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GIRL DRAWING POPPIES 

I 

The leanest colors of the sun, 
Its thinnest golds and lavenders 
Turn savage in the tersest green 
These flowers know. September chars 

The last leaves, circling. Is this light 
The heart of a vast epigram 
Of landscapes? Sunlight shavings float 
In the hot air above the plums 

And poppies on the tablecloth. 
Color must stumble from the sun 
Before your fingers, thin and lithe, 
Reveal the tenuous shades of wine. 

.. 

II 
Beach wind is in the mantel shells 
And puckered starfish. Goldfish wind 
The yellow weeds. Your dark hair falls 
Down shoulders where the light has leaned 

All morning. Are the peahes green? 
Is there a scarlet in the trees 
Not meant for us? Your pencilled lines 
Are intersecting in the skies 

The morning magnified, a glint, 
An apple-red, a tremor in 
The bluest ices. In a slant 
Of sunlight, in the thick of noon 

The peaches show the ruddy tones 
You have desired. It is shape 
And color, past your placid lines, 
That turn the thinnest music ripe 

And put a meaning in the leaves. 
Beechleaves are slowly turning gold. 
The hill is blue. The drooping hives 
Ooze an indifferent sap of cold 

Transparent brasses. Your gold strokes 
Are broken marigolds that fill 
The evening. Now a beetle makes 
A mansion of the heifer's skull. 

TOM BOJESKI 
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NORM KNUTSON • "RYDERS REVERSE" • INTAGLIO • 24" 

TO J. M. AND WIFE 

I would like to take you 
deep into my cellar, 
down those rotting steps, 
between gray walls 
splattered with blood 
where the rabbits hung. 
Coal and potatoes 
hang in the damp air, 
drag you into the 
farthest cool corner. 
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Come, Ma sends for onions. 
Listen at the dull 
yellow pantry door, 
then rush down and back 
not breathing once - 
rush past spiders glaring 
froze from the coal room.s, 

Or come to pull stiff 
rabbits, bones crunching, 
off th nails. Watch blood 
drip across mittens. 
A void the eyes and 
run to Father's knife 
hard as com-crib roofs 
against the sun. Think of ' 
it at night on the bench. 

And one day come back 
among the fruit jars, 
squat behind lard pails 
and wait. Beneath years 
of dust and seeping 
water, whistle to spiders 
and hear, feel them move 
slow to you. For you too 
they will spin round 
unseen threads of dark. 

.. 

People will come once 
lift you to light and air, 
stare nervous around 
and worry for years. 
But now it is there 
with you each moment. 
Someday hands will relax, 
dry weeds burn and 
you rise in the lane - 
sweep across the yard, 
cellar door bang open 
and in a gust I take 
you whirling to dark. 

Then you won't scream, 
only watch nails grow 
long and yellow and scratch 
soft plaster walls. 
The rat sound runs up, 
reaches their beds - 
they lie awake, listen, 
stare to points of dark 
and wonder what is said. 
They will not, come now. 
As we crouch, only 
spiders in their shadows 
read our scratches. 

EDWARD BEATTY 
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GENESIS 
I was rather surprised when my father turned directly towards the 

buildings as if to go into a store, because we were between stores. I didn't 
even notice the door of the shop until he had with one movement opened 
and entered it. I followed his sure footsteps with more hesitant ones of my 
own. It turned out to be a bakery with a slanted glass counter on the left. 
There were small, round metal tables with metal chairs around them. They 
were painted flat white, the kind you would expect to find outdoors. The 
shop was well lit with no glare. It was like a forest on a bright day, but the 
air, though fresh, was not moving and had no odor. This seemed strange in 
the presence of baked goods. 

Then I heard my father. He was talking to the man behind the counter. 
''I'll take a doughnut, but I have to go out for a few minutes first." This 
astonished me for he'd told me nothing of his plans, but I thought he meant 
for me to wait for him. 

I noticed the man behind the counter. He was beaming with pride as 
he watched my father go out the door. No wonder! My father was an im­ 
peccably dressed, perfectly controlled man. It was an honor to serve a man 
who-was so successful at both business and life. 

He continued smiling even after the door had been firmly closed until 
he noticed me. Then he went to work making the pastry for my father. When 
he was smiling I had noticed something peculiar about him. His face was 
dominated by a large red nose. I say red nose, but it was nothing like the 
porous shiny nose of a drunk. It looked rather the same color and texture of 
a radish and faded into the rest of his face. It was a triangle inside the in­ 
verted paste white triangle of his face, his oily, curly hair making a straight 
line across the forehead. I thought vaguely of Europe. He was a thin man 
nebulously concealed beneath white hangings. His head and hands seemed 
disconnected from him. 

He put a disk of white cardboard, about a foot in diameter, on the work 
bench behind the counter. His hands were at work now behind the glass 
counter. They selected a huge pastry and put it on the disk. From the 
counter they took what looked like rich, gooey blueberry filling to put in the 
hollowed center of the roll. 'Then he smiled as he appreciated the result and 
put some of the crumbs and goo from the table into his mouth. His head 
tilted back as if he were overcome with perfume. Then, remembering his 
obligation, he took a spoon half way down the counter and scooped up what 
looked like dried black raspberries, small, velvety, but strangely unwrinkled. 
I was somewhat curious, but I also wanted to be friendly to the man who 
was apparently so fond of my father. "Black raspberries?" 

He answered shortly as if interrupted and turned his head stiffly. "Yes, 
red raspberries." 

The first part of his response settled me somewhat, but "red" troubled 
me. He was sprinkling the berries on top of the filling and then popped one 
into his mouth. Then he spiraled the pastry with frosting from a cloth sack 
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catching the [est bit on his finger. He let it dissolve in his mouth while he 
contemplated his work with satisfaction. For a minute I felt mushy, as if 
there was nothing restraining me and I could not move. 

The pastry looked so rich and too big, but I felt a need to impress this 
man. It would be good if I ordered one of these pastries, but it was, as I 
say, huge and rich. And besides, I had only a half dollar and wasn't sure 
of the price. Perhaps being too practical, I asked if he could make me one of 
those pastries or rather half of one since that would probably be more than 
sufficient. He looked rather past me and flatly said, "Yes, of course," as if 
I were a customer he could not escape. 
. He haphazardly took out a little square wooden thing that looked as if 
it were woven out of popsicle sticks and sat it on the work counter. His hands 
cut one of the smallest of the pastries into two obviously unequal pieces and, 
perhaps from boredom, took the smaller. If it was a mistake or not I could 
not tell, but the filling this time looked like black cherry jello. He seemed to 
forget what he was doing again, and he began to pick at the edge of the 
pastry and eat it but without the pleasure he had had before. He forgot the 
:VVithered raspberries entirely. He quickly put the icing on and sort of tossed 
it on the counter, hardly a fourth the size of my father's. 

"Thirty-five cents." .. I tried not to show my reluctance, to actually appear grateful, and gave 
him the half dollar. He put it in the register, took out the change, walked 
around to my side of the counter, and held out his hand. I put mine out to 
receive the change. He dropped a dime into it, quickly pushed the other 
nickel into his apron pocket, and walked over to a refrigerated case along 
the wall that could have had a street window in it. I was a little angry now 
and wished I had asked him with a disgusted voice to keep the change. 

I picked up the little .:Vooden pallet and turned around to watch the man. 
He was just staring blankly through the glass door of the refrigerated case 
at the eclairs and many other cakes and cookies I had never seen before 
that required refrigeration. His face began to smile sickly, and his eyes 
~lazed slightly, and he turned and said, (to make me forget the nickel I think) 
Did you ever have mimo-cha?" 

I had heard of a dessert but thought it was pronounced mocha. "Is it 
anything like coco mocha?" 

"Ah, coco-mimo-cha, very fine. But I used to practically live on pumpkin 
rnimo-che. Magnificent! Simply exquisite!" 

He said this with a far off look in his eye, and I felt there might be a 
connection between pumpkin mimo-cha and his red nose. I smiled, but I 
guess I didn't put any meaning into it for he turned and gazed at the case 
again. 

I went to a table in the far corner to eat my pastry. I had never had 
anything quite like it. The filling had the consistency of jello, but I cc;uldn't 
decide if it tasted like prunes or more like something else. Perhaps it was 
something I had never heard of. It was not oppressively rich, ha'.dll;'", sweet 
at all. It could probably be eaten everyday. Sudden~y the ~an said, I want 
to show this to someone, a friend of mine next door. I ll be riqht back. Would 
You mind telling the customers?" 

My mouth was full so I kind of choked and no~ded and w~ved my hand. 
Be left with my father's pastry on his hand over hrs shoulder like a bus boy. 
I finally swallowed, and started to relax. I wondered where my father had 
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gone. And then I wondered how ii was that my father's pastry had looked so 
terribly rich that I couldn't have eaten more than two biles of ii. Oh ii would 
have been very good al first, but ii would have quickly become unbearable. 
While mine, which had really just been thrown together, had a sort of com­ 
mon taste al first which I now like very much. It was almost wholesome. 

The baker came back in a few minutes and I could see the traces of a 
smile disappearing. As he was going to the counter, I mentioned that no­ 
body had come in or anything, but I do not know if he heard me or not. I 
was wondering if I should tell him again, but ii seemed unimportant, and I 
wondered why I had said anything in the first place. 

In a while, the door swung open and a man entered as if he were in a 
friendly bar. The baker's face lit up. He said, "Hi ye, hi there Cookie, hi ye." 

"Hi Mike," clipped the new man. 
He kind of swaggered, as if he were trying lo be funny, over to the 

refrigerated case and took out something made of three Schlitz cans. He 
put them up to his eyes like a pair of field glasses, and scanned the room. 
I could see the triangular holes on the lops where they had been opened. 
Both men laughed heartily, and I began lo think ii was pretty funny and 
smiled. 

Later another man came in and did the same thing. I laughed, but 
apparently the same joke twice isn't funny, or else they hadn't seen ii, be­ 
cause no o~e else laughed. 

I was feeling pretty low by the time my father got back, and I didn't 
want to walk fast any more or smile al the right limes. He went smartly to the 
counter to get his pastry. He was pulling a dollar out of his wallet and the 
baker was holding the pastry up for approval before wrapping ii. 

"Mmm yes, that looks very good, Michael." 
"Thank you, sir." 

Michael put ii in a bag carefully but quickly, put the parcel on the 
counter, and accepted the dollar graciously. 

My father turned, saw me and started walking towards the door. I 
thouqht he expected me lo follow him. I was just barely able lo get my words 
out lo say, "I want to stay here for a while." I still don't know if he paused 
when he heard that or if he was just having trouble opening the door. 

DAVID E. JAMES 

10 



RICHARD JANIS , "EXCREMENTATION" • LITHOGRAPH • 18" x 24" 

11 



I BELIEVE IT WAS THE WATER 

Somebody threw the furniture out of my room 
and repainted everything in dirty orange 
and thick. 

I saw him and was afraid of his too-quick 
spraygun, his long hose and roaring 
compressor. 

.. I shut my eyes and sucked the furniture 
back and it ran around 
the walls. 

The sofa got caught on the compressor hose 
so I jumped on the cushions and held them 
all in my arms. 

The fat chair, lewdly dressed, squatted 
and the room ran down its belly and off 
on the floor. 

JON KNUDSEN 

At last even the damned rug took 
off and everything crashed in China 
which was yellow. 

I don't remember China, but on getting back 
I must have thrown that painter a couple day-old, 
well, roses. 
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THE IDIOT 

The images of this brown room are lost 
To us. The table, carven oak, is full 
Of flowers. Light is the cold tone of frost 
Beating around the room. The mirror, tall 

As late sunflowers, shows the curtained bed 
And pitcher, nothing more remarkable 
Than sunlight. In the wicker chair outside 
The room, the boy whose skull is small .. 
As noon light on the shrinking beach 
Regards the waves with placid eyes. The poem 
Of the half eaten orange just out of reach 
Scrapes like a cricket. Shadows fill the room, 

Light veins the broken orange at his feet. 
Waves push against his eyelids. In the thick 
Of noon, past swans, the ever present heat 
Of flame and flesh must meet, uncoil, and break. 

The sandcrab, fiddling on the empty shore, 
Is part of the dry landscape of his head 
Where nothing moves but sunlight in a clear 
Image of morning. Junebugs mount and ride 

The warm lake wind, the thick catalpa tree 
Spreads branches overhead. His fingers reach 
And touch the fallen orange. Suddenly 
A ferryboat is crossing the blue stretch 

Of lake: the room is full of images, 
The orange is eaten. Now a thin boy leans 
Into straw colored summerlight and sees 
The subtle fire of the coupled swans. 

TOM BOJESKI 
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SOMETHING FALLING SWEET A WRY 
We all might have panicked about it, she thought. We might have rolled 

about like jaundiced worms looking for something green to eat. Would we 
have then turned blue? Not, certainly, me. As flesh I am, so shall I stay that 
way. Perhaps we should have had rain. That would have been perfect, ex­ 
ceptional, for the house could have lent itself well to an atmosphere of 
enthralling horror - gruesome in its murderously pleasing, midwestern 
Miniature-Gothic fashion - sitting as it does atop the rise with the bouncing 
hills all around and dripping down into the woods and God knows what be­ 
yond that. Someone else's land, no doubt. 

What should I have expected? I don't know. We should have been 
singing, but we don't sing. We should have been rumbling up that long " 
gravel road at an angel's clip with Karl a kid again and happy and Hayden 
with bare feet on the dash holding his arm out the window to catch the dark 
night air and brush the tips of the weeds growing tall near the road and I, 
prim vestige of an ex-Lord-Savage, snug in the middle, a willing, vowed 
hostage but that, too, was really impossible. 

Karl drove, Hayden slept, and she'd been in the back with nothing to see 
or watch except the yellow hum of the dash lights. Her father-in-law had 
virtually crept up the back road as though unsure, or, she added quickly in 
all fairness, just washing himself in the slow freedom of the trip. But so 
quietly! Like cautious thugs they'd pulled into yard and Karl had said: "I 
forgot the housekey." 

Hayden woke, they got out and walked around the small house and then 
stood on the back porch, Hayden and his father talking. 

"You're sure you don't have it?" asked Hayden. 
"No. Didn't I give you a key once?" 
"Huh-uh." 
And for all she knew they might have gone on talking like that all night, 

neglecting entirely Karl's ownership and dreadfully afraid of doing anything 
which might oHend the house. She said nothing. Hayden went out into the 
yard a few paces and looked thoughtfully toward the house. 

"Windows?" he asked finally. 
"Should be locked. The whole place should be tight. I have the sheriH 

check it once 'a week. What time is it, Hayden?" 

"Eleven-thirty." 
"I suppose we could go to the sheriffs. He does have a key." 
"That's about twenty miles, isn't it?" 

"About." 
Worst of all, this is possible. It happens all the time, she thought. 

Whether to laugh or scream seemed unimportant since she thought they 
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would probably misinterpret either. Instead she, too, joined the thoughtful 
trek from porch to yard, though rather than looking up imploringly toward 
the second floor and wondering what to do she looked down, staring hard at 
the dark ground until she found it and then without a word she went back to 
the door and crashed it through a windowpane, reached in, snapped the lock, 
opened the door and walked in. 

At midnight when they were in their room, Hayden said: "I have to 
admit that I'm ashamed of you. That sounds bad, but it's the only thing I can 
say." 

She said nothing. 

"You made him feel like a fool." 

She nodded. 

" ... glass all over the place. And the way he moves we'll be killinq bugs 
for the first month. And why didn't you just let him take care of it?" 

"It was late. He was doing nothing. And there aren't any bugs yet. It's 
too early." Hayden was sitting on the bed one foot up and the other touching 
the floor while she stood near the window, neither of them at all angry, but 

. both trying slowly to ease the awkwardness of the night. 

"Hayden." 
"Yes?" 
"He. doesn't even have screens on the windows." 

Lord-Savage was her maiden name and though an abundance of grace 
clattered often with a cheerless ineptitude, she was beginning to think she 
might soon prefer feeling closer to the nearly year-old Hockensmith, Mrs. 
Hayden D. It meant nothing, most importantly, and it pleased her, as empty 
things often did, lending themselves so smoothly to whatever in her own 
momentary judgment she felt things should so be lent. 

She stood, then, that morning, the first morning, in the northern bottom 
of the field, her chest convulsing heavily from the bruising force of the run. 
The field and for all she knew the whole county was empty and no one had 
seen her. It was early and possibly no one was awake but she'd run with a 
fury and stamina surpassing fright and bordering fear and perilously close 
to total freedom. Yet there was nothing to be afreid of, no terror, no dread, no 
greater pursuer than the rising. sun and with this her course had met no 
competitor. At least half a mile, she thought, though in this wrong as the 
distance was over two-hundred rods from house to fence, a long, aching run 
but necessary when pain was needed to distill lethargy into motion and 
motion into flight. And she hadn't slept either, in spite of the intimate snug­ 
ness of the house with its two upstairs bedrooms only a light jump to the 
earth. There had been quiet and warmth and comfort with her husband big 
and young and sweet beside her and gross Karl the Good Snail downstairs 
and out of mind. So it had been a friendly night but too fine for sleeping. 

It was June and if her run was meant to ease her violently away from the 
silence of the morning house and into the vivid charge of life somewhere in 
the hilly fields she succeeded, for even the wetness of the hanging deW 
seemed to be alive. Not even blood could have felt more unique and pushing 
than 'the gently clinging sag of the tall grass, heavy with moisture and as 
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clean as the trees, and with a calm sigh of enjoyment she slipped the shoes 
from her feet and sat, only her head topping the tips of the greenness as her 
eyes swept south to the gleaming white torch of the house in the sun. 

For a moment it ceased as building, a sturdy playhouse of a white box 
holding the sleeping shapes of the only things in the world she held im­ 
portant and interesting. The bodies, the two healthy men-things faded and 
dissolved into a fleshless, inspiring memory with the life gone but the im­ 
portance remaining. It seemed a gaudy flare and the light alone was vital 
but the reasons were unexplainable, too complex and enmeshed with the 
grass and the water, the sun, thistles, sunshine, stickweed and tiny flecks of 
sleepy field gnats. Who has not tried to claim the sun as personal? she 
thought. Her mind was whipping in a blowing rush of wordless thoughts, a 
storm and drama of release until the long tug of a backlash of sensibility 
brought her back to bare feet with flecks of dirt and pieces of gre,en like 
parsley and the drench of the denim shift as she sat in the grass and realized 
that her breathing was once again normal. For a moment she was motionless, 
an icon without ritual alone and relaxed, barely visible on the side of the hill. 
She lay back and stared at the sky through the miniature forest of swaying 
spines of grass. Overhead a bird flew in sporadic spurts and swoops, trying 
to impress her, she guessed, an arrogant four ounces of metabolizing feathers 
with a rocky throat and brittle bones. Like 'all the Lord-Savages, a bird of 
all silliness spanning oceans in unknown glory and that brought one down to 
the root tide and sour core of things: Does it matter that perhaps the only 
time my will and my ability ever met in reasonable harmony was on the day 
of my birth? Matter, matter ... as long as I can always be for him what I 
must be for me? 

She remembered the last meal she'd made and how with less than humor 
she'd thought that special tragedies were simply made for certain un-special 
kinds of people. But there were other things and for those she knew he 
appreciated her. 

Like lying beneath the deep sky and thinking, "I like this" and knowing 
that he wouldn't. Even that would be important for him like a wind-up toy 
who more than anything else had to be left to wind herself. Another 
thought trotted in at three-quarer time across her eyes. I am taught what I 
am taught because others are taught to teach it. What do I know? If this were 
winter time I should I think be doing this same thing, though not with bare 
feet and nothing only nothing but a denim shift on. Still, lying in this same 
way. Would it be dark? Probably. When dawn came then with the sky 
wearied thick with snow and I in my hollow staring upwards and not knowing 
where the edges of the hollow and where the seams in the sky. Being a 
source of sorts, a seed at the pit of an immense parabola scooping up to take 
in all the sky, taking in nothing since it could all be hollow or all be sky. 
I would not know. 

But it is summer and not winter and it is early morning and the walls 
are jagged and easily cut out the sky. She brought a leg up and rested her 
calf on top of her knee, not worrying so much about modesty as knowing that 
its not really important when one is alone. Unto myself I am not evil, she 
thought, taking aim at the departing bird with her toe and following it into the 
high trees. Or am I? It perched some hundred yards from her, top sentry in 
a jabber of noisy scuttlings, what mind it had absorbed in cutting this girl 
out of the grass, its head jerking, tipping, twisting in rigid and chaotic little 
motions of awareness, watching with as knowledgeable a stare as that of a 
television set, though the bonus of having two eyes was depth so that when 
the girl rose in a liquid start of thought, set, and spring and advanced he 
savored the hushed pride of being able to warn. It was not danger, he knew, 

.. 
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but a warning was a warning. It was imperative that the others be warned. 
He launched, screeching, and the others fled to the depths while he, in 
appearance brave, in truth having only a full assessment of what was hap­ 
pening, descended to a lower branch to await the girl. 

In the aching stretch of rising Donna felt the early hour and yawned 
heavily, her arms reaching hard downward and her legs contracting and 
forcing her up to her toes in a demanding stretch. She breathed heavily and 
for the first time felt fully awake. 

No, it was not possible yet for them to really anger each other. She was 
too elusive and he too irenic and they only met at night, on payday, for 
Thursday breakfast or, such as this time, for the summer holiday. There would 
be many more and someday they would get to know each other. 

She looked around at the erratic edge of the wood as it ran along the 
ends of the field, stopped once by a hill but further on running east and then 
south in the direction of the house though still a good half mile from it. In 
all the visits to Karl's farm the wood would be a barrier, she knew, a place to 
stop not because of lack of ownership - since what he owned went deep 
into and in some places beyond the trees - but more of time. Walks in the 
fields, down the hills, along the fences, to the scattered ponds ... they would 
always go to the heavy stand of trees and no farther. It would always be the 
place to stop and so she stopped, thinking it would be time soon for break­ 
fast, time to drive into Gin-Trivet for the day's papers, time to love Hayden, 
to hate Hayderr..to talk to Karl, to argue, joke, play with and contradict Karl 
for the one reason that he was her father-in-law, possess herself and be 
mysterious and - true and incorruptible Lord-Savage - cry, sing and always 
do. Uttering a soft "Damn!" she tossed a stick toward a tree, turned around 
and began walking back, leaving only the disappearing hollow where she 
had lain to wake and an outraged, scatter-minded bird who'd seen the care­ 
less stick miss it by several yards and only moments later was wondering 
why this morning for no explicable reason seemed different from all the 
others. 

It was not perfect but it had weight and would serve. She pulled the big 
thistle softly from the loose dirt, making sure she got enough of the root base 
to make it heavy enough to throw and trying not to jab herself with the mean 
spines. She crossed the yard to the side of the small house and looked up 
at the second floor window, their room, gauging without thought and gently 
swinging her arm until the thistle flew in a fluttering arc through the window 
and onto the bed, making no noise and scattering only a few specks of dirt 
on the blanket. 

Readiness. Waiting. A silence listening for noise. Soon Karl would 
wake, then Hayden with, she hoped, a gulping "Ouch!" No coffee glibly 
perked, no heavy egg, bacon and grease smell rolled throughout the house. 
Nothing doing and nothing about to go, she thought. Nothing big, this some­ 
thing. Yet she waited, refreshed, awake somewhat exhilirant, light and at 
least quietly happy. There were no sounds in the house except the outside 
- bugs, birds, wind, and leaves. Stray sounds. Unordered but clean. Once 
from high overhead a small plane buzzed and left. The house itself was too 
small for any weighty, aged creakings. She waited, sitting at the kitchen 
table and doing nothing, chin in hands, feet cold as the dew evaporated 
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from them in the narrow breeze from beneath the gap in the door. Someone 
had to hear the first sound, that might be it. It made the place homey to have 
homey sounds made and noticed by someone, preferably woman, preferably 
old with a kitchen look, but though the farm had been a family retreat for 
two generations it had never known an old woman in the family. The 
Hockensmith family seemed to disapprove of old women and removed them 
accordingly. Hayden's mother, a young woman whose song had been too 
fiery and stuffed with life, a good candle melted, long-gone and in worry 
forgotten, though the grandmother, young as she, too, had been, had passed 
on in the midst of a properly woman-like function with Karl the result ... a 
rarity, she thought suddenly, a vanished breed those farmhouse matricides. 
Enjoying her personal comedy she laughed and wondered if she were wait­ 
ing to die right then in the midst of this stray-lopped mood and she thought 
this with more than a good deal of respect, a consideration of tradition modi­ 
fied by the awe of supposing there might be something to it. It was not a 
conclusion easily accepted, threatening, as it did, to wipe out every last 
remnant of Lord-Savage in her. 

"Until death you do part," she remembered, then added, "and may you 
never grow old together." It was not a thought to be interrupted. It fit her .. 
well for that moment, but Karl entered the .roorn. his face white and puffy 
with night and morning, his robe rumpled on over his tan and stained pants, 
and between two fingers of one hand was deftly grasped the wilting thistle. 

"Snooping around, eh, father-in-legal? ... Oh, it's just our custom, you 
see, that each magnificent morning in a suspiciously nimble and cavortible 
way we rivql each other to the beat of astonishment ... 'Awake! Awake! my 
love.' You know, that sort of thing ... sometimes wet cracker crumbs, a frog, 
the dog, a song ... one time did I not awake to find my husband balanced 
atop the bedstead in his precious bareness bouncing grapes off my brow? 
Didn't I? You see, you see, father-in-law, crazy things are indeed expected 
of the young and when the young are simply alone with each other they lose 
sight of what's crazy and what's younq." 

She didn't say those things, it seeming more appropriate that if a big lie 
were believed quickly, then a big lie left unsaid would be caught and held 
even more readily. He really has no interest in our games, she thought, 
though it did occur to her to feel embarrassed and accordingly a stubborn 
flush of playful shame crept over her cheeks. What could he say? What 
could she say? Explanations were so bulky. At least she wouldn't have to 
explain to Hayden now. 

"Dirt on the bed .that's all. Tiny chunks ... I thought the ceiling was 
falling down.'' 

She looked at him as he sat in bed, his hair a nest, his face wrinkled with 
sleep, and his eyes droopy. She admired him, admired the constant reduction 
of mist to water. But oh the effort! Always this regressive unwinding was like 
telling a joke after the ending was known. He couldn't press her about it. 
He just had to wake up slowly and awkwardly as with every other morning. 
None of the good things ever broke clean; always they had to crumble and 

.dismally shift away to remind her of some other day and to make her forget. 
"It was very early," she began. "I went outside. I was ... there ... I 

came back to bed. My feet were wet and probably a little dirty." She turned 
away from him and walked to the door. 

"But on the pillow?" 
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