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fireflies

So we went to an empty bar, like we normally do on a weeknight when
we know we have to get up for work in the morning but we just don't care
anymore, and we drank, and we made fun of the people at the bar, espe-
cially the men, like the bartender with the sagging butt that we had to stare
at whenever he made a drink, and then we drank some more, and then she
talked about the love of her life who just broke up with her. She said she
would marry him in a minute if she still had the chance. I still didn’t see it,
he was a young, prematurely balding farm boy, but I just nodded. Yeah, it
was love, and I knew where she came from, and we got depressed, and then
we rambled on about how we hated our jobs, how we wanted to be inde-
pendent, and then we started to laugh at everything, that’s what drinking
does to you, I guess, and then we drove home.

She parked her car at my house, so when I got us home (I still don't
know how I did it) she stood in my driveway, looked up at the sky and
said, this looks like a sky to sit on your driveway and drink coffee in tup-
perware bowls and look at. I told her I didnt want coffee, but I had an
old blanket and we could sit in the lawn and watch the sky.

And we looked at the sky and found objects in the clouds (it didn't

take long for one of us to find a penis), and then I chased a firefly, and

then we sang songs from cartoons. And we couldn’t stop laughing,.

I told her about how my older brothers and sisters used to take the |

ends of fireflies and smear them on their shirts so their clothes would
glow for a few minutes. Then I promised her I wouldnt smear any
insects on her.

And we noticed after a while that the dew was settling on the blan-
ket, and all over us, and besides, it was getting late, she had to take the
train downtown early to get to work tomorrow, so I picked up the blan-
ket, threw it to the side of the driveway, and waved good-bye as she drove
down the road.

I left the blanket there and walked inside. 'm sure I could fold it up

in the morning.
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A week later I had a dream that I knew I was going to die. I didn
tell anyone else about it because I didnt want them to worry. In my
dream I was making a videocassette message to all my friends. A good-
bye message, so to speak. I told Sheri that I hoped her marriage went

P well, I told Kevin to not worry about business so much, I told Bobby I

respected him. And then I got to you. I told you to really look at your
life -- was it so bad? Your boyfriend broke up with you. Your job isn’t
your dream job. But Christ, there are unwed 17-year-old mothers on
welfare that kill their sick infant children because they can’t read the
directions on their prescription bottle. Dream job? You've got a job, and
it pays well. Boyfriend? You're talented and attractive, you dont have to
be alone. We've got roofs over our heads. We've got food on the table,
we've got clothes on our backs, and we have friends. We have reason to
celebrate, not to cry.

Well, in my dream I was dying, so I wasn't going to have these
things. But 'm not dreaming, 'm not dying, 'm not dead. I have all
these things. We have all these things. And we have the fireflies.
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Soybeans

Have you ever jumped in a vat of soybeans before? It’s very strange,
it feels like you're a kid in one of those playground things where you jump
in a pit of colored plastic balls. Except soybeans are a lot smaller than
those balls in the playgrounds, and I guess they don’t have all those col-
ors. Well anyway, I went over to his grandparents farm, and he decided
to take me on a tour of the farmhouse. The cows were smelly, I made sure
I kept my distance, and I just kept calling to them, saying, "hello, moo-
cow.” And there were a bunch of cats running around the field, and we
picked up a couple kittens and held them up high in the air. I kept ask-
ing the cats, “do you love me?” and he kept asking me why I was asking
for approval from cats. Then we gave them some milk from his uncle’s
farmhouse. And then he took me up a ladder to the top floor of the barn.

That’s when he proceeded to take off his shoes and jump over into
a ledge. He told me to join him. I couldn’t quite see what I was about to
jump into, it was almost dusk, but I took off my shoes and socks and
jumped in anyway.

And my ankles sunk into the soybeans. And I started laughing. And
I fell, and then I started to bury myself in soybeans. And then I jumped
around a few more times, then I just started throwing soybeans at him.

And then I just laid down in the pit of soybeans for awhile. They
felt cool on my skin. I could feel the dust from them covering my legs,
my calves.

There are time like that, times when I just have to let go.
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Chain Smoking

He had been acting strangely for oh, the last six months or so, but I
never thought much of it. He was the type of friend who was always
doing everything -- he held two jobs, was a full time student double
majoring in pre-med and Russian, he was in a fraternity house and was
also involved with Air Force R.O.T.C. And he still managed to find time
to go out on the weekends and flirt with every girl he met. He even hit
on me three and a half years ago, while we were still mere acquaintanc-
es and not the closest of friends.

But he had been acting strangely, not calling me as much, not visit-
ing or going out. After about a month or two of this he came over one
night at about midnight and started complaining to me about the stress
in his life. Then he started to chain smoke, the man who never smoked
before, the man who was studying to go to med school, the man who
wanted to be in tip-top shape for the Air Force. It made no sense. It was
two o’clock in the morning, and he was still complaining to me, he was
still wide awake, and he still looked like he needed something to hit.

I had told him before that he did too much with his life and that
one day it would all catch up with him. I figured that’s what was hap-
pening now.

Every time I saw him after that he was the same way -- irritable,
chain smoking, telling me about how he’s not sleeping a lot and how he’s
failing his classes. His girlfriend was studying in Russia for the semester.
He flirted some without her around, but he didn’t cheat on her. But he
didn’t miss her.

Recently a group of black guys beat him up on the street one night.
They picked him out of a crowd and punched him in the face, the doc-
tors figured the assailant had something in his hand, brass knuckles, a
roll of quarters, for he made a clean break in his jaw. He had his mouth
wired shut for six weeks. I thought maybe this was part of the reason he
was on edge, sucking food through a straw for over a month has to be a
pain in the ass. But his behavior changed before the accident. And he
still chain smoked through the wires in his mouth.

I figured that it must be because of his family that he was the way
he was. His father was a high ranking official in the Air Force, they trav-
elled around constantly, his father was always succeeding, always being
the stern perfectionist. He wasn’t like that. He wasn’t stern. He was
sweet, and fun.
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And now look, He’s probably giving himself ulcers, if not lung cancer.

So I finally got back into town and I decided that I had to get this
all figured out. The latest I heard was that he was getting back to religion
and thinking of talking to his pastor for advice on some of his problems.
It sounded like a cop-out to me, I mean, religion wouldn’t give him the
answers he needed but the answers they wanted him to have, so I was
thinking that if he really needed help he should go talk to a counselor.
He gets counseling services free through the student clinic. Oh, shit, I
don’t even really know what’s wrong with him, I've got to try to talk to
him, I hope he opens up to me, we've been friends for too long.

So I asked him to stop by and he came over to my place and he knew
very well that I wanted the truth out of him. What was the stress from?
Why did he just break up with his girlfriend less than a week after they
were looking at engagement rings, why is he chain smoking, is the Air
Force doing this to him, does he really need the money from his two jobs?

So he comes in, sits down on the couch next to me, and tells me that
he’s been coming to terms with the fact that he thinks he’s gay. Or at least
bi, he’s not sure, everything’s so confusing. What would the fraternity
house say? What would the Air Force say, other than good-bye, and most
importantly, what would his parents say? What would the world say?

Okay, so I was shocked, but this wasn’t the time to show it. I gave
him a hug, let him talk for a while, told him I was there for him. I sug-
gested thinking about counseling. Then we went to a sub shop and had
lunch, tried to get our minds off these things.

And we're at the counter of this sub shop and we’re making cracks
about a six inch versus a twelve inch sub. He told me I was ordering the
six inch because I never had him. Fuck, he’s doing it again, being his
same old self, flirting with women that are friends, and I can take it in
good fun and all, but this just seems a little too strange. So then I start
thinking, okay, does he make these kinds of cracks to other men? Is he
attracted to everything that walks down the god damn street?

So then we're eating our subs and we're sharing the same drink and
I start thinking, should I be doing this? Is this safe?, and I still take
another drink and try not to think about it. And then he says, “My prob-
lem is that I'm horny all the time.” Then he tells me about his boyfriend
Brandon and from then on nothing seemed real anymore. I had to ask if
the gold necklace he was wearing was Brandon’s, it’s not his style to wear
necklaces. It was. He was even borrowing the guy’s car.

So I tell him to call me, and I tell him I'll help him look for a coun-
selor if it will help him deal with the issue, and I tell him he can talk to
me anytime. And I get out of Brandon’s car and walk back to my place.
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And then I just start thinking. This is the man who hit on me at a
rock concert we went to three years ago by running his tongue up and
down my face. This was the man that I visited on the east coast, we had
a romantic dinner in a private room in the Air Force dining hall. We
toured Salem, Massachusetts and took pictures posing in the witch racks
they have on the sidewalks for tourists. We shopped in Maine and
bought glassware and Christmas ornaments together. We went to frater-
nity dances, I was his date, hey, we even went to a military ball togeth-
er. This is the man who would sit with me in my window sill, feet hang-
ing out the second story, drinking fuzzy navels with me and singing rap
songs. This is the man who was my roommate for a few months, we'd go
to the local fitness center together and exercise, he'd be on the bicycles,
I'd be on the rowing machine.

This was the man who sat with me one night in my apartment, like
we were two kids in high school, and we wrote lists of all the people we
made out with. His list of women was relatively short, but I didn’t think
much of it. He told me at the sub shop that his list of men was longer
than mine.

This was the man I went to happy hours with every Friday after-
noon. He carried me home once because I didn’t eat that day and the
beer went straight to my head. He called me spaghetti legs from then on
because I lost all muscle control in the lower half of my body and could-
n't walk. He carried me home and put me to bed.

Another day at another happy hour when we were both depressed
because we thought we'd never find someone to marry he told me that if
we were both single when we were forty, we'd get married. It was our lit-
tle joke from then on to say that we were engaged.

I had a dream a couple of weeks before he told me this that he told
me he had AIDS from a blood transfusion. The news tore me apart, my
close friend, this couldnt be happening to you, I just cant believe it, it
must be a mistake, anyone but you. I told him I'd be there for him, I
wasn't afraid to hug him, I wasn't afraid to kiss him. And in the dream I
wanted to marry him then and there, just so he didn’t die alone.
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(raz)

This dialogue is transcribed from repeated visits
with a patient in Aaronsville Correctional Center
in West Virginia. Madeline*, a thirty-six year old
woman, was sentenced to Tife imprisonment after the
brutal slaying of her boyfriend during sexual
intercourse. According to police reports, Madeline
sat with the remains of the man for three days after
the murder until police arrived on the scene. They
found her in the same room as the body, still coat-
ed with blood and malnourished. Three doctors stud-
ied her behavior for a total period of eight months,
and the unanimous conclusion they reached was that
Madeline was not of sound mind when she committed
the act, which involved an ice pick, an oak board
from the back of a chair, and eventually a chef’s
knife. Furthermore, she continued to show signs of
both paranoia and delusions of grandeur long after
the murder, swaying back and forth between the two,
much Tike manic depression.

For three and a half years Madeline has stayed at

the Aaronsville Correctional Center, and she has¥
shown no signs of behavioral improvement. She stays

in a room by herself, usually playing solitaire on
her bed. She talks to herself regularly and out loud,
usually in a slight Southern accent, although not in
a very loud tone, according to surveillance video-
tape. Her family abandoned her after the murder.
Occasionally she requests newspapers to read, but she
is usually denied them. She never received visitors,
until these sessions with myself.

The following excerpts are from dialogues I have
had with her, although I am tempted to say that they
are monologues. She wasn’t very interested in speak-
ing with me, rather, she was more interested in open-
ing herself up to someone for the first time in years,
someone who was willing to listen. At times I began
to feel Tike a surrogate parent. I try not to think
of what will happen when our sessions end.
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* Madeline is not her,real name.

I know they’re Wafcnlﬂg me They’ve got

these stupid cameras everywhere - see, there’s
one behind the air vent there, niIHEfe, and
there’s one where the window used to be.
They’'ve probably got them behind the mirrors,
too. It wouldn’t be so bad, I guess, I mean,
there’s not much for me to be doing in here

anyway, but they W@E@W m@ @]f@gg@ too, 1

mean, they’re watching me when I’m naked, now
wrat’s brat going 10 00 t0 @ Prson? 1 qon"t know wnat
they’re watching for anyway, it’s not Tike 1
can do anything in here. I eat everything with
a spoon, I’ve never been V!O’Eﬂf, all 1 do,
almost every day, is sit on this bed and play
solitaire.

Solitaire is really relaxing, you know, and
I think it keeps your brain alive, too. Most
people think you can’t win at solitaire, that
the chances of winning are like two percent
or something. But the thing is, you can win
at this game Tike over half the time. I think

Anowing' you can i

that’s the key, too
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half the time. I mean, the last four rounds I
played, I won twice. Now I'm not saying that’s
good or anything, like praise me because I won
two rounds of solitaire, but it makes a point
that as Tong as you know what you’re doing and

you actually think about it, you can win. The
odds are better.

oo IBODE JUSE fOr@et o oich cne

cards. Half the time the reason why you lose is

because you forget something so obvious. You’'re
looking for a card through the deck and the
whole time it’s sitting on another pile, just

waiting to be moved over, and the whole time

you forget to move it. People just forget to§

pay attention. They got to pay attention.

YOU kﬂ@%% I'd like to see the news. I hate
t.v., but I'd lTike to see what acts other peo-
ple are doing. Anything like mine? Has anyone
else hSlit like me? You know, I’11 bet my story
wasn’t even on the news for more than thirty sec-
onds. And I’11 bet the news person had a tone to

A2
their voice that was Jjust Tlike Oh, (e pOOf
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Cralytnmgg” like, “that’s what happens when you
lose it,”

But T want to see what’s happening in the real
world. I just wanna watch to see what, you know,
the weather is like, even though I haven’t seen
the sun in a year or two. Or, or to hear sports

scores. They won’t let me have a t.v. in the

room. I think they think that I’m gonna hot-

wire it or something, Tike I’'m going to try to
@V@@W@@Uﬁ@ the whole building with a stupid

television set. They let me have a lamp in the

room, like I can’t hurt someone with that, but

no t.v. They won’t even let me have a newspa-
per. W/fﬂl Caﬂ 3 pE/'SOﬂ 0/0 with a newspaper?

Light in on fire or something? If I had match-

es or something. But it’s Tlike this: I’ve

never been VIO’EHI to nobody in all of the time

I’ve been in here. I haven’t Taid a hand on a

guard, even though they’re tried too many times

to /a}/a/faﬂdﬂﬂ me, and I haven’t cause one sin-

gle little problem in this whole damn place,

and this is what I get - I don’t even get a
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t.v. or a newspaper.
You know, I don’t really have a Southern

accent. 3887 Don’t I sound different with my

regular vqice? I picked it up Wﬁ%@ﬂ H §ﬁ@fﬁ:
Gl SOUMUNG CFBZY.  see. r'm not reatly

crazy, I just know the kind of shit they do to
you in prison. I think it’s bad enough here, I
would’ve had the shit kicked out of me, Id’ve
been sodomized before I knew what hit me. I
think this voice makes me sound a Tlittle more
strange. I’m actually from New York, but I mean,
changing the voice a little just to save me from

going to prison, well, I can do that. Here it’s

kind of nice, I don’t have to deal with people §

that often, and all the crazy people around here
think I’'m some sort of tough,.,bitch because 1
mutilated someone who was rapmg me. Oh, you
didn’t hear that part of the story, did you?
Those damn Tawyers thought that §MM18 %W@§F:
0t @ virgin | mist have been wandig hi.
And he wasn’t even my boyfriend - he was just

some guy I knew, we’d go out every couple of
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weeks, and I never even slept with him before.

What a fUCkﬂd Up place. You see, I gotta
think of it this way: I really had no choice
but to do what I did. In a way it was self-
defense, because [ didn’t want that Tittle
piece of shit to try to da //73/ /0 WE, I mean,
what the Hell makes him think he can do that?
Where does he get off trying to tak% me 1ike
that, Tike I'm some bUtCth—Sm)p @U@@@ @g
WWGE@& he can buy and abuse or whatever? Well
anyway, I know part of it all was self defense
and all, but at the same time I know I flipped,
but its because of, well shit that happened in
my past. I never came from any rich family like
you, I never even came from a family with a
dad, and when you got all these boyfriends com-
ing in and W//ﬂ!]ﬂ(/ or /UZ/GWFWZ/OP whatever, you
know it’s got to mess you up. Yeah, I know,
people try to use the my-parents-beat-me line
and it’s getting to the point where no one

really believes it anymore, but if a person

goes through all their Tife SUDW&SSM?
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something that they shouldn’t have to suppress
then one day it’s going to just come up to them
and punch them in the face, it’s going to make
them go crazy, even if it’s Jjust for a Tittle
while. ‘

Society’s kind of WEVd’ you know. It’s
1ike they teach you to do things that aren’t
normal, that dﬂ/ﬂ[ /88/ /@W dﬂWﬂ deep /ﬂ }/0[//
baﬂes, but you have to do them anyway, because
SOMEONE SOMEWIERS BBCHEH that tnis would
be normal. Everyone around you suppresses
stuff, and when you see that it tells you that
you’'re supposed to be hiding it from the rest
of the world, too, Tike if we all Ug @@3
for a WWHV@, it will all go away. Maybe it
does, until someone like me blows up and can’t
take hiding all that stuff anymore, but then
the rest of the world can just say that we’re
crazy and UErefore 1 unexpanabe iy e went
crazy and then they can just brush it all off
and everything is back to normal again. It’s

like emotion. People are taught to hide their
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enotions. IEH are taugnt ot to cry, WOMIEIT are
taugnt to be emolionzl and men are ol to tink trat s

(rdzy. so when something really shitty happens
to someone - like a guy loses his job or some-
thing - and he Jjust sits in front of a friend
and breaks down and cries, the other guy just
thinks this guy is crazy for crying. Then the
guy rejects the guy that’s crying, making him
feel even worse, making the guy bottle it back
up inside of him.

I think people are Tlike Pepsi bottles. You
remember those glass bottles? Pop always tasted
better in those bottles, you could just Tlike
swig it down easier, your Tips fit around the
glass neck better or something. I wonder why
people don’t use them anymore? Well, I think
people are Tike Pepsi bottles, 1like they have
the potential for all of this energy, and lhe
wrole worlt keeps snaking tem . anc sone
people lose their heads and the top goes off and
all of this icky stuff comes shooting all around

and other Pepsi bottles want to hide from it and
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then the poor guy has no Pepsi Teft. And how can
you do anything when you have no Pepsi left? Or
maybe you do Tose it, but you still have some
Pepsi Teft in you, and people keep thinking that

you don’t have any left, and then they treat you

like you shouldn’t be allowed to @@3 y@Uf (NMH
gW@@V@@@@ or you should be watched while

you’'re getting dressed.

Can’t you turn those cameras off?

I heard this story 1in here sometime about
Tony, this guy that was in here for murder, and
after he was in here he went crazy and cut off
his own scrotum. I don’t know how a man sur-
vives something 1like that, but I guess he did,
because he was in here, and from what I hear he
was using the pay phones to call 800 numbers to
@f@ﬂk whoever answered at the other end. Well,
I guess he kept calling this one place where
//7858 WUWE/I would answer the phone, and they
got g&%@ &M} with it, I gquess, and traced it or
something. They got the number for this hospi-

tal, and talked to his doctor. I think he told
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them that Tony cut his balls off, now I thought
doctor-patient records were private, but I sup-
pose it doesn’t matter, because we’'re just
crazy prisoners, killers who don’t matter any-
way, but he told these g'f’s that Tony cut his
balls off a whole two months ago. And then he
called them back, &ﬂk%@; @f@jﬁ@ ﬁméﬁma not know-
ing they knew he was a murderer with no balls
and they Tlaughed and made fun of him and told
him they knew, and he hung up the phone and
never called them back. True story, swear to
God. Can you Jjust 1imagine him wondering how
they knew? Or were they just making a Jjoke,
or.

Did you know that I write? I figured that if
they won’t let me read anything, maybe I could
put stuff down on paper and read it to myself,
I guess. I try to write poetry, but it just don’t
come out right, but I’ve been trying to write a
thing about %WWaE H WKQME EWW@U&;W@ you know what
I’m talking about? Well, I just figure that if

other people that are in prison can get best
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sellers and make a ton of money, then so can (S
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nice poetry
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didn’t want to talk to them. Amazing. People
really jusE don’t think, do they?

I guessUﬁ9§ W@F@@ being in here and all, 1
mean. I was going to go back to school, I had
already taken the GED and graduated high school,

and I was going to go to community college. h

WaS gomg fO be Ulffel'eﬂt Sometimes I wonder, you
cnow, WIY LS 1a0 [0 1aBDEN [0 ME, vy 1 nac

to snap. I really don’t think I could have con-
trolled it, I don’t think this could have hap-
pened any other way. It’s hard. I have to find
stuff to do, because otherwise all I'd want to
do is sleep all day and night, and I suppose I
coutd. but then WAL WO hamen (B mEl .
least if I write a book about my Tife, about this
whole stupid world, then maybe everyone would at
least understand. It wasn’t really my fault, I
ean, 1 tnink ve WOMEN NaVE enolg to deal win
just in our regular 1ives and then they keep pil-
ing on this SEX|Sm crap on us, and then expect
us not to be Zﬂﬂngy about it because we’'re

taught to deal with it all of our Tives. Maybe
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this auy was just 1€ Straw Inat broke e
Came”s baCk ?r something, maybe he was MJ@E
@HCMW@%D f@ﬁ”gﬁ o Mmaybe he was Jjust another
drunk guy who thought Ihal ne COU’d 00 Whale\ler
he Wanmd W|m Me because /78 WZS //78 fﬂﬂ/)
ﬁﬂd/WZS /7/5 g/f/, or just some chick that

didn’t matter or whatever, but shit, it does
matter, at least to me it does.
I know I’ve got a lot of healing to do, but

I haven’t really thought about doing it. 1
mean, Whal have | gol 1o heal for amwayl 1o get out

of here and go to prison? Then I’11 just get §

a Use by guards over there, have to watch @

my back every second of the day. At least
here people watch my back for me. They think
everything and anything in the world could
harm me, even myself, so they’'re so overpro-
tective that nothing can go wrong, unless it

goes wrong in my own mind.

 this. Maybe it’s

nice poetry
him while

e dating.

¢ about him
ount of a
mare about

& about
rself o
wha
u, to succeed.
ing about
neone can be
sh, i
€S 7}7'\'

make them
py. But there

t they don’

product of our

vho s
about me, I
t the world to
. And then
urt me, and
3 dn’t
ize it, they
k so much,
all they

, a lot of

have done



Hope Ches$
A t t
(l(ll()\\'l('Ll
There are sc
people whg
expected
from me. I
ber a man
once said
wrote nice
about himy
we were LL[
wanted mel
about him,
as SO N
tered that I
n’t. The only
I wrote abou
a recount
nightmare
him. He still
n't know this!
possible to bd
ish and not b:
center &

you care
yourself enough'\
do what’s best fe

you, to succeed®

Caring aboy
someone can
selfish, because
"LLI((',\ '\'()Ll hllp
to make thd
happy. But t
are so "LU]‘\' pt
\\'h() are p(\&\(\
and self-cente
that they don’t 1
ize this. Mayb

a product of
male-dominatg
compete-and-w
‘L[“J“‘C()SIS. I()
out-for-numt
one ment3
Maybe there)
aspects to thi

ology that

gn()d: yet ma

can ht’ d('St
at the same
knew sor
once who sai
CLU'('L[ Ah()u[
meant the w
them.
they hurt 1
Pl'”l)ilhl'\'

hurt me so
ht’LLlllSC
wanted
make

happy, witho
concern for

P('()Pl( hll\'ﬁ
that to me, ;
have prc
done that to

of people.

Scars Publications chapbaok http:/ /scars.iv

Age

Sometimes, when I get behind the wheel of a car, I feel like I'm at
Six Flags Great America Amusement Park In Gurnee, Illinois again and
I’'m thirteen years old and I'm able to drive one of the bumper cars. And
it’s such a thrill -- because, I mean, 'm thirteen years old and I can’t
drive, and I'm now in control of this huge piece of machinery. Granted,
there’s this wire sticking up from the car that gets electricity from the
ceiling, but for once I feel free, that I can just go, go faster than I ever
could by running, or even if I used my roller skates or my bicycle.

And when I get that feeling and I'm behind the wheel of my car I
want to drive really really fast out on an abandoned road, blare some
rock music, roll down my window, and turn up the heat, since it’s the
middle of winter.

Sometimes, when I go out on a new date, I feel like 'm sixteen
again, and I'll rifle through my closet, deciding I have absolutely noth-
ing to wear. And he'll pick me up, and we'll go to a restaurant with deer
heads on the walls, and we’ll have whiskey sours, and we'll struggle with
the lettuce leaves in the salads because they’re too big, and when we're
done with dinner we'll go to a bar that’s so crowded and so loud that we
won’t be able to talk to each other, but we’ll have to stand real close. And
then he’ll take me home and I'll invite him in, he’ll sit on the chair, I'll
sit on the couch, and he'll ask for a glass of water. When we can't think
of any more small talk, and the clock says 3:12 a.m., T'll see him to the
door, he'll kiss me good-bye, and I'll lock the door after he leaves. And
when I’'m sure he can’t see me through the window, I'll turn on the stereo
and dance in my living room before I go to bed.

Sometimes, when I'm having sex with someone, I feel like I've done
this for years, like I've been married to this man for twenty years, and I
still dont know him, but 'm still there, night after night. After the wed-
ding, after the new house, which was a little small, but we'll get some-
thing bigger when we have the money, after the two kids and the fifteen
pounds, after I lose my job, after we don't get that new house and after
the kids complain about their curfews, after the dog dies, hell, it was only
trouble for us anyway, after the sinus headaches, the back problems, that
all-over sore feeling, you know, it’s harder to wake up in the mornings
now, after it all he still has the nights, the sex with the woman he knows
all too well but not at all, and we do it, as we always do. It becomes mem-
orization. It becomes like a play, that I act out night after night.
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Sometimes, when I get home after 10 o’clock from working over-
time on the computers, I just want to retire, to quit the work, to stop it
all. I see my parents, after a life of working at the construction site and
raising five children, now beginning to relax, buying a small home in
Southwest Florida, playing tennis in the morning, playing cards in the
afternoon, drinking with other retired couples in the evening.
Sometimes another couple invites them out for a boat ride off of Marco
Island, where they smoke cigarettes, drink a few beers, and drive slow
enough to make no wake when they’re by the pier.

Sometimes I look at the computer screen I work at and remember
how computers used to mean video games. I remember when I was eight
and I would sit with my best friend in the upstairs den on the floor in

front of the old television set and play table tennis on our Atari. Times .

change, I suppose, and I get old. This is my life.
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G before I'll have to turn the photo over again to see your face. It’s as if I

nightmare y .
NN can't get away from it.
A My flight was delayed, 'm at O’Hare Airport, the airport that
possible to bd

ERTMEIAR  Jcparts three planes every second, or is it one plane every three seconds,
NS oh shit, [ don’t remember. I have to wait at least three hours for my next
ISR  flight, hey, if so many planes take off here, then why cant I get on one

yourself enough'\

e of them? Oh well, so I decided to waste my time in one of the airport
RIS cocktail bars, by gate L 4. I thought I'd start with a white zinfandel and

aring aboy . . . . K
RSSO work my way to mixed drinks, but this wine tastes so good that I think
CAR BRSNS | might just have to have another. 'm so exasperated, I hate to wait, and

makes you ll;lp

RS all I have is a good book to keep me company. I used your photo from
l a a P .

BRI 1y wallet as a bookmark. I need these things to keep me sane.
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who are posses It really isn’t bad here in the cocktail bar by gate L 4, the chairs aren’t

and self-cente

NN chat uncomfortable, even though they're a pretty ugly shade of green that
R, docsn't match anything in the room. It really isn’t that bad, in a foreign

a product of

WM. Cicy, in a foreign airport. Not when I've got my Sutter Home White
compete-: Zinfandel. And my picture of you.

at-all-costs, ) . .

out-for-numk You know, there’s a blonde girl dressed well with a bad perm across
e B, che bar, and she’s smoking a cigarette. I know I don’t smoke, but I'm
SRR almost tempted to ask her for one just so I can hold the cigarette the way

ology that

A vou do. I'd like to taste the tar, the nicotine, the way I taste it in your
can be dest kiss. You think I don’t like it, but I do.

at the same

knew  sor They're playing a song in the cocktail bar, a song that reminds me of
“‘l‘l‘:l“'fl‘;’);"[“ an ex. [ wanted to marry that man. He had a knack of being able to enve-
cared a

meant the vy lope me, to take my troubles away. I don't know if I can take away my

them.

troubles myself anymore. I don’t know if the liquor’s helping, or the cig-

they hurt 1

probably arettes. Your photo helps, my little bookmark. At least for now it helps.
hurt me so Sitting in this L 4 cocktail bar reminds me of my brother. When I

because 2 was young he'd always pick us up at the airport, but if he wasn’t waiting

wanted \

— at the gate we knew to look for him at the seafood cocktail bar. a part of
At~ mec expects him to come walking through the doorway now, flannel
concern for K . X .
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when I'd look at his eyes through those glasses, his eyes looked twice as '
big as they actually were. I could imagine him now, I could imagine the  ERSS¥EeIS
smell of his Levi’s of dirt from the construction site. [ remember that  SENGERE.

smell from my father; I'd smell it every day when he came home from {RESEEEEIE
work. I’s my brother’s business now, he’s got his own family now to e
worry about instead of a little sister. So I'll just sit here at this airport (i

ing about

cocktail bar, remembering the days when I'd sit with him in a place like 4/SSEESG___.
this and I was too young to drink. o .
. . . es you happ

God, I want to see my brother walking in to this bar at L 4, order- RS

py. But there

ing a shrimp cocktail. I want to see you, babbling on about a movie you |
reviewed or a gig your band had. I want something that isn’t so foreign, &8 poss
like this bar. Or maybe I want something that isn't so familiar. ¢ they
I took your picture out of my wallet, the wallet that has so many pic- RS
tures of men who have come and gone in my life, men who have hurt KIS
me, men who I have gone through like... like dish washing liquid, or like 'l‘lf‘::\:\“d“
something I use all the time and replace all the time and don't think SIS
twice about. e enality
I'll just sit here, in this airport, trying to care just the right amount, RIS
not too much, but not too little. So I'll just sit here, in this airport cock- (-
tail bar, looking at your photo, and wondering if I've done this before. e d
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PSO  being pushed to the floor by the dog, I was on my back, kicking, as this

ish and not b:

dog was gnawing on my leg, and I remember thinking, “I can’t believe a
dog named Rosco is attacking me.” And I was thinking that I had to be

center &

you care

BTN scrong for those two little girls, who were watching it all. I couldn’t cry.
do what's best fs Or when I stepped off Scott’s motorcycle at 2:00 a.m. and burned

you, to succeed®

SR 1y calf on the exhaust pipe. I was drunk when he was driving and I was
BOSNRNN Carcless when | swung my leg over the back. It didn't even hurt when I
selrisn, causs
PRBCEe  did it, but the next day it blistered and peeled; it looked inhuman. I had
to make thd . .

WS 0 bandage it for weeks. It hurt like hell.
are so many pef When I was little, roller skating in my driveway, and I fell. My par-

who are posses:

NPT cncs yelled at me, “Did you crack the sidewalk?”
that they don't When I was kissing someone, and I scraped my right knee against

ize this. Mayb .

PENIEE®  chc wall. Or maybe it was the carpet. When someone asks me what that
B scar is from, I tell them I fell.

C()l“}‘(’t("'

at-all-costs, Or when I was riding my bicycle and I fell when my front wheel
MBI skiddcd in the gravel. I had to walk home. Blood was dripping from my
ETEERY  clbow to my wrist; | remember thinking that the blood looked thick, but

aspects to thi

SISO chat nothing hurt. I sat on the toilet seat cover while my sister cleaned
e  mc up. It was a small bathroom. I felt like the walls could have fallen in

can ht ({('St
at the same on me at any time. Years later, and I can still see the dirt under my skin
knew sor on my elbows.

once who sai

cared about Or when I was five years old and my dad called me an ass-hole
meant the w . .. . 5

S | because I made a mess in the living room. I didn’.
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pl'nlmhly

hurt me so
ht’LLlllSC
wanted
make

happy, witho
concern for

Actually, a I¢

P('()pl( hll\'ﬁ
that to me, ;
have prc 2

done that to

of people.



that they
his. Maybe

of our

ted, com-

-at-all-cos
number-o
aybe there

yod; yet
be destr
me time.
1€ Once v
‘d Llh()ut
N (Yl‘ld to
1en they
probably

f you,

u may

d, as I

uct s

ere toc

Scars Publications chapbaok http:/ /scars.iv

A Microcosm
of Society

No one appeared in the back half of the courtroom. Thoughts raced
through Steven Kohl’s mind as his eyes darted across the room. How did
this happen? Was he really to blame? Will the jury members decide whether
there is enough evidence against him to warrant a trial? Why are there cuts
on his hands? Why can’t he remember the last three weeks of his life?

Steve thought he might wake up soon, and discover that none of this
had ever happened. That he wasn't trying to defend himself. That Erica
wasn't dead.

He shifted in his chair. The wet cotton of his shirt collar burned
against his neck. Like the branches of the trees in the ravine where Erica
was found, the wool of his suit scratched his legs, his hands. He wanted
to wipe the sweat from his forehead, but he was afraid that he would
seem too nervous to the jury if he moved. He wanted to run out of the
courtroom, stand in the February snow and feel his tears freeze as they
rolled down his face.

He looked over at the papers in front of his lawyer. The names
Stonum, Smith and Manchester embossed the top of the page. Steve
couldn’t bring himself to look at Stonum’s face.

Stonum’s face was chiseled and sharp. There was no room for emo-

tion, unless closing remarks in a case called for a strong emotional
appeal. The same thought kept going through Stonum’s head: this boy
couldn’t remember who he was, much less where he was, for the last
three weeks of his life. When Stonum suggested that Steve go to Dr.
Litmann for a psychological examination, Steve broke down. He told
Stonum that his cocaine use became daily about six weeks ago, and he
started mixing drugs shortly before he lost his memory.

It was the beginning of the fourth day. The prosecutor stood.

“I would like to call to the stand a Miss Kathleen O’Connor.”

Stonum jumped. “We have testimony from a Doctor Litmann,
with whom she has been seeking therapy, that Miss O’Connor should
not be able to testify in this case. I submit his report to you, your
Honor, which outlines the fact that Miss O’Connor has been known
to compulsively lie and that her perception of the truth is often dis-
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torted. We believe that it would be inappropriate and possibly detri-
mental if Miss O’Connor testified.”

The testimony for the case was beginning to rely on character wit-
nesses, and because no specific reason was mentioned for having
Kathleen O’Connor testify, the judge said he would review the report
and decide whether or not to allow her to testify the next day.

Kathleen looked at Doctor Litmann seated next to her, then bowed
her head. Her letters to him were in a pile on his lap. She stood up,
adjusted her dress and solemnly walked away.

Dr. Litmann stared at the chair where she had sat. When he gained
the strength, he looked at the letter at the top of the pile.

Dear Doctor Litmann:

I just had a session with you, and you asked me to start writing let-
ters to a friend every day so that I could start to open myself up and
understand myself more. Well, I don’t have any friends. I don't know if
I'll ever let you see these letters, but T'll write them to you.

You were asking me about my childhood in session today. Do all
doctors ask about a person’s childhood? I guess you must figure that any
patient of theirs must have been abused by their father or wanted to kill
their mother or something. No, I wasn’t beaten, or starved, and I didnt
even know what the word “incest” was until I was checking the spelling
of “insect” in the dictionary.

I know, I know, 'm avoiding the subject. Open up, you said. Open
up, God-damnit.

Fine.

As a child I wasn’t liked by other kids. I was too smart, you see, and I
had been taught at an early age to respect authority. Actually, I don't think
I was ever taught that, because my parents didn't seem to teach me much
of anything. I just knew I had to listen to them when they yelled at me.

All of my life I was afraid of my father. He never really was a father
to me, for he wasn't home often, but when he was home, all he seemed
to do was yell at me. I always figured that I must have done something
wrong, because he was never happy with me. Hence the self-esteem
problem, I guess. I think that’s why I got messed up with all those other
men, too, doc. But you said we'd get to that in a later session.

The thing is, they always told me that I had to act a certain way, and
that I had to do all of these things, but I never knew why I had to do
them. If it was to be a good person, then I wanted to know who the hell
decided what was good. From what I understood, good wasn’t fun. It
wasn’t even self-fulfilling.

But I was going to do what they wanted. I got into a good school,
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and decided to study in a field that I didn’t like. But, you see, that would
get me a job with good pay -- even if I didn’t like it -- and would make
everyone in society think that everything was good in my life. If I just
went through the motions, people would think I was happy, and then
they might leave me alone.

But that didn’t work.

Doc, I'm tired. The medication you make me take at night really
knocks me out. I'll write later.

She never signed her letters, and she always typed them so that they
could never be traced to her. She made sure she covered all of her bases.

Litmann pressed his right hand over his eyes, almost in an effort to

hold his face together.

Dear Doctor--
Hi. 'm back. It’s night again. I like writing at night. I write at the

t desk in my room by two candles. I could turn on the lights, but the can-

dles make shadows on the walls. I like the shadows. They make me think
of everything out there that I'm not supposed to do.

In our session today you wanted me to tell you about the turning
point of my life. You figured out that there was some sort of event in my
life that made me want to rebel against all the empty values my parents
tried to shove down my throat. That event was a man.

You see, he was a boyfriend of mine -- a boring one that fit into my
plan of having a boring future. I'd get a boring job, and I'd marry that
boring man and we'd live in a boring house with boring children and act
happy. I thought it would all be simple enough -- I mean, the man
seemed harmless and all. But he wasn’t.

He went away to school with me, and at the first chance he got, he
got me drunk. And he raped me.

It occurred to me then that my boring life wasn’t going to happen.
Doc, I thought I could just float by life, going through the motions
without feeling anything, whether it be pain or happiness. The rape tore
me apart inside. This man was supposed to be the security in life, and he
killed any security I thought I could ever feel. I knew that what he did
wasn't right, but I also knew that there was nothing I could really do
about it, because society seemed to ignore things like rape. Nothing
seemed right anymore.

I looked into different religions. I read the new testament, and I
tried to go through the old one, but the reading was just too dry. God
just seemed like a joke to me. I deduced that religion was just a means
to keep the masses in their place. But it wouldn't hold me down.
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I wonder why I don't tell you all of these things while 'm in session
with you. Maybe it’s because you're trying to make me “normal” again -
- normal in the eyes of society. Well, their rules dont make sense.

Dear Doc --

I can’t love unconditionally.

I think everyone thinks I'm just very cold. But it’s just that I can’t

| love someone that I can’t respect or admire. I don't think I love my fam-

ily, because I can’t respect their values, and I can’t love other people
because I can’t trust them. That's where my value system comes in. I
decided that the only person I could trust and love is myself. So my goals
should be to make myself happy, right? If I do that, what more could I
want? Why should I want to please others?

And I liked having those one night stands. I liked the power I felt when
I could make a man want me so much and I had the power to do with him
whatever I wanted. You could say that I wanted to get back at the man who
raped me, you could say that I was looking for someone to care for me the
way | wanted my father to when I was a child -- but I wanted the power. I
wanted the control of others -- and it was an emotional control, which was
even stronger than a physical control. I felt an emotional high from mak-
ing them weak. I don’t know which high was stronger.
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Dear Doc--

I’'m not afraid to tell you the next part, for even if I do give you these
letters, you can’t tell anyone about them. I've checked into the laws, and
because of the nature of the case and client confidentiality privileges, you
couldn’t utter a word.

Now, I never got into drugs. I drank a lot, which I guess I get from

k. my father, but I never touched drugs. But I had ways of getting a hold

of them, and cheap. So [ started selling stuff to some of the college stu-
dents -- particularly the good looking men. If my plan was going to
work, I had to pick the right kinds of people. I'd go to the men in the
elite fraternity houses -- the ones that you needed not only good looks,
but also a lot of money and a lot of connections to get in to.

Then I found the man. Steve. Gullable bastard, isn’t he? Then I
found the woman. A typical bitch -- bleach blond, sorority, stupid as all
hell. The type that makes me look like something is wrong with me for
not wearing designer clothes. I knew I could make Steve do something

he normally wouldn’t -- and maybe this would be my little way of .

destroying a microcosm of the society. It’s destroying Steve. And it
destroyed Erica.

Litmann looked up. He pulled his glasses from his face. He didnt
know if the steam on the glass was from his sweat or his tears. He got up,
clenching the letters. He left the room.
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How You
Looked Then

I take snapshots of these things in my mind. I rifle through them.

When I'd see you in the bathroom mirror like that, I'd usually wrap
myself around your arm, lean my head on your shoulder, and just stare.
I don’t think you ever noticed how I'd look at you at those time. Like you
were my mentor. My savior.

Or when we were at that restaurant and you were sitting across from
me, wearing the denim button-down shirt I bought you, and you were
eating, and you were slouched over your plate, elbows on the table, and
you were just eating, not paying attention to much else around you. And
you hadn’t shaved in a few days, and the copper-colored stubble was
every once in a while catching the light. And in between bites you kept
combing your hair back with your fingers, because it kept falling while
you ate.

While you were eating, I just had to stop, lean back, and stare at you
for a while. I don’t know why, but I'll never forget how you looked then.
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A TLetter

I was looking through some old photographs of mine the other night,
and I came across a photo of you. A snapshot, by the pool in Florida. Years
ago. Those were the days when you thought you were cool, when another
gang broke your ribs, when the cops chased you down the street for trying
to steal a car. They caught you because you slipped in your two hundred
dollar boots. You had to sell your stereo to pay your lawyer.

And things do change. You wanted to go back to school, you worked
full time, you kept away from the drugs. And your back hurt all the time,
you felt too old, you wanted to start over again. I still remember that pho-
tograph. I was dating you then, but you never told me you had another girl-
friend. She wrote me a month later, telling me you were engaged.

It’s funny to see that I lasted longer than her, that I still have a hold
over you.

Did you ever give her an engagement ring? Was it an emerald, too?

I remember once, in the hall, after you took a drag from your cigarette,
leaned over the pool table and made your shot, you told me that you would
do anything for me. I asked if youd give me the diamond earring in your
ear. You remember the one, the one a married thirty-five year old woman
gave you when you were sleeping with her. Yeah, that one. And you told me
that if T needed it, youd sell it and give me the money.

Christ, the pool table, and the pool cue that was your grandfather’s
that you got after he died. You loved him, and he wasn’t even related to

you, your step mother’s dad. But you never liked your family. You never

liked anyone, unless it was convenient. You never liked anyone, unless
you weren't alone.

Someone told me last spring that they heard you say, “Have you ever
decided that you wanted something so much, but you knew you could
never have it?”

They thought you were talking about me. I think you were, too.

Yes, it was nice to see a change, it was nice to see you sitting in the
mornings with your coffee and your cigarette drawing in your book, cre-
ating. You have potential, you've got a genius inside you that’s been beat-
en up by too many gangs, screamed at too many times by your family,
hardened by too many pains, hurt by too many insane nights.

You once knew a pharmacist, one who liked to steal stuff and mix it
with anything else he could find. You befriended him quickly. You think I
don't know these things, but I do. You think I don’t know you, but I do.
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You used to always tell me I was the only person that knew you. You
wanted someone to talk to, and you wanted it to be me. And then we'd
argue, and youd get defensive, and the first thing out of your mouth
would be, “You don't know me. You don't know anything about me.”

Don't try to separate yourself from me. You can’t do it.

It’s not love. You should know that by now. It’s two people, from
two different countries, from two different worlds, who can read each
other’s minds.

Less than a week after you stormed out of the bar, someone came up
to me and asked, “Why are you still wearing his emerald ring?”.

I shouldn’t have to explain. They might not understand, but you do.

When you stormed out of the bar a few months ago, I didn’t think you
were leaving town. But you were gone. Damn, you're such a hot head. But
I know you. A few months will pass, maybe a year, and you will call again.
You will say you want to be friends. But it's more than that.

I¢’s like we're connected. It just feels different when we're in the same
room together.

And when you can't stand it anymore, when you need that feeling
again, you'll call.

be selfish
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Cu estou ten-

Driving By &=
His House

hco quando
I know it’s pretty pathetic of me, I don’t know what I'm trying to ou que me
5 . . 5 R SSIM muito.
prove. I dont even want to see him again. I don’t want to have to think RGeS
about him, I don’t want to think about his big eyebrows or the fact that i_"i{l:“;’;;f
he hunched over a little when he walked or that he hurt me so much. vezes quan-
[ know it’s pretty pathetic of me, but sometimes when I'm driving s

I'll take a little detour and drive by his house. I'll just drive by, I wont  §

slow down, I won't stop by, I won’t say hello, I won’t beat his head in, I {4

won't even cry. I'll just drive by, see a few cars in the driveway, see no mi:l ¢
signs of life through the windows, and then T'll just keep driving. b retardarei para
v I don’t know why I do it. He never sees me, and I never see him, _;;,f“i‘“ e
die although I thought I didnt want to see him anyway. When I first met GEEREE

und danr

him I wasn’t afraid of him. Now I'm so afraid that I have to drive by his #8
house every once in a while, just to remind myself of the fear. We all like G5
the taste of fear, you know, the thought that there’s something out there — #88
stronger than us. The thought that there’s something out there we can

n nie, ok

e, dafl icl

XN Dbeat, even if we have to fight to the death. . —

Als ich i ) . . .
e ich But that can’t be it, no, it just can’t be, I don’t like this fear, I don’t

Bl |ike it. I don’t want to drive by, I want to be able to just go on with my JEEEEIEEE
life, to not think about it. I want to be strong again. I want to be strong. SSEESN

So today I did it again, I haven’t done it for a while, drive by his “SEEE
house, but I did it again today. When I turned on to his street I put on (S
my sunglasses so that in case he saw me he couldn’t tell that I was look- L;‘L’“qufl‘;‘;j
ing. And then I picked up my car phone and acted like I was talking to ~ TEECHFEN

-4
=
o
=3

T 0
=]
o

someone.

And T drove by, holding my car phone, talking to my imaginary 38
friend, trying to unobviously glance at the house on my left. There’s a
lamppost at the end of his driveway. I always noticed it, the lampshade Y&
was a huge glass ball, I always thought it was ugly. This time three cars r sua casa
were there. One of those could have been his. Through the front win- e v em
dow, no people, no lights. I drive around a corner, take a turn and get . do
back on the road I was supposed to be on. I A

One day, when I'm driving by and I get that feeling again, that feel- do medo,
ing like death, well then, I just might do it again. S
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How A Woman
falls in Love

Okay, here’s scene number one: it’s about three in the morning,
youre in a wheat field with him. He pulled his junker off the country
road, got out a blanket, and just started walking. You followed. The hip-
high blades of grass were wet with dew, you can still feel the cool of the
water when you think about it now. And you can smell the wheat, you
can smell that it’s green, that the acres in the dark are screaming with life.

He finds a spot and pushes the wheat down. Then the blanket goes.
Then you go.

You remember that all you could see was a few stars in the sky, silhou-
ettes of trees waving on the horizon, wheat hovering over you like skyscrap-
ers. And him, kissing your arm, your shoulder, your cheek, your eyelid.

When the two of you leave, he tells you its a little after four. And
you don’t believe him.

II

Okay, here’s another scene: you're sitting at your desk, and out of the
corner of your eye you see a jar of potpourri. There are about twenty
white roses in the glass, they're still whole. You dried them yourself.

So when you see the roses you stop your work and let your eyes wan-
der until they can’t see anymore. And you daydream.

You remember him coming over with two dozen long stem white
roses, taking you on a picnic. You ended up in the balcony of a music
theatre eating croissants and strawberries with sugar, drinking cham-
pagne, listening to a pianist play Mozart on the stage below.

And you remember that he took you to dinner afterward, but what
really sticks in your mind is that after dinner you brought him back you
your place and you turned on the stereo and slow danced in the dark.

You moved away the next day. But you put all the roses and all the
leaves and all the baby’s breath in a small garbage can, filled it with some
water and took it with you.

And that’s why you keep the roses dried on your desk.

III

Okay, I've got another one: you're fulfilling your end of a bet, so you
take him out to an empty road one night, fully prepared to serenade
him. But every thing starts to go wrong: the wind picks up and you're

3

him a
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shivering with a chill, youre coming down with a cold and sound nasal,
you get nervous, he’s going to hate it, you're going to make a fool out of
yourself, and you can't even think of a good song to sing. So you're rack-
ing your brains for a good tune, you should have thought of this before,
he’s still there staring at you, and finally you remember this song from
your childhood. Your older sister taped it for you, you don’t even know
who sings it, but all you ever thought was that it was a song about
romance, about love lasting forever. So you just started to sing.

In the back of your mind you always thought that song would be the
song you shared with your husband. But you didn’t tell him that part.

v

So now jump ahead a couple weeks. You're at a bar with him, it’s
crowded, you're pretty drunk. After the bar closes he takes you to his

b car, his already pathetic car, you know, the one that stalls at intersec-

tions, and by now the driver’s side door is stuck and won’t open so he
has to crawl in from your side. Well, he drives you to his house and
he lets you in and he goes upstairs and he gives you a bouquet of flow-
ers, and then he gives you this compact disc with the song you sang
to him on it. He found out the name of the original singer, and by the
fourth record store he found the song.

And he got it for you, girl. For you.

\%

Alright, one more. No picnics, no serenading, no gifts. Here’s the
scene: you make dinner with him at your apartment. You set the table,
lower the lights, turn on some big band music real soft. He opens the
wine. As you eat, the two of you start talking.

About politics. About the upcoming election. About abortion. The
death penalty. The judicial system. About the ethical dilemma in returning
clothing to a retail store simply because you've worn it and don’t like it any-
more. About business. About the welfare system. About philosophy.

So when you can’t eat anymore you just kind of lean back in your chair
and watch him. You smile. He’s your intellectual equal. He talks to you.

You know, earlier that day you were looking through the want ads
because you wanted a new apartment. And you mentioned, without
thinking, that the two of you could save money by living together.

You still can't believe you said it. Or even thought it. But the thought
is still there, haunting you, teasing you, in the back of your mind.
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Seven Miles

Okay, so you were going to be in Chicago for a few hours, and
then youd be driving out of town again, and I really wanted to see
you, so I said I'd be more than happy to drive to the city to see you for
an hour or two. Okay, let’s meet at the Planetarium, I said, because it
would be the quickest place for me to get to from the interstate,
besides, you were in the city anyway, youd easily get to the
Planetarium before I would. So okay, we'd meet at 3:15, you said, and
I got off the phone and rushed out the door.

And I got there, traffic was a bitch, but I got there, parked my car
and then proceeded to walk back and forth looking for you. Where the
hell was he, he didn’t have much time before he had to leave, where
could he be, it’s been over twenty minutes, what trouble has he gotten
himself into now? Knowing him, he probably thought I said the
Aquarium and was waiting at the building a block away from me, the
big jerk. And all these men were staring at me, like they’ve never seen a
woman in a suede skirt before, one of them even said hello to me, and
I had to sit there and try to ignore everyone and brood because you
were late. You probably crashed the car and were bickering over insur-
ance with someone while I sat there. Made me drive for a couple of
hours for nothing,.

So then I finally see you sprinting up the block. Your oxford is
unbuttoned, and the closer you get, the more red you look. Okay, now
I'm intrigued. “Where have you been?” I asked, and as you're panting
in a vain attempt to catch your breath you explain that you couldn’
get the car out of the parking lot because the person who has the ticket
stub for the car is in the doctor’s office, so you ran seven miles to get
here so that I wouldn’t wait.

Okay, I feel like a heel. And you never cease to amaze me. I know
you said you'd go to the ends of the earth for me. Seven miles is more
than enough.

he Attic
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Having Children
One Day

Every time we're together we talk about how much we both love to play
with children. I wanted you to meet my niece and nephew, Claire is five,
Marshall is two and a half, oh, he’s so adorable at this age, all he does is hug
and kiss you. And it’s so cute how he kisses you, you're holding him in your
arms and he grabs the sides of your head with his tiny little hands and he
kisses your nose. Well anyway, I just thought youd think they were
adorable, well, they are, but I just wanted to see you with them.

And you came over, and they saw you, and they were probably
thinking, “a stranger, oh no, it’s a stranger, run and hide, run and hide,”
and I really hope you didn't take offense that the kids were a little scared
of you. What do you expect, they're little, they’re afraid of anyone other
than their mother holding them, I mean, you understand, right?

But I wanted you to see them, I wanted you to see the love I had for
them, for the future, for their future, for my future, for our future. I just
wanted you to see why my eyes glowed when [ talked about them.

So the day went on and little Marshall sat down next to his daddy
to watch t.v,, and even though he didn’t know you he sat down next to

you, too. And earlier you kept doing cannonballs into the swimming

pool so that you would splash Claire and I. She laughed when you did .

that, you know.

I told you earlier that day that I felt like I was never wanted by my
family before, I was unplanned, unwanted, neglected, blah, blah, blah,
and you were saying you would never have an unwanted child. If one
day your wife told you she was pregnant, you could never not love the
child. That child would only enrich your life more, those were your
words, | remember them exactly.

And I wanted you to know what it meant to me when at the end of
the day the kids were leaving and I told little Marshall to give you a hug
and he did. And he gave you a kiss, too, right on the nose, and without
my asking. And you laughed. And you looked at me, laughing while this
two year old boy clung to your neck and you gave me this look, this look
that was almost serious. It was a look that said that one day this may be
yours. And it may.
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