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trying
trying to revitalize
this old, tired marriage

once I wore a black teddy
thong back
beaded front

walked up to him while
he was watching
a basketball game,
sitting on the couch

sat on his lap
straddled him

and he looked at me
and reached his arm around
and tried to
grab his beer
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i want love
i’m laying here in bed
and i’m looking over at him

he’s sound asleep
perfectly happy

you know, i can’t remember
the last time he’s held me

he has no idea what i’m thinking
he’s perfectly content this way

i decided to spend the rest
of my life with him

he’s my best friend
but i don’t know if he loves me

damnit
i want love
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When he met me
he told me
I looked like 
Kim Basinger
long blonde locks
but as time
wore on I knew
I wasn’t her
and I could never
be her   and I was
never good enough
thin enough
pretty enough
I got a perm
straightened my 
teeth
bought a wonder
bra   but it wasn’t
doing the trick
I bought slimfast
used the stair
stepper   ate rice
cakes and wheat
germ but I wasn’t
thin enough   I
only dropped 
twenty pounds

so I went to the 
spa   got my skin
peeled   soaked 
myself in mud
wrapped myself
in cellophane
bought the amino
acid facial creams
but I knew they
didn’t really
work so I went to
the doctor   got my 
nose slimmed
my tummy stapled
my thighs sucked

thought about 
getting a rib or two
removed
like Cher
but I figured
they’ve got to
be there for
something
and hey, that’s
just going
too far

too far



how to please a woman
i saw a movie once
can’t remember what movie it was, but
i remember this one scene:
it was after the protagonist couple made love,
and it was the middle of the night,
and the man got dressed and went outside,
and no, it was not to leave
(i know half of you were thinking that, admit it)

but he went outside, into the garden
and picked a bunch of flowers
and put them all over the bed.
So in the morning, when the woman woke up,
she was still alone, but she was surrounded in flowers.

now, i know it’s just a movie,
but i have these visions in my head
of how perfect life is supposed to be.
okay, okay, call it being raised on Cinderella
and Snow White and Sleeping Beauty, but
in the back of my mind i still have this vision in my head
of being swept away. Wake me with a
kiss. Ride me off into the sunset.

i don’t want to tell someone how to
sweep me off my feet, how to be romantic.
Part of romance is the element of surprise.
yes, i know, this is the age of communication
and we’re supposed to tell each other how we feel
but i guess, as unreasonable as this is
about to sound, i want you to be able to read my mind.
Or don’t read it, and completely catch me off guard
(and i mean that in a good way - don’t catch me
off guard, for instance, by watching baseball
instead of celebrating my birthday).
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sure, it could be flowers, i guess, but don’t think
that we’re trying to get you to spend your money or
that we’re trying to milk you for all you’re worth
because flowers picked from your garden -
or someone else’s - are often better than the ones from the store .
Maybe a bath. a picnic. those are even better
than flowers, because they give the gift
we really want - time. we want to know you
are not only taking time out to be with us,
but that you took the time to plan it to make it perfect.

we want you to tell us we look pretty
when we need to hear it. you don’t know
when we need to hear it? just look into our eyes.
you’ll know. we want you to look excited to
see us when you come home from work,
even if you’re tired and just want to eat. we want
to feel like we mean the world to you, like we
mean more than a beer does to you while you’re
sitting on the couch watching sitcoms.
we want foreplay to mean more than “oh, i’ve
grabbed her chest, now it’s time to insert.”

we want poetry written for us: the sun rises
and it means nothing without us, that kind of stuff.
okay, you’re not a poet: maybe you could
write us a letter every once in a while. oh,
i know, it’s that damn time thing again,
but that’s what it takes, remember? even a note
just saying “i love you” on it would be enough.
here’s an idea: drop it in the mail. i know you
see us every day; that’s what makes it special.
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i’m thinking about
myself too much

all of my life it
has all been about you
what do you need
what do you want
how can i help you
what can i do for you
and now for once
i start to live
and now you tell me
that i’m thinking about
myself too much
and i think back to
all the time i’ve
spent with you
and all the care
i’ve given you
and now you tell me
that i’m thinking about
myself too much
and i’ve cooked for
you and i’ve cleaned
for you and i’ve made
sure everything in
your world made sense
and now you tell me
that i’m thinking about
myself too much
and all i can think
is that you’re only angry
because i’m thinking
about me at all
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Raped With Words
I knew a woman
who went on a date
with a friend of mine,
and after the date
he talked about how great she was,
he told me how they talked about their future
and what they both wanted
he described the inside of her place,
but after he left messages for her repeatedly,
she never called him back again

saw this woman weeks later
at a Starbuck’s
and she said she felt bad she had been avoiding hm
but she never wanted to see him again
because during their date
they never talked about what they wanted
he just talked about what he wanted
like how she wouldn’t hold a job
she’d be taking care of the house
the man’s the one that makes the money
and he even told her how many
of his children she would bear

she wouldn’t let him into her home
(does that mean he was looking through her window?)
and she said that after the date
she showered for hours
because she felt like she had been raped

and you know, hearing her story
it made me realize
that you can rape someone
with words

based on portions of the poem “Key To Survival”
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women’s very existence
rape is neither a sex crime
or a crime of passion

rape is not an isolated brutal crime
against women

rape is often premeditated
rape is a crime of violence
rather than sex
it is a crime of violence
against women

it is an attack by men
on women’s bodies
on women’s feelings
on women’s very existence

- Bob Lamm, 1976

. (the stories of women) .

. 8 .

i still have to take showers a lot. i mean,
every once in a while, no matter how clean
i am to the rest of the world, i have to go
take a shower. i lock all the doors, i close
the shades on the windows, i put a towel
over the bathroom mirror. turn the water on,
piping hot, so steam is billowing out of
the bath tub. i finally undress, open the
curtain, put my foot in, burn my foot with
the water. i wish i could hold my foot there,
just a little longer. i turn down the water.
wait for it to cool down, then step in. then
i just put my head under the shower head. hold
it there for a while. catch my breath. get the
soap. start scrubbing. i use the soap first,
then i get the bath brush. scrub off a layer
of skin. i know this makes no sense. my skin
is red, from the heat, from the scrubbing.
but i know i’m still not getting it off, it’s
down there, the molecules are embedded
deep inside of me, and i’ll have to rip my skin
off, pull out my organs before it goes away.
but for now all i can do is take showers.
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The hot air was sticking
to her skin    almost pulling
tugging at her very
flesh    as she walked
outside    down the 
stairs from the train 
station. Just then a
breeze hot and
sticky     hit her
in just the wrong
way, brushed against her
lower neck, and she 
felt his breath again,
not his breath 
when he raped
her, but his     stench
hot         rank
when he was 
just close to her.
Her breath quickened,
like the catch of her 
breath when she has
just stopped 

crying. All the emotion
is still there      not
going away. She
walks to the bottom 
of the stairs, railing
white-knuckled by her
small tender hands,
the hands of a child,
and that ninety degree
breeze suddenly
gives her a
chill. They say when
you get a chill it means
a goose walked
over your grave.
She knows better. She knows
that it is him
walking, and that
he trapped that child in
that grave

white knuckled
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Driving By His House
I know it’s pretty pathetic of me, I don’t know what I’m trying to prove. I

don’t even want to see him again. I don’t want to have to think about him, I don’t
want to think about his big eyebrows or the fact that he hunched over a little
when he walked or that he hurt me so much.

I know it’s pretty pathetic of me, but sometimes when I’m driving I’ll take a
little detour and drive by his house. I’ll just drive by, I won’t slow down, I won’t
stop by, I won’t say hello, I won’t beat his head in, I won’t even cry. I’ll just drive
by, see a few cars in the driveway, see no signs of life through the windows, and
then I’ll just keep driving.

I don’t know why I do it. He never sees me, and I never see him, although I
thought I didn’t want to see him anyway. When I first met him I wasn’t afraid of
him. Now I’m so afraid that I have to drive by his house every once in a while,
just to remind myself of the fear. We all like the taste of fear, you know, the
thought that there’s something out there stronger than us. The thought that
there’s something out there we can beat, even if we have to fight to the death.

But that can’t be it, no, it just can’t be, I don’t like this fear, I don’t like it. I
don’t want to drive by, I want to be able to just go on with my life, to not think
about it. I want to be strong again. I want to be strong.

So today I did it again, I haven’t done it for a while, drive by his house, but
I did it again today. When I turned on to his street I put on my sunglasses so that
in case he saw me he couldn’t tell that I was looking. And then I picked up my
car phone and acted like I was talking to someone.

And I drove by, holding my car phone, talking to my imaginary friend, try-
ing 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 was a huge glass ball, I always
thought it was ugly. This time three cars were there. One of those could have
been his. Through the front window, no people, no lights. I drive around a cor-
ner, take a turn and get back on the road I was supposed to be on.

One day, when I’m driving by and I get that feeling again, that feeling like
death, well then, I just might do it again.
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content with 
inferior men

there are some theorists that say
that women need to be able to look up to a man
in order to feel complete. these theorists
would say that a woman could not be president,
at least not on a personal level.
think of it - here is a woman, the most important
person on earth, and she would never know of anyone
who had more power than her. how could she
look up to any man? how could she admire
any man? how could she respect any man?
and you know, i can kind of see that point,
how can you love someone you don't respect,
i mean, i want someone in my life that can teach
me something, that can help me grow, and if
i was the most powerful person on earth
i would probably think that no one could teach
me anything. but the only thing i could think of
in response to this theory is, why don't men
who are the presidents of the united states
of america find themselves unhappy with their
boring, unequal, supportive wives? why is it
that men are content with inferior women
but women aren't content with inferior men?

. 11 .
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the Fourteenth
grade school, lace and construction paper cut outs -
mimicking our hearts with school glue, a
sixty-four pack of crayons,
a doily, perhaps, and a child’s scribblings,
“Be My Valentine.” The beginning of every cold February
the classes of children are taught to make enough little hearts
for everyone, so that no one may be disappointed,
so that everyone can be your Valentine.
Nonetheless, one little child’s construction paper mailbox
come February fourteenth
always had less than everyone else’s.

And then it gets easier as the years go on
mommies buy little packs of Valentine cards
for their children to sign and give away to all the little
children at school. Saves them from having to
make all those cards,
the glue and the glitter and the cut-outs are messy.

Every fourteenth, second month
when I was little
I remember daddy bringing heart-shaped boxes
home for all the girls -
myself, my sister, my mother. I can remember mother now,
her candy box on her ironing board, thanking him once again
for the lovely gift. And so it goes.

And the card shops get fuller this time every year
husbands saying “my wife will kill me
if I don’t get her a card” or young women complaining
“my boss told me to get a card for his wife”

And the flowers seem the same, don’t they? Carnations
arranged in a big ball atop a little basket. Red,
yellow, pink, white. Lovely.
All the adornments of the holiday. Don’t stop short of the best.
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A girlfriend said to me once
she’s sure boyfriends break up with you by the
beginning of February so they don’t have to
buy you anything. So they don’t have to say they love you.
Last year I spent Valentine’s Day
taking those chalky hearts with messages on them
and scribbling my own on the back.
“Screw You”, “Go Away”, “Leave Me Alone.” I never
liked the taste of those candies.
And the Valentine’s Day party,
where all the single people were thinking,
“Please give me someone to go home with. Don’t let me
be alone tonight.”

And the women getting lonely
and the married couples arguing
and the suicide rate going up

And the woman looking at the carnations on her
dining room table
holding the card in her hand that says “love, Jake”
wondering why it doesn’t feel good yet

. 13 .
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a woman talking about
her rapist friend

He was my friend, and we had been
through a lot together, our psychological
ups and downs,

but he mixed drinks exceptionally well
at his college frat parties, and his
ice-blue eyes

always spoke the truth to me. It’s amazing
to think that the only reason we ever met
was because one day

he wore a turtleneck that perfectly
matched his eyes, and I had to tell him.
I don’t know why

he put up with my mood swings, with my
self-destructive social life and man-hating,
normally he didn’t

care about women, never gave their opinions
much thought, just tried to get them
drunk at parties,

maybe he knew that and that’s why he
listened to me. Then for a few years
our friendship

drifted, we didn’t see each other much,
I heard through the grapevine that he was
failing in school.

Then one day, out of the blue, he comes
over and he has two black eyes. And he
says to me
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that when he was in the parking garage
two guys came and beat him up, and one
of them said,

you raped my girlfriend. And then he looked
at me and said, and you know, looking back,
he was right.

I raped her. And I know he wanted sym-
pathy, he wanted to hear me say something,
but I couldn’t.

And he said, I know this has to be hard for
you to hear, but I wanted to tell you. I know
it was wrong.

A part of me wanted to hate him. A part of
me thought that if he was my friend I would
be condoning

what he did. And a part of me thought that
our friendship made him realize what he
actually had done.

I tried to be there for him. I wasn’t much
good at it. Eventually, he moved away.
I didn’t try

to lose touch with him. But it’s just that a
part of me is still trying to figure out if I
can be his friend.

Sometimes you just lose touch with some-
one, sometimes that’s all you can do.

. 15 .
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Knowledge
I hated going into these God damn gas stations in the middle of nowhere,

but we’d been driving for so damn long that I think I lost all feeling in my ass.
Besides, I had to go to the bathroom. It couldn’t wait. He said he’d pump the gas
this time, so I got out of the car and began to stretch when I saw the attendant
staring at me through the window from behind the counter. It was an eerie stare.
A sex stare. I stopped stretching.

I walked around the side of the building, where the dingy arrows pointed to
the washrooms. I really didn’t need the signs, for the smell of shit that has been
sitting around overpowered the smell of the dust in the air as I walked closer and
closer to the bathrooms ... I walked past the men’s room and up to the ladies
room to find that the door was... gone. It was propped up on the inside of the
bathroom wall. “A lot of fucking good it does me there,” I mumbled in the
stench.

“How the Hell am I supposed to go to the bathroom when there isn’t even
a God damned door to the damn bathroom??” I thought as I stormed into the
store where he was paying for the gas.

He was buying two bottles of Pepsi for the road, to keep us awake. “The
door of the women’s washroom is off,” I whispered with exasperation. “Well,
that’s no problem, honey -- just go into the men’s room. I’ll watch the door for
you,” he said back. The look in his eyes told me that he thought it was such a
simple and obvious solution that anyone could figure it out. He thought he had
the solution for everything. I wanted to tell him that the women’s room fright-
ened me enough for one day, and that I didn’t want to risk my life by venturing
into the men’s room. Besides, men go in there. That attendant probably goes in
there. I finally shrugged and waited for him to pay for his Pepsi and gasoline. I
turned my head and followed him out. The attendant looked at me as I left. I
could feel his stare burning into the back of my head.

We turned the building corner and followed the signs. My shoulders sud-
denly felt heavier and heavier as I walked. He checked the room to make sure it
was empty for me. He even held the door open. What a gentleman.

I closed the door, but I really didn’t want to be left alone with the smell. It
smelled like shit. But I could also smell sweat, like the smell of dirty men. I won-
dered if this is what the attendant smelled like. I lined the toilet bowl seat with
toilet paper, which I had to use it sparingly -- there wasn’t much toilet paper
there. I got up as soon as I possibly could and walked over to the dirty mirror,
almost hitting my head on the hanging light bulb. There was light blue paint
chipping next to the mirror.
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I strained to see my image in the mirror. Instead, all I could focus on was the
graffiti on the wall behind me. For a good time call... So-and-so gives good
head... Did that attendant ever call that number? I wondered if I was ever put on
a bathroom wall. I wondered if I was ever reduced to a name and a phone num-
ber like that. I probably had been.

The floor was wet. I always wondered when the floors of bathrooms were
wet if it was actually urine or just water from the sink. Or maybe it was from the
sweat of all those men. I didn’t know.

I stepped on something under the sink in front of the mirror. I looked down.
It was an open porn magazine. I looked at it from where I was standing. I didn’t
move my foot. It was hard core shit, and it looked painful. Women with gags on
their faces... I remember someone telling me that porn was okay because the
women in it wanted to do it. But there was no smile on this woman’s face. I
pushed it back under the sink.

I stepped back. I wanted to hit something. I wanted to hit the graffiti on the
wall, the porn on the floor. I wanted to smear the urine from the stall all over the
place. I wanted to pull the light from right out of the fucking ceiling.

I put my hands up against the wall. I put the top of my head on the wall. I
tried to breathe. It hurt. With my eyes closed, I knew what was there, behind me.
It didn’t scare me anymore.

When I walked into the bathroom, I was afraid to touch anything. But then
I just leaned up against the door, feeling the dirt press into my back, into my hair.
I wanted to soak it all in. All of it.

I shook my head and realized that he was waiting for me outside the door. I
turned around and grabbed the door knob. I didn’t worry about the dirt on my
back. I opened the door.
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in the air
(portions of part two)

Have you ever noticed that the air
isn’t normal air in an airplane? I mean,
I know they have to pump in the air,
and pressurize it and all in order to
keep us alive up there, but there’s just
something about the air in the cabin
that’s different. It’s got a smell to it,
that’s the only way I can describe it.
A smell of all these people, going
places, running to something, or
running away from it.

But once, when I was on a
flight back from D. C., a flight attendant
walked by, stack of magazines in her
hand, Time, Newsweek, Businessweek,
and I stopped her, asking what magazines
she had. And she replied, “Oh, these
magazines are for men.” This is a true
story. And I asked her again what she
had. I had already read Time, so I took
Newsweek.
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the martyr 
and the saint

they gave their daughter the name
of the Patron Saint of television

and the television’s always been
one thing she hated about him

or was it the drinking that he needed
more than her

the business has gone bad
I’m a failure I’m not a man

he said he respected her
then he’d call her

a twenty dollar whore from Vegas

and the mother would hold
the child, the saint, the pure angel

hold her ears and hope she
couldn’t hear

. 19 .
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Right There, By Your Heart
verses 2 and 6

have you ever had that feeling before, you
know, the one when someone is telling
you something you don’t want to hear, like
if someone was about to tell you that someone
died and you knew what they were going to say
and you still didn’t want to hear it, or if
someone did something to you you didn’t like,
like when you were little and the kids at the
bus stop shot pebbles and spit balls at you every
day because you were smart and you still had
to go to the bus stop every morning and just
try to ignore them? and when that happens
it feels like a medium sized rock just fell
into the bottom of your stomach, and you
don’t want to move because you’re afraid
that the rock will hurt the inside of your stomach
and so you just have to sit there and hope
the rock goes away? or else you get the feeling
in your chest, right between your lungs, it feels
like someone is pressing against the bone there,
right there by your heart, and you’ve got to
breathe, you’re not going to be able to take
that pressure, that force any longer? 
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don’t know how many times the idea of seeing him
went through my mind. at least once a week i’d imagine
a scene where he’d confront me, and i’d somehow
be able to fight him back, to show him that he didn’t
bother me any more, to show him that the rock wasn’t
there any more. to somehow be able to prove that
i wasn’t a victim any more. i was a survivor. that’s
what they call it now, you see, survivor, because
victim sounds too trying for someone who has been
raped. so i keep saying i’m over it but i keep imagining
mark all over again, not raping me, but following me
on the street, coming to my door with flowers, or
sending me a valentine. but once, when i saw him
walking out of a record store as i was walking in, the
rock fell so hard that i thought i was going to be sick
right there by the cash register, right there by those
metal things at the doorway that beep when you
try to take merchandise out of the store, you know
what those things are, i just can’t think of what
they’re called. but if i did that, then he’d know he was still
winning, to this day. how many years has it been? how
many years since he did that to me? how many years
since i’ve been wanting to fight him, since i’ve been
feeling that rock in my god-damned stomach?
i managed to hide my face from him in the store so he
didn’t see me as he walked out. when i saw he was
gone, i wondered why i still felt the pressure in my
chest. i thought the pressure was going to turn
my body inside-out. i reached for my heart, grabbed
at my shirt. maybe the pain was always there, right there,
by my heart, but i try not to think of it until i
go through times like those.

. 21 .
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I am back
at my old college
hang-out

years later

sharing some beers
with an old friend

then i remember
being there
with a friend
who used to
work there

she told me about the
women’s bathroom

in all my years
I had never
been there

she said
women write on the wall
at the left
of the stall
women write
that they’ve been raped

they name names

there were arrows
pointing
to other women’s
messages
saying
“i’ve heard this before”

first names
last names

when she told me
of this
years ago
i walked in
read the names
and wrote down one
of my own

i forgot about that wall
until now
and i am back
just yards away
from the
bathroom door

i get up
walk
open the door
years later

all the names are still there
jake jay josh larry matt scott

i can even still see
my own writing
it didn’t take long
to find it

Coslow’s



stalker

And she got out of her car, walked across her drivew a y, and walked up the

stairs to her porch, trying to enjoy her s o l i t u d e , t rying not to remember that

he  followed  her once again. She thought she was free of him; she thought he

m oved on with his life and that she would not have to see his face again. 

Why did he have to call her, on this one particular day, years later, while she

was at work? Maybe if she could have been s u s p e c t i n g it, she might have

been braced for it. But then again, she d idn’t wa nt t o t hink a bout it : she was

happy that she was finally starting to feel as if she had c o n t r o l of her life again.

It had been so many years, why would she have expected him to follow
her   again? Didn’t she make it clear years ago that she   didn’t   want   him
waiting outside her house in his car anymore, that she didn’t want to receive

the hang-up   calls   at   three   in   the   morning a n y m o re? Or the calls

in the middle of the night, when he’d stay on the line, when she could tell that

he was high, and he’d profess his love to her? Or the l e t t e r s , or the t h r e a t s ?
No, the police couldn’t   do   anything until he took action, when it was too

late. Why   did   he   come   back?Why couldn’t he leave   her   alone?Why

couldn’t it be illegal for someone to fill   her   with   fear for years, to make her

dread being in her house alone, to make her wonder if her feeling that she

was being followed wasn’t real?
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All these thoughts rushed through her head as she sat on her front porch

swing, opening her mail. One bill, one piece of junk mail, one survey.

It was only a phone call, she had to keep thinking to herself. He  may  never
call  again. She had no idea where he was even calling from. For all she knew,

he could have been on the other side of the country. It was only a phone call.

And then eve rything started to go wrong in her mind again, the bushes

a round the corner of her house we re rustling  a  little  too  loud, t h e re we re too

many cars that sounded like they we re stopping  near  her  house.Her ow n

b reathing even scared her.

I could go into the house, she thought, but she knew that she could be

filled with fear there, too. Would   the   phone   ring? Would there be a

k  n  o  c  k on the door? Or would he even bother with a knock, would he just

break  a   window, let himself in, cut   the   phone   lines so she would-

n’t stand a chance?

No, she knew better. She knew she had to stay outside, that she could-

n’t let this   fear take a hold of her again. And so she sat.

She looked at her phone bill again.

She heard the creak of the porch swing.

She swore she heard someone else breathing.

No, she wouldn’t look up from her bill, because she knew no one was there .

Then   he   spoke.
“Hi.”
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She looked up. He was standing right at the base of her stairs, not six feet

away from her.

“What are you doing on my property?”

“Oh, come on, you used to not hate me so much.” He lit a cigarette, a

marlboro red, with a match. “So, why wouldn’t you take my call today?”

“Why would I? What do I have to say to you?”

“You’re really making a bigger deal out of this than it is,” he said, then

took a drag. She watched the smoke come out of his mouth as he spoke. “We

used to have it good.”

She got up, and walked toward him. She was surprised; in her own mind

she never thought she’d actually be able to walk closer to him, she always

thought she’d be running   away. She stood at the top of the stairs.

“Can I have a smoke?”

“Sure,” he said, and he reached up to hand her the fire stick. She reached

out for the matches.

“I’ll light it.”

She put the match to the end of the paper and leaves, watched it turn

orange. She  didn’t  want this cigarette. She needed to look  more  calm.
Calm. Be calm.

She remained at the top of the stairs, and he stood only six stairs below

her. She sat at the top stair.

“You really think we ever got along?”
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“Sure. I mean, I don’t know how you got in your head -”

“ Do you think I enjoyed finding your car outside my house all the time? Di d

I enjoy seeing you at the same bars I was at, watching m e and my friends,

like you we re recording  their  faces  into  your  memory  forever?Do you think

I liked you coming to bother m e when I was working at the store? Do you -”

“I was.”

She paused. “You were what?”

“I was logging everyone you   were   with into my head.”

She sat silent.

“At the bars - I remember every face. I   remember   every   one   of   them.
I had to, you see, I had to know who   was   trying   to   take   you   away. I
needed to know who they were.”

She sat still, she couldn’t blink, she stared at him, it was just as she was

afraid it would be.

And all these years she   begged   him   to   stop, but nothing changed.

She couldn’t take it all anymore.

She put out her right hand, not knowing exactly what she’d do if she held

his hand. He put his left hand in hers.

“You know,” she said, then paused for a drag of the red fire, “This state

would consider what you did to me years ago stalking.”
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She held his hand tighter, holding his fingers together. She could feel her

lungs moving her up and down. He didn’t even hear her; he was fixated on

looking at his hand in hers, until she caught his eyes with her own and then

they stared, past the iris, the pupil, until they burned   holes into each other’s

heads with their stare.

“And you know,” she said, as she lifted her cigarette, “I   do   too.”
Then she quickly moved the cigarette toward their hands together, and

put it out in the top of his hand.

He screamed. Grabbed his hand. Bent ove r. Pressed hard e r. Sw o re. Ye l l e d .

She stood. Her voice suddenly changed.

“Now, I’m going to say this once, and I   won’t   say   it   again. I want you

off my property. I want you out   of   my   life. I swear to God, if you come

within fifty feet of me or anything related to me or anything the belongs to

me, I’ll get a court order, I’ll   get   a   gun, I’ll do whatever   it   takes to keep

you away forever.”

“Now go.”

He held his left hand with his right, the fingers on his right hand purple fro m

the pre s s u re he was using on the open sore. He moaned while she spoke. Sh e

stood at the top of the stairs looking down on him. He slowly walked away.

She thought for a moment she had truly taken her life back. She looked

down. Clenched in the fist in her left hand was the cigarette she just put out.

. 27 .

. (the stories of women) .



. (the stories of women) .

. 28 .

(the stories of women)
janet kuypers

scarspublications
published in conjunction with children, churches and daddies magazine

the UN-religious, NON-family-oriented literary and art magazine 
ccandd96@scars.tv                                http://scars.tv
ISSN 1068-5154 INTERNET ISSN #1555-1555

the Copyright for the written pieces is retained by the author. Design Copyright © 2010 Scars Publications and Design

other publications from Scars:
Magazines: C h i l d ren, Churches and Daddies (cc&d magazine), founded June 1993; Down in the Dirt, conceived 1994, founded 2000
Books: Hope Chest in the Attic, the Wi n d o w, Close Cover Before Striking, (Woman.), Autumn Reason, Contents Under Pre s s u re ,
the Average Guy’s Guide (to Feminism), Changing Gears, the Key to Believing, Domestic Blisters, Etc., Oeuvre, Exaro Versus, L’ a rte, The
Other Side, The Boss Lady’s Editorials, The Boss L a d y ’s Editorials (2005 Expanded Edition), Duality, Seeing Things Diff e re n t l y,
C h a n g e / R e a rrange, Death Comes in Threes,  Moving Perf o rmances, Six Eleven, Life at Cafe Aloha, Creams, Rough Mixes, The Entro p y
P roject, The Other Side (2006 Edition), Stop., Sing Your Life, The Beauty and the Destru c t i o n , cc&d v167.5 (Writing to Honour & Cherish, editor
edition),  Blister & B u rn (the Kuypers edition), S&M, cc&d v170.5 Distinguished Writings editor edition, Living in Chaos, Silent Screams, Taking It All
I n , It All Comes Down, Rising to the Surface, Galapagos, Chapter 38 (v1, v2 & v3), Finally, Literature for the Snotty and Elite (v1, v2 & part 1), a
Wake-Up Call From Tradition, ( re c o v e ry ) , Dark Matter: the Mind of Janet Kuypers, Evolution, (tweet), Get Your Buzz On, Janet & Jean To g e t h e r,
p o•em, Taking Poetry to the Streets, the Cana-Dixie Chi-town Union, the Written Wo rd, Dual, Pre p a re Her for This, Uncorrect,Living in a
Big World, Pulled the Tr i g g e r, Ve n t u re to the Unknown, Janet Kuypers: Enriched, She’s an Open Book, 
Give What you Can, Down in the Dirt v084, Clearing the Debris, Come Fly With Me, Skeletal Remains, Six Six Six, Sectioned & Sequestered, Out of the Web, Lines
of Intensity, Don’t Tread on Me, When the World Settles, Entering the Ice Age
Sulphur & Sawdust, Slate & Marrow, Blister & Burn, Rinse & Repeat, Survive & Thrive, (not so) Warm & Fuzzy, Torture & Triumph, Oh., the Elements, Side A/Side
B, Balance, Chaos Theory, Writing To Honour & Cherish, Distinguished Writings, Breaking Silences, Unlocking the Mysteries, the Book of Scars, We The Poets, Life on the Edge,
Revealing all your Dirty Little Secrets, Decrepit Remains, Charred Remnants, Hope & Creation, Bending the Curve, Layers of Creation, Dark Matter, Survival of the Fittest, Crawling Through
the Dirt, Laying the Groundwork, Weathered, echo, Ink in my Blood, (bound) (ccd poetry, cc&d prose, Down in the Dirt poetry and Down in the Dirt prose editions, available as both ISSN
and ISBN versions), Enriched Poetry, cc&d Enriched Prose, Enriched with Dirt, an Open Book, 
Infamous in our Prime, Anais Nin: an Understanding of her Art, the Electronic Windmill, Changing Woman, the Swan Road, the Significance of the
Frontier, The Svetasvatara Upanishad, Harvest of Gems, the Little Monk, Death in Málaga, Momento Mori, In the Palace of Creation,  R.I.P., Bob the Bumble
Bee, Remnants and Shadows, I Saw This, the Drive, Thomas at Tea, Crashing Down Nineteenth, Blue Collar Ballet, nopoem, In Your Heart, the Apostrophe’s Teardrops of God,
the Adventures of the Key to Believing Bear, Anais Nin: an Understanding of her Art (second printing), Deckard Kinder / Charlie Newman, 12 Times 12 Equals Gross, a Marble
Nude Pauline Borchese with a Marble Apple in her Marble Hand, Challenge of Night and Day and Chicago Poems, Lighten Up, Not Far From Here, Watershed, You
Have Finally Won, Avenue C, Suburban Rhythms, Down Syndrome

Compact Discs: Mom’s Favorite Vase the demo tapes, Kuypers the final (MFV Inclusive), Weeds and Flowers the beauty & the desolation,
The Second Axing Something is Sweating, The Second Axing Live in Alaska,  Pettus & Kuypers Live at Cafe Aloha, Pointless Orchestra Rough Mixes, Kuypers Seeing
Things Differently, 5D/5D  Tick Tock, Kuypers Change Rearrange, Order From Chaos The Entropy Project, Kuypers Six One One, Kuypers Stop., Kuypers Masterful
Performances mp3 CD, Kuypers Death Comes in Threes, Kuypers Changing Gears, Kuypers Dreams, Kuypers How Do I Get There?, Kuypers
Contact•Conflict•Control, the DMJ Art Connection the DMJ Art Connection, Kuypers Questions in a World Without Answers, Kuypers SIN, Kuypers WZRD Radio (2
CD set), Mom’s Favorite Vase and The Second Axing These Truths, assorted artists String Theory, Oh (audio CD), Life At The Cafe (3 CD set), the DMJ Art Connection
Indian Flux, the DMJ Art Connection Manic Depressive or Something, Chaotic Radio Chaotic Radio Week #1, Chaotic Radio Chaotic Radio Week #2, Chaotic Radio
Chaotic Radio Week #3, Chaotic Radio Chaotic Radio Week #4, Chaotic Radio Chaotic Radio Week #5, Chaotic Radio the Chaotic Collection Collection #01-05 (5 CD
set) etc. (audio CD, 2 CD set), Chaotic Elements (2 CD set), Chaos in Motion (6 CD set), 5D/5D Screeching to a Halt (EP), PB&J  Two for the Price of One (EP), Kiki,
Jake and Haystack  An American Portrait, Kuypers/the Bastard Trio/Paul Baker/the JoAnne Pow!ers Trio  Fusion (4 CD set), podcasts the Evolution of Performance
Art (13 CD set), Kuypers Live (14 CD set), the DMJ Art Connection the Things They Did to You (2 CD set), Kuypers Seeing a Psychiatrist (3 CD set), Kuypers St.
Paul’s (3 CD set), Kuypers the 2009 Poetry Game Show (3 CD set), Kuypers and the HA!man of South Africa Burn Through Me (2 CD set)


