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Seyaration .AnxietyO 
. By: Rebecca Neuschaefer 

---------------------- 
Act one scene one. 
Character enters from stage right. 
Calm, collected. No, scratch that. Tense, in a hurry. 
Clumsily dropping personal belongings as she goes. In a truly clumsy way, 
not theatrically clumsy. All charming female leads these days are clumsy. 
Let's throw in a stumble or two. How darling. Okay, now we've crossed the 
stage ... something has to happen before we 're behind the curtain again. 
Attractive, yet equally clumsy young man enters from stage left. No, no, too 
obvious. Too cliched. This cannot be predictable. 
This is life we're talking about. 
Okay, how about an out-of-control tractor-trailer, hurtling with incredible 
speed towards our protagonist, soon to become our victim. Lo, we've only 
just begun to know and love her! Why God?! Why? 
It's been done before. 
Maybe she finds a briefcase full of money, a blood stained corpse, an alien 
spaceship, the long lost twin she never knew she had but always felt existed, 
a half-eaten but still delicious burrito in the trash can, something, anything, 
PLEASE! 
And before we can come to a decision she's back behind the curtain. 
What a terrible performance. She won't even bother looking at the reviews 
in the paper tomorrow morning. But let's imagine for a second that, by some 
modern marvel of theater, the audience can observe as our leading lady con­ 
tinues on in this, her day-in-the-life. Get on the bus. Innocently, unassumingly 
look for a seat, knowing all the while you'll be standing. Standing like a fool, 
fresh meat in the middle of the gauntlet. Feeling the eyes burn into your skin, 
through the muscle, through the viscera, through the guts and organs, through 
the bones, through every atom, proton, neutron and electron of physical exis­ 
tence and into your very soul. When you stand like that, in the center of every­ 
one, they all become superhuman. Their eyes become x-rays, demolishing any 
facade, any barricade you may construct at that very moment or have spent 
years constructing. It makes no difference. They've got you now and they'll 
have you know it. It's useless to struggle against their newly realized powers. 
You are merely primordial putty in the gigantic hands of a cruel universe. 
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So, she's on the bus. 
She braces herself by slightly spreading her legs and clenching all her muscles. 
This is the only workout she'll have all day ... not counting the trip home, of 
course. Okay, they're moving now; it's just a matter of time. Just as long as 
she doesn't look directly at anyone she'll be fine. Whatever you do, by God, 
don't look at anyone! You're just begging for it then. 
This is the worst part of the morning, the worst part of city life: public trans­ 
portation. Yes, yes, it saves the environment, no dealing with stop and go 
traffic, yadda yadda. These public transportation advocates fail to mention 
the germs ... and the invasion of personal space. All the grubby fingers on this 
bus couldn't count the number of times her personal bubble has been not just 
invaded, oh no, but burst wide open; her guts practically spilling-out onto the 
unsuspecting passengers. Oh great, just what this bus needs, more germs. It's 
like riding in a Petri dish with wheels. Maybe she'll sell that slogan to the Chi­ 
cago Transit Authority. That money ought to buy her a nice, used car to putt 
around this city in. Goodbye bus! Goodbye elevated trains! Goodbye cruel 
World! 

Act one scene two. 
Ultimate Destination. 
Character stumbles off bus and takes a deep breath. Wheezing, dizzy, recover­ 
ing. Counts back from ten, and she's okay! 
This part of town strangely resembles the place where she caught the bus (in 
an effort to save on scenery). Buildings, construction, the occasional man 
begging for change, a chalk-outline of a human body peppered here and there. 
Much like the background of an old cartoon, where they just keep using the 
same one over and over again. Routine can be comforting to her sometimes. 
SOMETIMES! Glances at her watch, 8:33. Shes got some time, and that 
means it's latte time. As she passes the newsstand she casually glances at 
today's front page and feels her legs go numb. There is a large picture in the 
center of the Tribune. A large, color picture. A picture that will no doubt be 
shown on television when Peter Jennings does his recap of 2004 in Decem­ 
ber. As she stares at the picture of the these children in Russia, lying on the 
pavement, covered in their own blood after being senselessly massacred, their 
mothers crying over their little bodies in shock and agony, in anger and terror, 
the letters that make up the headline swirl around it like cream in coffee, like 
leaves in an eddy. It becomes a blur, a horrible blur of ink and newsprint. Her 
hand moves to her abdomen and she can somehow feel its still relatively new 
presence under her flesh. 
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She makes it to the alleyway just in time to vomit, hoping to God her tears 
aren't smudging her mascara. Antibacterial wipes in her pocket, she pulls her­ 
self together in no time. 
Hmmm, she thinks, as she whips her head back around and does her best cat­ 
walk strut down Clark Street. She straightens her glasses and adjusts her purse 
and briefcase on her shoulder as she makes her way to the coffee shop. You 
work that thang, you sexy minx. 

Act one scene three. 
Coffee shop of horrors. 
Despite the rapid-fire questions from the barista, she somehow orders a decaf 
latte. She must remember to add acclimating herself to coffeehouse lingo onto 
her to-do list. Sure, right after she learns French and Portuguese, masters quan­ 
titative physics, volunteers at the soup kitchen and joins Habitat for Humanity. 
Nervously she waits for her coffee while, of course, everyone stares at her. 
They all must know what is taking place inside her, not only inside her belly 
but inside her brain. They 're all just sitting in judgment. Oh how easy it is to 
sit upon your throne and cluck your tongue and say 'shame shame, we know 
your name ... we've got your number.' What a terrible decision she's made, 
rather, about to make. Is her mind already made up? Deep breath. She does her 
best to look unaffected, cool, confident; despite the fact that the rest of the cof­ 
fee house patrons are playing judge, jury and executioner today. She taps her 
foot, playfully pulls at her chewing gum, twirls her hair ... but in her disarray 
she somehow manages to get the gum caught in her hair. Jesus Christ. Now 
she's casually, unaffectedly yanking the fucking gum out of her hair. Act 
natural. Nobody's looking. Yeah, right. So far, it's a perfect beginning to a 
perfect day, just another to add to her memoirs of a perfect life. How could she 
ask for more? Suddenly and without warning the scenery changes. The audi­ 
ence is magically whisked away to the cozy suburbs of Chicago, 35 miles due 
west of the city, 20 some-odd years ago. Our heroine is a toddler, crimson face 
contorted by her confused sobs. Tiny hands pressed against the car window, 
struggling to get one last look at her father as her mother speeds away from 
the home her child knew and loved. One last look. She wipes her nose on the 
sleeve of her pink and white sweater and faces forward - no more tears, no 
more words. As her mother races toward freedom, her baby finds herself far­ 
ther and farther from innocence, from safety, from babyhood. The carefree life 
that all little ones are entitled to. She grew twenty years in the span of those 
twenty minutes. This is the cross she will bear for the rest of her existence. 
Finally, after what seems like an eternity, the mousy-looking barista squeaks 
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Act two scene one. 
The workplace. 
She throws herself into her task chair. There is something initially relaxing 
and comforting in the confines of her cubicle. A feeling of safety, of confor­ 
mity. We're all the same here; there is nothing that sets us apart, except the 
occasional framed picture of family or friends on the desk. Or in her case, a 
small poster of a cartoon cat, holding onto a tree branch for dear life, the cap­ 
tion below reading, "Hang in There" in yellow, block letters. - 
Glance at the clock, 9:02. Yes, she is one of the very few who likes her days 
to drag, to go on forever and ever. She knows what she has to go home to, 
especially these days. An empty, dark and cavernous apartment filled with 
echoes and shadows and question marks, expensive vases and designer sheets. 
A Leather couch to'sit on alone, a queen size bed to sleep in alone, all the while 
trying to choose Column A or Column B, Door #1 or Door #2. Big money! 
Big money! No whammies! C'mon trip to Reno! And suddenly we're revisit­ 
ing that fateful day. Kleenex in one hand, cordless phone in the other, glued 
to her right ear. Each sound from the receiver came like an unexpected siren 
in the middle of a calm, quiet night; unnerving and almost painful, where it 
feels like your skeleton jumps inside your skin. Her mouth couldn't close, her 
eyes couldn't focus. She stared at what might have been the sink, at the strip 
of plastic that had been dropped inside it, at the two blue stripes that had ap­ 
peared on said strip of plastic. "Get rid of it." he grumbled; as though it were 
an old pair of shoes that were falling apart or a loaf of bread past its expiration 
date. He had said it matter-of-factly. His voice was cold and detached, he was 
an old pro. She had to concentrate to breathe. 
Get rid of it. 
So she said what any other self-respecting, professional female of the new 
milleanium would say in these circumstances: "Okay." 
"I'll send you a check." And with a click and a dial tone, he was gone. Was it 
really that easy for men these days? With a flick of the wrist, the person on the 
other end of the line was gone, along with any responsibility they might have 
had for the life that might be growing inside that person. A life that the man 
had donated part of himself to create. But could it be considered life yet? 
Rang in there. 
It was her office telephone ringing that snapped her back into reality, suddenly 

out 'tall decaf latte' from behind the counter. Welcome back to reality. She 
hastily grabs it, gulps it and swishes it around, despite its burning temperature, 
to remove the taste of vomit from her mouth. 
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and urgently. But she was glad to be back from that horrible place. Although 
she was really just trading one for the other. 9:45 am. Where had the time 
gone? Her grip on the receiver the same as her grip on her new reality: sweaty, 
shaky, reluctant. She was doing everything for two now ... hell, she could 
barely do anything for one. Moms were strong, sure, omniscient and omni­ 
present. She was definitely not mom material. There was just no way she could 
be mom material. She was too young, too selfish, too weak. Most moms, it 
seemed, always appeared to know everything, to have a handle on every little 
thing. Not her mom, of course, but most moms she met. "Where are my shoes, 
Mom?" "Oh, they're downstairs in the den behind the curtain and under your 
backpack." Most moms could almost give a latitude and longitude. How 
could she do that? She can't even balance her own checkbook. 
A baby now would mean giving up nights alone watching television and 
drinking Pinot Noir. A baby now would mean headaches, backaches, diaper 
bags and maternity leave. A baby now would mean covering up all electrical 
sockets and rejoicing after bowel movements. A baby, well, that's a life sen­ 
tence. She's just not cut out for this, right? There must have been some kind 
of miscommunication within the universe. It's been a mistake; a great, big, 
cosmic mistake. A baby has been placed into her womb by accident. .. she's 
just a temporary incubator. She'll just make a few phone calls and this whole 
fiasco will be put to rest once and for all. Then they'll all have a good laugh 
about it over brunch or cocktails. 
Phew. Much better. 11:14 am. Whoops! Tsk tsk. Back to work! 

Act two scene two. 
The bus ... again. 
Despite her efforts, the workday just flies by and now, 'tis just a fond memory. 
Slowly she walks to the bus stop and savors the time alone, but not completely 
alone as she is in her apartment. This is the kind of alone where you are sur­ 
rounded by people, but not the kind of 'surrounded by people' that takes place 
on the bus. There's no indecent contact here, no risk of infection, just a quiet 
bustle. She feels her calmest at these times. All this movement, there's no 
time to think or question or worry. Just movement. 
Back on the bus she decides to focus her attention on something new and 
positive. She's tired of agonizing over these recent events. She needs a break. 
She relaxes her muscles a little and allows the movement of the bus to sway 
her body back and forth ever so slightly. She forces a facial expression that 
just might be able to be perceived as a grin. This isn't half bad. Maybe she's 
just too uptight most of the time. She decides to really go out on a limb and 
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check out some of the other passengers. What the heck, she's feeling wild 
today. She sees an old woman with what appears to be a plastic bag covering 
her sparse, salt and pepper hair. She's got a couple grocery bags and a frowny 
face. Her knee high hosiery is rolled down almost to her ankles, and not on 
purpose. They must be just as tired as she. 
There's a young lady with a maroon backpack, fishnet stockings and jet black 
hair. It can't be her natural color, she's far too pale. She has a ring in her eye­ 
brow and a frowny face. What's with these people and their frowny faces? 
She's liking this change of pace. She scans the bus and spots a good looking 
guy, maybe late teens, early twenties. Longer, sandy blond hair, but not too 
long where it looks unkempt. He has piercing green eyes, a square jaw and a 
messenger bag. He's facing her direction but looking intently out the window. 
She feels instantly attracted to him. Is it his rugged good looks? The idea 
that there may be a soft, romantic side to contrast his robust, hyper-masculine 
appearance? Or maybe she's just desperately lonely. She looks at his white t­ 
shirt and ripped blue jeans and back again at his face and lips, which were now 
curled in a smile. ii:e had seen her drooling over him. This is the very reason 
she keeps her eyes to herself on public transportation! 
Lucky for her, the next stop was his and she watched, relieved as he turned 
and made his way to the exit. He had something written on the back of his 
shirt. It was hard to make out from her vantage point, but she shifted a little 
and squinted a lot and finally was able to see it. The good looking man's t­ 
shirt read: CHOOSE THIS DAY in big, bright red capital letters. She read it; 
sat back in her seat and ruminated for a bit before she felt the familiar urge to 
be sick. It took all her strength to fight off the wave of nausea that hit her as 
though it were an anvil and she was Wile E. Coyote. It was all she could do 
to sit and watch helplessly as the road runner laughed and dashed away in a 
cloud of dust; never to be bested, never to be caught. 

Act three scene one. 
The Apartment. 
She drags her feet, walking as slowly as she can back home. It's one of the 
saddest parts of her day. She spends the precious hours of the morning and 
early afternoon as an apparition; disappearing into the routine of the everyday, 
among the throngs of conformity and consistency. Just another speck of paint 
in an impressionistic work of art, another extra in the big budget action film 
that is life nowadays. She plays her role, recites what little (if any) lines she 
may have, plays her role, recites what little (if any) lines she may have, move 
this way, make this face, and cut! But at home, well, that's another story. No 
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director shouting instructions, no cameras rolling. Just her. Her alone with her 
thoughts, fears and skeletons in every closet. Speaking of closets, she's gotta 
get those things cleaned out once and for all. .. 
She drops her stuff by the door and removes her shoes. She makes her way to 
the couch in the living room. She sits and stares blankly for a while, her mind 
completely empty for a few cherished moments until she begins to recount 
the events of her day. She reluctantly remembers the young man from the bus 
- what his shirt read - and found herselfresenting him, the nerve of him. Who 
is he to tell her what to do? He doesn't know her, he doesn't know her situa­ 
tion. Really, how does one go about making a choice? It's not that simple. Not 
just this one, this choice that consumes every part of her, every minute of her 
days, but any choice at all. What's for breakfast? Which color socks? Which 
route to work? Shaken or stirred? Every decision, even the tiniest and seem­ 
ingly most frivolous can dramatically change lives. What unbelievable pres­ 
sure. Every day, tragedies occur because Phil chose to leave the house at 8:02 
as opposed to 8:04. So why must this choice be different? How in the hell can 
we classify this choice as life or death, when in actuality, each and every deci­ 
sion, conscious or subconscious, can ultimately lead to a life or death situation. 
Each can make or break. The unfairness of it all just knocked the wind right 
out of her, as though God himself just upped her in the guts. Life .. .it used to 
have promise and meaning. Now it was just an empty pifiata. And somebody 
made damn sure to beat the living hell out of that pifiata. Once its contents 
were spilled, its dignity and will to survive crushed unmercifully and unrec­ 
ognizable, the culprit left it for dead and rejoined the rest of the party guests a 
hero. The room is suddenly spinning and getting brighter. Couches, armoires 
and end tables are being replaced by guests in party hats, children and adults 
alike. Scented votives and pillars are being replaced by birthday candles on 
a big yellow cake with white frosting, 'Happy Birthday' written in cursive, 

. purple frosting. Most kids had their names written on their cakes in big letters, 
but not her. It was cheaper that way. She can hear kids laughing and playing 
together, moms talking amongst themselves in hushed tones and despite her 
tender age, she knew it was about her. Their exchange peppered with tsk tsks 
and other such motherly disapproving euphemisms. She also heard her mom 
calling for her to come blow out the candles in her angry voice; wax was drip­ 
ping onto the frosting, dammit. She was huddled behind the couch, hugging 
her knees, wiping her tears and her nose on her purple party dress and she was 
not about to come out, cake or no cake. Earlier while playing with the other 
children, an 'expensive' vase fell and broke on the cheap vinyl flooring. Her 
mother had a conniption in front of all the guests, in her usual neurotic fash- 
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ion. She would spout off things that her child would not understand, being a 
child and all. But one word rang loud and clear, even in her tiny, naive ears: 
mistake. She had heard it pass through her mother's lips enough to know the 
meaning behind it. It was a mistake having her, or it was a mistake to bring 
her here, she should have left her with her deadbeat loser of a father. She 
heard it enough that rarely did it bother her, and never did it bring her to tears · 
like this. But now, all her friends knew, despite her unremitting attempts to 
hide it, her Mommy didn't even want her. She wanted just to melt away into 
nothingness, like the candles atop her birthday cake. She tried and tried, but 
to no avail. In the meantime, cake was served, eaten hastily and guests hur­ 
ried out the door to escape the tragic awkwardness that was the relationship 
between this odd mother and her unfortunate daughter. - 

Act three scene two. 
The Apartment still, but later on. 
Her eyes were closed so firmly that her head was pounding. All these ridicu­ 
lous flashbacks carrbe hazardous to one's health. She unclenches her fists and 
tries to relax her muscles. Shake it off, baby. Let's get back in the ring and 
fight the good fight. 
Pulling her hair back into a ponytail she stumbles her way into the kitchen, so 
clean it's almost sterile. That's how she likes all aspects of her life, antiseptic, 
uncontaminated, anodyne. Funny how sterility is her thing and here she is as 
fertile as Mesopotamia. Fucking irony.' 

Mechanically she heads for the liquor cabinet. At stressful times like 
this, hell, at anytime at all, a bottle (or two or three) of wine would calm her 
nerves and quiet all the shouting going on in her brain. Some have called that 
alcoholism. Bah, humbug! The entire population of the world is on Prozac 
or Cipro or Benzodiazepine or something. She just goes the over-the-counter 
route. As she grabs for the corkscrew, a smile slowly spreads over her face 
as she remembers she'd be drinking for two now. Alcoholics prefer to drink 
alone. She'll just put water in her wine glass. As she sips her tepid water, 
imagi!ling it's a long, tannic Cabernet, she has a quick daydream of a belly 
out to there, feeling a kick and a contraction, water breaking, an hysteric rush 
to the hospital, giving birth to a bouncing baby something or other ... and then 
what? Once it's born, that child will just be lost to her one way or another; one 
more item on the menu swallowed up by an insatiable world. It's like spending 
so long meticulously preparing a delicious dessert only to have the guests de­ 
vour it all before you could even have a taste of your masterpiece. Your blood, 
sweat and tears went into the making of that dessert and now it is no more, 
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amongst the swollen bellies of the greedy houseguests. Is that what it is like to 
have a child? Is that why her mother took no time to nurture her? To love her? 
To coddle her? The fear of this world stealing her away. Separation anxiety. 
It's hard to miss what you never really cared about. Pure genius. 
Although she's spent the better part of her adolescent and adult years trying 
hard to repress memories from all those years ago; every once in a while one 
of these memories will struggle against the current, like a determined salmon, 
and find its way to her consciousness. At times like these, on quiet nights 
alone, the burdens of this world don't weigh so heavily upon her shoulders, 
and worries and fears aren't whirling dervishes in her mind. Although these 
times are few and far between, they still are. At times like these, if she tries 
and tries and concentrates real hard, she can remember, ever so faintly, a fond 
memory from a lonely place some call childhood. She was small, so small that 
memories from this time aren't clear images, just smells and feelings, maybe 
colors here and there. She can't see the face, but she can feel the arms holding 
her, rocking her to sleep. She can smell the sweet smell that was her grand­ 
mother, like cinnamon and apples and arthritis cream. She can hear a warm 
voice, but she doesn't understand the words that are spoken. She feels safe and 
happy. A feeling so rare, so extraordinary for her but yet so easy to sink into, to 
lose herself in. Growing up she would remember this sensation and treasure it. 
She got older and older and it faded further and further until it was something 
to be searched for. Hard to find, maybe, but certainly not gone for good. She 
would remember it tonight, swirl it around, enjoy it and dissect it the way she 
would a brand new wine. Picking apart its bouquet, its :flavors, appreciating 
them independently and then how they come together to form a final product. 
Wines, like people, generally improve with age. Her situation certainly had. 

Act three scene three. 
Bedtime. 
All these thoughts and memories and feelings were culminating into one big 
headache. No alcohol and no cigarettes certainly weren't helping the situation. 
Glance at the clock: 11: 10 pm. She'd better turn in soon or she'd be dead tired 
in the morning. 
She splashed some water on her face and quickly brushed her teeth, anxious 
to crawl into her bed; though she didn't expect to fall asleep very quickly. 
She tucked her pillow between her shoulder and her head and covered her­ 
self with her down comforter. It wasn't doing its job, she certainly didn't feel 
comforted. She slowly drifted into a troubled sleep, a sleep riddled with tosses 
and turns. Dull nightmares and vivid dreams interspersed throughout. In one 
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of these nightmares she is running away from her home as fast as she possi­ 
bly can. In front of her clear, blue sky, but behind her a war zone. Bombs are 
exploding and flames are spreading and she knows her whole family is back 
there, consumed in the horror, but still she keeps running. 
And in another, she's in a vast expanse of blue sky, crystal clear as far as the 
eye can see. She is flying amongst a family of large, beautiful, majestic birds, · 
their bodies sprinkled with unimaginable, unreal colors. A compelling feel­ 
ing of tranquility accompanies them on their flight. Soon, the terrain below 
them changes from earth to shore to ocean and the family finds themselves 
encapsulated in twinkly blue. As they continue to fly further and further away 
from dry land, she begins to feel nervous. Birds should keep close to the shore, 
they're just asking for trouble otherwise. Further and further they go and she 
starts to become frantic, her wings are feeling weaker. She looks around and 
notices the rest of the birds remain calm and don't even glance in her direc­ 
tion. While she falls to the ocean, the once bright blue sky darkens, and as the 
tip of her wing disappears into the abyss, the rest of the birds turn around and 
head back home. .. 

Act four scene one. 
The next day. 
Character enters from stage right. Pensive, thoughtful. Detached from her 
body, she moves with purpose. Each step has been carefully planned as she 
maneuvers through the masses. She lays a hand on her abdomen and looks 
skyward. She darts off to the bus stop. 
And before she can come to a decision, she's back behind the curtain. The rest 
of the birds turn around and head back home. 
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..'Adrian ..'Amaretto -----0 
By: Miles Pfefferle 

A few tables away a divorced mother eats with her adolescent son. I 
can see the stress in her skin by the way she sits with that tension seizing the 
wrinkles on her face. Her skin around her body is tightened, as if a vice is 
mounted on her back and is slowly turning, slowly constricting the flesh, not as 
soft and lovingly smooth as it used to be. It's been hardened by pain, worn by 
divorce. I can tell by the way she dresses now she's not seeing anyone, and that 
sometimes she cries when the day slows down and she's by herself at night. 
Maybe the tears play folly until she's in her car. Her repressed tears might just 
be waiting to fall into the coffee that I seem to be brooding over like a God. 
Maybe they wait until she's in her nightgown and sitting in bed with a good 
book. She doesn't cry for one specific reason, but for her son, for what her 
family used to be, for her life. All she really wants is to know her son, but 
he's more like a boy who just happens to be sitting at the same table as her in 
a checkerboard Steak 'N Shake on a checkerboard Friday night. They continue 
to sit there in between long bouts of awkward silence as a small puddle of 
conversation drips upon their table from a coffee-colored ceiling tile. I bet they 
just came from the movies. 

A waitress who looks like she's part of a museum exhibit refills my 
coffee and I'm transfixed on the infinite darkness of my caffeine-water. The 
small bubbles pop quickly in the weight of this heavy air that's been squeezing 
the skin on my sleeves all night. 

My thoughts sink toward the puddles that the treads of Converse and 
worn down souls are sure to have brought in. I'm invisibly sitting next to her. 
Sure, take the kid to the movies and then for a late bite to eat. Is your bonding 
time with your son for the week going as well as you had planned? Don't get 
me wrong. I'm not mocking you. I'm hurting for you. I'm hurting with you. 
All you want is connection. Don't worry, one day he will too. 

I ignore the girl sitting across from me as she speaks and I watch the 
delicate clouds of silky whiteness breach their way to the top of the mug. It's 
diner coffee, so even the sugar is crap, but at least the mugs are classy and 
make me feel like a detective. They always brew it too hot, though. I prefer 
it near room temperature or slightly warm. I haven;t checked if I need a refill 
yet. I'm far too distracted. I can see her anxious breath slowly and steadily 
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streaming out as pressurized as she is. She's the mother that loves him 
so much and exemplifies love without ever having to know what love 
is. She doesn't want to lose him. She doesn't want him to hurt, but 
she can tell by his silence that she doesn't even know this boy, doesn't 
know how he hurts, doesn't know quite how to get through to him, 
not anymore. She wants him to really know she loves him and cares 
for him no matter what. She'll keep trying. She'll take the opportu­ 
nities. Things always change, though. Maybe he'll get in trouble at 
school or with the cops. Or he'll start habitually smoking pot to put a 
glossy coat on the void within him where his parents used to be, where 
family used to be, where growing up still had a chance. Maybe he'll 
get depressed or even suicidal. Maybe he'll never even know why. 
Then he'll go on to live with dad, perhaps mom. He might not ever 
remember tonight. He might not ever care. One day he could wish that 
tonight never happened, that she would never have tried to love him. 
More likely than awthing his parents will be replaced by the Internet 
and a rusted television. Together they will teach him all they know 
about all the things his parents were supposed to teach him about life, 
love, hate, sex, growing up, responsibility, religion, etc. I don't know 
Where they're going now, but I hope it's home. 

Fiction f1\.A --------------------------~ 



'Red ----0 
By: Dave Halvax 

Ugh. I feel like shit. 
This headache is the product of one of my many habits, but I can't 

seem to remember to which I owe the compliment. It's been three days since 
I've seen the world without this haze. Acidic glare everywhere. Agony. 
There's no other word that can better describe my current disposition. 

My eyes continue to stare down at my hands, but I know she's still 
here. She's sitting across the table from me. It's a classy joint; waiters in 
tuxedos and greasy hair. 

The Red is everywhere. 
Everywhere. 
Though, I'll admit, the walls beside me are a keen shade of maroon 

(but I've got my eye on you), and the table before me is covered in white. 
Regardless, save those few exceptions, everything has been lost to Red. All of 
it. Red. 

I glance at the drink in my hand. The crimson liquid tastes awful, but 
at least I taste it. I haven't completely lost myself yet. I think. 

Oh, how I've struggled with the notion: 
If "I think therefore I am" is as solid a base as any, how much water 

could it hold? I've interrogated the phrase in my mind for days, all to no avail. 
It's not talkin' much. 

But what does it even mean? Can I think myself out of existence? 
And what exactly is the significance of the verb, "to be?" How can one be, or 
not be? When you think about it, isn't it all simply perspective? And, if "you" 
are nothing more than the bundle that is "your" thoughts and inclinations, what 
then of your surroundings? 

Am I the only one to exist then? 
But no, I'm being selfish. 
Plus, that doesn't make any sense. 
Oh, here it comes. Frustration. It rides down my fingers, and sud­ 

denly, I find myself gripping the white tablecloth for dear life. After all, it is 
the last thing I can see that isn't Red. But, I mean; I guess I could try my luck 
with the walls. If I really had to. 

Her mouth is open, moving. Oh, how I used to love those lips. But 
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