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This is our second issue of the Irreverent Fish Journal, and I'm thrilled
at the positive response we've gotten from our firstissue, and the large
amount and quality of submissions for this issue. There are more zines,
journals, magazines, and literary reviews being published these days,
many in Portland, either in hard copy and online, which gives us as
writers more places to be published and get exposure for our work.
Plus we get to read what others are writing about. | am happy that the
fish can be one of those places for our writing and publishing students
and grads from PSU. It's my personal way of staying connected within
the programs, and seeing what my peers are doing. In many aspects of
my life, | enjoy being the hostess, and working on this journal gives me
the opportunity to network and bring all of you together in our world
of words and vision.

We are modifying our format to a journal that you can download from
the web in order to limit the number in printed booklet form. The most
obvious concern for us is the lack of funding for this journal, and the
amount of time it takes to search for money sources for printing. So we
are offering the journal as a PDF on my website, www.gypsycaravan.
us, where you can click on Cultivator Press, my soon-to-be-established
publishing company, and download the PDF of both the first issue and
this new one. While you are there, you can browse through my dancing
website—some of you know that is what | do when I'm too busy to be
agrad student!

However, because | sit in front of the computer for hours every day
working and doing schoolwork, | don't usually like to read on the
computer. Instead, | enjoy sitting on the couch with a book or paper
in my hands, reading and feeling the pages between my fingers as |
peruse the words. For me, reading is a tactile and sensory experience,
and has been since | was a child. If this is also the case for you, feel free
to print out this entire issue, or portions of it, for your enjoyment.

We hope you enjoy this issue of The Fish; let us know what you think.
I thank all of the contributors and we look forward to seeing more of
your work. The deadline for the Spring 2006 issue is March 1, 2006.

Paulette Rees-Denis
Senior Editor
paulette@gypsycaravan.us
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Christi R. Suzanne

TEXTURES

It is three in the morning; | am sitting on my front porch listening
to the rain. Under the street light the droplets of water look like
fake jewels. | like the rain at 3 AM. The smell, the taste, even the
sound— like it's talking to me. Maybe I'm talking to it. A break up
will do that to a person— make them talk to the forces of nature.
It doesn’t matter though; sitting here makes everything okay. |
look down at my hands and they are empty. They feel rough and
scaly.

I'm trying to quit smoking— among other things. I'm realizing
that it's really over between Will and I. | know, get over it— move
the fuck on. But | dwell on things; it's who | am. | hold grudges
about things from years ago that no one but me remembers. I'm
actually trying not to do that stuff, that’s what I'm doing with this
smoking thing. | am moving the fuck on. Leaving that behind.
That's what I'm talking about. Smoking. Will. All of it.

A

I like fish. Not to eat— to have as pets. Betta fish. They call them
fighting fish, but | don't fight them. | keep them in separate bowls
and line them up on my windowsill, not too close to each other or
they will start banging up against the glass. | made that mistake
once. | didn’t mean to kill them, but when | woke up the morning
after | had set up five bettas on my windowsill— they were all
dead.Then I bought a pack of cigarettes, Camel Lights, and started
smoking. I didn’t go back to the pet store for weeks. Then | started
going in every so often to look at the fish, and see how they kept
them at the store. Then | did research on them. Betta fish breathe
air. They gulp it from the top of the water. I'm a storehouse for
information on fish now. It’s a good conversation piece, if you're
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in the right conversation. You can't just blurt out interesting facts
about fish. People look at you like you are mentally disturbed.
Maybe if | were, that would make this quitting smoking business
easier.

I've learned my lesson about fish. Do the research before you own
anything that depends on you for survival. After the research |
went back to the pet store and got three bettas: Z, Bug, and Ruby.
They sit on my windowsill and swim around all day. | have a tree
that shades my window so it doesn't ever get too hot for the
bettas. | have little plants in each of their small bowls. They love it.
There is something soothing about a fish in water. Maybe it's just
me, but watching those small creatures wiggle around and gulp
air and some times even smile at you is kind of nice. I'm trying to
watch my bettas instead of smoke. So far so good. I've already
turned down an offer to go get a drink at a bar, where people
talk and smoke like mad. Watching the fish only lasts so long. I've
taken to reading again. | read books on anything and everything
and if it doesn't hold my interest, | move on.

The apartment looks different without Will’s stuff in it. The light
hits the pale blue walls and tints the orange couch a bluish hue. |
like plain things, solid colors. Now the orange seems too dramatic.
It's all just too much. | want a beige couch and white walls instead.
| want to quit smoking.

Will decided on the orange couch, but | bought it. | like orange
anyway. | hate feeling like | can’t or don’t want to like something
just because Will liked it. Foolish, immature, but | don't care. | like
to stew in the shit sometimes. Get deep into it— as long as it
belongs to me it’s okay. | can make something out of it.

I ran into Mike yesterday at a coffee place. | was reading a novel,
something contemporary. This is how it went:

“Hey," he said
"Hey," | said.

“Do you still have a boyfriend?” he asked staring me straight in
the eye.

| hesitated to tell him the truth, but somehow | couldn't lie, “No,
we broke up.”

“Too bad. Wanna go to a bar tonight?” He asked.

“A bar? Which one?” | made sure to sound indifferent.

“There's something going on at the Corner.”

I'd had plans to go there anyway. “Maybe, J will probably want to
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go too.”
“Cool. You guys should go.”

As he turned away | flipped him off. He'd been asking me out for
weeks, for the weeks when | had a boyfriend. | hated him because
| knew that he knew it wasn’t going to work between Will and
me. | don’t know how he knew or why he thought it wasn't going
to work, but he fucking knew. And | am the one who is hurt and
didn’t know that it wasn't going to work.

A

I meetup with J at the coffee shop on 16th and Cherry. Will stopped
liking this place three months after we moved in together. We
had been together for eight months before we moved in, and
then six months after that Will he told me he didn't want to be
with me anymore. The time line doesn't matter. It's what J says
that matters.

“Hey Em,"J says.
I look up and smile.“What's up?”

He's acting funny. Squirming and avoiding eye contact, “Nothing
too exciting, just need my caffeine fix, ” he says. Something is
rattling around in his brain.

“What happened?”
J looks at me blankly, “Nothing, what are you talking about?”

“Why are you looking at me like you need to take a crap or
something?”

“I'm not, and | don't have to." He shakes his head so a few strands
of his dark brown hair falls over his eye. He's definitely hiding
something.

“Seriously, what's going on?”
J looks down. “l just saw Will

My heart sinks into my stomach and | immediately feel nauseous.
Sometimes just the mention of someone’s name can make a
person want to curl up and cry, until all the tears are just shriveled
up pieces of memories. | wanted to forget he existed and now
that | knew he did still exist in the world, it made me want to
know things about him. Things that | didn’t really want to know,
especially if | knew them. Nothing after a break up, in regards to
logic and feelings towards an ex, makes sense.

I act normal.”Oh, what's he been up to?”What | really want to ask
is, was he with someone, meaning a girl. Were they holding hands
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or acting like they were together? What did she look like?

“We didn't really talk. He was alone, Em. Seriously, he just told me
he'd been staying with Martin for the past week. He looked like
shit”

“Whatever!” At least | knew where he spent his nights, but it didn't
make it any better. A surge of jealousy pulsed through my body.

“Em, seriously he seemed out of it. He asked about you.”

| can't hear this. | tell J that | don't want to know about it. | can't
right now. Will broke up with me and he shouldn’t ask about me.
It doesn’t really make sense, but it’s like he’s the one who wanted
it to end — to erase me from his life. Not the other way around. |
can't erase him. He's everywhere.

A

After coffee, | sit on the orange couch and watch my betta fish.
All of them lined up, but not too close to each other. They stare
at me, urging me against grabbing a cigarette and lighting up.
| didn't buy cigarettes today. | don't have any, | tell them. Bug
knows I'm lying. Okay, so | bought some, but | haven't smoked
any. Bug swims to the back of his little bowl and won't look at
me. Why the fuck am | talking to a fish? And why am | explaining
myself to one? | reach for my bag and pull out a newly bought
pack of Camels. See? | haven't even opened it. | hold up the white
pack so it almost touches Bug's bowl. He swims by seeming to roll
his eyes at me. The others don't care. They let me be.

I hear things more clearly when | am alone in my apartment. | can
feel the breeze move from one room to the next. This is aloneness.
Awareness. When someone else is there in the room it is different.
Not as naked or fragile looking. The shadows aren’t spooky or
mystical. The sounds are barely audible; instead they are muted—
faint whispers. Mostly | don't feel lonely. Only in those shattered
moments of awareness do | hear that | could feel something as
delicate and morose as that. There is nothing alone about being
here without Will.

A

| walk to J's house. He's a milk fanatic. At first it started out as
some sort of healthy way of living thing. Like he would drink two
glasses of milk a day. Then he became obsessed with the idea of
milk as an American icon. It promotes healthy clean living, the
American way of life. He became a billboard for milk products. He
has milk paraphernalia everywhere. And pronounces milk, “melk”
Today he wears a blue and white shirt that says: “Milk, it does a
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body good.” The homemade studded belt and loud punk music
add to the absurdity.

“What's up Dairy Queen?”| ask.
“You just keep coming up with better ones, don’t you?”
“Yep. What's up?”

“Just savoring my chocolate melk, and thinking about what my
next tattoo will be.” He points to his bicep and flexes.

“Should I ask?”
“No, it's gonna be good though. Something with melk in it”
“Do you still want to go out tonight?”

“Yeah, The Corner should be awesome tonight. A bunch of people
are going to be there!”

“Do you really want to go there?”
“Fuck. Why?” J says.

| break down and tell him that Mike is going to be there and I just
don't want to deal with it.

“Just tell him to fuck off”
“I've tried that”

“Right. You're too fucking nice. He’s not going to go away unless
you tell him to go away.”

| explain to him that rejecting someone isn't easy, and being
rejectedisn’tfun either. Afterafew minuteslcometotherealization
that trying to explain emotions to J doesn’t work. | could feel the
unopened pack of cigarettes in my bag burning slowly. I tell him |
will pick him up later in order to end the conversation.

“l thought you were going to quit smoking,” he says without
officially knowing | have a pack of cigarettes in my bag.

“Yeah. I'll see you later”
A

| haven’'t moved from the orange couch in hours. The space
around me feels like mourning. Maybe the shock of breaking up
with Will has entered a new phase. Rejection is not something |
am familiar with, but the feeling is very real and has been for the
past week.

The phone rings. | do not answer it. The orange couch is my
refuge.

| reach into my pocket and find a small piece of paper, a square
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card. J has been giving them out. He slips them into your pocket
when you can't tell he’s doing it. He writes interesting facts on
them... about milk. Usually I'm annoyed, but | decide to humor
him and read the interesting fact. It says:

Squirrels nurse milk during their first seven weeks and then they
will eat nuts, corn, wheat, fruit, bird’s eggs, and mushrooms.
Squirrels need calcium in their diet. Calcium is necessary for the
squirrels to keep healthy teeth to be able to bite into an acorn.
Without strong teeth, they can starve to death.

| take it for what it's worth. J doesn't know how to be subtle. He
thinks I am unhealthy. He thinks I am smoking right now.

The phone rings. | do not answer it. | get off the orange couch.
A

| ride my bike to J's before going to the Corner. We take a shot of
chocolate milk and share half a bottle of Merlot. The other half
was finished long before | got there.

“So, you okay, Emma?”

“Sure!

“Really, Em, that shit sucks.”

“I know. I'll start answering my phone again soon.”
“Are you afraid he's going to call you?”

“Not really, he hasn't called yet. | just don’t want to have to explain
anything to the people who don’t know he’s gone.”

“Yeah. I'm glad I've never lived with anyone”

“Fuck you.”

“I'm sympathizing with you, can’t you tell?”

“No. But give me some more wine. We should leave soon.”

J pours the wine. The glass is a jar from spaghetti sauce. This one
does not say mason like other jars. It has tomatoes molded into
the glass. They almost look like grapes. We sit in silence for a few
minutes and then clink glasses.

“Cheers,” J says.
“Cheers,’| say.

“To milk,”

| say, “to my bettas,’
“And cheers to you!”

We get to the Corner and there are already tons of people there.
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| don't know how long we stay, but I'm drunk the whole time,
which helps avoid Mike. He sees me, but | start talking to some
guy named Craig who apparently gives me his phone number. |
have no recollection of this happening. The only evidence | have
of this event is that | find a piece of paper with his number in my
pocket.

We go to J's house and eat Cheese Its and drink water. | make
him play music, something sad | say. Something that matches my
insides. He tells me to stop the dramatics. Then | pass out on his
couch.

When | wake up in the morning | do not have a hang over. It does,
however, take some effort to put my shoes and socks on. On the
bike ride home, the cool breeze enters my pores. The skin on my
body feels lighter, almost like it is lifting off of me. Closing my eyes,
my hands raise and then lower on the handlebars. All of the trees
are deep green and overflow into the space above my body.

I'm forcing myself to smile and stop over-thinking the phone
number | got. Craig. Should I call him or forget it? Something
aboutit seems forced. Will still seeps into my thoughts on a regular
basis. Mostly | block those thoughts out. | know | don't believe
in fate or anything similar. The tangible. That's what | believe in.
The textures of people and things | know are real are the most
important. My fish, J, Will's armchair. Not Will, he has been gone
for weeks.

A

It strikes me that all the times I've been to J's house, | never noticed
the vaulted ceilings. All the walls are white, but over the months J
has added various artwork to the walls. He paints and drinks milk.
This time, | notice the milk cartons hanging from his ceiling. Very
clever. It reminds me, in a very pretentious, way of the Campbell
soup guy, Andy Warhol.

“Remember when we first met?”| ask J.
“Naw. Do you?”

“Well, I remember you following me around for weeks and then
meeting at that Halloween party,’| say.

J puts his hand to his heart, “I did not follow you around.”
“Right”

“We just happened to be in the same places at the same time. We
lived in a small college town.”

| say, “We've known each other for about six years now, right?”
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“I haven’t been counting,” he says.

“Well, you should. | like having old friends. Not all friends stick.”
“No shit”

“Yeah like shit,"| say.

“Anyway, Cheryl and Jessie are coming to visit next week,” J flicks
his fingers at the studs on his belt.

[ roll my eyes, “Oh crap.”
llWhy?ll

“They’re practically alcoholics. That means I'll be drinking and
trying to quit smoking all over again.”

“It's not hard to quit smoking. You have to be disciplined,”J points
to his milk paraphernalia, “See?”

“No, you're obsessed.”
A

I'm not sure if Bug is my favorite out of the three bettas | have, but
he seems the most active. Maybe he demands more attention.
Maybe that’s how it is with kids. You know, parents don't really
have favorites, but one kid demands more attention than the
others. | don't know. Ruby is less judgmental than Bug, and Z is
lazy so he doesn't have much of an opinion.

Their scaly skin is tough and | squirm when | try to pet them. |
want to touch them and know that they are really there, but
something about it makes me nervous. They may think I'm food
and bite me, not that they could draw blood or kill me. Irrational.
And what is there to pet anyway? At least dogs has fur. They can
enjoy it almost as much as | do.

The phone rings. | do not pick it up.

It's a cordless phone. It seems to ring more often now that Will is
gone. Maybe he’s calling. But there is nothing to say. No messages.
None since he left. Wondering does no good.

I look back to the fish bowls. Bug has not moved from the bottom
of the bowl in quite some time. His body is white. Usually it’s blue.
Then | know. He is dead. | jump off the couch and go to Bug’s
bowl. | stare into the bowl. For the first time since owning him |
can touch him. | scoop him into my hand and cry. Large tears. |
loved him. And then | am huddled on the floor trying not to cry.
Bug, cold and stiff in my hand.

A
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It is drizzling so | sit on the porch. | bring the pack of unopened
cigarettes out with me. | open them and take a cigarette and
hold it between my thumb and pointer finger, like a joint. | hear
a honking sound and then see J pull up on his bicycle. He wears
a black shirt that says: “Don’t drink shit, drink milk” Unfortunately
he has his own screen-printing materials.

“Alo, miss” He says in a fake British accent.

| try to conceal the pack of opened cigarettes and the cigarette
between my fingers.

“Hey, what're you up to?”| ask.

“Just thought I'd stop by and see how you were feeling?”

“l was about to have a cigarette,’| say, "Bug died.”

“Which one is Bug?”He asks.

“Blue,” | twirl the cigarette with my fingers, “Yeah, well, | don't
really know. | was thinking about smoking. You know, good days,
bad days.”

He shakes his head. “Is that what you're hiding?” He points to my
hand with the cigarette in it, “Let’s go for a bike ride instead. It's
raining.”

“That calls for a bike ride?”

IIYes."

“You can be a really good friend sometimes.”

“This isn’t one of them. You look like shit”

| go inside and find my plastic rain resistant jogging suit. It's clear.
J thinks it's stupid. When he sees me wearing it, he flips me off. |
put the hood over my head and tighten the strings.

“Why did you have to wear that? It isnt very PR
“I'm too old to be PR PR stands for Punk Rock.

We both laugh. | follow J for a while and then he follows me. We
ride downtown trying not to get hit by buses or little kids. My
bike is red and his is blue with little milk stickers on it. On his back
fender he has one sticker that says “skate or die.” Sometimes bike
rides are better than cigarettes. This time | do not have them with
me, hidden away in my bag or under my plastic rain resistant
jogging suit. | know that Bug would have been proud of me. He
was the only one who really cared about whether or not | quit
smoking.

We end up at Patt’s cafe after biking downtown. We both order
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coffee. The brown counters are dull and the walls have small
mirrors on them. | catch glimpses of J and myself in them. The
yellow lighting washes out our faces and makes us look younger.
Small like children. | haven't said much and J hasn't tried to say
anything to me either. The space between us understands about
the good days and bad days thing. When he reaches his hand
out, | take it. | feel the texture of his skin— smooth and thick.
Something tangible. In that moment, | really don’t want to smoke
another cigarette for as long as | live.

[lo

EGO Cd” FOF Pdpers
TEACHING WRITING WORKSHOP

The English Graduate Organization hosts its annual Call for Papers this quarter.
We will be accepting submissions in poetry, creative nonﬁction/ ﬁction, and
criticism. Please submit your work with a cover sheet (available in the EGO box
in the Enghsh o”ice). Do NOT include your name direcl\\/ on your work—
only on the attached cover sheet. Maximum length for the prose is 20 pages
and maximum length for the poetry is 4 poems. Tum your submissions into the
EGO box (m the English o”ice) no later than Monday, February 6th. Selected

authors will present their work during spring term and will have a chance to be

pubhshed in the lireverent Fish. Good luck!
EGO will also put on a Teaching Wiiting Workshop this quarter. Graduate

Teaching Assistants will share teaching strategies and techniques. The workshop
will take place Friday, February 17th. It will go all day, from 9:00 to 3:00,
d\thoug% if you cannot stay for the entire ddy you may come and g0 as you can.
This workshop requires advance registration and a $90 materials fee (you get
to take home a book of wwsdom).

The people who missed out on these books last year are still kicking themselves.

So if you're interested in attending this workshop (and you should be), email
me, Hiedi by Wednesday, February 8th. Plenty of time.

You can bring the fee the day of the workshop. Questions? Comments? Email
me.

Hiedi Bauer, EGO Coordinator
ied\hdy@ydhoo.com
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Ali McCart

Dildos and Poliics

“Thanks, Jackie. Don't forget to pray for your uterus!”| handed her
a goodie bag, complete with three vagina-shaped stickers, half a
dozen condoms, and a purple dildo.

I was beginning to feel good about this project. Carroll College was
definitely in need of some women'’s rights awareness programs
and—though the College Office of Student Affairs still would
not offer me any funding for sexual freedom awareness and my
fellow students had been slow to support my program—I had just
convinced the Planned Parenthood of Helena to donate condoms
for my goodie bags every week. This week, | splurged my leftover
tuition money on the dildos. | knew they'd be appreciated.

As | watched Jackie head toward the dining hall, that geeky
Republican Club guy who leads campus tours came into the
Cube, our student union building, with a group of people behind
him. His eyes grazed right over me and didn't acknowledge my
glare. He was the next George W. Bush in the making.

I began to growl under my breath until | realized one of the people
in the group was looking at me. He was a pretty cute guy, dressed
in vintage-faded jeans, a polo shirt, and a black backpack. He was
young—definitely a prospective. | stopped growling and busied
myself straightening the pamphlets on Emergency Birth Control
and STD awareness.

| heard Geeky Republican finish his tour speech, and | looked up
just in time to see the cute guy slipping past my booth and into
the student bookstore. | couldn’t miss my chance. In my vision
of the national restructure of values, even vintage-jeaned guys
needed to get behind the movement.

“Excuse me?”| called out.

He stopped and smiled. What teeth. | stammered to catch my
breath.
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“Uh, are you a prospective student?”

“Yeah, I'm just checkin’ out the place!” He shoved his hands in his
pockets.

“Awesome. I'm Athena."| stuck out my hand for him to shake.

He looked sideways at the pamphlets on the table next to me,
hesitated, then removed one hand from his pocket and accepted
mine.“lI'm Matt.”

“Nice to meet you, Matt. | hope you decide to come to Carroll. My
program could really use a guy like you.”

He glanced at the pamphlets again, probably confused about
how a guy could help a women’s movement. “Uh, how so?”

Little did he know. “The students here at Carroll are Republicans
out of pure ignorance that there’s anything better. | started this
women'’s rights club to help educate them!”

He was starting to shift his weight, obviously in anticipation of
what | had to offer.

“Here,"l grabbed a sack from the table and thrust it in his direction.
“Take a goodie bag!” The weight of the dildo made the bag swing
back and forth in the air between us. Matt jumped back and
bumped into a pair of girls coming out of the bookstore.

“Watch out, loser!” one of them yelled.
Matt’s face reddened as he turned toward me.

“Okay, so you probably don't want a goodie bag.” | set it down.
“Right. Anyway, I'm sure you did the right thing last November
and voted for Kerry, but | gotta tell ya, that’s just not enough...”

“Well, actually—"

Hold on, dear student. | have much to teach.“Did you know Bush
revoked all financial support for sex-ed programs that teach
anything other than abstinence?”

He raised his eyebrows and glanced at the bookstore. He probably
wished we could have this bonding moment in a more private
place, but it couldn't wait, so | plowed on.

"“Of course you didn't” | lowered my voice and leaned toward him.
“Those Republicans are sneaky.” | stepped back to let my words
sink in before | started again. “Did you know that in twelve of the
fifty states, the legal age of consent for boys is still at least two
years younger than that for girls? Yet again, those Republican
politicians like to marry virgins, but they don’t want to be virgins
themselves, do they? Quite the hypocrites, eh?”
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Matt’s eyes darted left to right. | was really making him think. This
was great!

“And it's only a matter of time until that asshole Bush takes away
our abortion rights and sends our poverty statistics through the
roof!”

Now Matt was turning his entire head from side to side. As he
lifted his hands—slightly shaking—in front of his chest, | reached
out to grasp them. We really had a deep connection here, and |
realized | was starting to have a thing for this guy.

His hands shook even more as mine approached them in slow
motion, and then his voice bit through my ecstasy, “I-l gotta go!”

He sprinted into the bookstore, and the white and blue “W’on”
button on his backpack glinted under the fluorescent lights. A
weight grew in the pit of my stomach, and my legs gave out. |
plopped onto the tabletop, scattering condoms across the floor
of the Cube.

o

Cd” FOI’ Readers
The Portland Review

We desperatdy need readers to slush through our pi|es of
ficion and poetry submissions. We have more than we can

handle and need your help

Nina Jett

Editor

The Portland Review
ncj@pdx.edu
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Justin&Gasper

Afrer 1t féﬁ

In the spring the women in my city appear more beautiful than
ever. They're everywhere—boarding the metro, exiting shops, in
parks watching their children play—and | am there, too. Watching.
Wanting. | pass them unnoticed on the streets; there is nothing
remarkable about me to attract their attention; my presence must
be paired with decision. | have to acknowledge myself and focus
my desire to be noticed. So finally | decide.

The girl | choose reminds me of the past. | cant approach her. I'm
dressed in charity clothes that reek of dirt and sweat. | can’t invite
her to dinner at my place because my place is a small plot of land
the size of my body in the back of the St. Francis Cathedral. What
| do is collect and save: change, dollars, anything. | limit myself
to one meal a day at a soup kitchen, plus anything given to me,
and | spend nothing. When the change gets too bulky to carry |
turn it into bills at a grocery store. It adds up quicker than | think
it will. Finally | have enough; let’s say its two hundred dollars. |
steal several nice looking pairs of pants and a few shirts from
the Goodwill and wash myself in their restroom. Then | shoplift
another outfit, one that fits me well and is relatively expensive,
plus a long coat, from a department store, and purchase a gray
scarf.

The next few days | spend in places I've seen her frequent—
maybe a coffee shop or small boutique, even a short stintinto the
post office. Her box is number 1238. At night | rent a room above
a bar for twenty dollars a week. The owner knows me well.

Eventually | approach her and introduce myself. Her name is
Nathalie. Now that I've chosen her, she notices me. We meet on a
Monday. | tell her I have two tickets to the symphony this coming
Friday, and that I know of a great jazz club we could hit afterwards.
She smiles, says yes, and we agree to meet downtown.

The next few days are filled with Nathalie. Our approaching date
inspires me to act. | take her out for coffee a few times, once for
lunch, and when she invites me over for dinner Thursday night, |
accept. She serves a salad with baked cheese and bread. We drink
a bottle of wine while listening to records and she says she’s not

IFreverent | 19

Fish



afraid of her body; she wants to grow old and fat.

Friday morning finds us together. The sun wakes us slowly.
Nathalie says good morning and | think that women overwhelm
me. But at the same time she’s great. | feel reborn. She’s out of
coffee, so we open another bottle of wine and she calls in sick
to work. We spend the rest of the day in bed. Nothing exists but
our fumbling hands. We are explorers of each other, our sex new
and exciting. Her body is like jazz, but she positions herself with
classical taste. | want to breathe her in so deep she'll never be
lost.

After the symphony, we hail a taxi and | empty out my pockets
looking for the loose change that will get us one block past Fifth
Avenue. | saved the crumpled bills—three tens, one twenty—and
we walk the rest of the way to the jazz club. | tell her | want her
to hear The Mel Brown Quintet, see if she recognizes his playing
from her old Motown collection. Diana Ross. The Supremes.

At the club, we order Vodka martinis and find a booth in the
shadows near the bar.

“Why do | like you so much?” she asks. I've never seen eyes more
alert, or curious, and it's curiosity that | feel looking at my own
reflection.

“Because | ask nothing,” | tell her.

We fall silent, a long quiet. She offers me a cigarette and we
smoke together, playing with our tongues like small children as
we exhale. We make shapes, but resist naming them. She curves
her lips in an ‘0’ and blows large rings; | let the smoke drift lazily
from my mouth like slow flames.

“We should be lovers,” she says.
“I only know spaces. Forms can’t contain me.”’
“We could be formless.”

“Once when | was young, | slept with a girl named Mara. We did it,
but | couldn't finish. She worked at a market. | had organized my
time so that | saw her every other day. One night | waited on the
street until the store was closed. When she came out she grasped
my hands and said she wanted to make love, and | had wanted it,
too, but when we were together, | couldn’t feel enough. | knew it
was because | loved her, so | left.”

In the club, Mel Brown has just finished a five-minute drum solo.

“So what's left for us?” Nathalie asks. “If it's love that holds you
back, then how do you escape fear?”

20 | Ooligan Press

“Thefearisonlyintheidea, the words.Ifyou let the idea disappear,
only touch remains.”

“I'm not afraid of touch,” she says.
“I'm not afraid of you.”

When we leave the club we're drunk and my wallet is finally dry,
so we walk downtown to cross the river. I've never gone from
classical to jazz in one night, like hearing Mozart in a swing. We
stop in the middle of the bridge. The steel grating makes us jump
to feel it vibrate beneath us. She sings horribly and waves her
arms in wide arcs—together, apart—Ilike a mad conductor. | think
about the dusty violin case I'd seen in her closet and remember
she said she had wanted to play for life once, to be like the girl
we saw in the orchestra, arm bent at an exact angle, bow poised,
ready to strike the strings in long, powerful strides. | remember
noticing the way her eyes got filmy watching the violinist, and the
stupid remark I'd made about how interesting it was that the girl
sat so still while she played, legs crossed, her right foot dangling
in space, moving to private rhythms.

Nathalie wants to know how long we can walk, and | say I'll follow
her until morning because the night is best experienced in the
city. So we cross the bridge and walk around until the sun rises.
We're directionless. We finally sit down on a bench in the park
near the river.

“I wish the night would come again,” she says.

“Night is for discovery,” | tell her. “The sun is bent on destroying

”

us!
“Why is this so complicated?”

“We need a shelter to feel alive. Night shelters us, but without day
we have nothing to measure its value!”

She leans in close, my arms around her.

Above the city’s skyline, the moon is still visible, hung over, fading.
The moon—distant lover, puller of tides—it stares back at me, full
and reflective like Nathalie's eyes, and goes on unblinking. | close
my eyes, open them. The moon remains, seemingly set in place
but surely sinking.

| want to tell Nathalie something true, about love or maybe the

future, about myself and that | have nothing to offer, but I've only
known her a week and she looks tired, so | sit quietly following
the moon’s descent while she falls asleep, her breast rising and
falling, her bright eyes closed.
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Paulette Rees-Denis

Tatting The Staga

We huddle together in the dimly lit hallway behind the seating
area of the restaurant because there is no proper backstage.
We lock pinkies in our circle to focus our energy; we wait
impatiently during the last few minutes before we are to weave
our way through the crowded tables to the dance floor. Waiting
is the hardest part. It is Saturday night at Imbibe, a local Portland
restaurant, and though it is only 9:30 pm, it feels late for us to
be dancing during the four-day Thanksgiving holiday weekend.
We are Gypsy Caravan Dance Company, and we are here to
perform along with our sister dance troupe, Urban Berbers, and
a band, Mizna, that will play for us after our first set. | never know
how many people will turn up no matter how much PR | do to
announce a show, how many promo emails | send, or how many
fliers get distributed around town. Sometimes the newspapers
write up press for a show, and sometimes not. They didn't this
time. Surprisingly, the place was packed with standing room only
and people were queued up, waiting for tables though it was two
days after the holiday. Having a full house helps get us geared up
for a show. “Dulc, remember we changed the ending again after
you left rehearsal. Now we all do Egyptian Basic together before
the shoulder drops on the diagonal,” Michele reminds Dulcinea,
but we all need the reminder. | am constantly changing steps,
sometimes at the last minute, to improve our rehearsed set, and
it helps to spend a few minutes in our dancers’ huddle to go over
what we are just about to do in front of an audience.

“Don’t forget about the chorus leading from the right side on the
first song.” | said.“Have fun, girls!"This is our last moment of verbal
connection before we go on stage. Once we are out there, we can
only follow each other with our eyes, and maybe a few whispered
cues. We are well-trained in the improvisational format of tribal
bellydance and are prepared for whatever may inadvertently
change once we are dancing, but going over the set yet once
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more before showtime helps to ground us and connect us with
each other and what we are about to do.

| am the Creative Director of Gypsy Caravan, a tribal bellydance
troupe, and | am also a performer in the troupe, so my two hats
usually turn into five during a show—checking the sound system,
talking with the owner of the restaurant, making out our set lists
of songs, or ensuring that everyone is in place for their part. | give
my dancers responsibilities to alleviate some of my stress so that
| can perform without several jobs hanging over me, like setting
out the tip baskets, placing fliers on the stage, and prepping
the dance floor for our bare feet. Getting a show to the stage is
a community effort and works best when everyone pitches in.
Karen Hunt, one of our seven dancers, sat this show out to help
during the show, and to watch us and offer a follow-up critique
on our new moves.

Dulcinea, my Assistant Director and a long-time dancer, had left
rehearsal early five nights ago because she was exhausted, being
six months pregnant. She needed to be filled in on our last minute
changes before we went on. Even with the added pressure of
the changes, she was radiating proud with her of soon-to-be-a-
mother belly. Though two of the dancers have the flu, we are in
good spirits and are excited to go on. It takes a lot to stop us when
it is show time.

Tribal bellydance is a group dance, with its improvisational
movements based on the concept of community spirit and family
gatherings. The dancers move synchronistically as a mesmerizing
amoeba of bodies or in solos that highlight their own individuality.
The presentation of this dance can be wildly varied. We have
showcased it in a full-on theatre production with a four-night run.
We have performed at large festivals in front of 15,000 people at
WOMAD, a world music festival, and in front of 10,000 costumed
gay men at a New Orleans Halloween benefit shindig. On the
opposite end, we have danced at a private party of ten people
to celebrate a birthday, and at a memorial service to honor the
passages of life. Tonight’s show is in the intimate setting of a cozy
restaurant where the audience is in close range and at eye level,
up front and personal.

What makes people want to watch this dance? Though | have
been doing this for twenty years, | am forever curious, and still
amazed at the exuberant responses we get during a show. In
my performance preparatory classes we talk about what we
believe people want to see during a performance and what we
like to see. “People crave community, and performing this dance
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publicly exhibits a deeper emotion than society normally allows
us to show,” Karen reiterated during one of these blab sessions.
She said her favorite type of performance involves the strong give
and take of emotion, the reciprocal energy between the audience
and the dancers, which usually happens in an intimate setting
like Imbibe. | agree. | enjoy the viewers’ eyes on me, their breath
being held until | finish a move, then hearing their exhale at the
end of my phrase. When | dance a fun piece, | have a good time,
and laugh, sometimes out loud. They laugh with me, and that is
a reward.

“Other dance forms don't invite audience members to co-
participate. Our performance becomes a community experience,’
Michele continued with that thought.

| ask what makes my dancers want to get on stage, to expose
themselves to a willing audience. Here are women, with their
bellies and cleavage showing, dancing together, in front of
people—it’s different than in my classroom where they dance for
themselves and each other. | know why | do it, but | want to know
why the other dancers do.

Their reasons for performing vary as much as the venues, but
there is one thread that connects us—the joy of the dance. Karen
Harte, a dancer in the Berbers, said she dances on stage to share
her own personal joy and magic because the dance is about the
celebration of life.

Carol, a dancer in Gypsy, and the director of the Urban Berbers,
tried to put into words why she enjoys putting herself on stage.
“Performing is a creative process and so unique with us,’ she said.
“I have no idea what the dance will look like when we are on
stage because the moment determines it. We start with our basic
ingredients—Ilove, our dedicated practice, and the ability to be
spontaneous with each other in our given framework. Then the
audience provides the setting for that moment.”

“Dancing and connecting with the music is my art and | want to
share it. It is reminiscent of other cultures, customs, and worlds,
and can be total escapism for me as well as the audience,” Dulcinea
said.

Michele dances for the “rush of it, the exchange of energy with
the audience. Dancing is a way of expressing joy and it’s great
when the audience gets it and reflects it back,” she laughs, and
moans with pleasure, thinking out loud about how much she
loves this dance. She states matter-of-factly, “This dance is the
perfect expression of the divine feminine in movement.”
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The Berbers open the show tonight. They look stunning in their
costumes, with the mirrors and colorful embroidery of their choli
tops reflecting off of the light as they twirl on the dance floor.
They are the student troupe from Caravan Studio, my studio, and
they are like my children. I raised them from baby dancers. Before
their set, Laurie, one of the Berbers, mentioned how nervous she
was because | was there.

I watch them. | know their secrets. | taught them to do this dance.

They make eye contact with each other as the music starts. An
eye twinkle, a quick breath, and they move. The dancers cue each
other with an arm gesture or a vocal sound, and they fall in sync,
with a quick turn to the back, and a drop to the floor on one knee.
| hear the audience breathe out a sigh of pleasure as the dancers
rotate clockwise on the dance floor. It feels like watching a private
conversation, but one in which I am willingly let in on. Although
their dance is not flawless, | beam proud, like only a mother can.

After their set we gather backstage in the hallway, quickly
summing up their show and the audience. Karen H. said, “ It's
the creativity in our group context, of never-repeatable magic-
in-the-moment that keeps it new and fresh for the audience and
myself”

The Gypsies are ready for our first set. We have warmed up our
bodies and our minds in fifteen minutes before we hit the stage.
We go over the set again and will do four songs. Our choice of
music for this set is earthy, bluesy, and sexy. We look like an exotic
tribe, wearing multi-colored striped skirts and velvet vests that
fit us like bustiers and give us good cleavage. Costuming is half
the fun, and my motto is; never too much jewelry. Each of us has
our own assorted accoutrements of silver baubles and beads
dangling from our waist, wrists, neck, and head. Our hair, braided
or weaved and jutting out of our glittered turbans in many
directions, is covered with feathers and flowers.

We do last minute pinning and primping, giving each other the
once over to make sure our costumes are in place. We have danced
together for a long time. Our dancers range in age from 31 to 58.
[ pullin at 48. If anyone told me 30 years ago this is what | would
be doing for a living | would have thought her crazy. Sometimes |
think | am crazy for doing this.

Off we go through the crowd. | recognize many smiling faces—
they help me feel at ease as | get on the dance floor. We start with
slow solos as we line up on the very small stage. It is crowded
for six dancers—mental note to self: only five next time. People
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are seated on three sides of us, and all eyes are on us now, no
sounds are coming from the audience. The music is a gutsy
song, a woman'’s wailing voice singing of the desert blues, and
we introduce ourselves with our hips, smiles, and arms. The
mood feels good and familiar; it's the moment of needing to
take control of the stage and the audience, and we succeed. They
clap and zaghareet—the ululation vocal sound of support—and
when they make that sound, it amps up our energy. Moving in
together for the second piece, we circle up, eyes on each other
but making eye contact with the audience too. | span the crowd
to get a feel for what is happening out there, noticing who is
watching. | do my solo and pass it to Dulcinea while | fall in with
the others. The circle rotates to Michele, whose mother is at the
front table and whose smile could not possibly be any bigger. We
are still on it, together, even after a few misplaced steps. We finish
in unison, smiling. | feel like we are one entity, connected at the
hips. Moving now into two triplets, to a trancey didgeridoo song
by Ganga Giri—the music grips my heart and makes me dance.
We are crowded, sometimes tripping over and into one another
as we revolve on the dance floor. We smile a little knowing smile
to one another, hoping the audience won't see us stumble. My
skirt momentarily gets caught on the music monitor as | try not to
show myself becoming unattached. The last song is a favorite of
mine, and | start another slow solo, all eyes on me. The adrenaline
is pumping but | melt into the music. Sometimes, actually most of
the time, | don’t know what | will do next as | try to let it flow out
of my body to the music. As a soloist | can add a bit of my own
interpretation, something we never do when another dancer is
following. That is our creative structure as dance artists.

In the last song we begin a new formation—we are standing
and kneeling at different levels doing torso rotations as a layered
mass of bodies. The audience breaths in sharply together, | hear
them, and then we are surrounded by sounds of approval. Well
done. They love it.

We finish with a simple, short choreographed ending to keep
the energy sharp; we bow and exit. We shift through the tables
toward the back door. People are clapping and smiling at us,
nodding their thanks. We kept their attention, and it felt like
we kept ours too. It doesn’t always happen that way, but when
it does, it is magic. We go into the hallway, sighing that “one set
over, one to go” breath, and laugh, congratulating one another
for a good show done. Michele likens it to the Grateful Dead, “It's
that irreplaceable feeling when the audience and the band are
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reflective of the divine energy.” | agree. That feeling is like none
other.

Back in performance prep class, we continue our never-ending
conversations about performing. Bonnie shares similar feelings
as Michele. “Performing is like a jolt of adrenaline that can't
be matched by anything else. There is a physical connection
between my heart and the heart of the others, an incredibly
joyous connection.”

We constantly joke—who needs drugs or alcohol?

Bonnie immodestly adds, “We are colorful and exciting, full of life
and joy. In essence, we are irresistible! We show that pure joy of
dancing with each other”

| asked Dulcinea what she thinks about while on stage and why
people like to watch us. She says, “ | trance out, being in the
groove, like a meditation.” She sums it up in a practical way, as
only she can, “ ultimately, we are just a bunch of fun gals having
a fun time!”

o

L Y \/[Fiction Contest
ove Your | c
Submit Your Love Stories by February 14th

What: Unpublished short stories (maximum of 4000 words, one story per

person)
Theme: Love (in the broadest sense)
Who's e|ig\'b|e The Portland State community, past and present

When: Submit by midnight, February 14, 2006

How: Send a Word document, doub\e—spaced and formatted in 19-point type,
as an attachment to email to karenhk@hevanet.com. Include your name and the

title of your story.
Judges: The Ooligan Press Editors
We will carefully select and professionally edit the four best entries.

The winning stories will receive the Oo\\gdn Editors’ Choice Award and will be
published in Ooligan’s Best Short Stories of 2006, our annual electronic journal.

Sponsored by Portland State University's Publishing Program and Oo\\gdn Press
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J. Scott Wilson
@ Gay (oyrre QuaLentine For THE (SDINGLE (GDUY

In February, if you have the distinction, as |, to be indivisible and
single, no other holiday jabs you in the ribs like St. Valentine's
Day. And like several of my neighbors, | have yet to take down the
Christmas lights off the pumpkins. Like it or not, Valentine’s Day
is upon us dressed in sizzling crimson-red with a little fringe on
top. And the underlying factor for us single folks is that you can’t
question it, you can’t escape it, and you certainly don’t want to
publicly whine about it. You don’t mind the five-character word,
a-l-o-n-g, but it’s that six-character word, s-i-n-g-I-e, that has an
annoying ring to it for those of us unattached this time of year.
Of course, not all single guys need or want to be attached. But for
those of you who find the idea of having someone special in your
life attractive, it is a little disheartening to see cardinal-red roses
arriving in stunning arrangements or in long white boxes with
satin ribbons, but alas, they are not yours (or mine). If a bouquet
of vermilion-colored roses does arrive with your name on them,
you may think that they reek of sympathy for “only the lonely,”
even though much appreciated. | don't know about you, but in
years past on the Valentine holiday, and yes, their busiest day of
the year, I've wanted to burst into the nearest florist shop, point a
water pistol loaded with Floralife and yell, “Gimme all the scarlet
roses ya got!”

Then there is the candy. From miniature pastel-colored,
conversation candied-hearts with entreating two-word messages
like Trust Me, Dear Boy, Why Not, Eat Me, to 20-pound Godiva
chocolate gift packs—it's everywhere. At your place of work
along the ceiling, heart-shaped balloons in garish colors oscillate,
float, and hover above you. At this point, you might be relishing
your aloneness, or be somewhat dismayed that there won't be a
sweet little valentine on the breakfront when you walk into your
home that evening. A Hallmark holiday where you wish that you
had the day off, so that you might rise to the heavens to sit on
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Zeus's ice white-colored linen-draped lap, his arms enveloping
you, while allowing you to let it all out.

Pity party? No thank you. Bitter, party of one? I'd like to think not.
Being single most of my life, I've never been the happy wanderer
who pops out of bed on Valentine's Day singing, “Valderi, Valdera-
ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-my flippin’ knapsack on my back.” But I've
always thoughtit wise, healthy, and an empowering endorsement
to make an effort to embrace defeat and hold court regardless.
Who wouldn’t want the crown, cape, AND the garnet-colored
roses?

What was the instigation for all this commotion on February
14th? According to historical tales and/or fables, a man named
Valentine was hauled off to prison because of his insistence on
performing secret marriages for young lovers at a time when
Emperor Claudius Il outlawed marriage for young single men. He
soon fell in love with his jailer's daughter, and sent her a letter
signed “from your Valentine!” Subsequently, he was put to death
and thus the holiday has been observed and celebrated in honor
of St. Valentine. It wasn't until the early fourteenth century that
hand-written paper valentines were exchanged and became a
popular tradition.

However, let’s not ignore Cupid—that little cherub who rises
above flying buttresses guarding cribs of rococo babies playing
a pivotal role in the celebrations of love and lovers. In ancient
Greece, Cupid was known as Eros, the young son of Aphrodite,
the goddess of love and beauty. Although considered today to
be no more than a Greek or Roman myth, Cupid remains aloftas a
symbol of romance and love and is often depicted on Valentine's
Day cards. If you remember, Cupid is a mischievous and winged
child whose arrows pierce the hearts of his victims thereby
causing them to fall deeply in love. Gee, what a way to go. Just let
me open my shirt and shoot that arrow, truly, madly, and deeply.

Still, there is inspiration for us single boys and it comes in the form
of a hyphenated two-word adjective: self-indulgence. Believe me,
I'mfirstin line when it comes to romance, and if you can’t celebrate
Valentine’s Day with a boyfriend complete with tons of burnin’
love, smoldering lustful passion and chewable Calvins, then you
really shouldn't celebrate it at all. When it comes to love, anything
worth doing is worth doing with affection, devotion, a hint of
glamour, and naturally, if it pleases both parties, sex. And since it's
a holiday, pass the hot sauce.

But since this year it appears to be a table for one, order up! You
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are going to reap the benefits of the practicum of oneness, and |
think you'll be most pleased. This Valentine’s Day, indulge yourself,
by yourself, and in an effort to do so, for your reading and single-
minded pleasure, I've outlined some ideas below that may inspire
you to fashion your own personal Valentine wishes. Celebrate the
day by planning activities that are meaningful and enjoyable to
you, complete with special treats.

The night before the holiday, in your bed with fresh linens, think
about what activities you would enjoy for the following day. As
| said, it's only about you, as other single friends are optional in
this initial planning stage. If you happen to work, come up with
a superb excuse to call in sick. Being single, you probably won't
be missed, and | say that with love. One more thing: Do not throw
or attend Un-Valentine’s Day parties. They can be irritating not to
mention depressing.

Here we go:

© Good morning, Happy Valentine’s Day to you! Today, you are
allowed to be unshaven; you may indulge in a ratty t-shirt and
thong (not too tight, but appropriate to lift and separate), your
favorite jeans and your most comfortable sweatshirt. It's about
you today!

© Thinking ahead, you'll want to enjoy a nice dinner for
yourself after a grueling day of indulgence. You have a yen for
Gypsy Chicken, which sounds delicious. But the recipe calls for
a free-range chicken. Instead of chasing a hen around a pen in
the countryside, | suggest a supremely satisfying good rump
roast that would be readily available at a local market. Order by
Internet for immediate delivery (www.rump-to-go.com) or just
dial 1-900--Want-Rump for that perfect dinner and satiating late
evening gnaw. And don't forget an ample and meaty crab cocktail
appetizer.

©® Vegans might consider vegetable lasagna with a dollop of
tofu whip, fresh parsley and red pepper flakes to taste.

© Inthe morning, try not to annoy the lovebirds downstairs (it's
their day, too) by being too loud in rearranging your living room
for a new living design. Pick up the place as no one likes a dumpy
home on a holiday—even you. Also, if you remember, a few of your
friends discussed the notion that the pink, spaghetti-textured,
ceramic poodle lamp would perhaps be better showcased on the
opposite end table. Remember however, Formica surfaces can be
too slick looking for arts and crafts. Be careful.
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© Make sure there are plenty of tea lights and your favorite
George Michael CD at the ready.

©® Schedule some indulgence. Get your haircut, the way you
like it. Get a manicure and a pedicure. Humor yourself with low
gloss clear nail polish. Because at some point, even though you
may be naked, you're still all dressed up.

® On the way home, stop at Circuit City and purchase a Create-
Your-Own-CD Kkit. If you've been itching to sing your own kind of
song, be unselfish and create a duet album with Barbra Streisand
entitled “No, I'm The Greatest Star!” Compose songs with the
titles: “My Nails are Prettier”, “Is That A Bob or a Blunt Cut?”“My
Husband Can't Sing” “You Crazy Kugel” or “Oy! That Note Is Too
Long!” Include a recipe for Lentil Loaf when you burn copies for
only your best friends.

©® Stimulate your senses by imitating Divine’s performance in
Pink Flamingos. That's right; walk home with a raw sirloin steak
between your legs. But before you get home, stop off at that new
bar, The Wet Spot, and order that new beverage called a Bitch Slap
to snap you out of lurking doldrums that may have intruded on
your oneness aura. Follow it with an even tastier new drink called
a Love Pat. Both concoctions have Rum as a main ingredient,
which is excellent holiday medication. Mix with a little song, a
little dance, and a little seltzer down your pants.

©® You're just about home, but stop by Blockbuster and rent the
movies that in the past you were too afraid and embarrassed to
rent. That's right, it's your day, so get the lamest, most imbecilic,
entirely vulgar, deliciously gory, laugh-out-loud infantile movie
for your viewing pleasure, i.e. Bride of Chucky. Pick up a large vat
of Tiramisu for dessert and have it well within reach while viewing
your cinematic visuals.

® Once home, crank the music and draw a nice hot bath with
Mr. Bubble (there’s a man in the tub!). Once bathed, towel off
and slather heavily any moisturizing cream you have in the joint,
and slip into a very large moo-moo. Most comfortable and no
one has to know. Make yourself an appletini while preparing the
aforementioned crab cocktail.

© Now, make sure an impressive number of votive candles are
lit and use the good stuff to set your table. Drink the wine! Eat the
rump! Enjoy yourself! Never mind pining or gazing out the window
watching couples trudging home from RiteAid with hotdog buns,
Trojans, ammo, WD40 and buttermilk for their Valentine evening.
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© Finally, slip into bed for your movie-time with a little teddy
bear mascot at your side. For that matter, slip into a teddy (tramp-
red). Before starting your movies, warm up with something
cultural like Codpiece Cantata or a biography of Phyllis Diller. Who
doesn't like a warm-up act?

Now thatyou've thoughtaboutit, single life can be quite delightful
and pretty rosy after all. You are loved. First by yourself, friends
and family and then by anybody who might walk by, give you a
second glance, and lick their chops in response to getting a whiff
of your pheromones. You're free to do as you please. Valentine's
Day can be all about you and no one else. You only have you to
impress and indulge. And only if you want to.

I know love stinks, but a stiff whiff every now and again feeds the
soul and gives you reason to live, and yes, can make your day.
Happy Valentine’s Day, boys. May Cupid’s arrow take flight, but
until then, it’s all about you.

[lo
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Virginia Ulrich

6205

your friend is dead, frankie, and once again my heart is for you ah, frankie
i offer it in libation to those eyes frankie, i remember the day in the hallway when you puffed up your
those eyes that looked into mine when you leaned upon my check stand chest and put out your hand and told me your name is francisco
when you made it back home in june 2003 gonzélez
those eyes that were crying without shedding drops i remember when we were paired up on the same badminton team and we
those eyes that looked too old for the 21 year old boy before me won because of you, and how you let me not care or be
a boy stolen and pushed into all the muck that means youre now an old competitive, but just sing stupid songs
man i remember in 7th grade english when you would tell me i was beautiful
frankie, you've seen too much and you would call me princess and i would just laugh
youve had to deal with too much i remember when you started working at the store and refused to wear
and i know that those eyes then are your eyes now a coat when it was cold, and again, i would just laugh
and sometimes when it’s quiet at night, i can hear you crying i remember when you wrote my name in the most beautiful letters on a
i hear your tears fall to the sand piece of cardboard in the break room
and you are wondering if you can come home again i remember when we would tease you and lexi, now your wife, for
you are wondering if you have the strength, but really cuddling in the hallway at lunch
really what you fear is that we don't have the strength i remember when you told us you wanted to be called frankie
and really what is making you cry is your wife and sometimes i still slip and i call you francisco
will she be strong enough, again for the longest time it was my favorite name to say
again and now whenever i say it, even when i am addressing someone else
because all of this depends on whether or not, again with the same name, i cannot help but smile because it is so
and somehow again is the scariest concept youve ever had to face attached to you
how many times can one little mexican boy escape death so please, frankie, when you allow those tiny drops of water to wet
how much can we all love one little mexican boy the sand
when his eyes are raw from sand embedded tears please, know that the only thing we really can't handle, that we're
when his hands shake really not strong enough for, is you coming home in some sort of
when he looks over his shoulder not trusting anyone or anything and abag
it hurts to be hugged
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Carolyn Marie Duncun

UNTITLED

The sky was yellow, then dark.
The rain fell in torrents, then silent.
Evening deepened. Somewhere a car turned a corner:

A flash of steel, glass, under the streetlights.

If | stood at a window, and looked out—
With language seeking to articulate the chance of |
Like the blind mouths of baby birds.

But this time, at the edge of evening, I'm sitting on a balcony,

Watching the cars move in rivers of lights along the streets.

Watching the lights in windows go on, go off.
Watching the night grow deeper, lengthen

Like a shadow across the world.

It smells like night, the unseen, like the world the world conceals.

Somewhere music plays, someone laughs. The sounds
Go by too.
Memory is a chorus

Just fading from the ear.
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Laura Meehan
Crush

| dreamed of you before you were aware,

Even the first time that | saw you there.

It must’ve been your eyes, your smile, your hair—
| hardly knew you, yet | started to care.

And yet | knew, to hope | should not dare

To capture your mind, your heart to ensnare.

But oh! What's this? Fulfilled hope, answered prayer—

I looked in your eyes and | saw myself there.
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Twila Nesky
The Fall in Autumn

See Whitman’s, “Autumn Side-Bits/Another Day”(91)

Another Day.—The yard in all directions beneath debris from
the fallen. Tree down. | marveled and walked your tremendous
length, filling the yard—you dead, | nostalgic—remembering
squirreled hoards of your black walnuts, stranded cats in your
uppermost branches, yeowling. Sadly, nowhere to grow to with
my house in your way; then, roots damaged by city sewers
installed, and in the end you, half-dead, windstorms whipping
you into angry roof-banging, heart stopping thumps, a ceiling
crack widening from your daily earthquaking. Now, where
you once stood, | can still see the scars of your fall, limbs and
leaves, nuts, deep tracks from the crane used to lift you up and
away from the house, you knocking down porch posts anyhow,
like bowling pins, when, breaking free in mid-air you enjoyed a
moment of surreal tree-flight terrifying and beautiful. The whole
neighborhood, including the day-care, came out to watch you fall,
your height now your length. I'm sorry you're gone, but your half-
dead branches, the size of my car, tried to kill my house, and me in
it, last ice-storm—you, a good tree gone bad with the destructive
power of a locomotive, one of us had to go. So, |, a woman, 54",
forced to turn your 50 feet of soaring majesty into so many stove
lengths, gave you to an old man named Carl. | hear you are now
warming his newly born great-granddaughters, twins, and their
mother in Gaston. | knew you'd come round.

Make-Shift Office
See Whitman's, “Patent-Office Hospital” (30-31).

November 2nd.—I cannot effectively whine about the latest
temp-worker sharing my make-shift office space in the School
of Education without first explaining the office’s dimensions.
Until two weeks ago this remote corner of the first floor of that
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most airless of campus buildings was halved by the presence of
a loud-mouthed, computer illiterate and (thankfully) temporary
employee. His junk took up half of an already filled room—once
a closet. It is a long, narrow space, and with wall-to-wall floor-to-
ceiling pressboard storage cases so top-heavy and teetering, a
fairly terrifying room. | work when | can from home to relieve my
nerves and avoid their looming presence. The cases too-high and
wobbly, from the cramming of boxes on boxes of photocopies
of every kind of document, fax or email, it ever entered into the
School of Education at PSU to send or receive; and with duplicate
and triplicate redundancy. In front of the cases are four knock-
kneed worktables, perhaps six feet long and three feet deep,
and on these forms are placed side by side, a long row of them
spread across the top of each table. Many need signatures,
collating and stapling. Then there are tables running along the
opposite wall, on one of which sits my computer. It is, beyond
doubt, a claustrophobic place, especially when the temp worker
was here. The pressboard cases, the tables, the forms lying there,
the cobwebs overhead, the stained carpet underfoot—the
complaining, and the hand-me-down equipment malfunctioning
by varying degrees—occasionally, from me, an expletive escaping
restraint—the computer mysteriously deleting my work, then a
mocking blank screen or question mark icon, the temp worker
forever making personal phone calls, his wife dropping by, saying
“Hi," all times of day, crowding the space further, but no computer
technicians, no back-up files—such were my days until lately in
that make-shift office. (The loud-mouthed temp worker has since
been removed, and that half of the room is now vacant again.)

The Bike Path at Sunrise
See Whitman’s, “The White House by Moonlight” (31).

November 2nd.—A fine soft morning, softer than most. | walk
often in the darkness before dawn. This morning walked a
long way down the bike path watching stars fade, meditating
on Whitman. The path full of possibilities, while still dark, trees
waiting to change their witch-fingered shadows into bare wind-
scribbled branches, knowable. The dim path, the ribbon-like,
straight, diminishing path, vacant of life, no sounds either, yet. The
starlight dissipating into a gradual dawn, sneaking across the face
of things, carving daily-shapes from the shadows—everywhere
an eventual light, watery, pinkly-virginal, deserving music but
getting none. The light waking creatures, furry startled rustlings
in the weeds along the path (What is it? Does it bite?). Hiding in
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walls of ditch-rooted grasses, the rocks, the trees, the scurrying
things—all becoming light. So dependable, this light witnessed
most often by trees. The path in future days, and in nights and
afternoons, might go on—the earth it now traverses serving as a
stage for the gorgeous exchange, the sun following on the heels
of the leisurely moon breaking forth quietly, drowning the night’s
last exiting lights in day. Arriving at the center of the path the final
moments before full dawn, glanced over my left shoulder and
saw | had unwittingly trotted ahead and left poor old Whitman
behind by the path’s entrance, silent, patient there in his white
beard and straw hat—stopping me not at all, but watching me
with the eyes of one who has been here before.

A Case of Murder by Pit Bull
See Whitman'’s, “A Case From 2nd Bull Run” (58).

November 3.—Oh, poor Poochie is dead. Died yesterday. It was a
horrific and brutal case. | have (how had) known Poochie about
three months, petted him often, laughed at his short-legged
waddling. He belonged to Debbie and Jim next door. His throat
was ripped from his little blond body when he crossed the street
while out for his morning walk to go number two. The look on
poor Debbie and Jim’s faces when they told me was enough to
show the depth of the agony both had suffered these last twenty-
four hours.

Poochie’s throat was ripped away in one bite by the pit bull across
the street, off its chain, the fence left wide open, it flew at Poochie
the instant it saw him. Not long ago, | spent the better part of
a morning, hands plastic-baggied, grumbling, picking up what
might or might not have been Poochie’s poo from my yard, but
| would do the same chore again, every day, gladly, to have that
sweet little dog back.

Poochie’s death was near instant, jugular severed, neck snapped,
but Debbie, who was walking Poochie on his leash, remains. Her
eyes show the intense pain, the shock of that helpless moment
now distorts her habitual smile. Trying not to cry she instead
shakes her head, senseless, senseless. | said how sad, how sorry,
how awful, how could anyone let a pit bull loose in the city? But |
am no use, only time is.

Poor little Poochie, a small lovely dog with a silly name, wig-like, a
waddler, never barked, loved to snuffle deeply at new things. My
cat Nelly, anti-dog to the core even allowed an occasional Poochie
intrusion without too much complaint. He was so short-legged
and so long-haired he disdained doing his business in tall grass,
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“Gets his hiney wet” Jim once explained, hence his preferring my
lawn, always mowed and hiney-friendly.

As a young dog, Poochie had been enrolled in a Hearing-Ear
Dog academy, but had been expelled for “lack of motivation.”
Subsequently, Jim, whose deafness is near complete, and Debbie,
who has MS, both retired now, adopted the flunky—they are that
way, they are kind. Poochie, whether motivated or not, did cock
his ears forward if anyone knocked at the door to let Jim know
the door needed answering. This worked well when Poochie and
Jim were in the same room—if Jim happened to look at Poochie
when the knocking occurred. Neither complained about this
arrangement.

His death in the jaws of a dog bred for killing, is unforgivable, not
of the pit bull, but of the owners who left it loose. An accident?
Once maybe, but this was its second kill—last year a cat was
hanged when its collar caught on the fence while trying to escape
slaughter—the attacker was off its chain that time too. Today, the
pit bull was put to death by law, which fixes nothing, for Poochie
was a gentle, sweet-natured, clean, seven pound what's-it, a funny
looking little dog with a large loving soul who cannot be replaced
by revenge. Although new in the neighborhood, Poochie soon
seemed a fixture, belonging here naturally. Now, | see Debbie
walking alone—I see my clean yard, and | miss him.

2
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