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THE HERO OF CHAMPIONNE (EXCERPT)

(This scene appears as chapter 3 in the novel, “The Hero of Championne”.  At this point in the story, three goddess sisters have stumbled on a beautiful meadow made by their father, Creation.  The sisters protect the meadow and make in it a village called Championne.  Nevertheless, the village comes eventually to be robbed of its peace and innocent light by the evil demi-god, Meminon.  In this scene, one of the goddesses, Curiosity, returns to the village in order to see what is the matter.) 

Upon having passed unharmed through the passageway of light, the goddess Curiosity found herself at the edge of Championne.  Immediately the goddess was caught up in an immense feeling of dismay, for although yet radiant, the city clearly had become somehow less illuminant.  The breeze had lost entirely the warmth of its youth, and Curiosity was obliged to draw up the soft hood of her cape.  She never had known the chattering cold to dwell within the meadow, yet she shuddered as the temperature of the wind drew the pink from deep within her cheeks.

As Curiosity made her way deeper into the first of the city streets, she was forced to cover her sensitive nose against an odor most displeasing.  Being a goddess, Curiosity was not accustomed to being exposed to such blatant impurity.  Curiosity was left admittedly confused, for although she and her sisters indeed had permitted members of the human race to enter Championne, those mortals who had entered the valley had been of pure heart only and could not have become the origin of the now present and disturbing impurity within the city.  Nevertheless, Curiosity had sensed such an atrocious and conspicuous fault only once before, and that had been after a quite accidental exposure to the most malicious side of the human species.    

The face given to Curiosity by means of Invention’s magic was indisputably of far less attractiveness than that of her natural blessing.  Nevertheless, her new features yet were exceedingly more beautiful than any of the species she intended to imposter.  As a consequence, the goddess, despite having been so handsomely disguised by her sister, Invention, was unable to travel a very great distance before the inhabitants of Championne began to take an unwanted notice of her.    It was not long at all before the presence of the deity began to cause a very noticeable disturbance within the valley.

A Mordock—one of those birdlike creatures known throughout the earth for their extraordinary loyalty—peered down from its treetop home and inspected the goddess with much internal chatter.  Immediately afterward, a Honeai stopped directly in its own scattered tracks, grunted quickly with a sneeze, and permitted not its five eyes to leave the stranger as she passed.  Curiosity recognized the mark of her blessing upon the inhabitants of Championne, for not a single being could resist the urge to stare at her from all directions.  Though the goddess feared the creatures not, she dared not cause them to scatter by means of magic.  She wanted none of them to know yet her true identity, but her hesitation caused the goddess to be quite effectively surrounded.  A very large Hedononian stepped abruptly into her path, and Curiosity was caught quite off guard.

The Hedononian was incredible in size even for his species, for he towered a good head and shoulders above the delicate form of the goddess.  He stood near enough to the deity that the scent of his musk reached easily her feminine nostrils, and Curiosity's expression contorted involuntarily in disgust as the creature itched beneath the long matted fur of his chest.  The lips of the Hedononian curled into an awkwardly violent smile, and a high-pitched shriek of shock escaped from the throat of Curiosity as the creature thrust out a mangy pair of hands.  With lightening speed worthy even of the gods, the Hedononian clenched tightly the upper arms of 

his newfound plaything, then snatched Curiosity away from the numerous onlookers and into a

nearby hutch.

Due to a conspicuous lack of windows, the hutch nearly was void of light within, and Curiosity blinked her now human eyes rapidly as they adjusted to the sudden change in her surroundings.  The little light that did exist within the small, one room house radiated from a fireplace in which the fire had all but gone out.  Though the walls of the dwelling were thick and served well as protection from the icy wind, they were yet as cold to the touch as the breeze that so readily caressed them.  In the center of the room in front of the fireplace was positioned a worn yet finely crafted table of wood, and upon it sat several abandoned plates, bowls, and goblets for drinking.  Curiosity noticed the latter items quite gratefully, for despite the distance that lay between the items and the goddess, she could sense easily that they yet were warm from a meal only barely finished.  The creature that lived inside the hutch had been absent but a moment, and Curiosity realized that she most assuredly would be provided an advocate against the Hedononian.

Much to the disgust of Curiosity, the Hedononian grunted a lustful laugh of imaginative pleasure, then began to sniff very greedily indeed the garments of his beautiful captive.  Curiosity in turn uttered a frustrated protestation and pushed with much rough insistence against the dirty chest of the Hedononian.  Despite the unwillingness of the goddess, the Hedononian continued his abuse of her, and Curiosity felt that it might in misfortune be necessary for her to use magic in order to overcome the misguided creature and remind him of submission.  Nevetheless, just as the Hedononian caused another shriek to leave the lips of Curiosity by means of accidentally giving her long blonde locks a good, solid yank, the dweller of the hutch at last provided adequate means for the relief of the goddess.

Light flooded into the dwelling with the cold wind, for the owner of the residence thrust

open a back entrance to the hutch that hitherto had gone unnoticed by both goddess and captor.  

The Hedononian shielded his eyes quickly from the shock of the sudden light and released his grasp upon Curiosity in so doing, and she distanced herself from him with as much gratitude, speed, and grace as was befitting.

The being who had come quite by accident to the rescue of the goddess stopped immediately within the doorway and shrieked more impressively than had even Curiosity, for he was incredibly startled at finding two strangers so engaged within his household.  The kindling that had found previous safety nestled in his arms flew wildly in all directions before crashing loudly to the ground in an irregular torrent of clunks, and Curiosity, despite the chaos of the situation, observed with the utmost pity the physical appearance of the trembling creature.


Dressed in what were little more than half-clean, tattered rags, the owner of the hutch grasped for a moment his senses again and raced quickly to the fireplace.  There he took up as a weapon for defense the iron rod used to stir up the ashes and raised it very menacingly against the larger of his two intruders.  Neither the goddess nor the Hedononian knew precisely what to make of him, and thus they remained quite motionless.

Gontua was in ways a very pathetic little thing, indeed, for despite the fact that the most gentle of all hearts resided within his chest, he possessed a very ugly face that frightened away all those who might have called him friend.  He had no any family, nor companions, and he was so small in stature that he was of horribly little service to others.  What little Gontua owned he had fashioned himself, for the gods and goddesses had forgotten him nearly altogether, thus had given him only harshly inadequate provision. 

The reason for the dismissal of Gontua from the hearts of most deities was thus:  He had been born to a very pure yet wrongfully violated goddess, for the god Passion had overwhelmed his own fragile sister Love and she had conceived.  So consumed with the shame of such a conception was Love that she could not bear even to look upon the face of her infant son.  This was made even worse by the child’s great ugliness, the mark by which any creature might understand the terrible thing Passion had done to his sister.  Even so, Love had been convinced by the goddess Mercy to spare the life of her offspring, thus had abandoned him quite near Championne.  A Wendling—those tiny beings known for their pointy ears and mischievous deeds within the woods—had discovered the infant not long after.  At first the Wendling had been quite intrigued with the newborn and had desired even to snatch him away as a pet, but upon seeing the ugliness of the little one and wishing relief from the infant’s frequent wailings, had placed him instead upon the very outskirts of the city.  Gontua was discovered then by the Keeper of the Gates, and the Keeper had feared that the gods might grow angry if the child were not taken up.  The three sister goddesses—Curiosity, Reason, and Invention—indeed had missed not the arrival of the infant within the city, but because they knew the blood of gods flowed within his veins, they had suffered not his eradication.  Nevertheless, Gontua, much like the one called Meminon, knew nothing of his origin, for he had been raised an orphan for all of his twenty-two years. 

Gontua stood now poised in defense against the Hedononian and the disguised goddess.  Though the Hedononian clearly towered above Curiosity, the extent of Gontua’s fright was such that even so he knew not which of the intruders deserved rightfully the most of his attentions.  He remained thus with arm outstretched, the fire iron unsteady in his hand as he pointed it first at one unwanted guest and then the other.  The goddess, despite the threat of Gontua’s ready metal, made no move against him, and the Hedononian let forth a great snuff before baring conspicuously his yellowed teeth.

“Stay back,” Gontua warned, thrusting forward the iron, “or Gontua will beat you to bits!  

Stay back, he says, back!”

Heeding not the words of Gontua, the Hedononian forced from his throat a fearsome growl, the vibrations of which made the walls of the little hutch tremble most impressively.  Curiosity was obliged to cover promptly her sensitive ears with both hands, and likewise did the free hand of Gontua rise instinctively to the side of his head.

“Mehina lo!”  the Hedononian bellowed.  “Weno gamaru tst-tst!!”  (That is, “She mine!  You no take!”)

At this, Gontua understood at last that the disguised goddess meant him no harm, and he focused all of his energies upon fighting the Hedononian.  The goddess, however, had had enough, and decided to put finally and in her own way an end to the disturbance she inadvertently had caused.

Still clutching the fire iron, Gontua gave a high-pitched shriek as the Hedononian lunged toward him, and he darted out of the way in only the nick of time.  The Hedononian, having missed his intended target, fell nearly headfirst upon the floor.  Biting his lip in order that he might summon up his courage in entirety, Gontua jumped firmly upon the back of the Hedononian and brought one arm with much firm ferocity about the creature’s furry neck.  The Hedononian responded predictably with another angry bellow, then reached both arms up with wild swings in an attempt to fling Gontua away.  Gontua held on for his life as the creature rose to his feet and continued flailing about, and in another few seconds, the two crashed heavily into the table.  The innocent article of furniture and all that had rested previously upon it was rent to pieces by the blow and showered noisily to the floor.  Gontua, upon seeing his property so viciously and inconsiderately destroyed, brought immediately down upon the head of the Hedononian the fire iron with quick, mighty and repetitious blows.

The Hedononian, who clearly was unused to such abuses, bellowed louder than ever with each strike of the fire iron and flailed all the more violently.  Even so, Gontua did not give up and increased instead the strength of his strikes.  Soon the Hedononian began to sway unstably from side to side, for in truth Gontua’s assault had rendered the beast quite close to the loss of consciousness.  Just as the creature was about to topple, his form disappeared from underneath Gontua in an astonishing metamorphosis and was changed into that of a little brown field mouse.  Gontua, unprepared for such a transfiguration of his previously oversized combatant, yelped in shock as he fell to the floor.  The changed Hedononian was crushed beneath Gontua with a surprisingly loud popping of many fragile and tiny bones, and Gontua groaned in disgust at the now mushy mess of furry flesh beneath him.

Tossing the fire iron away from his immediate person, Gontua rose quickly from the floor, his breathing heavy and quick as a result of his exertions.  Curiosity, who had watched the entirety of her rescuer’s struggle, was quick to speak.

“Well done, Gontua,” said she.  “Well done, indeed.  You fought bravely and deserve rightfully an adequate reward.”

Gontua brushed himself off a bit and looked with immense confusion at the goddess yet disguised.  “How is it that you know who Gontua is?”

Curiosity smiled.  “Do you not think that one of the three who created this very village

would know also the inhabitants that live therein?”

At this Gontua’s look of confusion increased further still, and he turned to face the goddess fully.

“I do apologize for the length of your struggle, Gontua,” Curiosity said.  She motioned to the mess of mouse yet present upon the floor.  “Were I in my normal way, my magic would have

known its effect with far greater speed than this.”

“Magic?”  Gontua questioned.  “Are you then one of those trained in the art of witchery?”

Curiosity laughed outright.  “Come now, Gontua.  Surely you are of more intelligence than to have only such simple assumptions!  I am she who is called Curiosity, the daughter of the wise and powerful god, Creation.”

Without delay Gontua’s expression changed into a combination of fear and surprise, and he fell fully upon both knees with his head bowed low.

“Forgive Gontua for his ignorant irreverence, Goddess, and spare him!”  Gontua said.  He refused to raise even his eyes, and his voice quaked as he spoke.  “He did not know it was you!  He believed that a goddess was…he means…that is…you are beautiful, Goddess, but he—oh, have mercy, Goddess, and spare the life of your most humble servant!”

“Rise up, Gontua, rise up,” the goddess instructed.  Her voice was rich in sweetness.  “There is naught to fear, for you defended me and have proven thus your merit.”

Awkwardly and with much initial hesitation, Gontua permitted his chin to tilt upward.  When he had raised his eyes enough to see fully the goddess before him, she smiled again and extended her hand quite informally in order that she might help him up.  When Gontua at last had risen, he inspected Curiosity very closely indeed, but said nothing.

“You are troubled, little friend,” Curiosity observed.  “Tell me why still you look so unhappy.”

Gontua shifted on his feet uncomfortably, but he pulled himself up straight and replied, “Gontua does not mean to look unhappy, Goddess, for after all, it is not every day that Gontua has a visitor such as you arrive in his dwelling place.  He is most happy to be your host and 

servant—indeed, he is most happy!—but he confesses he fears the reason for your coming.  Oh, surely, Goddess, if you have come, then surely the worst is finally come and Gontua is lost!”

THE UNLIKELY MURDER OF KIPTEE MULDOON (EXCERPT)

 (This excerpt appears as the first chapter in the novel “The Unlikely Murder of Kiptee Muldoon”.  The story is set in the old west.  The year is 1856.)

As the sun rose in the east, Little Horn Valley was flooded with brilliant cascades of morning light.  Though the air yet was damp and cool, no storm clouds betrayed the fact of the evening’s rain, and the sound of wagon wheels and horses sounded with growing strength as Sutton Grove came alive.


Each Friday morning at precisely nine o’clock, the one train that passed through the valley with regularity grumbled and moaned to a halt at the Sutton Grove Railway Station.  This Friday morning was little different from all its predecessors, thus was the calm of the morning broken by the predictably rambunctious arrival of two young boys.  From their vantage point along the railway station they watched the train as it rolled into view, and they grinned in anticipation as the machine gave a long blast of its whistle.


The first boy was tall and thin, and the light brown hair he possessed wove itself into untamed curls atop his head.  The smudges on his face betrayed his boyish pastimes, but even so, there appeared something in his expression that was oddly tough and serious.  The second boy had been stretched further in growth than his companion, but the second boy, having a naturally shy countenance, was content to follow his friend rather than to lead.

“Holy moly, ‘enry!”  the first boy exclaimed.  “Smack me sore iffen she ain’ the

grandest thing I e’er did see!”

“Sho’ is!”  Henry agreed.  “I’d sure like ta see the inside-a it!”


“It jes ain’ fair!  Train come practic’ly in yer yard ‘n’ ya can’ e’en get a good look at ‘er insides withou’ a ticket!”


“Iffen I ‘ad money, I’d go on righ’ up to the tick’t window and ge’ one, I sho’ would!  I’d say, ‘One tick’t ta anywheres, please,’ an’ I’d ride clear ‘cross the world, too.  Ya think ‘em folk comin’ offen the train jes now’s from some big city somewheres?”


“‘ave ta be, Tee-Tah.  Ain’ nobody from ‘round ‘ere gonna be wearin’ clothes like that ‘n’ actin’ so fanciful-like.”


Tee-Tah shrugged and accepted the logic of his friend, then settled on watching the rest of the passengers exit from the train.  The barefoot boys, both clad in dirty overalls and shirts, had made a game of guessing the degree of impracticality to be found in the fashion of the passengers.  Even so, after a time, even this pastime proved unsatisfactory, and Tee-Tah sighed a heavy sigh.


 “Come on, ‘enry,” Tee-Tah said.  “We done seen this bit las’ Friday, ‘n’ I ain’ wantin’ ta spend my whole summer watchin’ upp’ties all day.  Le’s go on ta the tree house.”


Consenting as always, Henry nodded.  They jostled each other to the end of the station platform and down the three wooden steps to the ground.  As they rounded the corner of the railway station and ventured without care into the street, they were knocked nearly off their feet.


“Sorry, Mister,” Henry apologized.  “Didna mean ta be underfoot.”


The stranger scowled and straightened his overcoat.  “You oughtta take more caution where yas step!”  he said gruffly.  “I ain’ got no time ta steer clear-a ya kids!”


The boys mumbled a half-hearted yes, sir in disjunct unison, then looked after the stranger as he brushed by them.  The train had brought with it the exposure to various people of unknown origins, but there was something about this particular man that so caught the boys off guard that they continued to watch him for several moments after he had parted from them.  In the space of only a minute they observed him approach the ticket booth of the railway station, exchange inaudible words with the man behind the counter, search the pockets of his trousers and of his dirty overcoat, have more words with the man behind the counter, pace about in obvious frustration and indecision, and finally disappear down the next street.


“He done creeped me out, ‘enry,” Tee-Tah said.  “He don’ look none too right ta me.”


“Me neither, Tee-Tah, but I ain’ ne’er seen ‘im ‘fore, ‘n’ I don’ think he means ta stay, seein’s he was at the railway booth.  Le’s get goin’ ta tha’ treehouse.”


Tee-Tah nodded.  It did not take the boys long to reach the outskirts of the town and leave it behind in favor of the woods beyond, and eventually they reached the creek that snaked through the landscape.  Without hesitation they found the shallowest part of the stream, and there they rolled up their overalls and waded easily across.  The heat of July had warmed the water to the degree of pleasure, and the privacy provided by the thick canopy of the trees made the area the boys’ favorite spot.


“So wha’ was we gonna be ta-day?”  Henry inquired.  “I done fergot it.”


Tee-tah glanced back at his friend just long enough to roll his eyes.  “Now, ‘enry, I’s ‘splained ta ya already!  Don’ tell me ya canna’ ‘member!  We’re gonna be pirates!”


“How we gonna do tha’?”


“It’s easy!  I been readin’ ‘bout ‘em pirates, an’ they ain’ afeared-a nothin’!  They sail

‘round the ocean, ‘n’ when they find a ship ‘as lotsa gold on it, er somthin’ maybe ‘as value,

they take o’er the ship an’ get all the loot!”


“Tee-Tah, tha’s plum crazy!”

 “‘T’ain’ neither!  I’m tellin’ ya, I read all ‘bout ‘em!”


“Is so crazy!  First off, we ain’ got no ship.  We don’ e’en live by the ocean!  ‘ow we gonna be pirates iffen we ain’ e’en by the ocean an’ ain’ got nothin’ er nobodys ta rob?”


Tee-Tah thought for the briefest of moments, then replied, “Well, I guess ‘em pirates is so big ‘n’ fierce they could rob on land, too.  Now alls we need’s someplace ta rob.”


“What we gonna steal, then?”


“Don’ know fer sure jes yet, but I reckon anythin’ we like, I s’pose.  Someday we’ll steal real ‘spensive stuff ‘n’ be filthy rich, but I s’pose fer now we kin jes take lil’ things.  Ya know, ta practice on.”


“Well, where’s we gonna rob, Tee-tah?  It canna’ be too far away, seein’s I gotta be home fer dinner.  My ma said so, er she’d make leather outta my backside ‘n’ ‘ave me stay ‘ome a whole week.”


“Yer dinner ain’ gonna grow legs, ‘n’ we both know yer ma ain’ ne’er stay mad,”  

Tee-tah said.  His lips curved into a mischievous grin.  “We could always go pirate…nah.  We couldna’ go there.”


“Wha’?  Go where?”


“Naw, it’s a silly ide-r.  I was jes gonna sugges’ we go on down ‘n’ be pirates at Ol’ Man Marcom’s.”


Henry’s eyes grew wide at the suggestion, but he said, “Aw, tha’ ol’ place?  Ain’ nobody lived there fer fifty years, ‘n’ ‘sides.  There ain’ nothin’ there ta steal, anyways.”


Tee-tah gave Henry a chiding look, then stopped where he was.  With hands firmly on his hips he said, “All right.  Iffen yer’ afeared, I’ll jes ‘ave ta go by myself!  Sho’ is a shame we canna’ be pirates ta-gether.”

“I ain’ afeared, Tee-Tah!”  Henry insisted.  His expression became one of quick

resignation.  “Well, I’s a maybe afeared-a my ma, but jes a lil’, ‘n’ I kin be jes as mean a pirate

as anybody.  I jes don’ see no point in robbin’ some deserted ol’ shack, s’all.  Only thing’s in there prob’ly is dust ‘n’ cobwebs, anyhows.”


“Iffen there’s only dust ‘n’ cobwebs, why ya so afeared ta go wi’ me?”


“I done tol’ ya, I ain’ afeared!”


“Well, all right, then.  ‘ow ‘bouts ya prove it?  Pirates know ‘ow ta face e’erythin’, ‘n’ they ain’ no cowards, neither.”


Henry crossed his arms, insulted.  “I ain’ no coward, neither.”


“Then ya’s comin’?”


Henry squinted his eyes long and hard, but replied, “Aw, fine—ya done tied me good, but I’s tellin’ ya, I’m goin’-a my own accord, ‘n’ na ‘cause ya want me ta come.”


“Well, then le’s get a move on!  Pirates don’ wait very long ta rob their ships out on the ocean, ya know, ‘n’ we canna’ wait on land, neither!”

PORTRAIT OF AN ILL-TREATED CHILD


When she was little and they still had reunions, she wasn't included—she was exploited.  "Sing us a song!"  "Play us a song!"  Her mother whipping up ten dishes at a time and filling the table.  Beer consumption.  The sound of a guitar, the banjo, the violin.  No other kids with which to play except for a cousin who no longer came when they argued with her mother.  Back then they could still walk in the basement.  She remembers the taste of her father's buttered potatoes.


The smell of her father's aftershave.  The smell of fried chicken slowly turns to dust.  She does not remember where the boxes started coming from, only that now the basement is wet and 

moldy and she has to wipe off the LP records before she listens to them because they are moldy 

and her mother's stomach wet because she is doing the laundry and spiders and hiding under the table and tape recorders and the sound of a can hitting the kitchen table and Red Solvine, and waiting in the morning for the first words of her father to see if he is still mad.  If he talks about the chores he isn't mad anymore but sometimes he'll grab the kettle from her mother and say he'll do it himself and he slams the kitchen door.  She watches for the slit of light from the kitchen to go away at night—the light goes away and the flashlight clicks and she hears the sound of his fingers on the wall.  They watch the fireworks and are late and her heart races when he yells and she writes at her desk in her little black journal.  The room smells musty now.  There are no sheets on her bed, only a hot, thin blanket that makes her sweat in summer.  She opens her window at night in the summer for the cool breeze because they don't have air conditioning.  


In the morning they wake her up with yelling and she thinks about forgetting them and concentrating on the cool breeze and light coming through her window.  One morning she hears her father's voice outside the window and the voice of her half-brother.  Her father tells him something is wrong around here and they talk of filing papers.  Her mother cries and hangs the laundry.  He still wants his breakfast ready by the time the chores are done but one morning he tells her he doesn't want her slop and in the afternoon he pins her between the cabinets and the table and pushes and then he tries to upset the table even though it has all the plates and dishes on it.


The kids at school ask her why she wears the same clothes every week but she gets straight A's.  She is invited to a party but she doesn’t understand why their house is so clean and why her friend’s father is hugging her friend and why her friend’s mother is wearing make-up.  The girls fall asleep in their sleeping bags but she is confused and in the morning she makes sure to let everyone else have the pancake syrup first and they say she is polite and there are presents and they ask if they can come over and she says she is not allowed to have parties and their looks make her embarrassed.  The sound of her father blowing into his handkerchief and the wateriness of his eyes.  He's yelling by the time Matlock is on and he tells them to turn off the television just before it ends and he takes down the wooden crucifix and tells her mother to get down on her knees and she hides in the basement again.  She sits on her mother’s lap after he chokes her and goes to bed.  There hasn't been a reunion at their house for a while.


Her father takes the food stamps from the locked box and tells her mother that's all you get. Her mother rushes through the aisles and he says there is too much stuff but they are always running out.  The kids on the bus won't let her sit with them.  There are moths in the pancake mix.  She wins the spelling bee but her father doesn't come.  She teaches herself everything but her sister is jealous and her father says cut out the noise and sits in his chair with a hunting magazine even though he hasn’t hunted for years.  Her half brother comes back and there is a mental health worker and she hears her father talking to them and she rides her bike all the way to the beach and they bring her home in a police car.  Her father mows the lawn and pulls up the shrubbery and the garden is plowed.  The sound of his gun on the kitchen table and Merle Haggard and Lawrence Welk.  She doesn’t know where her mother is and she’s locked out of the house and she is getting cold and she knows there are wild cats lurking around so she is scared.  She gets a B on her math homework and her teacher asks her what happened.


She goes to work cleaning the kitchen counter.  Her sister kills the maggots that are crawling along the back along the sink.  Her father is mad at her and she locks herself in her bedroom and he goes into the utility building and comes back with the sledgehammer and her mother is yelling for her to please come out he has the sledgehammer.  Her best friend doesn't invite her to her birthday party and she is not allowed to be friends with her anymore her friend’s mother says and at recess she hides in the cement castles.  She wants to take a bath but as she draws the water he punches her mother and she waits for the light to go out again and halfway through her sandwich she finds mold on her cheese.  Her mother has put a sweet mixture in a jar with some paper to trap the flies outside and she wants to go lay on the blanket and get a tan but he tells her to get clothes on and she can see the maggots wriggling in the sweet mixture jar.  She can't go into the basement and there are boxes in the main hallway and the kids on the bus put paper in her hair and she doesn’t know where God is and they call her bitch and say she is ugly.  Her mother scrubs the kitchen floor but her father comes in that way with his boots.  He kicks her cat when it is too close to the doorway because he says he hates it even though he puts food in its bowl anyway. He loads a rifle and the next day she eats only Saltines.


Her sister throws some boxes onto the lawn and her mother cries. Red Solvine and Randy Travis and her sister pushes her and she writes in her journal and her father yells at her to turn the light off and she wishes he knew she was cutting.  There is no lock on her school locker so they put their empty pop bottles in the bottom of it.  She falls in love and doesn’t tell anybody but everybody knows and she sees him laugh at her when he finds out.  After school she babysits the neighbor's son and she remembers the slumber parties when she sees her neighbors kiss.  She eats only a sandwich and the baby is crying and she feels horrible and the furnace is acting up and her father thinks they stole his money and in the morning she takes a shower and hopes she’s clean enough.  She doesn’t understand chemistry and her classmates say she is weird and her English teacher says she has talent and her father says she is stupid and her mother sleeps in the living room chairs and she spends her lunch hour at school in the library instead of the cafeteria.  She eats toast and eggs for breakfast and throws up when she gets to school and she can't wait to get to the neighbor's house so she can throw up while the baby is sleeping.  The school counselor calls her mother and says she might have a problem but her mother doesn't talk to her and she remembers setting one of her dolls apart and telling it that it couldn't be with the others because it was bad like her and she remembers the smell of wood as she hid in the closet.  The glass bottle breaks on the sidewalk and she is afraid her mother will be mad at her and her father says this has got to stop and it feels like her insides are being cut open and God is gone and she misses Him and her sister says dirt is sparkling clean compared to her.  Randy Travis and Red Solvine.  She hides pills from the bathroom cabinet.  She leaves for college and her father doesn't say goodbye and she gets three hours of sleep.  Her legs shake when she gets up in the morning but if she just loses two more pounds she’ll be thin and she wants to be thin.  She is the only one in her dorm who doesn't go home for the holidays.  She falls in love again and she is so dizzy and she spends a night trying to cut out the thing that makes it impossible for her to have friends.  She is in bed with him and even though he's touching her and she wants him to touch her she wants to cry because he's touching her and she really does love him and she doesn’t want to kiss back because he's like a glass swan and she’s afraid if she touches him he'll break.  She cries and he kisses her eyes.  She rereads her journals and she takes off her clothes and she’s ashamed at how her body responds to him and when he touches her she prays to God and asks him to close up her heart.  Her GPA is nearly perfect and her classmates still make fun of her. 


She gets a voicemail and her father is dead.  He says they will get married and she throws up just in case.  They say it is about control but she knows that it isn’t.  In the hospital she realizes her parents never took her to the doctor.  She listens to him breathe beside her and he doesn't know she’s crying and every time he touches her she is so ashamed and she can't stop throwing up and she wishes her wedding dress were a smaller size.  She wakes him up at night  

with the sounds of her nightmares and they have sex and she wants him and feels like a whore

and she remembers getting kicked in the back on the bus and her husband sleeps on the couch and she is crying.  Randy Travis and Red Solvine.  No matter how tightly he holds her she is shaking and when they have sex she buries her face in his shoulder so he doesn't see how close she is to crying.  Randy Travis.  Red Solvine.

MITES

It was their chewing that woke me up, a dull sort of grinding sound as the mites on my eyelashes began their nightly feast.  I’d never been able to hear them before, but now it was as though someone had put them directly inside my eardrum.  If I listened very carefully, I found that it was not impossible to hear and understand the noisy chattering that made up the entirety of their conversation.


“You got the tip last time!” a gruff voice said, rather annoyed.  “It’s my turn tonight!”


“I did not get the tip last time!”  a lower voice replied as the munching continued.  “I remember very distinctly that I nibbled near the follicle last time she was asleep.  I remember, because I almost fell into that pore over there!”


“You’re senile, Ernie,” the first voice replied.  “You haven’t gotten down off the tips since New Year’s and the champagne splashed in her eye!  Maybe the alcohol finally got to your brain!”


“Hey, shut up, Bert.  At least I’m old enough to drink, which you aren’t.  Now 

move over!”

I heard the two mites shuffle around a bit, and then Bert said, “Are they ripe tonight?  You know I hate green eyelashes.”


“Oh, they’re ripe, all right!”  Ernie answered.  “Never had a finer crop.  I tell you what.  You come on over here and help me chew down this bad boy, and I’ll save you a bite from my

end.”


“Deal!”  said Bert.  “You always were one to strike a bargain!”


I heard Bert move over again closer to Ernie, and for a while all I heard was the sound of their teeth working away on my eyelash.  After a moment, Bert stopped chewing and said, “Phew!  These things sure work that jaw power, hey, Ernie?  I think they’re thicker nowadays, don’t you?”


“They aren’t anything my old chompers can’t handle,” Ernie assured his companion.  “I won’t need my dentures for a good couple of months yet.”


“You better hope she doesn’t wake up and blink you to death before then!  You’re standing right on the edge of the crack, there, Ernie.”


“What’d I tell you about shutting up?”


“Sorry.  Just trying to help, you know.”

They chewed away in silence for a while, but Bert couldn’t resist making one last-ditch attempt at conversation.


“Hey, Ernie, what are you going to do with your half of the eyelash?  Are you going to just eat it right from the stalk?”


“Right from the stalk?”  Ernie laughed.  “You gotta be joking!  Gimme a little bit of credit, would you?”


“All right, then,” Bert said.  “What are you going to do with your half?”


“You young mites don’t have any appreciation for the effort of preparing a succulent meal,” Bert answered.  “I may be pushing old age, but I know how to make your average ‘lash into gourmet!  No, Bert, I was thinking about a nice big sandwich, a slice of this here eyelash between two big pieces of dry skin flakes.  You slap on a thick spread of sleepy sand jam, and whooee!  It’s a regular mite’s delight!”


“You’re making my mouth water!  You think maybe we can get some of that jam so I can try it?”


“If you quit yapping and chew faster we can.  Come on—we’ve almost got it cut clean

through.”


The two mites chewed with renewed vigor, and sure enough, Ernie spoke up not much later.  “There we go!”  he said.  “Look at the beauty tremble!  Watch out, Bert!  You’re standing right in its way!  Oh, there it comes!”


A fraction of a second later, I felt the faintest of pokes on my eyelid.  The tip of the newly felled eyelash had fallen into the crack where my eyelids came together, and Ernie said, “Oh, now you’ve done it!  You just had to go and let it roll away!  Now we have to go all the way down into the crack to get it!”


“Sorry, Ernie!”  Bert apologized.  “It just came down so fast I didn’t think to stop it.”


“Yeah, well, it’s dangerous in the crack, you know.  If this broad wakes up and opens her eyes, down we go, right into the pool!  The lid closes over you, and that’s it, you’re toast.  Nobody’s ever come back from the crack.”


“Aw, come on, then, Ernie,” Bert said.  “Let’s just chew down a different eyelash.  

There’s no use being risky and going after that one.” 


“My chompers, there is so a reason!”  Ernie shot back.  “I’m hungry, and I’m not gonna

chew all night when my meal already is waiting for me.  Now, get a move on!”

Bert grumbled a few unintelligible words, but I heard him follow Ernie without any

further confrontation.  It took them only a minute to arrive at their new location, and then Ernie

spoke up again.


“Okay, now, watch your step!  That’s it, Bert, nice and easy.  Here, you gotta use all of your legs or you’ll slip and fall—didn’t your mother teach you anything about safety?  For Pete’s sake!  Now get behind it and give it a good push.  Put your muscle into it, won’t you?”


The mites groaned and grunted with their efforts, and I felt the slightest tickle as they

pushed the eyelash up to where it was more manageable.  I tried to ignore the sensation, but it became impossible.  My sense of touch, like that of hearing, somehow had increased, and the movement of the eyelash became intolerable.  Before I stopped to think, I did what most anyone would have done.


I rubbed my eye.


“Oh, Ernie!”  Bert yelled as soon as I’d lowered my hand.  “Oh, Ernie, where are you?  The hand, Ernie, the hand!  Did it get you?  Come on, answer me!”


Very faintly, I heard Ernie’s response.  “I’m on her hand, Bert!  I’m okay!  I slid into a groove on her finger and hung on for dear life!  Isn’t this something?  Now I have to crawl all the way back up there!  It’ll take me all night just to get to her armpit!”


I heard Bert laughing.  “Does that mean I get the whole eyelash for myself?” he snickered.


“Shut up, Bert.”


I listened until I couldn’t hear Bert laughing anymore and then faded into sleep.  I didn’t hear the mites after that, but I couldn’t help but wonder if Ernie ever made it past my armpit. 

THE WATER ON THE ROCK

In a burst of white-gold the doors are made open—

I see then only nothingness save for white.

A soft surrounding covers me, and like

The specters I am whole but fade.

In my left ear the water rambles on the rock—

I'm washed in warm-cold water as the phantom steed runs past

And trails itself behind. The last 

Of the immortal kin are close within.

Reunion is inside the many unknown native tongues

I hear—the people murmur and embrace by 

Sweet caress within their nobler hearts. I 

See the redness of the rose drip down.

The King Himself in sword-like flame is come—

I hear Him weeping for His lost ones and

The ones He welcomes home. Silent are his reprimands—

His tears are made the washing, warm-cold water on the rock. 

5TH AND 42ND 

On 5th and 42nd

The vet and another

Eat sympathy chicken

While Yorgin strums his guitar.

No ignorance shows in the 

Strumming while

Samaritans humming

Keep pace with the hymn.

The dirt of the city is 

Extended with hands,

And no one dares mention

The food that surrounds them

In ungiven hoards—the 

Guests in the nearby hotel

Deny they are there.
THE INFANT

The night ‘round me falls amid the autumn death;

The wind sighs heavy as a shroud—

Mother’s wailing for her lost child.

See mother’s pretty baby!

She hears a baby wailing—

Sweet Jesus hears a baby wailing, 

Waitling from the cold, cold ground.

My heart bleeding tears remembers my infant dying.

Mother’s weeping, wailing,

Oh, wailing—oh wailing, wailing!

SIMILAR DIFFERENCES

We both like music:  His is the Beatles and mine is Chopin.

We both like to walk:  Him to the bar and me in the park.

We both enjoy sports:  He likes to play; I like to watch.

We both watch movies:  He goes for comics and me for romance.

We like to eat out:  His choice is Chinese and mine is buffet.

We both have faith:  He'll praise with claps and I go to mass.

We both like all kids:  He likes his grown and I like them small.

We love living things:  He sees the zoo; I cuddle our cat.

We both go for clean:  He shaves a beard and I shave my legs.

We both hate high fashion:  He hates his ties and I loathe my heels.

We both dream of homes:  His is a mansion and mine is a ranch.

We both like to shop:  Him for his car and me for my friends.

We both wonder at things:  He asks, "Why her?" and I ask, "Why him?"

We both love a soul:  He loves just mine and I love just his.

THE MAPLE TREE

Lying flat on my back

(Yet not in submission),

A majesty extends its hands

And reveals to me the facts

To which I had been blind.

It grants me permission

To see in gentle light

This day with newborn eyes,

For underneath the maple's shade

I—like a child—recall

Who made the sweeping leaves and boughs,

And I am unafraid.

TELL, O LADY

Tell, o lady, why thou grieves, why I sorrow and pain perceive,

For have not I thou loved true, ne’er my heart to thee refused?

Tell, o lady, why thou aches, why no comfort thou takes,

For have not I my emblem gi’en, sword and vow and name and pin?

Tell, o lady, why thy eyes so abused are with cries,

For have not I my passion loosed, faith and honor to thee proved?

THE SEXES

I. Woman

Feminine 

Beautiful Curvatures Nurturing Sensuous 

       

       Seductive Mother Sister Friend

  Determined Capable and

         Sweet

II. Man

(Protective) Masculine Strong Broad Handsome

Tall Father Son Brother Provider

Confidant Comforting Tender and


  (Protective)

THE DESERT

There is an abundance of the dry, arid earth,

And no rebirth of creatures as I beg

A drop to drink.

My failing eyes see many drops o'erflowing,

But I'm not going to reach the aching 

Fools' mirage.

The sun in fury beats down on my dampened brow;

I know not how to find relief from sands 

And blowing winds.

Yet, there are the women of the marketplace, dressed

For to confess as oft they do!

One looks at me, and I at her, and yet my eyes

Remain blind to her.  Never do

I hear her words.

Relief!  Relief, I cry, but no being hears me.

No being sees me faint from weakness as I

Stretch forth my hand.

Dunes cover me up and leave me to die alone—

They rot my bones.  I will submit—see now, 

I do not thirst!

Sweet breath of sleep, I welcome you to enter in

With cooling sin upon your arm as friend

Who bids me, "Drink!"

CONFESSION

It was a simple thing, I'd thought, 

To admit truth, when dignity

And honor and things such as these

Comprise the whole of that one element.

Confession would be just; no error 

Would be made by this gentle soul.

Unity again would come to bind

Me to the one to whom my words were said.

Yet, with confession came not the peace

That I—as fool!—had hoped to gain,

Because all ears had blocked my voice

And suffered me to hush.

I AM

I am 

Finished yet unended.

I am 

Conquered yet unbeaten.

I am 

Crushed yet unbroken.

I am 

Erring yet still loved.

EVEN STILL

I am a child of the night

And by softened starlight

I find my weary soul.

I have seen myself grow old,

But under the covering

Of heaven's shroud, hovering

Within me is a strengthened will:

I am Samson, even still!

