t stop. We
barely silowed down. We were scared and nervous as fuck. Ryan'’s laughing didn’t help.
He pushed me on and on to keep going, laughing all the while. I'd looked back once and
saw the sun was holding the littile girl to the ground. My twitching hands reached for my
clgarettes. | lit one up. Watching the orange hearth glow with the pull from my lungs
helped blot out the sermon Ryan was giving. That poor little giri. She couldn’t have been
more than nine. Where the fuck did she come from? Exhaling the warm gray smoke
made Ryan’s volice stronger. ‘“Just keep on driving man. Don’t look back. Don’'t even
think back.
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enough for him to tell if I was serious. “What about tomorrow?” he asked again. “If your packages don’t arrive
you don’t work right? Hell I’d give them the wrong address, make sure there’s a whole delay and have myself a
little vacation,” he said laughing and took a drag from his cigarette. He finished his drink to stop coughing but
continued to knock on the table. I could tell Norton was the type of guy who could crack himself up pretty easily.
One of the waitresses came back to our table. “Can I get you gentlemen anything else?” “Sure I'll take another
drink. What about you Jack, we got time for another one or two.” Norton said, grinning to the waitress. “Sounds
like a good idea,” I told them and watched her hurry off to the bar. “What kind of work is it you do anyway?”
Norton asked. “Traveling businessman I work for a computers and equipment company.” “You like your job?”
“Sure why not, it’s a living,” I told him, and thought to myself whether it was true or not. Did I really enjoy the
constant moving around? Never being in one place long enough to get to know anyone. It didn’t help that I was
shy. Or maybe it did, maybe being shy and a loner made it easier for me to put up with that part of the job. The
sound of Norton putting his glass down brought me back. The waitress brought over our drinks. As we sat there

talking I realized how interesting this Norton guy was. He started talking about transplants and figured if we can
do hearts and livers now, it wouldn’t be too long till we could transplant people’s brains. “No, no listen,” he told
me, “it’ll be mostly for rich people. But figure if some kid gets hit in the head and goes brain dead but the there’s
nothing wrong with the body, eventually they’ll be able to replace the dead brain with some rich old guy’s. All
your ideas and memories would go with you but you’d have a healthy new body. In a way you could live forever.
The future’s gonna be pretty interesting,” he said with a broad grin. “If it’s anything like you think, yeah it’'ll be
interesting. So what are we doing tomorrow?” I changed the subject. “We’ll figure something out. Stop by some-

Who cares about that little giri? You didn’t know her. None of us know her, so why shoul
we care. She was nothing, a movie extra who passes in front of the camera once
scene, never got to know her face. He took a break to take a swig of his beer, an
then passed his bowl to Sandy, then me then back to himself. He dropped another hit
and finished. “Besides, do you want to waste away the rest of your lives In a Jail cell fo
a dead and gone plece of shit on the side of the road? What does that girli care what

you do now? She’s dead, and you are allve. Now keep living, and keep youz ass driving.”

1 did just that. After all, | didn’t know her. What did | care if she was allve or dead” |
might be the one that killed her, but then again, you start dying the second you’'re born.
She was a face that nobody ever saw, | barely got a glimpse of it. | don’t want to go to

Jall. 'm young and need to be free. Besides, Ryan was right, she’s dead, or what does
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