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BRENT MURRAY 

Autumn blink Spring 
Intermittent yellow paint equates pasts and futures, 
a cycle that leaves me 
leading me up these corn-rowed roads. 
This afternoon: crisp leaves leave winter waiting trees 
harvesting kernels stream a yellow blur. 

Peripheral.vision laid down by a lawnmower 
to see what summer sun shaded- 
veins and arteries of comings and goings; 
many minds on one mission, molding into one. 

Single cells drown in a tributary. 

Across the felled field-see the 'river flow. 
Blinded to the single, only mass moving. 
The road rises to bridge the flow, 
and as our paths cross, my eyes grab the individual. 

Confusion bubbles from the moment of separate solitude: 
the connection made, severed, lost in passive immediacy. 
A brief blink of comprehension and realization, 
Then red lights fade away, form- 
reform into a seventy-mile-an-hour waterway 
that washes me further down the stream. 

Towers 5 



MARGARET M. COOK 

Nice 
Tears well up from the remembered pain of fourth grade, sliding down my lover's 

cheeks onto the pillow. Her voice breaks with shame as she softly tells me the names 
other kids used to call her. 

"Fatso," they sneered as she looked for a seat on the school bus. "Tub-o-Lard," 
they hissed from across the classroom. "Fat Sweat!" they shouted during gym class. 

Her face contorts. "I don't know what it was about me that made them so mean." 
I bear witness to her pain, sharing this moment when the smoldering heartache of 

the 10-year-old girl erupts through the composed surface of the 36-year-old woman. 
I try to ease her anguish. 'Tm sorry they were so mean to you. They were wrong. They 
are the ones who should feel ashamed." 

She says, "If we had known each other then, we would have been friends." 

Even in the sixth grade, the swings are the most popular spot on the playground. 
I stand at the swingset next to Lori, waiting for a turn, as we watch Linda Addison 
climb into the swing in front of us and futilely swing her legs back and forth, trying 
to get started. She cannot get the swing going beyond a gentle sway. Sitting stiffly 
upright in the rubber strap, hands gripping the metal chains, she swings her legs to no 
avail. She does not have enough strength in her arms to lean back and stretch her legs 
out to get her momentum going. 

"Can I have a push?" Linda asks. 
Her innocent request lands in the space between Lori and me like a baited hook, 

an invitation that is hard to handle without getting stuck. Lori and I freeze for a split 
second, trying to figure out what to do. We look at each other, saying nothing, and 
behind our clear eyes our minds are racing, calculating the danger we face from 
Linda's loaded question. 

Linda Addison is untouchable. No one talks to her, unless to say something 
mean. Linda had been tagged as an outcast within days of arriving in Mrs. Farrell's 
homeroom class that year. She didn't have much going for her from the outset. Her 
stringy brown hair was greasy and often full of dandruff. She wore her hair shoulder 
length, parted on the left side, with barrettes pinning it to the sides of her moon face. 
She was overweight, and her pudgy mid-section, weak lii;ibs, and awkward gait gave 
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her the appearance of waddling when she walked. She spoke so quietly we could 
barely hear her in our classroom. Her appearance and her timidity combined were a 
magnet for scorn. Sensing the menacing glances in her direction early on, she tried to 
defuse the gathering storm by taking the first available opportunity to explain that she 
had been born with a heart defect and had open-heart surgery that left her with a weak 
heart. Neither her explanation nor the long scar on her chest, visible when we changed 
clothes for gym class, was enough to save her from the cruelty of sixth grade. She was 
quickly pegged with the unforgiving nickname "Penguin." Classmates found excuses 
to spit the insult at her on a daily basis, verbal slaps meant to remind her where she 
stands in the courtroom of adolescent judgment. 

The Penguin is asking for a push on the swings, and Lori and I know that even 
such a simple Jesture brings the risk of having that withering communal hatred 
directed at us, especially if someone like Sheila or Sandy sees us and our accidental 
proximity to the Penguin is misconstrued as intentional. Yet, to ignore Penguin's 
question would require that we be openly rude, and would put us in the same class as 
Sheila and Sandy, people who go out of their way to be mean. Although we are caught 
in this double-bind together, Lori and I do not know each other well. We feel 
discomfort in part because neither of us is certain we can trust the other. 

Lori is standing directly behind Linda's swing, putting her in the more awkward 
position. She glances at me, knowing that I am watching. As she moves forward to 
give Linda a push, Lori leans toward me and whispers, "Well, I don't want to be 
mean," nervously lifting her hands to her mouth, as if trying to smother the words. She 
hopes this will be an acceptable excuse for why she is about to do something friendly 
for the most friendless person in our entire sixth grade class. 

Lori gives Linda a half-hearted push. She tries to make her gesture of kindness 
seem casual, a simple matter of politeness rather than a daring balancing act on the 
social dividing line. Even as she steps forward and raises her hands to the chains at 
Linda's sides-careful not to touch Linda's body-she defends herself against the 
accusations she fears will come, either from me or from our classmates ifl tell anyone 
else. 

But I will not tell. I live too close to the edge of sixth-grade acceptability myself. 
I do not want to be seen as complicit in this act of kindness. I end Lori's anxiety, and 
my own. "I figure you don't have to like her, as long as you're nice to her," I say. 

I too am one of the new kids in sixth grade, having arrived at junior high from a 
nearby country school I had attended for only nine weeks the year before. I sit in the 
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front of Mrs. Farrell's class, near two girls both named Debbie, kitty-corner from 
where Linda sits in the back. In those first days, I cautiously gaze around the 
classroom to see if anyone looks friendly and wonder if anyone will talk to me. Debbie 
W., her preppy name-brand clothes perfectly coordinated and her hand in the air to 
answer Mrs. Farrell's every question, is the center of attention at the pinnacle of 
sixth-grade social life. Debbie V. is trying hard to be seen as her best friend, her large 
blue eyes shifting to watch Debbie W.'s every move as she gauges how to react by 
watching what the other Debbie does first. It's amazing how quickly leaders and 
followers reveal themselves. 

The Debbies ask me questions about myself, sizing me up: "Where do you live? 
Are you going to the football game? Don't you wear makeup?" 

A few conversations is all it takes to give me that feeling that I am not measuring 
up to their standards: I'm a farm girl, I'm not pretty, I don't wear makeup, I don't 
really care about clothes, and I prefer playing sports myself to watching boys play 
them. The Debbies exchange glances as I answer their questions, their looks 
communicating that I am losing ground. I begin to feel nervous. I have a budding case 
of acne and crooked teeth from a childhood accident. My hand-me-down clothes, 
long hair parted on the side, and bangs suddenly seem to look very different from 
everyone else in class. 

I feel self-conscious and uncertain until we receive our first math test back from 
the teacher. 

"What'd you get?" Debbie V. asks me. 
"Ninety-eight." 
Her eyes widen slightly in surprise as she pulls back almost imperceptibly. She 

immediately turns around to tell Debbie W. 
"You got a 98?" Debbie W. asks, not quite able to believe what Debbie V. has 

said. 
I feel the social ground shift as they take into account this new piece of 

information. I begin to understand that being smart is the thing that will save me in the 
social jungle of the sixth grade. 

Having seen just how quickly the ground can shift, I enter seventh grade having 
settled warily into the large, nebulous middle of the hierarchy that rules most of our 
lives in junior high. Even with a new haircut that helps boost my confidence, I am self­ 
conscious about my increasingly severe acne and the weight I have gained over the 
summer as I hit full-fledged puberty. I manage to avoid the fate of the outcast by being 
smart and nice. I am not popular by any means, but I earn some respect through 
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academic success. I am not mean to anyone, so I get along with everyone for the most 
part. 

But the drumbeat of insecurity is the unconscious rhythm that governs my life. 

We are nearing the end of seventh grade, and our P.E. teachers have almost run 
out of ideas for things to do with us. The end of school is too near to start a new unit, 
so we head out to the track where Mr. Mitchell divides our class in half. 

"Everyone in 7 A homeroom on one team and everyone in 7D homeroom on the 
other," he explains. "We'll race two people at a time around the track. Each person 
does one lap, then the next person goes, until we reach the last person. Everybody got 
it?" 

We've got it, all right. This is head-to-head competition. One team wins the right 
to feel superior and one team has to defend themselves against the inevitable put- .. 
downs. One team of winners, one team of losers. So much more than a race is at stake. 

Linda, of course, is the last person to run for her team. Before she even starts out 
the fuse of animosity is lit, the trail of venom is snaking toward her. 

"You better not lose this for us, Penguin." 
"Yeah, Penguin! You stupid jerk." 
"God, we're gonna lose; Penguin's gonna blow it." 
"You better run like hell if you don't want to get the shit kicked out of you!" 
Linda plods around the long track, her soles slapping the grass flat-footed as she 

tries desperately to keep up. Step by step, she falls behind. As she finishes the last half 
of her lap, her face is red with effort and tears; her sobs are making it harder for her 
to breathe, slowing her down even further. 

The gathering storm breaks. I watch as her teammates drench her with a furious 
downpour of insults, accusations, and threats. 

"Penguin, you stupid idiot." 
"Don't you know how to run?" 
"We lost because of you!" 
"We coulda won if we didn't have you on our team." 
'Tm gonna kick your ass, you cow!" 
Even students who are on the winning team join in. Linda cries harder as we move 

en-masse back to the locker rooms. Her tears are like fuel, feeding the fury. I look on, 
my discomfort rising in tandem with the shrillness of my classmates' taunts. The 
bullying continues as we shower, change, and head down the hall to om next class. 
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Linda sits crying in her seat in Mrs. Edmond's English class. The rage of her 
classmates dies down, becoming a whispered river of anger. When Mrs. Edmond asks 
her what has happened, Linda, who has said nothing throughout the entire drama, can 
barely speak through her sobs. In a voice shimmering with humiliation and pain, she 
cries, "They keep saying it's my fault that we lost the race in gym class." 

Unlike my classmates' utterly predictable storm of hostility directed at Linda, the 
next explosion of emotion erupts without warning: "How dare you!" Mrs. Edmond 
yells at us. She is standing at the head of the class, face red and voice cold. Her fury 
blasts through the room, shocking us into silence. "How dare you!" she yells again, 
slamming down the papers in her hand. "Who do you think you are? What right do you 
have to blame her?" 

I do not hear anything else she says. She has caught us. Linda's tears have washed 
away the thin cover of silence, exposing the never-acknowledged code of cruelty. I 
feel every thud of my heart. My stomach churns with guilt, fear, and the shock of my 
teacher's rage. The room is uncomfortably quiet. People shift in their seats. They 
scrutinize their hands on their desks. I want to protest, to say, "I didn't do it." 

I had done nothing. Why do I feel so ashamed? 

Face to face with my lover's hurt, I cannot bear to tell her what I know to be true. 
I want to believe that if only I could transport myself back through time, a ten-year­ 
old version of who I am now could have offered her refuge. This would be an easy lie 
to tell, to soothe her sadness by offering her this fairy tale rescue from childhood pain. 
She does not need to know the shadow of shame in my heart. But the rock hard truth 
is that I would not have been her friend. I was not so nice as that. 
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MEGANLOBSINGER 

Impala 
"It's going to be OK," he says. 

But it's been a blue Chevy 
with a bad engine 
from day one. 

The car for drinking 
a six pacle-of High Life 
while driving down curved roads 
that will never end 
under an upside down bowl of stars 
that will never end 
on a Friday 
in a summer 
that cools at dusk 
but never ends. 

And a possum lumbers 
onto the road, eyes filled 
with all the light in the world 
and the brakes are slow. 
Empty bottles clink, 
swerve; the animal watches, 
frozen in the street, 
as you right the wheel. 

Someone turns off the radio. 
The ribbon of road 
returns to pavement. 
And you drive nervous after that. 
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AARONSITZE 

Dishroom 
The conveyor belt rolled into the kitchen from the cafeteria through a small 

metal box in the wall. To the people in the cafeteria, it was a grateful mouth for their 
plates and food and saucers. It lapped the dishes right up, and people were happy to 
be rid of their trash. They looked into the mouth and saw human hands-without 
faces-at work, ridding them of their trash. We were the hands. To us, the box was 
utterly and hopelessly nauseous, vomiting at a constant rate without end. Even when 
nothing came out, the gray tongue rolled and rolled. We stood on each side of it with 
a giant sink next to us. The sink was very deep and very chrome. Everything about it 
was giant and chrome. The handles and spout of the faucet were overly long to the 
point of being fashionably upscale. From the wall came two giant chrome hoses with 
levels and gages. They hung over the sinks and bobbed on springs a little if you 
tapped them. They sprayed water like crazy. Spraying dishes with them felt like 
shooting a water gun with a recoil, the fifth grade fantasy water gun. 

At the bottom of the giant chrome sink was a giant garbage disposal. It could fit 
grapefruits easily. Bunches of bananas were easy too, or a small whole chicken. It 
could eat anything, and it ran the whole time the belt was on. If there were no dishes 
coming in, it ate water until food came along. It chewed the water with its teeth. The 
dishwashers stood across the belt from each other. You could see their hands from the 
cafeteria, darting in and out of view, grappling with the trash as it disappeared into god 
knows where. The people in the cafeteria didn't know where their trash really went, 
they just put it on the belt and walked away. It went into the garbage disposal, or into 
the giant garbage cans beside the belt. The people in the dishroom knew that, but they 
didn't know where it went after that. The bags of trash were put into the metal 
dumpsters outside. The janitors knew that, but they didn't know where it went after 
that. Only the garbage man knew. He came on Tuesday, and kept his terrible 
knowledge to himself. 

The garbage man traveled the area fulfilling the law of conservation of energy, 
taking people's trash out of sight. From the cafeteria, it seemed like the trash 
disappeared through a hole in the wall. But trash is matter, and matter cannot 
disappear. It cannot be created or destroyed, just moved from one place to another, or 
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from one form to another. If it was burned, for instance, it would exist all the same in 
the atmosphere. If it was buried, it would exist all the same underground somewhere. 
In fact, all the garbage that has accumulated over time, the millions and millions of 
pounds of garbage from each home each year, still exists somewhere in some form or 
another. It's a law of the universe and can't be helped. 

Some of it was probably burned, and it spread evenly into the air, drifting with 
currents over land and sea, mixing with other molecules and moving around like it's 
supposed to, and people breathed it into their lungs, like they're supposed to, and no 
one ever suspected that they were breathing cheese wrappers in a different form. 
Some of it was buried underground, and mixed in with the dirt there, and was carried 
around by worms, and mixed in even more, until a tree root stuck down and grabbed 
it and sucked up its nutrients. If it was an apple tree, the nutrients ended up in the firm, 
fleshy fruit parsof the tree, and mixed with the chemicals used to keep the bugs off. 
In the stores, everyone would appreciate the roundness and perfection of the apple, 
free of blemishes and coated with a smooth shimmer that they would attribute to the 
fine, fine nutrients of The Apple State. No one would taste the trash. Or the wax. The 
container that held the apple wax would be taken away by a garbage man, obeying the 
law of conservation of energy, and eventually it would be turned into something else, 
or it would stay in its original form forever, and take up space. There are mountains 
made out of garbage. People put soil and grass over them, and when it snows everyone 
sleds like crazy down them. That's good thinking. I always thought they should build 
wildlife preserves out of trash, trees and animals entirely out of trash. They just need 
to figure out how to turn trash into living things, using mathematical equations. It's 
that simple. 

No one really knew where the garbage disposal in the cafeteria led to. Some 
people said that it emptied outside in the shrubs as fertilizer, others said that the 
garbage disposal pipe went up in the ceiling with all the other pipes and got mixed 
back in with the food. Maybe the garbage disposal pipe went underground, where a 
thousand different scientists in laboratory coats worked around the clock to turn the 
sludge into living animals and trees for my wildlife preserve. One day there would be 
a breakthrough, and I would hear the cheers in the pipes above. 

I stood on the right side of the belt because it was the side I had been on the day 
before and it seemed to suit me well. There was no need to change. The hose sprayed 
good and strong and the sink was giant and chrome. I had seen the other dishwasher 
before, and I remembered that I named him Andrew Jackson, but not because of his 
hair, or face, and not because of any connection with politics. I saw him carrying a 
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huge chrome pot to a cook in the back room, and thought: There goes Andrew 
Jackson, President of the United States, circa 1830. 

He was my age and it would be twenty more years before he would be elected 
president. When be was elected, it would not be because of his voting record, or his 
grand speeches for the forward progress of the nation. He would be elected because 
he was Andrew Jackson, President of the United States. It's simply common sense to 
elect a president President. We had worked together before, and bad talked a little. His 
hair was growing longer, and he looked like a mad scientist. I wanted to run some 
things by him, some equations about trash and its possibilities, and about our chances 
of tracking the smells with mathematics, but we had only just met. Mostly be washed 
dishes and kept to himself, and mostly I washed dishes and kept to myself. When there 
were no dishes we sprayed the sinks with jets and shot the glasses that came by. 
Sometimes I waited for him to announce his upcoming candidacy. We put the plates 
and glasses in trays and stacked the trays on moveable carts, and someone would 
whisk by and take them. 

The job of moving carts around was an entirely different world, all speedy and 
smug and clean. The cart movers were very clean-cut people, because they were seen 
by people in the cafeteria. They were hired to be expressions of an efficient, 
handsomely groomed kitchen staff. They showed interest and concern very well. 
They were the makeup for the human blemishes of the dishroorn, with its wild hair and 
eyes, hands working quickly with trash and water. The dishwashers got the dirtiest 
and the wettest uniforms of all the kitchen workers. The cooks got apron suits that 
buttoned up to their necks, and boxes of plastic gloves. The dishwashers got maid­ 
looking aprons that didn't work to repel food or water. I wore them anyway. The water 
in the spray ran hot, and it slightly scalded the thumbs and forefingers that held the 
plate by its side and back. 

There was a lull. We cleaned the sinks off. 
"When did you start?" Andrew Jackson said across the belt. 
"A week ago," I said. "How about you?" 
"Three months ago," he said. "I was on dishes, then they moved me to salads. 

Then they moved me back to dishes." 
"Is salads any good?" I asked. It sounded like an all right job, cool and Jettucey 

away from the gray tongue. 
He shook his bead. "You have to stand there and serve it up like a waiter. I didn't 

last." 
"Did you get to eat any?" 
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"It's bag salad," he said. "Terrible. Too dry. Anyway, it's all iceberg lettuce. 
There's not even any romaine in there." 

"What's wrong with iceberg lettuce?" Iceberg lettuce, that cold crispy taste, like 
chewing on an iceberg out of the ground. 

"No vitamins. None of that E that romaine's got." 
"Iceberg is crispy, though," I said. "It's got some kind of good crunch to it." 
"Not bagged iceberg," he said. "It flops around like pickle slices." 
"It still tastes like lettuce," I said. 
He shook his head. "Lettuce isn't dry," he said, "real lettuce isn't dry at all. Bag 

lettuce is dry lettuce. It still tastes like lettuce alJ right. But there's something wrong 
about it." He paused and thought it over. "It's untrustworthy." 

"Working dishes is better?" I said. 
"Working-sishes is better," he said, "because of this giant hose and this amazing 

garbage disposal. When you work salads you get those wooden fork-spoons, and clear 
plastic bowls, and that's it. And you have to stand there, serving it up." 

"Why'd they put you back in here?" 
"They said I wasn't cut out for lettuce," he said. "I think they wanted me to wear 

cologne and smile, but they never said anything, they just moved me back here." 
"You think I'm cut out for salads?" 
He skimmed over me. "No," he said, "you're stuck in the dishroom with me." 
Some dishes came through and we cleaned them, stacking the plates and glasses 

on trays and placing the trays on carts. The movers came through and took them, 
stacking the plates in a giant carwash dishwasher. More movers, waiting at the end, 
came through and took them, stacking the plates in front of people and placing the 
food in front of people. Their plates would come through and we would clean them, 
again and again. A tray came down the line with a whole sandwich mashed in 
potatoes, and the sink ate and ate. 

"This garbage disposal is pretty good," I said. 
"It's fantastic," he said. "Watch this." He picked a small plate and dropped it in 

the garbage disposal. There was a sound like teeth grinding pieces of teeth. It was 
miraculously sharp and blasting. Little bits of plate shot up like a little fountain and the 
plate was gone. 

"Fantastic," he said, looking into the sink and then looking at me. "Try it." 
I looked around. The buxom kitchen workers were lounging near us, wiping their 

knives. I looked at him and nodded back at them. 

Towers 15 



"It's fine," he said. "No one cares." I took a plate and dropped it in the sink. It 
stuck in the garbage disposal for a moment, blocking the sink and filling it up, hanging 
on as long as it could before the weight of the water pushed it down. There was a sound 
like metal nerves and porcelain. Bits of plate emerged and were submerged. There 
were two plates less to clean. 

'This is an excellent sink," I said. Andrew Jackson nodded and took another 
plate. He held it with his fingers and dropped it into the sink. There were three plates 
less to clean. The noise was beautiful and fragmented, like a car crash in slow motion. 
I dropped a glass into the sink. It made a sound like crumpling frozen tinfoil. It was a 
softer sound than the plate, and I told Andrew Jackson so. 

"What's it sound like?" he asked. 
"It makes a nice crunch," I said, "not as harsh as the plate." Squishy Can was my 

boss, the short man who had hired me. He had told me his real name, but that was 
before I had promised to remember it. He hustled towards us, his short steps looking 
professional and short. There was a plate in my sink, and I nudged and corralled it into 
the garbage disposal with powerful jets of water. There was a sound like a boss near 
an employee doing something wrong. Andrew Jackson fixed his eyes on the belt and 
washed dishes and I did the same. 

"Anything wrong, Sam?" he asked Andrew Jackson. 
"Nope," he said, we watched the belt and the dishes. Peas and rolls, butter 

packets. 
"I thought I heard a plate getting ground up," he said. "I told you plates are three 

dollars each out of your paycheck." 
"There was a rush," Sam said, catching my eyes. 
"I got real backed up," I said, trying to look like I had been through hell and back, 

nodding gravely at Squishy Can. A tray came down the line looking like it had been 
through hell and back and 1 gave it a nice warm shower. 

'They're three dollars each," he said to us before he left, "out of your paycheck, 
so be carefu I." 

"How much are glasses," I asked Sam after he'd gone. 
"Guess." 
"Two dollars," I said. 
"They're fifty cents," he said. 
"Glasses are the way to go," I said. 
We had been working long enough to have paid for the dishes we had broken, and 

I wondered if spending a few hours of my life in work was worth the glorious sounds 
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of dishes breaking in the sink. I mentioned this to Sam. 
"Definitely," he said. "I think I'd spend eight hours here without pay, just to 

ground up this whole stack at once." 
"I think I would too," I said. 
"Well," he said. 
He put the stack of plates in the sink and they fed themselves into the garbage 

disposal one by one. There was a symphony of plate bits in the air, accompanied by 
the sound of industry versus industry versus insanity. Before it was over I put my 
stack of plates in the sink and we stood and basked in it. It sounded like eight hours 
of my life being ground into ten seconds. A tray came down the line with a plate and 
a glass. The plate had some leftover Jell-o on it, and someone had mutilated it with a 
fork. I dropped the whole plate into the sink and listened for the sound of Jell-o in the 
mix of angry teah and plate. 

Sam picked up the glass and dropped it into the crunch. He looked at me and at 
my tray of glasses. Squishy Can was on his way. As he turned the corner, he was 
yelling last minute directions to the cooks with his back to us. I snuck a glass into the 
sink, and it made a sound like a royal whisper echo. I sprayed water down the drain 
after it to bury the sound waves. Squishy Can's shoes squeaked on the floor and his 
mustache Jed him quickly towards us, like Lassie. I watched the belt for dishes. 

Sam took a glass in each hand, and with his fingers took two more. He fed them 
one at a time into the sink, leaving pauses like a musician. His eyes were closed. He 
was listening and conducting, and I began to hear the beginning of a strange melody 
at work. The last glass dropped and his brows knotted for a moment, and then 
released as the sound rose around us.I was silent, my hands at my sides. I was waiting 
for the applause. Squishy Can was behind him. 

"There goes an hour of work for you," he said to Sam, angry, "and I saw those 
plates, too." He didn't look at me when he said it, and I didn't know if he saw me or 
not. 

Sam nodded at him and looked at my tray of glasses. He looked at me. There was 
a feeling like something was expected of me. It was all around me. It was in my ears. 
I looked at the boss and tried to figure out if I was caught or not. A tray came down 
the line with a glass on it. Alone, empty, rolling. Squishy Can looked at me and I took 
the glass in my hand. He turned back to Sam. I took the glass in my hand. 

"A whole day of work for nothing," he said, shaking his head at Sam. Sam 
nodded at him and looked at the belt, watching the food and the dishes as he washed 
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them. Squishy Can muttered and left, glancing back a few times before disappearing 
into his office. 

"Looks like you've still got your whole paycheck," Sam said, envious and 
disappointed. 

"Looks like I'll be buying the drinks tonight," I said, washing dishes. 
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JOSHUA SERRANO 

Juan's Rising Sun 
Some unimportant people called astronauts 
died in a skyward rocket, engorged 
in a tangle of flames and towers of flailing smoke­ 
the most expensive death in the history of the world, 
mourned across the nation. 

I remernbej when I last mourned, 
afraid to look on Juan's cold dead remains, slouched 
uncomfortably in the pew, listening 
to "Wind Beneath My Wings." 
Juan would have asked for "The House of the Rising Sun," 
but nobody can recall that. 

Crazy Juan Contreras-that's how he'll be remembered-rolling 
to his death out of a door-less jeep, flying 
down a deserted highway in some generic Mid-West town. 

He'll be remembered for quitting school, 
knocking off a gas station for fess than a hundred dollars, 
landing on his face after a drunken fall from a cliff, 
and starting a monolithic brawl at a skin-head party. 

Now, they roll his body to an empty pit in the earth. 
Tears march down puffy cheeks, roll down 
trembling lips, down quivering chins, dropping 
down, down to ground, 
as the mariachi band wails "Amor Eterno" 
and strums furiously at beat-up instruments. 

The mourners lower their heads and wipe away 
tears of pity, not of love, as they listen 
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to the Mexican elegy-so foreign to their ears-and 
imagine Juan's drunken swan dive onto Highway 29. 

Tomorrow, his tragedy will fade, fade away, 
like a tiny ripple at the bottom of a well, 
until his memory is as dead as his body. 

And yet the astronauts have become gods of the sky­ 
their glory rising where their shuttle failed, 
blazing through the news 
like a forest fire raping the countryside. 
Oh I've got rape in mind-I'll sing of rape. 

Cuz' I'm gonna buy me a car 
a big fancy one 

A custom made, six-billion­ 
dollar rocket 

And I'm gonna name it 
"Juan's Rising Sun" 

Then launch into hyper-speed 
and collide with Mt. Rushmore 

And sever the heads 
of my favorite presidents. 

(For my cousin, Juan Contreras) 
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Sandy Catherine Olund, Untitled, acrylic and oils, 23" x 24" 2003. 
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Jessica Rosenbaum, Melissa's fake ID says her eyes are blue but they are really 
green, oil on canvas, 3' x 3' 2003. 
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Heather Keister, Dragon's Spear, watercolor, 21" x 28" 2002. 
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Nicole Poindexter, Grapes, pen and ink, 4" x 6" 2003. 
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Chris Rogers, School of Fish, mixed media, 20" x 30" 2003. 
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Hamilton Waters, Emptiness, Shoklo Refugee Camp, 
Thailand, photograph, 5 3/4" x 4" 2003. 
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