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LETTER FROM THE EDITORS 4

our contributors, but also gives insight irfExposition Revie® swn stae in the
world of literature, Los Angeles and beyond.

Wi th Vol . | Al X Lives, 0 we were coming f
the midst of transitioning our journal out of academia, focused on rolling with the seen and
unforeseen punches that aamith becoming a fully independent literary journal. After the
dust settled and the issue was published, though, we had the opportunity to take a deep
dive into how we wanted to define ourselve&aposition Review.

What emerged was our desire to tak@&lzeyond just an annual publication; we
wanted to engage more with our local community and offer more opportunities to writers
to engage with us. To that end, we kicked off a season of Flash 405 contests and hosted a
series of #ExpoPresents literary ewemeéadings, and programs to connect with and
promote our contributors and other local artists, and in turn make each issue of the journal
stronger.

We posed the theme ASurfaced as the refle
at how we wanted to gwoand present ourselves to the world and at the endless
possibilities ahead. As such, we were drawn to stories that explored possibility and
perception. We wanted narratives that played with fact and fiaMe@wanted to see work
that evoked what it meams look beyond the surfaéeto push the boundaries, with words
and genre and point of view.

Vol . I'1: ASurfaceo is the result: an i ssu
stories that move us, make us laugh, and inspire us. This issue alspassesmour off
the-page activities. Two pieces submitted by flourishing young writers who attended our
WriteGirl AShare Your VofocePublbwcabi Somdmwor kK
appear in this issue, and our poddasb Writers Walk Into a Banakes i debut in Vol.

.

Each year, we strive to select a theme that not only lends itself to diverse inspiration by

ASurfaced is shiny and bright new chapter
life without our tried and true editors: section editors Lauren Gorski, Mellinda Hensley,
Rebecca Luxton, and David L. Ulin; managing editors Annle@ddlhn and Laura
Rensing; as well as our associate editors and readers. We cannot thank them enough for
their hard work and dedication to bringing Expo to new stages and new heights.
We also thank the many people who supported and shared their voicesiand a
our #ExpoPresents and Flash 405 series, including Nan Cohen, Janet Fitch, Judith
Freeman, Wes Gabrillo, Amy Gerstler, Sonia Greenfield, Jeffrey Lo, John Lucas, Kevin
Staniec, Max Tachid/anessa Angelica Villarreal, Larry Wilson, the Chromolume
Theager, andthe WriteGirl organizationAnd to you, our writing community, we thank
you. You make this work we do feel like a breeze and make it all worthwhile. We hope
you enjoy taking the journey through this volume of mgle nr e narrati ves as |
enjoyed creating it.

Jessica June Rowe
Brianna J.L. Smyk
Editors -in-Chief
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TheBlind Fisherman

AIMEE BENDER

The third cop was blind, but sl insisted on being a coplis father had won coepf-the-

year two years in a row, and his grandfather had been the one to trace the word to its root
(A coppree ,wh o) sooyunbar three hadhistory he wanted to hond@orn

blind, the third cop insisted on training with the rest of them, scoring high on all the tests,
explaining that his ears were so sensitive that he needed no vision to hear a crook's
footsteps, to gauge the correct distance, to point the gun in the right direction, to shoot
swift through the heart.

Of course he killed the wrong malde killed his father, the doublcopof-the-year,

w h d ietired by then and was wearing a new pair aferetent shoes that shilgd and

scraped the pavemeft/hen the shoebut hit, the father was in the wrong place at the

wrong time, and the blind son, aiming at the sloveolynding shoes, pulled the trigger

and blew a hole through the clotting arteriéfis paternal lineKa-blam Later, at the

station, the blind copbs voice broke when he
way the bullet cut through the skin; how he somehow felt, right away, that it was an honest

heart he had killed; how he dduell, from the cadence of the slowing beats, thiathart

was close to his owrThat as soon as the bullet exited the other sid#, kreown that hél

murdered his own fa#r. He removed his lwige and kicked it to the groundink.

Even though tb ambulance was loud and whirring, the blind former cop still heard
the murmur of death descending; it was almost a comforting sound; it was a buzz nearly
like the prebreak of orgasm, the distant murmur of a train approaching, but so final you
wanted to fug your ears.

After the funer§ he put his gun in a drawedung up his uniform, next to the
whispering shiftings of other uniforms. His maternal grandfdtladrbeen a fisherman in
Baja.He had caught the largest striped marlin of his time, over twdrkdrpounds,
releasingiback i nt o t hedsad® thefrustratedahtosgs, anythingtd
large should not be eateddo we eat elephants? he asked, at tloeedime. No. Do we eat
bears? NoDo we eat space?

With one suitcase and a bus &tkthe blind man waited until the night was deep,
and then he left hisrbthers and his mother behinthey were trying very hard not to
blame him and yet he could hed in every whooshy exhalé&nd who could blame them?

He hated himalf more than thegver couldHe visited their sleeping beds and kissed their
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warm faces goodbye, and then he tiptoed out the door and stumbled, with his cane, to the
bus station.

From his cop grandfather, tharid man had learned precisidfrom his fisherman
grandfatherhe hoped to learn forgiveness.

* * *

The blind man rode the bus down the southerpfti@alifornia for many hourdVhen they
crossed into Mexico, he finally got off in the middle of Baja, at a stop where the air
smelled of fruit and flowerde felt his way out of the busid walked down the road,
towardthe ocean, entering a small sea village, where he tapped his way to a fishing store
and asked to buy a rod.

No fish here, the saleswoman told him in Spanish, handing over the gear anyway,
ard ringing it up on the cash register.

At this beach?

Whole town, the saleswoman said, opening the cash drawgrHaven't you
heard?

No fish at all?

Not for months.

Then why do you still have a fish store? the blind man asked, fingering the string
onthe fishing rod, how it tapered into the pole.

The salswoman closed the cash drawer. Pausddw bicycles with bells passed
by outside. Hope, she said, with a grunt.

Esperanza

And not unjustifiedBecause even there, from the storefront, many blocks the
seashore, the blind man could hear fish in the water, swimming. Flush. Swi3lhere
were plenty.

Bait, please, he asked the saleswoman who sighed and reached back to the small
refrigerator.

While she packed everything up for the day, thessabman told the blind man
how the village was soon to bankruggelf without a fish industrand that families had
started to leave to find work in the tourist econesndf the larger resort towrsfelong
fishermen stood on the rickepyer, staring athe horizonWives found their fisher
husbands weping in front of cold stovedlo tug on thdine, was all they could sayhey
walked, unshaven, on the shoreline, searching for shadows in the water, but it seemed that
all the fish had left, in a groupy swim to other parts of the ocean.

The blind man thanked the saleswoman and followed the snsaltdb the edge
of the waterThere, with help from the men on the pier, he settled into a fishing boat and
pushed out to a shlow inlet of sea, listeing. There were fish there, yes; he could almost
feel their bodies, firm anstrong, pushing through wat&ut mostof them were lower
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than usualSomething had shifted in the oceanic structure here, and the fish swam in
layers, one two three, the thilayer so dege they would never be caugfitis third layer,
the deepest layer, felt to him to be of tdmmtented fish, who hdtured something out
and were dodging the tragut they did not want to leav&hey loved the water hgit
was clear and flaorful. Not one of them had left.

The blind man listened for awhile to this distant happy swishing, to and fro, and a
hunch formed in the back of his mind, so he stayed in his boat and wdterdabout an
hour, just above the swishing, he heard alsubtv note of pure a@in lifting up from the
water.He dribbled down the line, and within a minute, felt the seize and tug of a bite, and
pulled on the line, dgging in a gooesized doradalt thrashed for a little while, because
its body insisted, bufter a short time it gave upuch is the wadespair works, even in
fish. The blind fisherman ld one steady hand on its sid¢e heard again the approaching
sizzle of death, and bowed his head in respect.

He ate the fish that night on the shore, the $pitting bedw him, snorting and
cracking.The starcame out in quiet bass notéte remembered i s f at her 6s voi ce
h o wd sounded when the sthef barbecue was in the air. The ripping joy inGive me
the bloodiest steaklishfather liked toyell on the Burth of July, swirling his beer and
laughing, and the blind cop had caughtawhiffdi e dr i ppy g bmateytheon hi s
way a lion cub might bury into the chest of a dead gazelle. They said his father had been
handsome, and even aradl man could tell.

He was busy picking bones out of his teeth when two other fishermen came by and
in friendly voices asked if they cousdhare his fisldinne® From how far away did you
bring it? they asked, in pinched tones, and the blind man expldiaed had been from
about ten feet away. He pointed. He heard their breath slow. You mean here? they asked,
and hesaid, Yes, ere. He handed over cuts of filet, and he heard them eating with
amazement, the patitom hand to mouth longer than usual, thesful examining of the
fish flesh.

You're sure it was here? they asked.

Yes, he saidDo | look like | get around easily?

Delicious, they marveled, as they chewed.

The blind man finished up, pushed ashes over the fish bones and the fire, and
curled up a the sangwhich shifted andjroaned beneath him. He was tirkdthe
morning, he opened his eyes to darkness as usual, but he could feel them standing there, a
small group, each fisherman straight and tall, gugrtis hope with heart muskeihe
blind man grunted a greeting, went out in a boat, listened carefully for pain, and caught
seven in an hour.

Loud joyful prayers bubbled up from the shoreline, a banging of hands on sand.

T h e yhére al right, the blind man called out, docking his boatershore,
holding the fish up by their tail¥ou just have to listen closer.
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The fishermercelebrated by stringing up a big sign over the rickety pier, which the
blind man could not read, that sajél Pez RegresaAt the crack of dawn, they all
returnel to their boats, singing throatily into the water. The haate by side, lines cast,
bows bobbing.

| t weasyrodthem, still, the catching of the despairing fish that the blind man
seemed almost to pick out thie water with his bare handswhole new rhythm had to be
learned But hope generated patience, and in time, they, too, began adding the silvery
bodies to theiboatsThe number s were far | ower than the)
town wanted to return to normaind so they@ted lke all had been solveRestaurants
unpeeled the fish entree listings on their menus that had been covered with masking tape
Families, with boxes packed, prepping for jobs as toiuteguand hotel help, unpacked.
The storeowner who had sold the blind mhis fishing line held a renewal sale, all items
twenty percent off.

Thefish whoswam closer to the surface had a slightly different taste, an edge of
bitter, but good bitter.

The blindman slept on the sand, alo&ch night, he sent@ayer to his mother and
brothers, to his dead father whose slowing heartbeat he heard behind every revving car,
inside every steady fdail. Fish cut through the dark water, and the weather grew colder.
Tired of seeing their friend buried up to his natkhe sand each morning, the local
fishermerrented the blind man a cabifhey took turns sleeping at his door, holding a
gutting knife in case anyone mighy to come by and steal hird/hat about the town up
the hill where, rumor had it, the trees wesda by bugs from the inside ou¥¥hat about
the city near San Diego, several hours north, where the chickens were laying eggs without
yolks?

| 6m not geptherblond nmao assuread thiede was out of grandfather role
models.

Throw the lineListen.

Pain; pull.

Sizzle; pray.

One evening, after a long day of sitting in the boat, catching a few fish here and there, the
blind man was having @arne asadalate at a local restaurant in the villageem a

woman came to his tabl8he was new to town; he knewgtty much everyone else by

now. She came from a village in the mountasd she smelled of woodusk.She asked,

Are you the blind man? He said y&he saidYo uejust who | need.
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You're out of fish in the mountains?

No, she said, her voice smiling.

Are you deformed? he asked, astek saidQuite the contrary. May 1?

He nodded, and she settled herself across from him, and the wood musk expanded
to a forest. Something about Bethe lilt to her voice, or the frank way shatin the
chai® felt wonderful to himhopeful.Usually the only people who sat across from him
just wanted advice on fishing tetques.The woman lowered her voice and leaned closer
across the table and explained that her eyes were so unusualtigblpeople drowned in
them.Once, s he s dlowdheraerymach had loakéd so deeply imer
eyes he had suffocated. Truly. In front of Hee. had lost his breathing, fallen over, and
died.

No one knewthecus e of deat shappendddwice movardlanmb ut it 6
certain its me.

Maybe they had weak hearts, said the blind man, sipping his beer.

They were bdt athletes, she sai@ihey built houses and played soccer.

Maybe they were old men, he said.

They were young and strong.

Must 6ve been unbearable, said the blind ma

She let out a breath.

We | e neverdeen in love, said the blind maimrieyy his beans with a spoon.
But you should know in advance that | killed my own father.

Why? she said, tapping arkoagainst a plate.

Because ités good to know these kinds of
Donét you think?

No, she saidl meant why did you kill him?

Oh, he saidAccident.

He put his napkin over his plate, to cover the food.

Andyousho u |l d knragoed fisherman, tH#ind man said, after a pause.
Maybe the best in the history of the world.

She leaned forward and placed her hand on his, with fingers delicate and warm. Her
breath touchedwvith cilantro and white winel'he restaurantlinking and clanking around
them.

Over flan, the woman sat closer to the mad spoke quietly into his ea8he told
him stories about the fresh mountain air; he &dddut his bus ride into town. The evening
grew late He had not been with a womainee the death of his father, but over a year had
passed nowand she smelled of the futuige led her back to his cabin, his fingers linked
with hers, and at the door, she nodded at thenligitet guard while she smoothed the damp
corners of the blind mas hair.They took off their clothes in the middle of the night, very
slowly, and the man could hear the one second of pure silence that hits right between night
and morning, right before darkness lifts and the sun climbs over the edge to begin its slow
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move across the worldHe heard that silence just as he was releasing inside her, just as she
contracted against him, and it was one of the purest, simplest moments of his life.

They spent every day tifie next many weeks togethérwas like t heyedd pl ann
it, or known.She reminded him of seven people 6 d met bef Bhee, pl us her
explained how shedédd heard newsomeethimhasm from t
soon as she coultthought you and | might get along, she saslithey walked alondpé
sand.He took her out in his fishing boat and tried to teach her to hear the despair of the
fish, which she could not, but in turn, she told him how the water rippled anetlaool
glimmered and sparkletie said he could hear the water, and hearishe &nd hear the
sun, and hear the clouds overhead, but that wordglitkenerandsparklemight as well
be Norwegian to him.

Sparkle is likesinging, she said, looking up. And yae right. There are clouds
overhead.

T h egyf@reboding too, he saidhrugging on a jacket.

They pulledthe boat into dock just in timend sat inside the little fishing house
holding each other lle the rain pounded outsidde dotted little kisses all over the back
of her neck until she was laughing from happiness.

The men who drowned, asked the blind man after awhile.

Yes?

Were they happy drowning?

| s up ppossible, she €aid, holding onto his hand.

But you were not, he said.

She shook her head, then remembered he co

Your eyes ee that blue? he asked, and she ,séas. Bluetthan water or sky.

He kissed her softly then, and heard the tear go down her cheek, very, very slowly,
then fast at the end.

| o bnowbblue, he whispered into the warmth of her neck.

* * *

As they sat in their boats, lines cast, the fishermen swapped info on the new woman in
town, the woman from the mountainBhey worried she was a scout or a spy, tryingte lu
their good luck charm away. Maybe she had a secret agdaghe there waa lake up
there needing hel@hey found no unusual facts from her past, just two men dead from
natural causeand a series of ordinary jobEhey questioned her as she walked around
town, striding along in her low clicky heels, but no one could look int@yes for very
long without feeling queasy.
She's nice enough, said one;asting his line But she makes me hyperventilate.
They shrugged, stared out to s&ae days wer shorter now, the air coldérhey
wore jackets.
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What if he falls in love wh her? asked one, as he hauled in a small tuna.
What if?they echoed.

The woman and the blind man ate green dhiealesfor dinner, andjueso fresco

crumbled over deep black beans, and cool margaiiteled by chunks of sea salthey

wove their way back to his cabin, buzzed on beer and lime, back to his room where they
hadsloppygangly sex in the darkness, and then ||
old recordstore, recordings of singers whad never quite made it but werery good

anyway. They slept all over the bed, likeytheere on a walk, during sle@psleeping

upside down, to the side, feet dangling off the edges, and they laughed about it in the
morning, all the traversing, like they were going thieselreamy distares togethevery
morning he fished, and some days she came with him, and other days she began looking
for work in town. This all went on for several months in a row, through winter and into
spring, fish arriving in restaurants and storefronts, fishemgnaobing their spouses and
lovers around the waists with new lust, all things bountiful, in town and in private.

One afternoon, while the woman was out shopping for wine, one of the fishermen
broke the line of protection and knocked briskly on ther @bthe cabin.

Yes? called the blind mahkle was in the living room, sanding the edge of his
coffeetable to a fabrismoothnesgde had come across some sandpaper on sale at the
hardware store.

The fishermen entered. He stood in the doorframe, fidgetin

Yes? said the blind man agalte turned his head, towatlgde door.

The fish numbers are good, said the visitor.

Glad to hear it.

We caught double this week, he said.

The blind man wrinkled his noskle wrapped saipaper around a table corner.

What awhole lotof miserable fish out theréle used the sandpaper like a dustifagh,
sweeping over the woodhe fisherman remained standing by the door.

Okay, said the blind ma&ounds fineAnd? Anything else?

And your girlfriend flirts with all the mem town, blurted the fisherman.

The blind man stopped his haritkcuse me?

We just thought you should know. She flirts and fliftst 6 s been even wors
week.

So0? said the blind man.

The fisheman fidgeted in the doorframe.e o p | e ¢ a mwithoutlfeeliagk at he
ill.

| can look at her no problem.

|l td6s | i ke othereds this tug
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| feel no tug.
Like a pit.
| feel no pit.
We worry, said the fisherman.
Theblnd man put down his santdpdpebt Baresheé
that.
Her eyesaredripping, said the fishermat ou candét see i t0 but jus
The blind man flicked his sandpaper to the floor. He pointed to the dd®knew
just where the door was and his point was correct.
|l 6dm sorry, s &@iedweh eiibeskobldsayaaythidg
Go home, said the blindmaBet away from m¥¥ou&pbpadne one
Awe. O
| 6m t he el e c tsadithefishggmar, sramblingdet 6irvee , s 0 sorry. I
seems | i ke sheds not doi negr ,wedrl ,s hoerd ss oarsek ihn gn
something
Enough said the blind man, harder.
The fisherman gaveshort, useless bow, and lefiutside, at the window, he
apologized again, but the biirman pushed the glass closéde woman was away that
day, buying more recds, and after the man had paced the living room, he finished
sanding the table, locked up the eglind walked out to the ocearhe air was cooling
with evening, and at the shore, he listened as usual for the sounds of tBarsbnough,
there were rare. The breeze clear, spring née fish population, for some reasaas
vaster, unhappier, multiplyingde no longer felt the same as them; before, they had felt
like versions of him, made into fisiNow, he felt the differenée how they were doing
somrething else under there, something fishlike, and unknowable.
Later that night, the woman came home, moving slowly, hanging up hedocoat
five minutes on the hook. She had no recovdsen he asked her what was wrong, she
said Nothing.
Not nothing, le said.
He sat down, pusd on the cushion next to highe sat nearby but her hands were
tentative in avay he had never heard before. What is it? he said. | can take it. Téll me.
dondt c alHeamagideea all thefishlbrmen on their knees,ragkor her, drowning
in her.
| will hurt you, she said.
No, he said. Tell mds it someone else?
No, she saidShe clenched her hands into the pillow, on the sofa.
| will drown you, she said.
But you arYomuw tadrodmed tee ke bk in a eéep breath,
exhaledSee?
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She was quiet, listening. Then, suddenly, she stoo8hgpflailed her arms around.
Her mood changed, and the air made brefpesthe movement of herarmst 6 s no't
working! she saidl mean, am Just another one of your fi8hHer voice grew highlhe
words didnoéltonsitjtuonkeovYoyoer fish! she said.
said.Do you really care?

She got out of bed and med in paces around the rooHe tried to kep up. What
was happening? He said he dide;dre didShe said some more big sentenaésut how
he didndot | ove her . Tlhhee ywod dhsafucnagmens of mrdoem n o wh
evening beforeT h e y 6 danyhwamterfr nights in a rowrhese were word® fit an
exit, words made ugHe shook hidiead, saidNo, no, and his mind scrambled to
understand, to flip the picture and see what she was saying, but he could not get a hold on
any of it and she just went into the bathroom for awhile and taeme tobed. t 6 s wr on g,
she sid, mumbling intohe pillow. Something is wrondVhat is wrong? the blind man
askedd dondt Kk rHerweasorsng kad renéddetween them like tird Iplastic
wrapping on a toyThe blind man touched her hair, with the lightest possible hand, but she
curled into lerself, into the pillow.

Someone will drown, she said.

Sleep joined their bed for hours, and then sometime in the nafithe night, he awoke,
alone.Shdi been a weight in his bed and now the bed was light again, and he could not
hear ter footsteps or her breathing or the fast whirring of her brain on coffee.

Hello? he called out.

Hello? said that night's guard, just waking up.

She could not leave him a note as he could natite&8he had no tape recording
equipment to record a gologke. She disappeared at the turning point between night and
day, right when he was the most sound asleep, and she left the front door open, so that she
would not wake him with the sound of shutting.

Now, with the door open, the sourmistside were louddhan usualWaves settled,
even thaigh it was a windless mornin§omeone was lisning to news radio in a cafe
dressed and went outside, listening for her voicetab&ap of her walk, her sparkling
laugh which was all he needed to know about lightvater.

Hello? he called out. HelloDid you see where she went? he asked the townsfolk.

| was not concentrating on somedeavingthe cabin said that night's guard, when
his friendsinterrogatechim laterfor poor watchdoggingdl'he fishermen traikk the blind
man worriedly, standing outside bathrooms as he peed, in case he might hitchhike out of
town to find her.

As if he could.
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All he could do was hear pain, and he had heard it on the first day, in the wreck of
two deaths and other sadnessesfayet unrevealed wafting off her shoulders, and he did
understand how to not drown, for no one to drown, could fedkeif,ilike a kind of
drowning.

The blind man waited all day, and the next, and the next, and next, and his grief
was fresh, like aew harvest of a heavy fruAt dusk, the fishermen docked their boa
and stood outside his homihey could hear him crying inside, and they formed a ring
around his cabin, holding the wouwath their fishstained hands'hey did not go inside.
He cied more than anyone expected; he had cared for her very much even though he had
not known her very long, but he knew, as he was crying, that this loss had also opened the
door to the room called Loss inside of which there were many pieces of olderreuh@tu
had previously covered in burlap.

There was work to be done, called mourning.

No one spotted the woman around town, although there was a rumor that someone
had seen her buying a soda two villages south.

* * *

The fish kept on comingtesady, faintly bitter, fish upon fish upon fish, and restaurants
made up dishes to counteract bitterness, usioige sugaand more fruit, and after many
weeks, the blind manemergd f r om hi s tleftarlugh,rand hédveasitmer,d n 6
and smaller, angdaler.The fishermen broke theiing of hands to let him passid

followed him down to the shorelingwas morning, and the sun was rising with a
whiteness, preparing fortet day. No one said a wortlhe fishermen stood at the water's
edge while thélind man untied his boat and took it to sea.

He did not take his fishing line, and he rowed out to a pspat, out of hearing
distanceThe sun warmed his shouldeasid he placed his oars inside bt and leaned
over the edgelhere, he listeneds usual, for despair, and when he felt a few fish had
gathered beneath thedt, a group ready to be cauginid eaten, he leaned close to the
water and spoke toitssurfac i n  a wh i tsvaneto eat ottatchny tbdag, and
he told them, ingad,to go see their fatherBind your fathers, étold the drifting gray
water.It was about to rain agaibut this time he stayed in his boat, with the fishermen
watching him from the distant shore, as the drops pelted his shoulders and filled up the
bottom inch of the bow.

Go now, he whispere@&wim away.

* * *

Far below, in tkir layers, the fish listene@hey could hear him, the voice above. They
understod. They went to find their fathergish fathers generally die early, but several
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gathemngs of yellowtail and bonito and bass wound their way to the family part of the sea,

to the nestles of coral and kelp that had sheltered them when they were just little clusters of
roe.They did not know which pacular fish had birthed theénno fish coutl remember

tha® but in the depths they found a groapd alltogether, they swam for miled/ith

fish, it is the school swimming; like geese above, it is how gjoieels to be part of the V.

With fish, it was just swimming near each other, the flustnefwater on their gills as they
movedin rows through the current§hey swam and swam, in zigs and zags, and the blind
man could hear the density of the water shifting below as the families rejoined, grouped
together, and then separateig bowed his hehgently to the currents that moved beneath

him.
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Spring Ice

LAURA BONAZZOLI

You think, because | was his neighbor, Il mus
as to why it happened. Wel |, | dondt .

May b e i fenedtetades hga,fpgfore people started moving up here thinking
Mai ne was some kind of paradise, 1 f 1itdéd hap
neighbors, caught up on each other in the general store buying coffee or soap, maybe then
webd all ksowrtyhe A wbhlolyeudd be out of a job.

before | moved here myself, which was fortyaye s a g Mam arad cdllege on the Gl
Bill. Even then, that world was gone. And to be honest, | came here looking for paradise,
too. | figuredno way the jungle could follow me here.

Anyway, if people were neighbors the way
be here asking me about Abe. As it i s, Il can
readers already know. Until a year ago, he seike a steady guy. Hearty even. You
never know, though, whatdés beneath the surfa
|l i ke what happened to his son, well, thatos

But thatodos what f @&riekAbe evénislighky ortdsswifeb ody wh o
Sieglind® they figure it all started this same week last year. Maybe it did. For sure both
deaths started with the same sound. Not that
does, as | was their only neighborstside of the pond.

It was after dusk when | heard it. | was fixing dinner. | figured it was the spring ice
cracking, and | thought of Thoreau. Thiftye years teaching American Lit, | made the
kids readwWalden | still take outThe Maine Woodsvery row and again when | feel my
bearings start to slip. So when | heard the sound | thought of how Thoreau describes the
spling ice cracking on Walden Ponfi:oud as artilleryg he said, and sure enough, it
sounded like gunshot, so | came out onto the baathpmmnd listened some more. As | said,
it was this same week, second week in March, but the winter had been so warm | thought,

I 61 | be darned if the ice isnbét breaking bef
boys, two or three of them, shautg, and | knew it wasndét spring
breaking on its owmanyway.

I couldndét make out the words at first. A
my neighborsdé son, because ndo bhoedrye ,n aameysw atyh.e il

had hm in freshmana@mp, but | never had another kid named Boris in tHixtg years
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teaching. His mother6s Swe-daugrfhnames aregoieer ed0s t
and now everybodyds Jake or namex¥wbenl Zach, no
heard édBbrkséw it wa,sandiknewhe wagihtoabled s s on
Their voices were bouncing around in the
of my face, so |I didndét know, were they by h
and@al |l ed his parents. Had to |l ook up the numb
these dozen years since they bought the land and built their place to know their number off
the top of my head. Well, thereosreakyguranswer .

heart, that she wasatwérls he 6 s a nur 8 and Alde wds but at hisoAf\p i t a |
meeting, SsSo no one was home, though even
difference. Even the wardeh®ne of the boys had the sense to cdltBfrom hiscell

phone and they responded right anayt word is tiey had trouble finding the kidthey

were off the road on one of the trails, so by the time they did, all they could do was search

along the shore trying t o dliegandedliegaadnotn t he

hearing any answer.

The way | learned it from the ckiimers is, you can only keep yourself afloat for
fifteen, twenty minutes in icy water before your muscles give out and you drown. They
must dve known t h athetima tiheg govirene,dhewas glreatlylgane, by
because they di dshéowrescue, galliregosmne kelicapteyor T V
something. Poor kid. They came back in the morning with a boat and a diver and found the
place he went in and pulled his bodyt.dbeems the ice had held up nearly to the middle of
the pond. Nobody knows why it broke there. Thetolters warn you that ice is never
totally safe to cross, even midnter. Debris underwater can trap the sun, making the ice
above it thin, or sometimgebke last winter, when the temperatures kept going up and then

down again, the ice expands and contracts,

be seen from above.

Not that he was | ooking. Or even i f he
thing. As far as | know, nobody knows exactly what he was doing on the ice. Or if they do,
theydre not saying. My guess is the kids

h

m

w a

wer

and know it. l'tés just what ankmbhddiyt wouhadat tth

judge. | fooled around too when | was thei

Looking back, | keep thinking | could have done more. More than just trying to

phone his parents, | rherabiped a flAdidat@and wénedpwnd i d n 6 t

to the edge of the pond and listened again, trying to hear if they were across the water, or

what . I couldndét tell . So hergadilrepsehdnaimie, t he r
| saw the Mainewr dens 6 tr uck cSorpulledover and toreed backd me .

around. Il figured, |l eave 1t to the experts,
going to a fire for entertainment, as Thorea

Not first-hand anyway. Reading abotitn the paper the next day, you can tell yourself it
wasndt such a bad way to die. But seeing
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why, when | dNamkdecaldokeadh the otd storietldl you already |
had Boris in fretsmanomp . He di dnot it lavslehe hag. Nétthatit i can |
woul dove made any difference. 1 06m not saying

got the teaching job at the high schddhought maybe I coudll d o n @ tmakke n o w
amends, | gues8ut life knows you, knows who you are. Follows you.
Like it followed him. Abe. His was the Gulf War, though | never knew a thing

about i1t wuntil a few months ago. I f 16d know
some things and could havevelld reachd out . Hel ped somehow. At i
have a clue.

And as | said, | didndét see much of them.
invited over to their place was for Borisodo g
much, a barbecue on tdee ¢ k . No relatives except Abebs si
from Boston. Sieglindebs family is in Sweden

me that Abeds parents werenod6t ablséienlso tr avel
must have ben throwing their own parties. So | guess they invited me to make it seem like
a bigger deal, more festive. Aneignta nd one of his teachers. Or
hear them out there and they felt sorry for me, living alone, though no need foltlsat, it
always been my choice.

You know, looking back, I guess it was at that party it first occurred to me there
might be somethiry| d o n @ tsomkthiry vunning, deep inside him. | remenibér d
asked Boris what hisplansmeea nd he t el | sstudhyeanthrapdogyagdo i ng t o
Spanish at U Maine, wants to focus on Mesoam
a few days for the Yucatan Peninsula, plans to visit Chichen Itza with some friends. Says
he candét wait to seeltdenGtedanoB®awhaouheodosl!t
he fills me in, says they all played l&althe Mesoamericans, | meamwith balls made
from rubber they got from trees, he said. Bu
them it was a religious ritudlthey hado play it for their culture to survive. He said
theydod force their prisoners of war to play.
players on the losing team to their gods. Cut off their heads. Sometimes, he said, after
theydd decapiin adfedt tdhel easaipng team, theydd us

but | sort of recognized mysel f tewayéi ght een
was beforMdam. wemd It of ibgured, maybe by studyi
fromhapgni ng again, or things I|Iike it, or at | e
something like that, but his mother came up to us just then and with this sweet smile, put
herarm aroundherspand sai d to me in her funny accent
A Whaytodusr fault?o0 | asked her.
AThat he | i kes these awful things, 0 she s

because of the stories she used to tell him when he was a kid about the ancient Nordic
kings and their battles and rituals and sacrifices.
| asked hewhat she meant by sacrifices.
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Boris sort of leaned in at that point and told her to tell me about Edwin the Old, that
he loved thastory! Buthe said it almost in a whisper, and his mother, she looked around
and | saw her eyes go to her husband. He alkmg with his sister and brothar-law,
down by the edge of the pond. And then she said something about Abe not liking the story,
getting upset when she told it. But Boris insisted, so she told it to me, this strange old
story, about some Swedish kingpgvmade a deal with Odin, the god of war and death, that
he could live ten years longer if he sacrificed one of his sons. He had ten sons, she told me,
so he sacrificed them, one at a time, until there was only one son left. At that point he was
sooldhecoul dndét @etd cdhwatd afo ed nk mil k | i ke a ba
sacrificed his tenth and [ ast son, she said,
that the tenth son become their king. So the old man died.

| remember Boris was quitgte whole time his mother was telling the story, and
when she finished, he said, sort of wunder hi
drove up and he leapt off the déck 6 | | never forget that, he | u:
and landed on the grodrso light and so strong like a deer leaping over a downedl tree
and the two of them gave each other this bear hug and walked off together into the woods.

| looked at Sieglindeand she smiled and shrugged. ATh
she said. taiByblthget hungry and come back in
right. They did. That night.

Later |1 wondered why Abe didndét | i ke his
figured, hell, ités just anotalatofthaughzy ol d |
t hough. Just every now and then. Li ke when B
my back porch on a Sunday afternoon and | he

heard him do it before, over the years. Thistimeitwasdoinet g about how hedd
work his own way through collegend how Boris was a agood stone¥ that was the way
he put it. Anyway, it made me think of the graduation party, how Boris went off with his
buddy after his mot heranttAbeltadhear. Budltguesslld st ory s
wondered about it even more after he lost his son.

Which everybody in town knows happened a year ago this week. Nearly everybody
went to the memorial service, or knew someon
school wth, tears rolling down their faces watching the slide gsh@®w@ris at six and Boris
at sixteen and Boris graduating high scloall his friends crying, the guys, too, except

his best friend, Jos h, whodéd beeninaut at t he
corner |l i ke he was frozen stiff and didnot d
didndét stay Il ong. Seemed I|ike it was for the

feeling the weight of it, andkmaybedidhatodogow
the house straight away. Instead, | walked out back and stood at the edge of the pond, just

|l ooki ng. | dondédt know how |l ong | stood there
my eye and | saw, just a few feet in frontof me,agl@anf [ y nymph cl earing |
surface, climbing up a reed and then stopping there, inhaling ehéoaithe first time, |
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guess. And then, while | watched, it sort of bent over and its shell came undone, as if it was
ripping the seams of an old wintawat. And the dragonfly pushed itself out. Then it just
rested there on the reed. | knew itdéd take h
and dry, and | was getting cold, so | went inside.
| poured myself a little blueberry port and sat favtdle, everything that had
happened fighting in my head. And | thought, | should write it all down, the stories from
his graduation party, and his trip to the Mayan ruins, and his coming home on his spring
break and dying like that. | thought | should toymake some sense of it. So | got out a
notebook and pen. But then | just sat there watching the dark get darker. | never made a

mar k on the page. | guess | knew &8 didndt ha
Howard Nemerov, | think until | got drowsyenough | knew | could sleep.
Next morning, |l went back out to the pond

still stuck to the reed, and another not three feet away, empty like the first. And | knew
then, the ice had to be out all the way across the,@omtiBoris only five days dead.

Not that day, but no more than a couple of days after, | went into the village to pick
upmymaijjand | saw him, Abe | mean, wal king al on
seen a man walk for forty years.

After that | tried to be a better neighbor, but without making a nuisance of myself.
Summers | always walk down to the village to
and on my way past their place, I f either of
call out hello and sometimes stop if | could think of anything better than foolish to say.

Mostly, though, there was no sign of life. Sieglinde probably at the hospital working, and

Abe, well, I knew he was sefimployed, something about investments, sglme he was

in an office he might have had in the house.
three times, when | went down to the village late afternoons, | did see him, out by the

pond, sitting in a lawn chair, not reading or on the phoneyhimg, just sitting, looking.

So |1 6d caalnld ohuetd dh eclalld back or raise an ar m,
and try to think of some reason to say | was stopping, other than the truth, which was

dondt know what . M@afrprh lkappening/ahsit | knéwvgrisomg patto  k e e

of me knevd was happening and was going to keep on happening until it was over no

matter what | or anybody else did in the meantime.

Well, one of those afternoodist was past summer by then, late September dt leas
and the sky over the pond was already streaked with redw him sitting out there and |
called out hello and he sort of waved me over to join him. So | crossed the yard and as

soon as | got near hi m, | coul dThehbotkelwhs t he wh
under hischair. He had a big glass hdilfll, and straight, by the color, and he was drinking

it li ke it was Coca Col a. He asks me, woul d
me a gl ass. But | t el dthome, whicimwas trdél eackalig ot wor k

class at the prison spring and fall and had their papers todgeatktrying to be
neighborly, not to judge, | say, it must be damned hard since his son died, and | tell him |
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leaned on the stuff for a while when Istigot back from Vietnam. | thought for a minute
|l 6d said the wrong thing, because he was qui
the pond.

Then he said something that didnoét really
did. Hetoldmeta st ory of how hedéd been in the Gulf

idea he was a vet, but he told me hedd joine
college®d his fatherwasangood drunk, he said, so hedd al w
gotd and hestayed on, he said, after his first contract was up, as things were quiet in those

days and the extra pay was good. \Matlt long after hisen | i st ment, heds wor

some bank when his unit gets called up. But he never saw combat. The way heput it,
was only in the Gulf a few days, but he saw enough death to last a lifetime.
|l ask him howdés that, and he tells me thi
recruit, a young guy first year in, sort of took him under his wing and looked out for him,
ard one night, the kid was on duty outside the barracks, but Abe had set up to meet a local
guy who was bringing him some ligubtotally illegal, of course, in Saudi Arabia, but the
guy knew somebody who worked for an airline and could get those littleddity serve
on planes. So Abeds supposed to meet this gu
inside. Well, ten minutes later, Abe says, he sees this ball of fire in the sky heading straight
at him, so he runs. H endtsakes avér. So eirunk Thalight y ou k
is so bright it blinds him and the explosion so hard it throws him to the ground. When he

gets up, heds dazed, just standing there, wa
starts running back towardsit,thk i ng hedés going to somehow sayv
doesndét get far because the buildingds an in
screaming and he falls on the pavement and |
telling me this, he reachesdowmt hi s ankl e and pull s up the | €
scar on the side of his calf. AThatodos all I

even know at first | had. And the kid | sent back in, dead. A few women, too, and some

guysmarriedwh ki ds at home. 0 He says something |
|l just stood there a while, not knowing w

can say. So you train your eye on the Canada geese rising up from the pond and you listen

to their hoking and when it dies down in the distance, you say something stupid like, |

guess not long till winter. He doesndét answe

best be getting home as youbve got those pap
| 6 ml kwiang away, with my back turned, and I

say, | i ke heds talking to himself, or maybe

roost. o | thought he must have meant the gee
Once the cold settles,ihtake the truck down to the village, so my trips past their

house stopped not | ong after that, and didnéo

remember how warm it was last Friday, almost like May. So | walked down to the village
and, on my way back, thehe was, sitting in his lawn chair by the pond. So | stopped and
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crossed the yard and said hell o. Il hadndot se
him full on, because | came up from behind him and the whole time wedalkedl | , | 6 d
seen thdottle under the chair again and the glass in his hand, so | stood a few feet to his
side, looking straight out at the pond. But then | made the fool mistake of asking him was
he out there waiting for Sieglinde to get home from work and he told me nén&éelgad
gone back to Sweden to look after her mother who was doing poorly. Then all of a sudden,
|l i ke it didndédt mean a thing to him, he says
thatsimpleili dono6ét exopect her back.
What do you mean,dimost asked him. But | knew what he meant. So instead |

asked him if hedd ever been to Sweden. He sa
engaged and once when Boris was three or fou
why they did. Heshrugpge d . Sai d he real |l yhegwerelivihg 6t say f
outsideBostomnd | ooking for a sl ower pace, that Si
guiet, that shedédd heard about a job for a cr
had enagh of working for somebody else and wanted to take on clients of his own. Then,
when theydd come | ooking around, he6d seen t
there was something about the name, he said.
Solt ol d him that | 0 eimdrtha thedmaowho moughtthe m an ol

propertyd the pond and 300 acres surroundirftad fought in the Civil War and named it

for a line from the Gettysburg Addregshen | quoted itfidBut, in a larger sense, we can

notdedicat® we can not consecratewve can not hallo@ this ground. The brave men,

living and dead, who struggled here, have consecrated it, far abopear power to add

or defthatcis O6wh atsaidd weulgdamgsel f | dvoe never |
He asked me why not.
| held off answering for a minute, but then decided to say it outright. I told him |

figure nobody comes back from war believing
shooting holes in each ot hesofdSolsaedadjusts or bl o
call itléose wpodored. @nd soil and plants and an
consciousnes®t care some f ool gave it a name. 0

|l guess talking about the pond made me an
feel angryat a vet from the Civil War. So even though | could tell Abe was hurting, | said

good afternoon and headed home. Once itbés da
some reason that night | did notice, all of a sudden, when a light in his housenwint o
was nearly ten o6clock, and of course the ni

wearing much more than a jacket sitting out there.
| should have stopped by to see him Saturday. Or yesterday. But after that one

warm day we went right back onow f l urries, so | didndét wal k
to disturb him. I kept thinking, next week,
by, even if | dondt go all the way down to t

check in. But left it too late.
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Last night, | 6d been reading. It was gon
up past the trees over the pond, so | get up to have a look before I turn in. | step out onto
the back porch and t ak tisfedling.il loak ovéreoward hisl d o n
pl ace. Hi s cardéds out in front but thereds n
|l i ke 1 6d heard a year ago, | i ke spring ice
over to his ptatbheréelebygy shéetpagdouMaybe he
The bottle was empty beneath his chair. A glass was on the ground. He was sitting upright,
facing the pond, staring. The gun was dangling from his hand down by his side. | closed
his eyes and callethe police.

And thatods all I know. You still want to
public their entertainment. But itdos a fool
than what everybody thinks they already know. He lost his son. Amdki¢ inim.

o

(@)

o O O
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Topography

DEBORAH STEVENSON

Deborah Stevensomppography 2015 8 Y2 x 11% inches collage orpaper. Courtesy of the artist
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Cathy

CHRISTINA CRAIGO

Three months after my sister Catioyned sixteen and emo, the snow settled in and stayed,
and the school shut down, and the roads shut down, and the jobs shut down, and all of the
usual ways we found to avoid each other wore themselves out, and there we were in the
house together. | triei get her to play carder board game®r hangmanor wouldyou
rather, but the, you know, angst was deeper than the snow those days. It freaked my
parents out, but | didndét believe her histr.i
Mom and Dad were bitching at each otabout who would figure out what to do
with the compost since it was hard to even guess where the compost pile was under all of
thesnobdand Cathy and | were fighting about the
bedroom. This was a recurring confliagght up there with my breathing, my chewing, and
my having to pee in the night. | told her she really needed to pick up her stuff that day,
because it was getting outrageous. Shed6d eve
Mom to see it, but whilewas gettng her, Cathy locked herself in.
Mom demanded that she come out, and then Dad demanded that she come out.
Cathy kept answering, but not about the specific things they were saying. It was all
irrelevant, unnecessaryeqgathbage:; 06 MYow peonpl
me, 0 AYou | ook right past me, 0 things |ike 't
Dad went off to look for a tiny screwdriver or something, after yelling at me for
losing all of the little keys that open our inside doors when | played that game with my
cousin when | was like seven. Mom and | walked away too, because we needed a break
from it, and we thought she might come out on her own if we stopped giving her so much
attention.
Finally Dad found something that he thought might work, and we all came back
and eventually the door swung open. We were all there to see her hanging from the ceiling
fan. She was aléoh er e 6 s @& dittimg ok hec Hed; fuming at us and feeling sorry for
herself as usual. A translucent version of her, just like in the fuchinges. She, it, was
sitting on her bed, saying thingslifeYou | ook right through me. 0
funny, except that | am so very, completely, profoundly pissed off at my sister for killing
herself. And for st i ckioongonaysels, avenrdnow. Shestithn 6t ev
leaves her shit on my bed.
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Courageous

DAVID CRIST

Alan pulled on his tall rubber boots. Although he'd grown four inches since Christmas, his
older brother's boots were still far too big for him. He didn't complehe boots would
keep his feet warm and dry on the twdle walk down to the docks from his parents'
house. On a cold, dark March morning like today, he needed all the warmth he could get.

He wrapped a scarf around his neck, pulled on his gloves ananidamoved
toward the door of the room that he used to share with his two older brothers, Will and
James. He opened the door as slowly and quietly as he could. He didn't dare risk waking
his parents. They both had long days ahead of them and neededsidiep they could get.
Last night they had halieartedly tried to convince him to stay home, but ever since his
father got injured, the family needed every bit of food they could get. Some fresh fish for
breakfast and maybe even a few to sell at th&ketanight bring some cheer back into his
home.

Alan had to cross from his room to the front door without making a sound. He
tiptoed around the squeaky floorboards and traced a silent route across the room, just like
his brothers had shown him. He creptta the door, lifting it slightly while opening it to
stop the hinges from groaning. Then he collected the lantern and matches waiting by the
door and left without a noise. Once outside the house he struck a match and lit the lantern.
A soft glow spilledout and formed a bubble of warm light around Alan as he walked
through the pitchblack nighttowarRa ms gat e, t he port town where
boat was docked.

On his walk Alan had no company but his own thoughts. He had taken the dirt trail
too many times to remember, but this was his first time doing it alone. In all the years of
his life, he had been accompanied by Will and James. James would heckle Will and Alan,
and their joking made the walk seem short. Alone, it was a much longer journey.

As he came around a bend, Alan paused. Ahead of him lay Ramsgate, a pretty
seaside town that drew tourists from all over during the summer. Right now, however, it
was a city of shadows. He knew he was only a few hundred feet away from it, but he
couldn't se a single sign of life. Since the war began six months earlier, the government
had enacted a blackout. All the lights in seaside towns had to be extinguished at night,
making it more difficult for German submarines to identify British shipsridy their
silhouettes. The thoughtofbboat s circling underwater | i ke i
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skin and tied his stomach into knots. He told himself to be rational, that he should be
saféd theZephyrwas so small it would be a waste of a torpedo. Also, the seawere

full of underwater obstacles. It would be too dangerous, he hoped, for a submarine to
navigate the numerous hazards. But being rational didn't stop his nightmares of becoming
trapped underwater, frozen in darkness.

Alan strained his eyes trying see Ramsgate ahead of him in the night. He was in
full support of the blackout, but it meant he would have to snuff out the lantern before
entering the town. He took a breath, pursed his lips, and blew out the wick. Night
enveloped him. He knew he waser without the light, but he didn't feel like it.

He entered the town, still silent at this early hour. Shadows glided by in the
darkness. They were just townspeople getting an early start to their day, but there was
something ominous about their intilict faces. They could have been anybmwen Nazi
soldiers in a secret invasion. Alan shook his head to clear it of such outlandish thoughts.

Dire fantasies like these had plagued Alan in recent months, ever since both of his
brothers left home. Jameadjoined the British Expeditionary Force, and in his letters
from France, he complained that he spent all of his time digging trenches instead of
fighting NazisAs f o rwellhelditin& really know where Will was. Gone, his parents
told him, but Alandidn't beleve them. How could he be gowien Alan could hear him
whispering in his ear, telling him to be brave? How could he be gone when Alan was sure
that if he just reached out in the darkness, his hand would rest on the reassuring strength of
his oldest brother's shoulders?

Alan made his way down to the marina, maneuvering through the alleys by touch
and memory. He found his way to the slip wheredabphyrwas tied up. He had spent the
last week scrubbing the hull for barnacles, inspecting fos|eskd generally making sure
the vessel was seaworthy. Now he untied the lines securing it to the dock, and in one fluid
movement he stepped into the boat and pushed it clear of the slip. He settled the oars into
their locks and plied the waters with gengkrokes. It was easier to row through the narrow
confines of the marina. Alan waited until he approached the sea, then hoisted the main salil.
TheZephyrpulled out of the Ramsgate docks and into open waters.

In the darkness before dawn, the sea andkiidlended into a seamless wall of
black. Dread clung to the inside of Alan's chest. Years of these early morning fishing trips
with his brothers had taught him which shoals were dangerous and how a surging tide
could dash him against the rocks if he masareful. He had learned to respect the ocean
but not to fear it. Fear led to panic, and panic was a deadly waste of time when survival
depended on quick decisimnaking. No, his unease had little to do with the normal
dangers of the sea.

The first hirts of day tinged the sky. To the south, the magnificent Dover cliffs
glowed orange and pink with the sun's light. A cold gust blew down from the North Sea,
over the stern of the boat, and into the outstretched sail @etiigyras it ran from the
wind. Alan let it push him south and let out a line on his fishing rod.
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He handled the small craft with ease, even without his brotherZédptg/rwas
light and nimble, barely big enough for the three brothers when they used to scramble
around hauling up linesrslicing up grub to bait the hooks. Alone in the boat, Alan felt
like he was the last person on Earth, wandering through ruins.

Alan sailed right over where the Goodwin Sands lurked below. The same white
chalk that formed the famous cliffs also jutted barely submerged, right off the coast of
Ramsgate where the English Channel met the North Sea. The Goodwin Sands had claimed
the lives of many sailors. Wrecked ships with their treasure littered the underwater
precipice like ornaments on a Christmas.tfieeo lighthouses flashed warning beacons to
protect sailors from these perils. One stood to the south, near the big port of Dover. The
other was perched on the northeast tip of the land, and it was hédan® best friend,

S ar a .s fatherHomade operated the lighthoussd was one of the strangest, most
interesting people Alan had ever met. Now that the blackout was in effect and the
lighthouse's beacon no longer shone bright, Horace busied himself with his numerous
hobbies, including helping Sarepair whatever mechanical contraption she had scavenged
that week.

The Goodwin Sands were Alan's best defense against submarines, but there was
also a chance that he might run aground himself. He dreaded hearing rocks grinding
against the hull, but théephyrwas a shallowdrafted boat that floated on top of the water
instead of sinking in, and the terrible sound never came. Instead, there was the gentle swish
of kelp slapping against the belly of the boat. It was an ordinary sound, but even the most
ordinary things had begun to seem quite strange to Alan. One part of him knew that it was
only kelp, but another part of him coul dnot
sailors reaching upward and running their slimy, Jdai€ayed fingers alongdhottom of
the boat as it sailed by. The water was still murky at this early hour, so Alan couldn't just
look down and banish his fears. Maybe there were thousands of dead down there, clawing
their way to the surface. Like the 519 sailors oftiMS Courageouswvho died when a U
boat torpedoed it. Like his brother, Will. The dark sea could be hiding anything.

The U-boats, now there was a real danger, Alan reminded himself. No point in
making up ghosts when there were plenty of real, scary things lurkihg imater. There
could even be one out there right riowaybe the same one that sank@oeirageousand
killed Will.

Ten feet behind Alan, the water splashed. He jumped, turned midair, and landed in
the bottom of the boat, gripping an oar like a crickat ble slowly lifted his head over the
gunwal e and peeked out over the ocean, fear:i
back at him. To his relief, it was only a pelican. It must have-blorebed out of the sky to
pick up its morning meal. Alan loased his fierce grip on the oar and felt his cheeks flush
as he suddenly felt quite ridiculous. Just a pelican.

Alan decided that was good enough for his first time on the water alone. He turned
the boat upwindrad started tacking his way home.
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Zenith Missouri

ANGELA HE

WRITEGIRL CONTRIBUTOR

It was 3 am. The clothes were still spinning, tangling in pink detergent and lukewarm

water. He sat on the dirty plastic bench, his back distorted like that of a weaigobare

worker. His palm awkwardlgusped his chin, and his elbow nervously balanced on his

thigh. There was no distinct moonbeam or heaving darkness. -twotgninutes

remaining, said red. Around him, a mother wearily shepherded her children while half

engrossed in the glow of her smétpe. Top 100 Billboard played above. It was a lonely

night, one for contemplating existential crises and the problems of humanity. It was a night

you say youodll remember forever, but never dc¢
morning those thoults are too much in the Clorox sunlight.

He worried about his ailing mother, his aching back, his interview tomorrow for
graduate school. The desolate path of a classics major; half of his friends were working at
an investnent bank and the other half wenaking the sae Burger Kingandchange as
he was without the onus of a fiftgousand dollar loan. At least he weppy he told
himself. One day, he would write a memoir in his lofty Scandinavian home, complete with
chevron and cacti. One day, he woingpire students at his cozy liberal arts college.

He turned to psychoanalyze the mother in an attempt to resist the pulsing
smartphone in his left pocket. Why did she bring her kids here.at.3 @hey have school
tomorrow, he thought. And | have ari@rview tanorrow. Perhaps he should tatkthem,
but he was too tired, | i keempathaiiaén Judids a br a
today, maybe tomorrow.

He closed his eyes for a bit, cozying up on the cold bench. The clicking of zippers
and butons against the metal wringer and the woozy lavender sent him into a shallow
stupor. He still felt the nowguiet children and woman, the blue glow of her phone, and the
scent oflavanderia.(Not Greek, this time.)
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Follicular Rivalry

ROBERT KERBECK

|l would never have gotten the hair transpl an
married the same week. The whole reason for getting the transplant in the first place was

so | 6d | ook g o-thausahepbersonMeaddicguaseibtisat fall.anebarrassed

me that though | was barely thirty as well as seven years younger, we looked about the

same agé and that was before my hair had started falling out. My girlfriend of six

months, Ana, was spritzing my scalp with the follicle enhancement bprasrequired to

apply hourly when | gotis phone call late one Thursday evening in March.

ATommy, | hope you got your tux ready, o0 M
Saturday morning, dude. 0

My brother spent an inordinate amount of time trying tangdike one of the
surfers wedd grown up with in Santa Moni ca.

guy, even though he worked on Wall Street and had millions in the bank.
Ana was dabbing the excess spray along with the beads of sweat thatirad beg

popping out of my head, where, iif things wen
months.

ADond6ét worry, weoOore still gonna do the bi
reason for my silence. ABut RBehelbldoétdadt hen
Webre doing a family thing down at their pl a
away. 0

Al 6m so sorry, o0 | said, though | was real
whodéd tricked me, beat emrlifenkad somaehar doneimi | i at ed

again. How was | going to show up at his wedding when my head looked like a scene out
of a horror film, with grafted freak show hairs poking out between blotchy red abrasions
surrounded by purple scabs?

While | washatdcomptdebeéy heading in that
said if | acted quickly, most people woul dnd
thicker head of hair, but, if pressed, | could say | used Rogaine. Nobody would expect a
parttime hospital egpment salesman living in a shabby, reontrolled aprtment to
spring for a fifteerthousanedollar hair transplant.

ATommy, |l need you

to pick up Mom and Dad
me . fRachel and | are f|

yiengriimghftram MNMawJYad
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AUh, sure, o | said, despite not being sur
everyone would know. Worst of all, my brother would know.

He must have sensed my indecision because he said something nice, an infrequent
occurrene i n our relationship. Al want you to be

My brother hadndét bestowed that honor for
managingdirector boss. Being a natural salesman, however, he could tell whenever he was

losing something or someoné beforehe 6d | ost it. Growing up, he
smarted as well as faster, stronger, betteoking. The list went on and on. When Marcus
started |l osing his hair, he didndét even both
overs. He simply shavedshhead, after which he resembled Bruce Willis in his prime.

Because he was so confident, being bald didn

him from getting beautiful women, nor did it appear to matter as he worked his way up to
running the ®@ldman Sachs higholatility trading desk. But in the back of my thinning
skull, I knew that my having hair ate my brother up.

It was the one thing | had on him.

So when my mop of blond hair began to disappear, seemingly overnight, | rushed
to have thewrgery, complete with stitches in the back of my head from ear to ear, wider
thantheshieat i ng grin on Marcusodés face when he wus
lawn, drooling loogies onto me while my friends watched and laughed.

| 6d t aken ktofhfeom wonkd well, ¢he threeedays | was scheduled,

which |1 could afford about as much as the tr

my apartment . Now | had to go -eighthouys. br ot her 6
After | hung up, | pacedraund our tiny ondbedroom apartment, coming close to

walls and furniture before 16d switch direct

possibly dislodge some of the 2,675 grafts in my head.
ABaby, baby, sit, o Ancdertharestiofthelsobwstary,ed her

though | knew shedd heard everything.
AHow can | go there? How can | |l et him se
somet hing, but t her e ,h asafsa mdntheaniercobrplace. Fany pl ac e

sure, breakingthefuto | 6d cracked once before wasndét go
marched toward the flatcreen TV my brother bought for my birthday, but Ana beat me to
it.

ADon6ét you dare. o She took my hand and wa
AHe 61 | never <stiadp tad amoisnig ime,tcealrss AEvery
call, theredoll be some snide comment about m

| thought of my brother stuffing me down the laundry chute on the-tloiod of
our childhood home. | remember sliding and sliding in the dark, thengfativer ten feet
it turned out, onto a pile of laundry that scarcely cushioned the impact. It felt that way
again. The news of his mowegb wedding had knocked me loopy.

ABaby, |l 6m gonna fix it.2o
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AHow are yothis?g@oilngnotam efdi, ul sodhatémaj afopt my s k
shorter than me, could see its full gruesomeness. She took a half step back but, to her
credit, stepped forward again.
Alf you shut your mout h, Il 611 tell you.o
| relented and plopped onto the futon, the cushion sliding off its femnelid. The
futon was too worn to stay in place any longer. Whenever Ana and | watched TV, we
ended up reclined without ever really moving.

AiStay right there, 0 she said, going into
When she returned, she woammgsneerwagi ng Mr . P
thirteen, when my best friend had stolen a new one and given me thembahd wn . We 0 d
then gone into my brotherds room (empty, sin
his beloved childhood teddy bear, and ripped its eyes ouh. thatstem and bowl acting
as a nose, | 6d glued the eyes onto the pl ast
Marcus having |l eft me at a Red Hot Chili Pep

home for spring break. Our parents had boughtitkets, hoping it would be a nice
bonding experience for hito take me to my first concértexcept he met a girl at the
show and split, leaving me surrounded by seventeen thousand strangers. My big brother,
and supposed protector, had given me a twdaliar bill to get a cab home, when it cost
way more than that. Even now, it gave me great satisfaction to gaze into the-gatiged
eyes of his mangled bear.
Ana set Mr. Peeps on the coffee table in
what smelled likany most expensive weed, Psychological Damage.
ATake a hit, o6 she ofafut@h, j oi ning me on the
Ana wasnét a fan of my pot smoking, part.
apartment (and her nurseodos aeslipmchasedwa® ut fi t s
on the pricey side. She accepted, however, that in times oBcasecially those
involving my brothed nothing else would stop me from breaking things or hurting myself.
| pulled out my lighter and toked away. On and on | pulledpmyd changing with the
speed of the exploding bubbles inside the bong. As the smoke filled me, my tension
di ssipated. To make sure it didndét come back
the while staring at Anase.s | ong bl ack hair a
She gazed back at me. She could tell the inhalation had taken the edge off. | smiled
and almost rested my head on her shoulder but remembered | needed to be careful not to
knock out my grafts.

Al have the solution, 0 she said. fAYouodll

lcoughed out t hebakebdlhat illt @anldlt aeowk ari @. Eve
my brotherds wedding is going to be first cl

A Nestupidp youdl |l wear a fancymuphgudpo Oheéel kt hat
be part of your oonut flidtl,I sboo ryroouw [dn ek eferpom tRo d

Anabdbs brother taught dancing and perfor me
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wore a white fedora with black pinstripes as

remove the fedora as though he was tippinghesp t o hi s partner, but t
complete flip, ending up right under the hat

flourish. While | wouldndét be doing any si mi
the black tux | dwagwltd v evhrid ret eoch,e It oc ggwl wi t h
so euphoric that Ana had saved me, and pretty high from the weed, that instead of thanking
her or hugging her or even kissing her, | did something else entirely.

| asked her to marry me

AYou |l ook | i ke a gangster, o0 my father said w
pi mp. o

Normally, his di @ especially sinte/l &vaskchauffbueng myl me
parents to the wedding and béchkut as long as my head was covered, | was a happy
camper. The slight bruising on my face had faded to the point of being almost

unnoticeable, thanks to Anabs strict policy
off. It was painful but had achieved the desired result. Except for the monstiddiy h
by my hat, | | ooked |Iike myself. As a matter
somehow suited me, which | never wouldbéve gu
Once we were on the 405 South, bound for La Jolla, | even smiled over at my
father, who sat next to me wearingth s ame bl ack tuxedo hedd been
behind him and next to my mother, wheobéd pull
up face was hovering over my right shoulder.
AMom, be careful, | 6m wearing white. o
Al know what cnotbliad. | should mess.it upladndmake lyod wear
bl ack |i ke everyone else. Itdés called bl ack
ABut he | ooks so handsome, 0 Ana said.
In the rearview mirror | caught my mother giving a polite smile to my girlfriend,
now fiancée. Anaandiad deci ded to keep that informatic
right to upstage my brother on his wedding day.
AThank you, baby, o0 | said. fAThe white was
pl ace and she told me to get black, but | di
A Head tb bedifferent di dndét he?0 my mot her sai d.
AAl ways, o0 my father said.
AWhat 6s that supposed to mean?0 | asked.
Al't means youbre not going to match in th
| turned toward my father, the top of the fedora brushing ag#ie roof of the car,
shooting pain across my scal p. ARSo? Marcus i

of f work | ast minute, you know. 't shoul dnot
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good enough?0o

ANobody said a ywonrodt haebro ustaitdh.atf,lot m ust wo
youbd foll owed the instructions. o0

| reached for the stereo. Anything not to chance my parents reviewing all my past
failures to follow protocol: no college degree, no steady job, no-ttedeom house.

AOp] ease, none of that pot music, 0 my mot
played for all of five seconds. She was waving her hand like the sound was polluting the
inside of the car.

Ailtds not pot music,o0 | said, though Phis

APot maspotfemr, 0 my father said, turning
getting one of those secondhand highs. 0

Altés called a contact high. And | donodt

The lie seemed to take my parents by surprise. | observed Hodainging a look.

Al't could be shebdbs a good influence on yo

For an instant, | thought my mother was going to whack him. A road sign came up.
We were 105 miles from San Diego.
| woul ddébve given anyt ledbemgpathinyseata hit of t h

There was nowhere to park at Rachel ds parent
avail able space. | egh a thlad n dnty -minatepfaniimal®ris ¢ arspr
wedding would be catered likeitwas#ento f t he cent uroyme 0A Gua sbi g o
his motto. He even had it listed under his picture on LinkedIn.

| dropped off my parents, but Ana stayed with me. | found a spot a block away, and
together we walked back to the house. The sun was up nowwes past ten, and though
it was March, it was turning into a warm and sunny day. | felt myself sweating under the
hat and removed it to scratch my head.

AWhat are you doing?0 Ana said.

AHuUhh?O

AYou candt take off your t hoantothe bathtoomf or a s
to do it. But youdbre not supposed to be scra

AGot it. o

We arrived in front of -sBleMeditemadeadd udy 6s hou
decorated entirely in white. There were stars hanging everywhere anflades, too. The
color scheme madue feel better about my outfit

Marcus was inside waiting for me.
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AHey, bro, 0 he said, pulling me away from
sitcoms where people move two feet away, somehow siggitfiat no one can hear their
coner sation. AWhatdsywlobkt?h&®&aghmp 6s gonna th
supposed to be black tie formal .o

AActuall ysemibloaenlal t e Ana sai d, stepping in
wall . Al mathesens, aTboomy is the one dressed

My brother seemed at a | oss for words. He
hi m. | 6d al ways been scared ofddndwhyno@nd my p
Marcus had paid off their house, givenrthmoney for clothes and trips, and now was
getting married, no doubt soon providing them with grandkids.

AForgive me, 0 he said to Ana. Al 6m Marcus
Al 6m Ana, pimp daddydés girlfriend. 0

He | aughed. AFunny.d@retty, too. Nice wor
ACongratul ations, 0 she said.

Al 6m not married yet. Let s see how the d

Marcus led us through the house to the backyard garden, where workers were
putting the finishing touches on an opgngazebo that appeared to have been instaited
the event. People in white uniforms buzzed about, setting up food stations and carrying
bags of ice and bottles of champagne. There were even photographers taking pictures of
the preparations. Perhaps Rachel was planning to write a book on howdfs pditst-
class wedding in less than foryght hours.

My mother and father were at the bar drinking champagne when we joined them.

AThis i s magnificent, 6 my mother said, fi
Altés Dom Perignon, 0 Marcus said.
Did my brother thinkwe oul dndét read the | abel? There
bucket sitting on the bar, filled with bottles of the stuff, each with the label conspicuously
facing out.
APerfect for a warm day | i ke this, o said
ADrink up, 0 s ai atherbartebderowhdwvwes organigingateibar g
and hadnoét offered the rest of wus a drink. T

was every type of liquor known to man. God forbid my brother just serve champagne and
wine. No, he had to have a full bar fwhat was essentially a morning wedding.

AOh, sorry, o0 the bartender said, returnin
booze here. o

Al know, 0 Marcus said. Alsndét it glorious

The bartender poured champagne for Ana but had to search to find ahwaeaiis
for me. Apparentl vy, beer wasndédt the drink of
so itéd suffered from ice inequality. It did

excused myself to use the bathroom inside the house, which Ananasewode for
getting high.
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After opening the bathroom window, | detached the center of my custdened
belt, turning its buckle into a pipe. It took me less than half a minute to load a hit, this time
a strain called Mr. Hyde, and toke away.

On my wayout of the bathroom, | heard some coughing. Was someone else getting

high? I f they were, they werenodét being as st
found a man bent over in a wheelchair. It to
father Bob. It took even |l onger to realize that
sobbed without looking up.

AHey, Bob, o0 | said, but he appeared unabl

oflatest age Parkinson6s were, mauwt |be Wwas ghaldf wt
Marcus and Rachel 6s engagement party a year
AwWhat 6s all gone?0 | touched his shoul der
ATommy?o
AYeah, hey, Bob, how you doing?bo9
| coul dndét rbteough leewas thislsiekthe stilerenmembered me. His
head slumped like it was weighted, but his hand motioned for me to come lower. | dropped
down to my knees so he could see my face.
Altos al l gone, 0 he said andsitpnginfionted at t
of.
A voice came from behind us. fil shoul dbve
't was Judy, Bobbés wife. |Isiktiksdoutbher husband
dressed like a younger woman, wearing a shimmering black leather dress.
AWher ¢edsi b®0 she asked, giving me her <che
her so that | ended up uncomfortably close to her lips.
AnuUh, Il dondt know, o | said. Al found him
AShedbs probably running some errand for R
m nd pushing him outside? | need a young man
My Rachel has organized a ceremony thatoés | o
Judy squeezed my bicep but seemed disappointed. She shrugged and took offineaving
in charge of her husband.
AOkay, Bob, |l etds take a ride. o
But he was shaking his head.
ADondt you want to see your daughter get
His head rose slowly. When he got to fefitye degrees, he waved a shaky finger at
the door. fALook. O
| opered the glass door. Inside was a room that had been converted into a wine
cellar. On the walls were pictures of Bob smiling and holding wines at various wineries,
usually larger bottles like magnums. But the pictures were the only things remaining in the
room. The rest of the cellar was empty, though the cooling system was still on.
AWhat happened to your wines?o
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AShe sold them, 0 he said.
AWhy?o
AMoney. 0 Bob gave me a withering | ook. A N

His head drooped, this time lower than when | Sgsbtted him. | could tell our
encounter had taken a lot out of him, so | let him be, though | wanted to know why Judy
would sell the wines that obviously had sentimental value to him. Perhaps she wanted to
spare him the torture of having wine around thatause of his disease, he was no longer
allowed to drink. Whatever the case, it was a major buzzkill.

| rolled Bob out to the garden, and right away my brother came over.

ADude, get high Il ater. | need you. Youbore
Al wasnodot wasthelgphnghJudy with Bob. o
AOkay, good idea. Youbre in charge of him

Rachel, then keep an eye on him during the ¢
ANo probl em. o

Things happened quickly after that. At least it seerhatiway to me, because the
weed, combined with the heat of the day and the outfit | was wearing, was kicking my ass.
The fedora was driving me batty, too, as it had no ventilation holes, creating an itchy
greenhouse effect. A piano player started playmgoa whi t e Stei nway | hac
the small crowd gathered around the cpergazebo. No one looked happy to be wearing
black and baking in the sun. | hung in the back with Bob where the house provided a bit of
shade.
Il know | 6 m s ucheplaoked lmkautifd, bud she looked as stressed as

| 6d ever seen another human being. She was t
were popping out. | coul dnét bl ame her given
instructions and pushed Baolown the aisle alongside her. Everyauded andahhed at

the poignant tableau. Everything wouldbéve be

readings than in a church. At one point, the Bible was passed around so that each person
could read a sentencetwro, including me, stoned off my ass. But what caused the tumult
was when Rachel insisted her father read as well.

Bob squinted at the Bible | held out for him. | could feel the sun on its pages as if
the black book might spontanetyusombust fromthedwna t . 0Of Lhoev er,e a d .

There was a long pause as he fought the glare and the small print.

Al s. O

Another longer pause.

| wanted to yell at Marcus and Rachel that it was too much for the man, but they
were grinning | i ke i di oc¢ose, gont@meotionthavthemans t o h
was dying, possibly during the service if it continued much longer.

APatient. O
AMarcus, 0 | said from my knees. Altbdéds too
AGive him your hat, o my brother said.
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The crowd murmured and noefdiin assent that this was an excellent suggestion.
Anything that would move the proceedings along.

AWhat ?0 | felt wobbly, I|like | had that da
laundry chute and | ended up with a concussion.

ALet him wkemao. your hat,

| al most said, ABut 1tbés part of the outf
fedora. o
AWhatever, dude. Just give it to him so h

| looked at my parents, who were gesticulating like they were playing a game of
charades, where tlmswer wassive him your fucking hatAnd then it hit me. My brother
had gotten me yet again. For this moment would live forever in the minds of my family. |
would always be the selfish slacker, the loser of the family.
My brother, his head drippingwilhwe at , had a | ook | 6d seen
getting ready to go alpha male on me, storming off the gazebo to rip the fedora from my
head. | shut my eyes, waiting for the laugater the screands to begin.
But Ana moved before Marcus did, shouting in cacoplismuy rapidoSpanish. |
didndét speak the | anguage other than the bas
Southern California, but the gist of her tirade, which included Ana pointing at the sun
directly over our heads and then down at Bob, dresseflack tuxedo and practically
falling out of his wheelchair, seemed quite clear: Marcus and Rachel were terrible for
doing what they were doing. Ana grabbed the
assistant she was, wheeling Bob into the shade@widess of the house. Everyone was
stunned, but | also suspected they were ecstatic that the ceremony could move forward,
and, because Ana had done her ranting in Spanish, no one really knew what she said. Even
my brother looked relieved. He gave me apvof a smile and a discreet thumiys |
doffed my hat to him, careful not to lift it very high.

After the ceremony ended, wit misiRdac hel and
game of pickip basketball, | grabbed a glass of champagne for Ana and hdatetn
her . It took me a minute since theydd taken
in the house. Ana had removed Bobdés jacket a

He was in better shape, though quiet and hunched over.

ACl enee dtoor , 0 Ana sai d.

| did and handed her the champagne, which she took without drinking and placed
on the winestained wooden counter.

AGive him a hit of your pot. o

AWhat ?o0
AJust a smal l hit. o
AAre you serious?0 Nor mal wsed, butgetting mmy al | i n

br ot her 6 s-indawy high geerhed liké a&bad idea.
Al't helps with the shaking, o0 she said. nT
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counteract the effects of Parkinsonods. It i m

The last part | knew for fact. Pot enabled me to see the world and those in it,
especially my brother, with less bitternésand without seeking revenge for what had
occurred. If it stopped me from wanting to kill him, or, more likely, vandalize his BMW, |
could only imagine how itnight help someone with an incurable disease.

AOkay, o | said. fA0One hit. o

As | unsnapped my buckl e pipe, Bob was wa
already. o Far from being deaf or hard of hea
and was fuly onboard with the pot therapy. | loaded a small amount of Mr. Hyde and got
to my knees. He inhaled as | lit the bowl. At first, | worried he was toking too intensely,
but he handled it well.

AHol d It in, o0 | said as WseknewBdbryetlfelti nt o ea
more | ove coming from him in that instant th
That was the thing about pot that people did
Bob. We were sharing a connection, the kind most paogte too busy for.

AStill a few left, o he said, exhaling.
For a moment, | wasndt sure what he meant
wine somewhere in the cabinets underneath the empty racks? | got up to search, but Bob
was shaking his head wittrsami | e, the first 16d seen from hi
engagement party.
ANot wines, 0 he said. AGood people. o
The cellar door flew open.
AJesus Christ, o0 Marcus said, half enterin
capacity. fAWeyshbeaeffjht oyou
Al brought him in here to cool off, 06 Ana
My brother nodded. | could tell he wanted to argue, but he appeared to take note
that, wunlike me, my fianc®e wasnot intimidat
AWhat 6s that smell 20 he asked, sni ffing.
AMedi cahamar Apmaasai d. fAWe use it at my f a
il l nesses, including Parkinsonds. 0
AYou got him high? Who gave you the right
Al did. o Bob raised his head and sat erec

Mr. Hyde, but thenan seemed to have had enough of being told what to do. He lifted his
arm and held it up. It wavered only slightly.

Ana gave my brother the kind of stateo wn | 6d dr eamed of doi ng.
me a disappointed look and wheeled Bob out of the cellar.

After they left, Marcus pointed at the belt pipe sitting on the wooden counter.
AMust be nice to be high all the time. o0

| wasndédt sure i f | was coming down from t
with LSD, but being trapped with my brother blocking tle#lar exit was giving me the
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heebigjeebies. It made me want to scratch.
Al 6d definitely |Iike to be high right now
Did my brother want me to gethimstonedo o ? | coul dndét think of
rather party with less.
AYou remembdri mehd Idasdl?0 Marcus continued.
| recalled warning him not to smoke too much. Of course, he ignored me.
ARed wine and weed isnét a good combo, 0 |
AGo big or go home, right? Like the floor
concerto
Mom and Dad got wus. 0
No, | bought those tickets. | wanted to
doubted that was true, but even if it w
slipped a finger under the fedora and rubbed.
AYeah, an doutshnowboarding at Mamknoth to make up for it.
Remember the place had that game room. 0
|l 6d forgotten, but instantly fl ashe
ping pong. To make it fair, he played me with his right hand, though he wésaledted
Eventually, he beat me playing with his shoe.

A
A
I

o
—
o
<

Al want you to know I 6m not pissed, 0 Marc
Maybe you can apologize | ater. o
Even though, as wuswual, | hadndédt done anyt

hands dug under tHedora, rooting.
AWhat a ball buster you got, o0 he added.
| lowered my hands. There was something on them, whether it was sweat or pus or

bl ood, or a combination of the three, | wasn
growing from my fingertis, | reali zed 1 6d scratched out s
say?o0

ADon6t take it the wrong way, bro. Theyor

getting her picture taken. | mean, how many phbtos

| took off the fedora.

ARGo aheadke . maGeael la medo names. But donét eve
fiancé again. You got thabhro? o

|l wasndét sure which he was more shocked b
him, or the revelation that Ana and | were getting married. There was a longagause
Marcus took in the horror on my head, the hum of the condenser the only sound. When |
moved to | eave, he grabbed my el bow, AWait.o
empty wine racks, he | owered his own, Al 6m s

Was thismybrothe6s att empt at an apol ogy? Somet
And what was more remarkable, he put his hand on the back of my stitcjetder scalp,
and pulled me cl ose. AA hair transplant? Why

=y
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Two Writers Walk InaBar

EPISODE 1: DAVID L. ULIN

3 foo

EXPOSITION REVIEW; ‘.
Presents APodcast ‘_

Two erters Walk oA

Hosted By Mellinda Hensley

:_d L. Ulin

LISTEN TO PODCAST

Two Writers Walk Into a Bas a monthly podcagrom Exposition Reviewhere editor

and host Mellinda Hensley brings an author to his or her favorite bar in L.A. to discuss
liquor, L.A., and writingunder the influencef both. This podcast, the very first in the
series, is a convsationwith author David L. Ulin about his bookjdewalking: Coming to
Terms With Los Angelede discusses travel, class tours, and the way our memories
influence the view of our everyday landscape.


http://expositionreview.com/issues/vol-ii-surface/two-writers-walk-into-a-bar-david-ulin/
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Yallaha Dreams

ASHLEY ROQUE

Youcantell adiamondback at t | eagehydhkreidberof bandsonits tail. Theyshed
acoupleof timesayear, andeachtime anewrattleis added Unlessthetail breaksThen
I ta@uess.

After Mamakilled onewith ninerattle bandscoiledunderMiles andmy bedshe
startedusingthewordfi s a f Mytsgfety®Ourf a mi finandaksafety.Whentheythink
| O gteepingtheword floatsoff hersharptonguetowardDaddyandthenundermy
bedroomdoor.

Overdinnerhertonguesoftensvhenshetalks aboutmy educationakafetyin
schoolsacrosghebay. Theyaremorecompetitive.l could play football. Earnacollege
scholarship.

AiD o nbég i | Dagdyréspondsii T tb @ yodlgeight.Y o u aatimerestedn
collegeyet,r i g Bametimeshedabsa glob of butterymashedgotatoeor whipped
creamon thetip of my nosewhenthe subjectcomesup.

fdSides,if we keepthegrovestheywill behis. His safetynet.Hew o nn@edto
spenchistimeinc ol | ege. O

Mamahasalsobeenbringingup financial security atdinneralot. If we sellthe
groveswe couldmoveout from underthetin roof encircledwith rattlersthatcouldkill me
atanymomentthoughl 6 enly seenone.Mamaleansbackin herchairwhenshestarts
dreamingof anewhouse tuckinga cigarettebetweerherlips while Daddyflips openhis
silver lighter andleansacrosghetable.We could buy anewhousein SouthTampa,away
from therattlers.Daddycouldresthis backor find somedes job. Doeshewantto die at
sixty of abrainaneurys like Bill?

| think Mamapickedup all thisfi s a faedfiy @ c uatkframyhéTies.They 6r e
agroupof menin buttondownshirts,neckties andsuspenderthatstartedcircling our
placesix monthsbeforetherattlerappearedSometimesvhenl sit atthekitchentable
watchingMamacookdinner, | canhearDaddytalking with the Tieson the backporch.
While Ma m acboppingcarrotsandleaningagainsthe counterto watchthe chicken
plumpbrownin the oven,thosetwo wordsfloat throughthe screerdoorandlingerin the
housedlike F | o rslhuchidair.
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As far asl cantell, my family hasalwaysbeenin the orangebusinessMy D a d ddad $
call him Bill &causehealwayssaidhewastoo damnyoungto beagrandp@ liked to talk
aboutthe greatfreezeof 1895thatsenthis fatherfrom the FloridaPanhandleouthto the
s t abely. 8Os amap,thestatelookslike abentfinger,andw e ésmackdabin the
center far enoughsouthfrom the hardfreezesandfar enoughnorth from the Cubansn
Miami. Rightacrosghe bay,though,you canfind the bestCubancigarsandpressed
Cubansandwichedilled with pork,ham andcheesen Ybor City cafes.

16 motsureif Bill hatedthe Cubanamoreor the SunkistjackassesH e Guton
thegroundeverytime he mentionedhe jackasse$ evenin thehousewhenMamawa s n 0 t
around andwould leavethelastii svibratingon histonguefor two or threebeatsHe
saidtheyplantedthe Mediterraneatriruit fly to helptheirown damnsales Not enough
humidityin California for their orangedo plump.Not enoughuice. Sotheyhadto cheat,
sentspiesoverwith the nastybugsto destroythe Floridagroves.

Anyway, Bill taughtDaddythefamilyé buddingsecretsYou know,youc a nuétt
plantseeddor the perfectorangegold. Seeddrom sweetorangesanendup producing
fruit thatis too damnsour.Instead you haveto takearootfrom a perfectorangetree,cuta
i tindo it andtheninsertabud.T h a theslsortversion.

After Daddylearnedall the family secres, his draft numbemnwaspickedandhewas
supposedo go to Europe But the Army senthim homewhenhelost his balanceonthe
obstaclecourseJandedon his back andslippedsomediscs.Whenhe got home,he met
Mamaandtheymarriedshortlyafter &causd wasontheway. Bill wasalwaysaddingthe
lastpartbut glancingaroundto makesureMamawasout of earshotHe wasalwaysbiting
histonguewhenMamawasaroundWhenhed i d & 0 égivechim acertainlook. It dhe
look shegiveswhenMiles tracksin mudor | repeatsomeof B i | fava@rite wordslike
fidamn Buts h eaathreaterto pull B i |tdngusoutof hismouthif hec oul dn 6t
controlit.

| justthink Bill wasnotusedto womer®d that,or just scaredof Mama.Neither
Mamanor | evermetmy grandma.And sincehewasaloneandgettingolderwhenmy
parens married,Bill gavethemthetin-roof houseandthe grovesasaweddinggift and
movedundera smallertin roof on the property.But hewasoveralmosteverydayfor
dinner.After eatingl &sgueezenextto him in hisfavorite chair,the soft brownleather
pressingustight. H e detl meaboutthe grovesandhowthelandonce belongedo a
Seminoletribe; | collecttheir arrowhead$rom the creekbehindthe house Or Bill would
fill in holes,like how Miles cameto be ourdog

* * *
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Onmy first birthday,MamaandDaddyhadtheir first big fight. Daddyshowedup from the
grovesandpulledouta cardboardox with a sulfuric peescent.Insidewasasmallgray
Weimaranepuppy.My birthdaygift.

Mamasayssheknewwhatwascomingnext. The scentof peeturnedinto puddles
aroundthe houseandpilesof poopwereadded And the chewing.Thefront legsof our
oakchinacabine®d anheirloam from agrandmadownthelined andall four legsof the
woodenkitchentable. Thenwhenthewinds pickedup speedandthundershookthe
window frames Miles startedhowling. Maybet h awthyhebegansneakingnto my room
at night.

Backthen,Daddygotup at5:30a.m. tofill his belly with fried eggs,cornbread
andbaconslabspoppingfrom thecastirons k i | heaeéBeforeheadingo thegroves,

h e érackopenmy doorandwhistlefor Miles, w h o ldt dhis headandwait for the second

call beforemovingonefront pawto thefloor atatime, thensliding his belly andbacklegs
downthesideof the bedwith ayawnopeninghis mouth.T h e yakethetruck outto the

groves Miles in thebackenjoyingthe cool breezehis headwrappingaroundthed r i ver 6 s
sideandtheair partinghis lips into asmile. Daddysays thatwhile heandthe seasonal
workersproppedwvoodenladdersagainstheoranget r eleafy iranchesclimbedup, and
tossedhefruit into burlapsacksMiles restedbelowa vacanttreefendingoff the heatof

therising sun.By late morningwhenthesunhunghigh abovet h e lyeé@ddomefor lunch
beforereturningto thefruit.

Whenl wasaroundtwo, though,Daddyd ®wvo morningcallsfor Miles turnedto
three,andthenonedayMiles up andleft his spotunderthe orangetreeto walk themile
homealongthedirt roadconnectinghe grovesandour house Whenhe gothome,he
pawedthe rustedscreerdooropenandmadehis way overto his blanketbetweerthe
kitchenandtheliving room.Mamaremembershatshewasfrying chickenlegsand
drainingthe potatoesto mash.

Milesd first escapdeft Daddyrelieved.H e Gehrchedhe grovesfor forty-five
minutesbeforedriving homeandcallingMi | enamgautthewindow.H e @wkenmade
up astoryaboutMiles stayingwith the pickerssincehereally wasbetter asanoutsidedog.
But whenDaddyopenedhekitchendoor,Miles just stoodup, stretchedandwalkedover
to presshisnoseagainstD a d dlggd s

In the comingmonths sometimedMliles would stick aroundfor aride homeand
otherdaysDaddywould comehomefrustratedthatthe damndogwastoo lazyto stayout
of thehouse Mamawould laughanddrophervoiceto impersonatdiis takeon thelazy
dog.

Al t padybackior hisselfishg i fsth,eadddi T hdagwasneverfory o u . 0

* * *
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To me,Mil eshasalwaysbeenmi n anéold. A lot like Bill. WhenDaddyw a s ar@und,
Miles would climb into his brownleatherchaironepawat a time beforesitting on his butt
like anormaldog.Butthenh e teahintothec h a backéxposinghis belly, splayinghis
legsopenandslumpinghis headto theside.l t afpasitionBill would takeafterthree
platesof turkeyandmashedotatoeson Thanksgiving.The yearof the Mediterraneariruit
fly invasion,Daddywasalsoin thatpositionalot. H e @aimehome hisjeanoveralls
coveredn mud,downseverakcaramelcoloreddrinkswith ice cubesbobbingatthetop,
andslumpin thechair.Legssplayingopenjustlike Miles.

* * *

AlthoughBill told meall aboutMilesd peeingandpoopingin thehouse his howling and
evenhis escapefiome,l d o mémembemostof it. | justremembehim by my side.

Morningsareboogertime. | pull Milesdé 8oppy earstowardsmy faceto kisshis
wet, gray nose studyingthe eyeboogerghathavecollectedin the cornersof his eyes.
Restingmy palmson eithersideof Mi | dasedl asemy thumbsto dislodgetheboogers
andthenflick themonthefloor. Mamacallsit grossbut how could he seethroughall
thoseboogers?

Whenld matschoolduringtheday, Miles might go to the groveswith Daddyor
justkeepMamacompanyin the house But thenhewaitsfor meatthe endof the
driveway,underthe old oaktreereadywith abig lick anda gameof tag.

At nightwe listento the sharppinningsof rain on theroof. The soundhelpsus
sleep butwheni tré@inngreally hard,shakingtheroof, | pull the greenblankettighter
overus,roll to myright sideg andburymy headin Mi | etwoibfier thatsmellslike freshly
cutgrassandsugaryorangeblooms.

In thesummerthougl® whenthick, sticky air engulfsthe farm andthe orange
treeslook liket h e ydughtire by thesettingsurd Miles getsin atizzy whenstreaksof
lightning andclappingboomsrattleM a msoakchinacabinetHed Isif on our bedand
turn his giantWeimaranerfront pawinto anaffectionseekinghookthatleavesscratches
behind.

He loveshis hook,though,andusesit duringthundestormsor anytime hefeels
scared.

Miles is theonewho foundBill soundasleegn theleatherchair,his pipe restingon top of
thewoodensidetableandthe smellof cherrytreetobaccastill hoveringin theair.

Web domein from theyard,Miles andl, andh e godieuptolick Bil i h el | o .

Beforel knewit, his hookwasout, pulling B i | ldft eegcloserandsoftly whining. Miles
stayedby his sideuntil Mamasentusto our roomsotheycouldgetBill out of thehouse.

0
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MamasaidBill neverfelt anypain.Justa quick popin his brain,like aballoon,and
thenhewasgone.

Whenyou getold you startfalling apart.l t whgB i | blaidoppedandwhy
Daddyis alwayscomplainingabouthis back.It evenhappengo dogs.Mi | dackiegys
a r easshableastheyuseto be.He nevercomplainsbut sometimesheyjustslip outfrom
underhim andhefaceplantsinto thewoodfloor.

* * *

After Bill died,it wasonly afew monthsbeforetherattlerappearedSchoolwasalmost
outfor thesummerandMiles andl cameinsideaftera gameof chaseMiles wasalready
slowingdownby then.We o6takenafew rounds backandforth to theold oaktree.l Osthrt
by runningafterMilesto thet r ebasgandh e &ail meto thebackporchandrepeat
until hesatdown, slummingsidewaysontohis side.

After afew roundsin the yardanda restin the prickly grasswe headednsided
pastMamain thekitchenandBill 6 Eatherchairandinto my bedroomWe wereonthe
bedbeforethe shakingstarted It soundedike the maracad sometimegplayin music
class excepttheseweresteadybursts. A constantattling insteadof the choppysound |
makeduringclass.

Miles andl heldour breathto listen. After threestartsandbreaks| leanedoverthe
edgeof thebedto pee& under.Therehewas.Fatandcoiled up with therattle stickingup
betweeroneof his bodyloops.His fat triangleheadwasstickingup, too, but facingthe
oppositesideof the bed,andhis skinnyblacktonguewaspokingout, thetip splitinto aV
andcurlingupto touchthetip of hisnoseHed i dhaviediamondson his back,though.
Theyweremorelike hearts]ight greeniskbrownheartsn themiddle,with blackscales
outlining theshape.

As soonashistail startedrattling again,l shotbackup ontothebed,grabbedMiles
by the neckto protecthim, andholleredfor Mamato come.My screanonly madethe
snakemadder his tail shookfaster andl swearhehissed.

Mamad barefootstepgploppedalongthewoodfloors assheranto my room.

AWhatisi t Feovoicetrailedwhenshegotto thedoorway,thebrownbunonthe
backof herheadcockingto thesideto listen.l t sdrsethingMliles doeswhenl teachhim a
newtrick like dancingon his backlegsor howto speak.

Al t ulderthebedMama.A bigr at tl sam.r , 0

|16 Indverforgethereyes.Theysquintedsotight togethen almostc o u | séethé t
greenanymoreandthensprungwide openwith hermouth,sortof like afirecracker
bursting.

Within a split secondshedroppedo herkneesto checkoutthe coiledrattlerss split
tongue
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During all this, Miles stayedcalm. Like | said,eventhenhewasgettingold. He
justlay onthe bedcockinghis headbackandforth to watch.Mamapickedherselfup from
thefloor andsteadiechervoiceinto awhisper.

AYou needto stayrealquiet. Andd o mmotv ehesaidwhile backingherselfout
of theroom. Shemusthaveheadedo the outdoorshed@ausd heardthe creakof the
porchscreerdooropenandslowly shutbeforeit wasopenedagainandMamawasbackin
thedoorwaywith aflat-tippedshovelin herright hand.

Shewalkedontheballsof herfeetandin ahushedvoice orderedMiles andme
overto thefoot of thebed.

fAYou gofirst. Quietly. Miles will follow b e h i shesgidwhile standingatthe
b e dendsTheveinsin herhandswerepulsingasshegrippedthewoodenhandle the
s h o vheddibweringa foot abovethefloorboards.

Alf therattlermoves,l haveh i m. 0

| incheddownthebed,my butt sliding alongthe greenblanket.

Thesnakewassilent,evenas| ploppedonefoot onthefloor, thenthe secongdand
ranto thedoorway.But the saund of my feeton thewood musthavestartledhim andhis
tail wasgoingagain.

AFurtherb a ¢ Mamasaid,the quivergonefrom hervoice.fi t o nvartthim
strikingatyouwhenMilesr uns . 0

Sheclicked hertongueon theroof of hermouthandcalledMiles to theendof the
bed,theshovelstill readyto snapthes n a kheadif helunged.

Miles slowly stoodup, hoppedoff the edgeandwalkedtowardsme.That shen
Mamasighed andsheorderedmeto closethedoor.

AYoud o méetito seethis, andl don énhéedeitherof you gettingb i shesaid.

| didnd wantto shutit, but | neededo keepMiles safe.Mamamusthavebeenin
therefive or tenminutescoaxingtherattleroutd tappingthe shovelonthegroundto get
thesnakemador justto gethim from underthebed.Miles andl alsoheardtherattle start
andstopseverakimestill therewasoneloud bangonthefloor, thenanotherandanother.
Therearestill dentsonthefloor wheretheshovelwentthroughthes n a keck. s

By thetime Mamaoperedthedoor, his headwasoff but his bodywasstill jerking
around.Thensheusedthe shovelto protectherselffrom the headasshesteppedaround
andorderedusto stayout.

AYour Daddywill cleanthis upwhenhegetshome.Wec a m@anythingright
now. He canstill biteforawhi | e. 0

Decapitatedsnakesarealot like zombiestechnicallydeadbut theycanstill bite
andkill you.
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In the Seminoldanguagetherearethreenamedor orangedasedn how theytaste.
Yallahais for sweet ones,Yallahasempas for the sourfruit, andYallahoochendor the
onesthatleaveabitter flavor in your mouth.

A few weeksaftertherattler,whenthe Ties convincedthe Smithsto sell off their
grovesto makeway for the YankeehousingdevelopmentDaddytookto callingit the
bitter Yallahoochenaleal.But Mamalingersoverthedinnertableforking hermashed
potatoesvith onehand,athin, white cigarettein the other,tellinghimtofi s h o && h .
her,it is asweetdreamherYallahadream.

Thebattleof the Ys hasbeengoingon all summemow. Daddysaysthe Tiesjust
wantto takeabulldozerto thehouseandgrovessothattheycanput up newhouseghat
will all look thesame Ourtoweringoaktreeswill bereplacedwith sidewalksmaybe
Bill6 eld housedestroyecanda swimmingpool putin its place.Ourlong dirt driveway
andthegroveswill bereplacedwith blacktar.

But Mamalikes to remindhim thatthis is whathappensDoeshewantto tradein
his truck for ahorseandcart?Besidesmovingmeandinancial security,plusa U-shaped
kitchenandair conditioningin anewhouse.

Everytime their voicesgrow louderdiscussinghe decision Miles justdigs his
hookinto my thigh sohe cannuzzleup.

Al t okayb o yltelbhim. A T h e jusbtrael Ki ng. O

Realfights aresavedfor hushedvoiceswhenwe goto bed.

To tell youthetruth,16 motsurewhichY campl 6im

Thecreamy sweetscentof orangeblossomsandthe chatterof pickersduring
seasorarehome.Like theping of therain on ourtin roof; theyarebothgivens.Both
lingeringin the sticky air beforesinkinginto your pores.Theymakesummersummer.
Plus,I d o rkidow if Miles would behappyonthebig city streets.

But anewhousewith cold air andkids my ageseemsyoodtoo.

| think Miles would really missthe sweetscentof orangebloomsin spring.
fiBetterthanabig glassof w h i s Rillyusealto say.

Miles andl canspendhoursunderanorangetreestaringup atthe blue sky while
elephantgurninto tigersin the cottoncandyclouds.White blossomsabovedecoratehe
treebranchesHereandtherethe white petalsrain onto our facesbeforesettlingbetween
thefat bladesof Bermudagrass.

Itd probablyabit like snow,exceptotcold. Pluswe hav e rbéebableto build a
snowmarwith the petals,thoughw e 6triedd Miles pushingthe pilestogethemwith his
nosewhile I try to form aball with my hands My snowangelattemptsarea bit better,but
theflowery scentlingersin my hair for two days,evenaftera goodscrubbing
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AlthoughMiles almostnevergoesto the groveswith Daddyanymore] 0 afraid
leavingheremeansh e inidsthecloudsandtheremainingscentof B i | pipéthsatstill
lingersin thehouse.

Web dlsomissthewatersincethe goodbeachwould betoo far awayfor a Friday
nightswim.Wheni t ndtpicking seasonsomeFridaysMamafries up somechickenand
packsit upin awicker basketalongwith potatosalad.We pile into thetruck, Mamaand
Daddyin the cab,Miles andl in theback,anddrive to wheretheroadendsandthe white
sandstarts.

| stripdownto my trunks,racingMiles pastthe greenbushesaindthe few spiky
palmtrees,andinto the greenishblue waves.We canspendhoursbobbingup anddown,
while thered sky sinksthe suninto thewaves.

Bill saidsomepeoplecard swim. Neverlearnedchow. Butoncey o u fearred)
figureyous h o u hasetod@d without.
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DressUp Is a Wishful Game

PHOEBE YEOH

Jiali is two smells away from home. Heresyare always shut tight by this point in the ride

to abate the motion sickness caused by the lurch of her bus and the titter of her classmates,
but she can tell that they have just passed the untrustweatiyendor, who is grilling

rancid meat again.hie fragrance of freskway teowdrifts by, and she opens her eyes,

pulling her nose away from the slit in the window.

fJalan lka ©

Shejerks her schoolbag over her shoulder and shifts to estaaltling position at
the edge of her seat. Her body lurcheesd she stumbles down the aisle, catching her
balance just as the whining of the brakes dies away.

The bus driver, a fat middiaged Hindu who spits out the window, glares up at her
from beneath his eyebrows. Jiagnores him, shoving herself off thei® before her
classmates can do it for her. Tonight she starts working the evening shift from 19:00 to
mi dni ght, taking b e \kapiticandHer eldestthretheg wh@at her f at h
previously held the post, has been forced into retirement by themtpago that he can
study for his upcoming @evels.

Leaping up the tile steps of tkepitiam she weaves through the food vendors
setting up for the evening rush. She wants to take off the itchy skirt of her school uniform
and study as much as she bafiore work. If she wants to beat her younger brother, who is
currently competing with her to be the Child Who Shall Be Sent Overseas, she absolutely
has to up her scores in Mandarin. The U.K. or U.S. is too expensive a stretch, but her
parents have saitiat they can afford Taiwan.

Her mother, who runs tHavay teowstand at the back, casts a handful of dried
shrimp into her wok in preparation for the next baficdli veers towards the stairs. A
large spatula, dripping lightly with oil and bits of noedéwings out to block her path.

Jizl i exhal & oharshly. i

AYour skirt wild.l flip up! I f yoou run so f
emphasis, spraying bits of oil ontodia 6 s uni form. Two seconds | at
spatula to scooplaeap ofkway teowonto an orange melamine plate. The fragrant steam of
hot fried noodles envelops diai 6 s f ace, al most as good as a h

AJiak. Bler mother shoves the plate towards her and turns back to her wdrk. Jia
tugs the irritating skirt furthesdown her waist and rushes to the private family table, where
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they linger to do homework or watch TV during slow periodslJiaés el der si ster
on the edge of a plastic stool, separating ringgetdenominatiordefined stacks.
Jiali pulls somechopsticks from a container and begins tossing noodles into her
mouth, exhaling harshly whenever she needs to prevent the hot oil from burning her
tongue. Her sister begins slamming the ringtyatn a bit harder.

ASt kekoids st i | | n ootv whythay mmake rbecda lastwork when he
dondt even bother to study! o
Jizl i shrugs sympathetically. AProbably out

have already decided that their oldest daughter is best suited to take disenthben
they retire. Koko, as per his right as firstborn samiJl hopefully gain entrance to a local
university and become a clerk somewhere, working long hours that will keep him too busy
for silly thoughts.

AJi! o

Jiali turns to see her younger brother rushing towardmttvith his own plate of
noodles and his slightly moldy copy Gfeat ExpectationdHe nudges Ji& hard.

ABa says you should go see him. o

Jiali is already irritated with him for having a bony elbow and for finding the copy
of Great Expectationsvhich she hadhidden in her underthings. He is becoming too smart
for comfor® she will have to start working harder.

fiHamiaw 0 She slides off her chair with her
her brother a bit as she brings her dish to the back roenfakher is checking inventory
off a yellow paper pad. When he sees her, he pulls a grape Fanta from one of the boxes.
Jiali twists it open, pausing in between gulps as the bubbles sear her throat. Her father
watches silently, and she glares up at him.

iWhat ?0

AYou bring the drinks tonight?o0
AYeah?o

A Got paolang Difefent from daytime people. Most okay, but some not.

Anyone fishy comes, you ask whether you can serve ohab®
Jial i 6s frustration with hmanageskoibabtheri s bor de
head up and down. After receiving her hgad of dismissal, she tosses the empty Fanta
bottle into the rubbish bin, rinses off her plate, and runs upstairs.
Skirts have always made her feel overly exposed, and the uncomfortalrig feel
she has when wearing them has deepened recently, though she cannot explain why.
Stripping off the uniform, she changes ikttka sld clothes: a comfortable old-ghirt
and shorts. Exhaling harshly, she starts pulling books out of her schoolbagwtsde fet
hours of intense study, when she can wear whatever she wants and be alone to read and
dream of leaving Malaysia, are the only times when she feels at ease.

* * *
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Jiali flings her rag down on the counter and pours herself a cup of cdé&y lveater. The
evening crowds busier than she is used to. Young adults, still wearing their thin office
polos, have come in for their dinners and subsequent midnight snacks. At the request of a
table of diehard fans, a football game is playing on thalwnounted flat screen. Nobody
el se is paying particular attention, now tha
championship.

A woman in a pink dress emerges from the humid night air, hair teased into a
towering beehive on top of her head. She asctmsteps, illuminated by the fluorescent
lights,andJid i chokes on her |l ast gulp of barl ey.
accentuated with makeup, are unmistakably those of a rraddieé man.

Pondan Jiali is used to seeing the Malay versspavho dortudongsin the
marketplace to mask their distinctly male voices or linger too long in the alleyways, clad in
scanty western clothing. This person, however, pulls up a stool in a prominent corner,
arranging his long skirt gracefully around him.

fiShht Ba-bal 0

Her father glances up from his coconuts:IUjarks her head in the direction of the
pondan The last time she saw omethe markether mother had grabbed her hand and led
her the long way around.

After a long look at th@ondan herfather glances back at diagiving a slow,
cautious nodShe stalls for extra time by weaving around tables the long way. Her parents
are busy preparing noodles and drinks for th
normally would, to chastideer sluggishness by yelling across the room. Three steps
before she reaches thendanshe takes a deep breath, preparing her most professional
voice.

AOrder ?0

AiSomekway teowpleaseDo you still have freskopi? 0

His accent is textbook British, ideadl to the audiotapes she listens to in her
advanced English class. Jiai swal |Kopvgso th.ad d. i

As soon as she says it, she knows she has blundered in more ways than one. Her
father typi cal lkopitht tate at night, andrhely lmyjudt rure caithof
instant Nescafé. Then she blunders again.

AName?o

Thepondantilts his head sideways. He looks up atldfar a few seconds, makeup
sweating off the creases of his eyelids, the false hair of his beehive slumping over.
Suddenly, he dls his lips back to reveal a dazzling smile. His teeth are white and
completely genuine.

fizara. O

Jiali nods and scurries back to her father. Her family has told her never to get
involved in personal matters with customers, but she had just been wondeeihgr she
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should address tipondanasma 6 arsir. Clothes and name aside, Zara was still
biologically ahe That was the way things were.
When she names the last order, her father blanches.
A F r keopitannot! Already finishedsiu di 8ler little brother glares up from his
book. AGo get some Ne shichiftake aare ofthbcustomerx t door

Jial i runs to her mot hekwdyseos balZhranvnd c¢ctabt iec
Normally when she gets herself into these sorts of stis finds some way to blame the
customerSosoH ee Sir, coul dndt -styenEadglishShe setstthe your We s
pl ate down, picturing Zarab6s polite, dazzlin

A We 6 r e kopi. My brothér is fetching Nescafé for you. Sorry for the
inconvenience. 0
She runs over the sentences; everything had been grammatically correct. Though it
lingers on the tip of her tongue, she does not add on theSuord
Zara pulls the plate across the table. As he chews, his mouth twists in pleasure.
iSedap My god. Just what | needed. 0 He inserts
dress, prodding his padded breasts. The table of football fans screams as Australia scores a
goal. Paper flutters against her hand. It is artegget note.
ARegar kopnigt &shenot ad pZaorba ewn tahtd raadws a mani
his eyeshadow creasing as he smiles again. i
Adia-li kam meh lai pang o
Jiali blinks and whirls around quickly, stuffing the ringgether pocket. As she
starts workon the large pile of dishes that her mother needs washed, she makes a mental
note to spit in Zarads Nescaf® once it i s ma
She hates being callgirl.

Thepondanreturns on one of the hottest nights of the year. Celiéing whir at tp speed.
Customersd tempers have crept up -sugperh t he hu
suppers and badmouth Malay politics, bosses and meathas to whomever will listen.

Jiali is scouring tables when she sees the beehive hairdo. A cadteenflashes
through her torso. She wipes her sweat away with her rag and begins making her rounds,
gl ancing at Zarab6s face. He seems calm, his
she left in the bottom of his cup had dissolved, undetected.

As she comes closer, she notices that Zara is playing with a small assortment of
containers on the table in front of him. Of all things, gbadanis reapplying his makeup
in public. Clearing her throat, she approaches his table.

AWhat you want ?0

Zarafi cks a mascara wand through his | ashes
for the spittle. o
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His British accent cuts through the din of Kmgpitiam ringing louder than an
argument being held several feet away. Stiffly;lUratreats to the back of¢éhroom. Her
father alternates between refrigerators, breathing heavily as he locates cans of soymilk and
chrysanthemum tea. Jlidbegins scooping ice into cups to help him along, sneaking
occasional looks at Zara. Why has he come back? Is he goint) tmutagall thepolis?

When her father finishes loading up the drink traylilkarves them in a different
order than she normally would, so that she ¢
time to apologize. After handing off her last pdicoconuts, she sets a mug of hot water
down in front of Zara, tucking a Nescafé package and small steel spoon onto the side of the
saucer.

ASo sorry for | ast time, 0 she murmurs, tu
see any incriminating emotiomsn her f ace, should they gl ance
straight. o

She holds her breath as Zara peers into the clear, steaming water. At last, he rips
open the package, delicately pouring the Nescafé powder into his mug and swirling the
mixture with hisspoon. He looks up at Jia

fAispl ease. 0O

Jiali runs to scoop some ice into a bowl. When she returns, Zara begins dissolving
the cubes, one by one, in his Nescafé, stirring carefully after each additibrshidiaes
her hands into her pockets. Papk she should just leave. There are other customers to
attend to, and theondanmay not come again
Al was just |ike you when | was a boy. o

When | was a boyshe jerks her head up.

ADIi dndt respect others O6caustlettetaftadi dndt r e
went overseas. Thatdés when | started doing t

Jiali sounds out the impeccable English in her head, trying to imagine what this
pondanhad looked like when he was younger. Had he chosen to dress like a woman
because has a boy, had felt the frustration she feels every day as a girl? Every time she
puts on her uniform in the morning and notices her hips growing rounder and wider, flesh
erupting out from the comfortably flat chest she used to have, she suddenly wacks to
things, destroy things, hurl them against the wall. But she holds back, because she knows
her mother will not treat her like her brothers, will punish her more harshly, because she is
a girl.

ASo why come back?o

Zara removes the spoon from the mwatching the Nescafé swirl before lifting
the cup to his lips. Across the room, a man in a red shirt bangs his mug against the table,
yelling for a refill. Jiali squeezes her hands into fists. She watches Zara drink, waiting for
a response.

AtlastZaras et s hi s mug back down on the saucer
could make it as a performer and businessper
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gaze intensely on the bitof Neschfe f t i n the cup. AThings here
makethem change. 0O

Adia-li! O

Her mother thrusts her spatula in the direction of the angry customer. The glazed
|l ook |l eaves Zarabs eyes and he pushes his st
madamg o depart! o From his padermghetbilfaadast s, he |
hands itto Jid 1 . ARKeep the extra. N &kwal teawiasne | 6| | b

very good. 0O
The angry customer begins yelling obscenities ali diace she arrives, but after
picking out the fact that he wants more barleyev, she tunes out the rest of what he is
saying. Her father has heard the obscenities and shoots her warning glances, but she
ignores his gaze.
She starts scooping more barley intothe dup.i ngs dondét change unl
them changeThe noise of thkopitiamhas become a distant buzz, and she can feel her
heart beating rapidly in her chest.

Jiali closes her bedroom door, muffling the sounds of scraping woks and gossip, and lays
her books open on her desk. The chair scrapesegsudls it out. If anyone comes up, she
will be able to drop into it and immediately feign studying.

I n the corner of the room are some trunks
packed away for her to grow into. Jiapens the one on top, looking fanything that
appears distinctly female. Near the bottom of the stack she finds al@nkgsanmwhich
Jiali last remembers from last Chinese New Year.

She lays theheongsanover the back of the chair. The room she shares with her
sister, a repurposatioset with no air conditioning, is one of the hottest in the house. Still,
she shivers as the pink silk grazes her skin. Her fingers fumble to secure the button of the
high neck, and she holds her breath as fabric wraps around her throat.

She rotates téace the flooilength mirror, scanning her reflection. Her face burns.
Despite the heavy, awkward bumps her body has developed and the visible tenseness of
her shoulder muscles, tbheongsanits perfectly. She can imagine her family telling her
that shdooks beautiful, her mother and sister encouraging her to wear it for their next big
occasion.

She grabs at her throat and pulls. The button pops off and falls to the floor. Hands
shaking, she jerks theheongsandown and off her ankles, running to heesker to find a
clean pair of her el ehkirtisbaggy masking thesshapd otflherc | ot h e
body, and the pants hit right below the knee. They are faded and comfortable and do not
carry the murky, effeminate smell that all of her owntwsthave developed. As she pulls
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a woven belt tight around her waist, however, her sense of comfort does not return as it
normally does when she changes after school.

In the back of her mind, she knows that she had been hoping for some sort of
miracle, hat maybe wearing the dress would magically transform her and make her feel
normal in her body again. Now she wishes she had never tried it. Zara is lucky. He can

choose to live |ife as a female, whereas she
wear things she doesnét want to wear. She wa
the tender lumpy breasts that now weigh her down. She wishes she could be stronger and
faster, not sl ower and rounder . ayShatetiswi shes h
now.

She whirls around, scrutinizes her reflection again. Limp from sweat, tousled from
changing clothes, her hair is getting too long. Most girls wait till their hair is barely
compliant with school regulation before reluctantly cutiiregain, using every
opportunity to accessorize with clips or headbanddi diants her hair trimmed close to
her head, like her brothers, but her mother claims that her face is too broad for it to look
attractive.

She glances over at the top draweheif desk where the sewing supplies are kept.
In two quick steps, she pulls it open and locates a large pair of iron scissors. She last used
them when helping her mother to cut out cloth for curtains, and they are easier to wield
than she remembers.

Scoding her chair and rubbish bin up to the mirror, she measures out a length of
hair with her fingers. Drawing it between the blades, she snips. The pieces fall neatly into
the rubbish bin. She exhales, blowing stray bits off her face, and sections off more.
Another piece, another piece. She almost forgets to breathe as more bits of hair flutter to
the floor.

Someone pounds on the door-lieatches her own reflection in the mirror. Half
of her hair now falls in jagged pieces across her scalp, while thiearggs limply on the
other side of her head. It looks horrible. She grabs what remains of her longer hair and
shears it off in two quick snips, tossing the hanks into the rubbish bin.

AJ-i ia? o

Her fatherdéds voice echoessfafltotharlooo,onesi de t h
blade narrowly missing her foot. She runs to the door and opens it a tiny bit, positioning
herself so that only her eyes are visible through the crack. Her father taps his wrist
impatiently.
Did you not hearofyoduirs hmeost hteor ?waGoht. ol ot s
Cannot. o

fAiya,no time for dillyd a | | y ! Come down. O

ANo. 0 She tries to push the door <c¢l osed,
open, and she stumbles backwards, feet slipping on the wooden floor. Her father enters,
making asound as though he is about to yell. Then he sees her. The noise from his throat

A
A
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dies away. Jii follows his gaze around the room, from the rippgbeéongsanto the fluffy
black piles scattered in front of the mirror.
AWhere are thetlastutters?0 he asks a
Dumbly, she fetches them from the floor. Her father slips his fingers through the
handles and grasps her shoulder. As he reaches out, blades pointed towards her, she braces
herself, tensing her thighs in case something makes impact and sheumasltee cold
iron hovers near her face, but does not contact skin. Soon, she hears the gentle clipping of
the scissors at the nape of her neck, the blades tugging gently at her scalp.
She blinks hard and swallows back tears.
Hair continues to flutter dowfrom her head. Briefly, she fights back panic as she
realizes that she might have just lost her chance at university. However, there is no anger in
her fatherdés motions. The rhythm of his cuts
AStil | n oBut better than befo e d o
He turns away, picking stray hairs off the blades. Cautioushj dxamines
herself in the mirror. To even out the jagged pieces, her father has trimmed her hair to be
only several centimeters long, much shorter than what she had originally wargethe
patches the hair sticks in humid clumps. In others it juts out like the pinfeathers of a newly
hatched bird. With her brotherods clothes on,
down on the insides of her lip. No matter what, she cdehber father see her smile.
ATel | Ma you couldnét stand the weight. R
loosely in emphasis, but his voice is drawn tight. He fetches the broom and dustpan from
the corner of the room. dlascrambles onto her feet, twhenever she tries to reach for
them he angles away.
AYou are smart girl, o0 he says, as he coll
you talk too long with thgbondan Stop,hal?That man no good. 0o
Her name is Zara)iali wants to shout, bt er f at her 6s voi ce sounct
instead. Her father dumps the hair into the rubbish bin, pats her stubbly head.
A Wi | biuditeol Ido di shes. You, stay here unti/l
Jiali shuts the door behind him. Tleeeongsanms still lying in a crumpgd heap,
and she shakes off the stray hairs and puts it back into the trunk, tossing the button in next
to it. She closes the lid, hiding thbeongsanfrom view, and feels a strange sense of
relief.
It will still be terrible, wearing her uniform skirt ®chool and being forced to wear
dresses. But at least her hair is lighter, and even though she is still at unease with her body,
she is beginning to understand. Now, she can sense what Zara had neemgsand
what she needs to do about it.
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The sky threatensrain. Jiai 6 s uni form skirt clings to her
kopitiam At least her hair is not sticking to her neck, and she no longer has to sweep it out
of her eyes.

Her mother hates her new haircut. She forcedi d@pin little butterfly clips in
before leaving for school to damphasize the broadness of her face. Her classmates gave
her contemptuous looks throughout the day, but she no longer cares. If she leaves Malaysia
behind, with all her classmates, she casdhowever she wants, be the person she wants
to be, and wondét have to worry about what an
The television is set to a Hindi soap opera, but the wailing of the +eyey lead
actress has been muted. Her mother is furiously frying an unutaraybatch okway
teow and does not even look up as-llipasses. Next to her wok are the red and white
china plates, reserved for special instances.
A J-i iaHemwfather snaps his fingers, beckoning her over. Emptying a bottle of
water into a glass$e places it onto an overloaded tray and shoves it at her.
AQui ck, qui c kKkgopigaestdtheshokeglongjFaw sitn t he grey
fiKopi? But da d6s after
Al Aiyal Justgo!l 0 He spins around kepndid&li begi ns frot
carefullyadjusts the tray, scanning the room. The businessmen are clustered at one of the
large tables in the back, which has been draped over with a red tablecloth.
A woman bumps past Jla splashing liquid from the drinks onto her uniform.
A S h Uiali'saisthe tray down on an empty table and grabs a rag from the counter,
scrubbing at the front of her shirt. The woman frowns, stopping to stareliafiodia few

moments, and continues wal king towards the b
a middleaged man weaing a gray suit and pink tie.
The man turns towards Jiai 6 s general direction, | aughi

companions have said. His eyes crinkle, and suddenly she Botcesaybe imaginés
the traces of sparkling eyeshadow.
fizara? o
Thebsi nessman slings an arm around the wom
playful response to whatever joke he had been laughing ditcaianot make out what he
says, but she recognizes the British accent.
Somewhere across the room, one of her parentsshagder tkah mehhurry up
and serve before the ice melts andkbpi grows cold. Reluctantly, she picks out the
shortleg-longjaw and begins setting down beverages in order. Zara has okagied
freshly made this timeShe picks up the saucer, livif herself not to tremble. As she
makes the arc from tray to table, however, her wrist weakens, and a small pudie of
splashes onto Zarab6s | ap. The woman in the b
back as though she has been burned.
ACI umgy 'g Watch your <c¢l ot hes, Ri chard! o
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Zara is already using a pock®rze pack of tissues to mop up the spill. When he

finishes, he deposits the saturated paper onto the sidelofiJas tr ay and | ooks
fAiyall t 6s you! You |fledial ido s flreaiemtwiot Hea rdid mj
good girl, this one, 0 he ewayteanrorrihss partbsfHer f a mi
town. o
AShe | oodonel i Okenkrowf the men observes.
Zara | aughs. @AGot a hair cuikellsaverateribld he | as

influence on the youth. o

fizahlah so funnyyouAl ways making jokes! o The men |
hands down on the tables. The drinks tremble, and thunder rumbles, followed by the rapid
patter of rain.

Man-who-lookslike-Zara saysomething about a new performance venue, but Jia
l'i doesndét wait to hear the r es.Fromtihhte goes b
time she pinches the flesh of her wrist and watches it turn white, then red as she releases it.

A J-i ia. dathéf elaces a hand on her shoulder. His voice is concerned, but when
Jiali searches his face she does not sense sympathy. He has not recognized Zara.

AGo &iedictan help for now. o

Her younger brothgpasses by, balancing dishes of soy saumcefried anchovies
on hi s aashhGustonfeiprpeaaitd everything by card. o6 He
and waltzes over to the tables, asking each and every one of the businessmen if he could
assist them with anything else.-liturns away, fetchingdr schoolbag. From the corner
of her eye, she spots the businessmendés tab
been signed by a Mr. Richard Koh.

She retreats to the back room, weaving through the boxes of drinks, and unlocks
the door to the alievay behind her house. The smell of gutter and wet mud diffuses into
the room. Taking off her shoes, she lowers herself onto the doorstep, splashing in the
puddles with her bare feet. For some reason she no longer cares that her uniform will get
dirty, orthat her mother will beat her for ruining it, or that she will be forced to give up
Fanta for a month to pay for a new one.

Her vision blurs, and she smears her arm across her eyes. She opens her schoolbag
wher e her b rGoettgectatonsduaripdyalormdide her homework. The
cover has a stylized depiction of the main character, Pip. Rain splashes onto his suit as she
pulls the book out, and she wipes the droplets away. She has read as far as the part where
he inherits money and goes to Londord had been dreaming of herself in that situation,
as Pip, wearing a suit, leaving his old life behind.

Using her big toe as a stylus, she writes the characters of her name in the wet
sediment.Jia-li. Then, very slowly, carefully, she toes the ndP@next to it. She re
reads the two names, toying with the way they sound in her Jiedd.Pip. Jia-li Pip.

Zara.
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Zara was not a woman. He was a man playing drpsand she was still 3la
Why had she thought she could be anything but a girl ndmadi@ She smears the ball of
her foot across the names, scrubbing them into the ground until she feels the sting of raw
skin against sand.
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Heaven o Earth
SHIRIN ABEDINRAD

Shirin AbediniradHeaven on Earth2014. Sitespecific mirrorinstallation in Trevizo, ItalyCourtesy of the
artist Photo © Shirin Abedinirad
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Shirin AbediniradHeaven on Earth2014. Sitespecific mirrorinstallation in Trevizo, ItalyCourtesy of the
artist. Photo © Shirin Abedinirad



