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JANET Buck (Featured Contributor) has published poetry, poetics, and fiction in journals such as
salon D'Aarte, Pif, The Pittsburgh Quarterly, The Montserrat Review, and hundreds of other
periodicals worldwide. Two of Ms. Buck's poems have been nominated for this year's Pushcart
Prize in Poetry and she is a recent recipient of The H.G. Wells Award for Literary Excellence. Janet
was also one of ten U.S. poets to be featured at the "One Heart, One World" Exhibit at the United
Nations Exhibit Hall in New York City in April, 2000. Her poem "Acrylic Thighs" was translated
into five languages and paired with original artwork. The tour will travel to France, Australia,
Vietnam, Brazil, and Japan.

Buck currently has three poetry collections on the market: Calamity's Quilt, Reefs We Live,
and Bookmarks in a Hurricane. To read more of Janet Buck’s work, purchase a book, or schedule a
reading, go to http://www.janetbuck.com or contact her at JBuck22874@aol.com.

LiAM DuURcAN ("dollyclock™) lives with his wife in Montreal, where he works as a physician. His
work has appeared in All Story Extra and will be appearing in The Fiddlehead, a Canadian literary
magazine. He can be reached at Idurcan@hotmail.com.

JASON GURLEY (“The End of It All”), 22, writes in Nevada, where he lives with his wife, Lori. His
work has appeared in over 50 electronic and print journals, including Salon D'Aarte, Eclectica,
Inkspot, Terrain Magazine, Palimpsest, VOICE, and 3AM Publishing. He edits the fiction quarterly
Deeply Shallow (www.deeplyshallow.com) and is editing his third novel. He may be contacted
through his website at www.deeplyshallow.com/jason.

DoNNA HiLL (“let me be a woman aging softly”) lives in British Columbia, Canada with her three
sons. She has been seriously writing poetry for two years now, drawing much of her realistic style
from life around her, her family, and her work as a child educator. Donna's poems have appeared in
print by One Dog Press, Sex in Public, Poems Niederngrasse, and Peshekee River. They have also been
published online by a number of literary webzines, including Thunder Sandwich, Adironack Review,
the HOLD, Writer's Choice, Disquieting Muses, Rogue Scholars - East Village, Horsethief's Journal,
Clean  Sheets, Mind Caviar, and Comrades. You can visit her online at
http://www.geocities.com/SoHo/Nook/1662.

CoRrAL HuLL ("Australia") was born in Paddington, New South Wales, Australia in 1965. She is a
full time writer and the Editor of Thylazine, an electronic journal of contemporary Australian art and
literature on landscape and animals. She completed a Doctor of Creative Arts Degree at the
University of Wollongong in 1998. Her work has been published extensively in literary magazines in
the U.S.A., Canada, Australia and the United Kingdom. Her published books are: In The Dog Box
Of Summer in Hot Collation (Penguin Books Australia, 1995), William’'s Mongrels in The Wild Life
(Penguin Books Australia, 1996), Broken Land (Five Islands Press, 1997), How Do Detectives Make
Love? (Penguin Books Australia,1998), and, with John Kinsella, Zoo (Paperbark Press, 2000). She
may be contacted at corallhull@thylazine.org.

WARD KELLEY ("Inscriptions") has seen more than 600 of his poems appear in journals worldwide
since he began publishing in 1996. A Pushcart Prize nominee, Mr. Kelley's publication credits
include such journals as: ACM, Rattle, Sunstone, Spillway, Porcupine Literary Magazine, Pif, 2River
View, Oblique, Offcourse, Potpourri, and Skylark. He has been honored as featured poet for Seeker
Magazine, Physik Garden, Poetry Life & Times, and Pyrowords. He may be contacted at
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ward708@aol.com.

NAN LESLIE’S (“Things That Last”) work currently appears in or is forthcoming from: Carve
Magazine, The Pittsburgh Quarterly, The Fairfield Review, Terrain: A Journal of the Built & Natural
Environments, The Circle Magazine, Ascent Magazine, Able Muse, Melic Review, Amarillo Bay, and
Southern Ocean Review. Snow On Glass: A Collection is forthcoming, as well as a first novel. She
has been nominated for this year's Pushcart Prize. Ms. Leslie can be reached at

userl184291@aol.com.

MARY MCCLUSKEY (“Odyssey”) is a British journalist, now living in California. She is co-author
(with Bryan Breed) of Match (John Clare Books, UK) and her short fiction has appeared in Zoetrope
All Story Extra, Linnaean Street (www.linnaeanstreet.com), Exquisite Corpse, Vestal Review, In Posse
Review's Ethnic Anthology, Copperfield Review, and Atlantic Unbound (www.atlanticunbound.com),
the on-line version of Atlantic Monthly. She has just completed her novel White Nights. Ms.
McCluskey can be reached at proteusla@earthlink.net.

MIKE PLUMBLEY (“Vapour Trails”), a native of Newport, Isle of Wight is the co-author of Isle of
Wight Rock — A music anthology (1995) self produced with his friends Vic King and Pete Turner. The
book sold out its 1,000 print run and the trio released a companion CD, Vaguely Sunny — Isle of
Wight Rock Anthology (May 2000). You can visit Mike and friends online at www.iowrock.net and
www.iowrock.demon.co.uk

VINCENT ROGER ("Defenseless"), the son of Cuban immigrant parents, was born and raised in
Miami, Florida. He graduated with a BA in English from Florida International University in Miami
and is currently finishing work on an MA in fiction writing at the Center for Writers at the
University of Southern Mississippi. This is his first published story. Mr. Roger may be contacted at
vince2274@yahoo.com.

JEREMY C. SHIPP ("My Pet Rock") is a creative writing major at the University of California
Riverside. His work has appeared in such publications as Shadow Keep, Christmas Carnage
Anthology, Shallow End of Infinity, Murder Hole, Beyond SF, Planet Relish, and LoganEast
Productions. Mr. Shipp may be contacted at foresery @aol.com.

GAITHER STEWART (“The Death of Masaccio”), a native of Asheville, North Carolina, has lived most
of his life in Europe. He served as Italian correspondent for the Dutch newspaper Algemeen Dagblad
and wrote for publications in various countries. Recently, he lived over a year in Mexico to research
and work on a novel that takes place in Italy and Mexico. He recently returned home to Rome. He
is the author of the novella The Russian Flask, available from Southern Cross Review E-books. Mr.
Stewart may be contacted at 110715.505@compuserve.com.

DouG TANOURY (“With Oranges” and “The Wedding Poem”) grew up in Detroit and still lives in the
area. Doug is exclusively a poet of the Internet with the majority of his work never leaving electronic
form. He is published widely across the world wide web.

Mr. Tanoury cites the 7th grade poetry anthology used in Sister Debra's English class his
greatest influence: Reflections On A Gift Of Watermelon Pickle And Other Modern Verse, Stephen
Dunning, Edward Lueders and Hugh Smith, (c)1966 by Scott Foresman & Company. He may be
contacted at dtanouryl@home.com.
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ALLEGRA WONG (“The Brown Notebook”) has a BA in English Literature from Wheaton College
(Norton), and has done extensive graduate work in English and American literature and language
at Harvard University. Her poetry and prose have been published in humerous journals including
The Montserrat Review, 3rd Bed, Modern Haiku, Brevity, and Oyster Boy Review. She teaches at
Writers On The Net (http://www.writers.com), is creative writing moderator at SayStuff.com
(http://Iwww.saystuff.com), lives in Boston, and has one son. Ms. Wong may be contacted at
ah@meganet.net.
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ABOUT THE PAUMANOK REVIEW

The Paumanok Review is a quarterly online magazine dedicated to publishing and promoting the
best in world art and literature. TPR is an English language publication which welcomes
international and translated submissions. TPR accepts short stories, short shorts, essays, serials,
poems, memoirs, novel excerpts, original music and spoken word recordings, and art for publication.
Since “going live” on January 15, 2000, TPR has established a readership in 40 countries.

The Paumanok Review was created to bridge the gap between overly scholarly online
publications and genre-oriented zines. TPR’s objectives are listed in “Welcome to Paumanok,” and
prime among them is putting authors who have not previously been published online at ease with
the process and the results.

Hosted by the generous people at the Etext Archives, TPR is always available free of charge
at http://www.etext.org/Fiction/Paumanok.

This PDF version of the magazine is set in New Century Schoolbook Regular/Oblique, with
accents in Hoefler Text Ornaments and captions in Humans BT. This version is provided as a
service to subscribers and contributors and is not intended to reproduce the website in its entirety.

The Paumanok Review welcomes quality contributions from authors and artists with an
understanding of the magazine. Simultaneous and reprint submissions are encouraged. Full
guidelines, news, publishing information, and the archive are available on-site. Your comments,
guestions, and suggestions are always welcome and may be directed to the editor at
paumanok@etext.org.

A special thanks to Gwynn Wight at Wightindex.com for providing images of the Isle of
Wight, to the Isle of Wight Poets and Writers Society, and to the musicians who allowed their music
and recordings to be made available on TPR’s website.

Copyrights return to authors/artists upon publication. For article reprint information,
contact the individual. For information on obtaining diskette copies of the magazine for personal or
educational use, or to receive more information about advertising in or contributing to TPR, contact
the editor. This page is provided for informational purposes only. Statements are not to be
construed as official notices of policy or practice on the part of TPR or its editor. Mention of a
product or service does not constitute an endorsement or recommendation by The Paumanok Review,
its contributors, sponsors, or affiliates. All content copyright © 1999-2000 The Paumanok Review.
All rights reserved. No content, including images and/or code, may be reproduced without the prior
written consent of its creator. “The Paumanok Review” and “Voices. Visions. Veritas. Are you
ready for the journey?” are intended trademarks of The Paumanok Review.
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FEATURED CONTRIBUTOR

‘A reason to move’
The Life and Work of Janet |I. Buck

Janet 1. Buck is the author of three
collections of poetry: Calamity's Quilt,
Reefs We Live, and Bookmarks in a
Hurricane. Last summer, Word Wrangler
Publishing released her first book of humor
entitled Desideratum’s Doggie Dish, and
the year 2001 has already delivered her
first audio CD of poetry and music. Before
the Rose is available from Art Villa Records
(www.artvilla.com/shopping/poetry/
rose.htm) and her other work can be
accessed through links at
http://www.janetbuck.com. Janet has only
been writing poetry, fiction, and humor for
a little over three years, but she has
published over 2000 poems and essays in
print and Internet journals world-wide.
Buck has won a number of literary awards
including the H.G. Wells Award for
Literary Excellence. In addition, her work
appeared last April at the United Nations
Exhibit Hall in New York City, before going
on tour to France, Brazil, Japan, Vietnam,
and Australia. In a recent interview with
the editor of The Paumanok Review, Ms.
Buck shared some insights regarding her
sudden leaps up the always wobbly and
tenuous ladder of literary success.

TPR: What was the thing which pushed
you into submitting your work for the
first time?

Janet: I'd like to say that it was a
miraculous moment when | knew | had
written something of great interest to the
universe, but that is hardly the case. |
started writing as a response to grief: mine
and that of a very close friend. For fifteen
years | had been teaching freshman
composition and literature and telling my
students that writing was a healthy and
productive channel of catharsis. It struck
me, | suppose, that | was setting a fairly
pathetic example.

Jeannette was suffering two
hideous operations almost back-to-back,
and | came home from her hospital room
and sat down with a pen. Since we had
both suffered complications of an
orthopedic nature, 1 thought writing
something about my disability (which | had
lived with but never spoken of for forty
years) might help her feel a little less alone
in her plight. When “Phantom Pain” and
“The Legless Dance” were completed, | read
them to Jeannette over the phone. Before
I read them to her, | told her that no one on
earth would ever read these pieces—they
were too painful, too whiny, and too
honest. When | finished reading them, she
was in tears and very adamant that |
change my attitude: “You owe it to others
who have suffered to share your strength
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and your story and your clarity.”

As a thank you note, she sent me a
subscription to Poets & Writers. | made up
my mind to send them off right away, just
so | wouldn’'t change my mind. | was one of
those writers who was lucky enough to
receive a stroke or two of encouragement
right away in terms of publication, so my
fever for sharing began climbing. And the
circle of a writer's world began its long,
slow, unstoppable pulse: write, rewrite,
send, say “oh well” to the “no ways!”...and
jump up and down the best you can with
only one leg when you get something
accepted. My success, if you call it that, is
grounded, | believe, in two things: the
hoarding of observation and sheer
stubbornness. | don't think most poets are
intellectuals. 1 think they are “feelers,” and
they must proceed with their writing lives
as if their emotions have merit. 1 spent
forty years denying the fabric and seams of
my disability because | thought it was of no
interest to universal eyes, and feared (I
think) that a dissertation on missing limbs
and a plethora of anatomical disasters
would amount to nothing more than a pool-
side chat at a pity party for one. In
retrospect, | find it interesting that “pride”
kept secrets of my demons from coming to
the surface; yet, | had to tread the water of
layered ghosts for a good length of time
before | ever discovered that there was
anything there beyond the confines of
meretricious shame and self-absorption.

TPR: Since you often write about such
personal grief, it must be difficult to
accept rejection; how do you handle it?

Janet: First off, 1 don’'t save my rejection

slips or hang them on the bathroom mirror.
I record them and get on with life. When |
began writing and submitting, | told myself
out loud: “If you're going to let rejection
ruin the joy of a day, you have no business
doing this.” I also tend to take
disappointment lightly. When you've had
four hip replacements, a leg amputated, a
shoulder revised, and a few other modest
disasters in the health department, the font
on one scrap of paper isn't much of a
deterrent when you're going after a dream.

I try to use rejection as an
opportunity to re-group, revise, and seek
out more suitable channels of exposure. |
listen carefully to those who comment on
my work in a constructive manner, but try
not to consider rejection as a dismissal of
the fabric of my life or a kick in emotion’s
groin. It is very difficult to separate the
Siamese  Twins of rejection and
disappointment, but it must be done. When
someone offers suggestions, | always pay
attention, because their complaints are
usually a reflection of my own problems in
terms of making a piece “accessible.” They
may not offer a viable solution or one I
concur with, but they will get me to
consider other avenues and strategies.
There is really no room for egotism and
heavy doses of self-defense in a writer’s
career. We are responsible for reaching
our readers; | feel most editors are also
aspiring to that end.

TPR: Do you write full-time, and what
are are your strategies for over-coming
the albatross of writer’s block?

Janet: Yes. | write every day, usually
completing two or more poems. | submit
every day as well. | stopped teaching three
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years ago under the auspices of “taking a
break” and have had the luxury of not
having to return to the classroom. | miss
my involvement with students, seeing them
grow as writers and thinkers, but | don't
miss the faculty meetings and the assorted
headaches of academic life. | work harder
at writing than | have worked at anything
in my life. However, most of my
frustrations have been with the promotion
and distribution of material rather than its
creation. Like most writers, | have to
remind myself daily that art is not about
dollar signs; it is about wrestling with the
grit of honesty and coming home to
comprehension.

A lot of editors and poets have asked
me about writer’s block and the gears of my
creative process. Susan Ellis, editor of
Moondance, posed roughly the same
question to me about a month ago. As |
told her, “The biggest hurdle most writers
have is self-doubt. We worry that the little
engine of ‘could’ is actually a ‘can't’ dressed
up in need and determination. You have to
begin every writing adventure with a sense
of your own innate ability to transfer
emotion and image to a context of
embodiment and purpose. My writing
process is usually a four-step limp: grab,
gather, think, and revise until it's musical
enough to be put away for the evening.
After a piece sits overnight, I can usually
spot its flaws. The writing process is not all
that different from cleaning the Kitchen
floor: you pick up the salient chunks of a
messy life, sweep its attending dust into a
pan, soap down the floor, rinse it, let it dry,
then buff it 'til it shines. However corny it
sounds, the key here is getting down on
your knees. And the more you do it, the

10

easier it is. Many people ask me if | have a
‘special formula’ or a place | withdraw to.
While | do the actual assembling of stanzas
in my study, on a keyboard, | am ‘writing’ in
my head just about every waking hour of
my day. I'm always jotting things down in
the middle of doing something else, and |
always bow to the luxury of recording an
observation or an image or an idea.
Writing, to me, is not a habit that is
reserved for a time of day, or a certain
room in the house. I've been known to
compose four or five lines of a poem on the
back of a bank deposit slip, while I'm sitting
at a stop light or even driving through
town. 1 collect words all day long and then
force myself to sit down and create a
context. The practice of doing this day after
day has taught me that the well of
inspiration is not a dry entity.”

TPR: What has been your proudest
moment in publishing?

Janet: Its a three-way tie between
standing in the lobby of The United Nations
Exhibit Hall in New York City reading my
poem “Acrylic Thighs” into a television
camera, having my work annointed as a
subject of study in a high school English
class, and receiving a short letter from
another amputee who had read one of my
disability poems. She wrote, “Janet, you
have taken five years of my buried life and
put it into one stanza. If you can walk
through your grief, |1 suppose | should stop
running from mine. ‘Thank you' seems a
weak retort.” From that moment on, my
pen had a reason to move.
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That Number I'm Afraid to Dial
by Janet Buck

Werre passing through your city gates.
I'm Willie Nelson overdressed,

overjoyed at prospects of weak poetry.
This reading tour will take us through

the riverbed of San Rafael.

That number I'm afraid to dial.

Will fertile soil at ninety now

be specks of scattered grain despair?
Your health retreats like armies shamed,
tearing its sleeve on wire fences.

War gave your mind a camera lens

for longing eyes attached to statue liberty.
A Yugoslav with maids and servants—
tulip beds as large as oceans spreading wings.
All reduced by German tanks

with treads of ripping rifle fire.

I look at your accomplishments

like gifts of bibles in a pew

my bleeding fingers race across.

I've married for the final time.

A man you'll love. His tenderness

is orchids opening their palms

to psalms of sunlight in our bed.

The child of my book was born—

and God, your life has won awards.
I've met more knives, grown gray hair.
They're such plain cobwebs set beside
the columns of your heritage.

11
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I still recall the things you wrote

on pictures that you took of me—
surrounded by the summer flowers
and lunch pail wisdoms of your words.
Your "Botticelli Angel" now

has turned into a bottlebrush:;
published Brillo pads of shame
scrubbing toilets, acid tears.

Building a name from broken parts
like shattered tea cups glued in place.

Your deafness grows each time we speak.
I press my ear against your tongue—
candle wax that hugs a wick

to keep erection firm and straight.
Scents of your nobility float

like drifts of old perfume

above the salt of daily life.

I'm hammering those barriers.

The telephone is in my hand.

That number I'm afraid to call.

For death might answer callously.

12

Winter, 2001



The Paumanok Review

Winter, 2001

FICTION

Odyssey
by Mary McCluskey

My aunts are waiting for me in the
tearoom of the Monarch Hotel in Bangkok.
I see them immediately, their small neat
heads are turned towards the entrance.
They look focused and impatient. Against
the dark suits of the visiting businessmen
they are so visible: the soft peach and gold
silk of their clothing seems to shimmer and
gleam.

They sit with straight backs on the
edges of the chairs, perched like colourful
birds. They are to return to Hong Kong the
next morning, so this will be our last
meeting for a while. It is humid outside,
the kind of air that is thick to breathe and
chokes the lungs. Like walking into a dog's
mouth, the residents say. The heat is
unbearable even in the late afternoon, but
inside the hotel it feels cool, clean. The
fans in the tearoom whir softly.

I lean to kiss my aunts, Amara first,
then Kanitha, and they murmur, looking
into my face.

“Your uncle? Charles is not to join
us?” Amara asks.

“Business,” | say. They understand,
nodding their heads solemnly. He has not
joined us for years.

They do not get along, these two
sides of my family. The uncle who raised

me, a British banker in Bangkok, is on my
father’s side. My aunts cared for me in my
earliest years. They are my dead mother’s
sisters and live now in Hong Kong. | have
inherited my mother’s features: dark hair,
small stature, Thai cheekbones. 1 look like
my aunts. | could be a daughter.

My PARENTS DIED When | was two years old,
during a family vacation on Koi Samui.
While | napped in the hotel, with Aunt
Kanitha beside me, they went out on a
motorcycle to explore the beaches of the
island. | have little knowledge of how the
accident occurred. No one will discuss it
with me. What | know | learned from the
whispered gossip of the maids of my uncle’s
house. That the motorcycle was my
mother’s idea, that they had been drinking
wine all that day. That my aunts should
have stopped them. There is bad feeling
between my uncle and my aunts and when
I broach the subject with my uncle | am
quickly dismissed.

“Why do Aunt Amara and Kanitha
stay in the hotel,” | asked once. “Why not
here?” “They like their comfort. Their silly
little treats,” he answered. “They would be
uncomfortable here.”

His house (I have never learned to

13
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call it our house, or my house, as other
people do: it is his house.) is large,
furnished with heavy mahogany that
gleams with the care it is given, polished
daily, by my uncle’s maids. It is
comfortable. And yet—it is a dark house. |
can imagine that it is too dark for my aunts.

My aunts are lightweight creatures,
their voices are high, floating. They laugh
frequently, a tinkling sound like a wind
chime, though they hide their open mouths
with tiny hands as if embarrassed to be so
amused.

At the Monarch, | am wearing a long
silk skirt, a tunic with sleeves, and neat
leather shoes. | feel confined, restricted. |
have had one year at the University and to
go from denim jeans and running shoes to
these clothes, makes me feel stifled, as if |
am burning from the inside out. My waist,
which is actually narrow and small, feels fat
and swollen under the tight waistband of
the skirt.

My aunts study me with narrow
critical eyes.

“Your hair—that is a new
fashionable cut?” asks Kanitha. “The edges
blunt like that.”

“Not fashionable. Easy,” | say,
deliberately provocative.
“Easy,” she repeats. A world of

guestions, of complaint, in one word. She
hints of the lessons so obviously not
learned, with just the tone of her voice.

“Your long hair was so pretty,” sighs
Amara. “A little rouge too? Why not.”

“I'm fine,” | say, annoyed. It is then
that a tall, foreign looking man pauses at
our table.

“Mr. Alexiou? What a pleasure,”
says Kanitha. He stops, bows, and then

14

takes her hand. He does the same with
Amara.

“This is our niece, Victoria,” Amara
says.

“Vicki,” I correct, quickly. He smiles
as he takes my hand in his. There is a
chair beside me. He indicates it, raising an
eyebrow. His eyes are very dark with thick
lashes. He is a strange, intense looking
man. My aunts lean toward him like
flowers to the sun.

“Please,” says Amara. “Have some
tea.”

He speaks to us in English. He is
leaving Bangkok, he says, he has to return
to Athens. A family emergency. He must
find someone to take care of his child for
the summer. It will be impossible, he says.
All the Greek students have left the city
already, have gone to the islands.

“Why not find a student here?” asks
Kanitha. *“Thai girls are so good with
children. Gentle.”

And beautiful, she is saying to him.
I see it in her eyes before she lowers them,
flirting so imperceptibly.

“Why not me?” | ask.

The words are out of my mouth
before my brain screens them. My aunts’
mouths fall open. Mr. Alexiou smiles.

“You are not serious?” he asks.

“Of course,” | say. “l would love to

visit Athens. | have the summer free. I am
a nursing student. 1 love children.”
| say it in a rush. | realize how

much | long to get out of Bangkok, get
away from the burden of my aunts
expectations, get out of the stifling
heaviness of my uncle’s house. Get away.

“You live here?” he asks. “Or in
Hong Kong?”
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He is watching me, amused, and I
blush, but I am suddenly glad that I am
wearing the long silk skirt, the elegant
tunic. Adult clothes.

“She lives here. With her uncle,”
says Amara, her eyes have become small,
worried.

“And will your uncle approve?” he
asks.

I think | hear teasing, mockery in
his voice, but the question seems to jolt my
aunts onto my side.

“Why not?” says Kanitha. “She is of
age now. And he is a modern man.”

AND THAT Is How | persuade my uncle,
though he looks at me, puzzled, glowering
with a quiet and simmering anger all day.

“It is so bloody hot there in summer.
Crowded. Quite ghastly,” he says to me,
pushing his plate away after dinner.

“It is hot here,” | reply. He leaves
the dining room without another word.

AND so, only one week later, | find myself
on the steps of an old stone house in the
Makrigianni district, on the south slope of
the Acropolis, just minutes from the Plaka
in Athens.

The front of the house reaches the
street with just five steps, the back is set
into the hillside. The stone steps are ringed
with heavy pots of bougainvillea and at the
back there is a garden that smells of
jasmine, rosemary, and wild garlic. In the
centre of the garden is an old stone
fountain and my first night there |1 walk
around it, conscious of the black canopy of
sky, the stars visible, the Acropolis lit up at
night. | cannot believe that | have stepped
into this picture. It is one | have seen only

in books.

It is a house with walls so thick that
it is always cool. The baby is six months
old, a gurgling boy, with dark eyes, lashes
that lie on his cheeks when he sleeps, like
moth wings. His tiny mouth feels cool
against my cheek as | cuddle him to my
face.

His mother was in hospital, though
she is out now and lives in an apartment in
the 14th district. She took an overdose of
something and | understand through the
cracked English of the cook that, because
of this, John Alexiou has custody of his son.
The cook mutters something about his
women.

“He has mistresses?” | ask, curious,
but she does not answer me.

“Your English is good. You speak
Greek?” the small, sallow skinned woman
asks instead. She cooks so well, but her
manner is sullen. | soon learn that it hides
a good heart. She sneaks me pastries late
at night: sticky baklava and kateifei rich
with honey.

“No. But some French.”

“Tres bien,” the cook says solemnly.
I realise that this is her only French and we
both laugh.

I BELIEVE MYSELF SO lucky. A small baby, no
other duties, and plenty of time off to
wander the noisy Athens streets, visit the
Acropolis museum, go down to Piraeus.
John Alexiou is involved in film making, or
in teaching film at the University, I am
never sure, but his English is perfect. He
pays me in cash, drachmas, and looks hard
at my breasts when he counts the money
into my hand. This is clearly just a habit he
has, for my breasts are small. Men do not
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usually stare at them.

Women are constantly in the old
house. There is always music, card games,
cigarette smoke. They drink a lot and
laugh, these women who wear dresses that
look expensive but cling too tightly to their
bodies. They are blonde, European women
who giggle and clink their glasses together
when someone makes a joke.

His wiFe 1s GREek. She is very thin, brown-
haired, dark eyed and she comes at
midnight through a side door to stare at her
son, touch his cheek, lift the blanket up to
his face. | know this because my room is
attached to the nursery and the door is
shared. The cook stands guard. This
strange wife does not speak to me but
smiles faintly if 1 look up from my book
when she enters. She wears neat, tailored
clothes, a scarf around her hair. When first
I heard the maids whisper about drugs I
imagined another kind of woman. She is
not what | imagined.

I sAY NOTHING to John Alexiou. It is not my
business, after all, that his mysterious wife
appears at midnight to look at her sleeping
son. Maybe he knows already. If not, who
am | to tell him? When she comes, it is
always at the height of the parties that spill
out onto the balconies and the stepped
garden.

ONE NIGHT sHE ToucHEs her child and then
cries out. | shoot up in bed, frightened.
She tiptoes to me, takes my hand and pulls
me, so that | follow her to the crib. Then
she holds my hand against the boy’s
forehead. His skin is burning, the child has
a fever. He looks up at me, listless. His

eyes have a strange, dull glaze. 1 turn,
meaning to rush to get her husband, to find
help.

“No,” she whispers to me, shaking
her head. She lifts the baby, murmurs to
the cook in soft Greek, and then she is
gone with the child in her arms. It happens
so suddenly, I do not try to stop her. |
imagine that she rushes to the kitchen to
get . .. what? Cold water perhaps. It is late.
I'm not as alert as | should be.

Then 1 hear the click of the back
door and I turn to the cook.

“Where is she going?”

“Keratas!” exclaims the cook. Her
eyes are frightened.

I AM ALsO FRIGHTENED. | dread telling him.
When | venture into the long dining room,
he is at the card table, smoking, a woman
in a low cut dress leans over his shoulder. 1
wait, mouse-like at the door, for him to
look up and see me and when he does not, |
walk with my eyes lowered across the room
to the card table, feeling the eyes of the
men on me, amused. They murmur to
each other. | can hear the clear laughter of
the women.

When | whisper what | have to tell
him, he frowns, telling me to speak up.
When | do, he is so angry that his face goes
quite still, the mouth a hard line. He does
not shout, but he glares at me, then calls
for his driver.

LATER, | HEAR HIS CAR RETURN. When |
tiptoe into the kitchen, the cook stands at
the kitchen window, biting at her
thumbnail. She turns, startled, then sighs.
She tells me details, going from English to
Greek, but | understand. It seems his wife
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was not at the room she has rented in the
14th district. She has gone somewhere,
with the child.

“The baby? Will she take him to a
doctor? “ | ask the cook urgently. “Will she
know what to do?”

She stares at me, puzzled.

I make a rocking movement with
my arms, as if holding the baby there. And
finally she understands my stammered
guestions.

“She is mother. Yes. Doctor. Yes.”

“But the drugs. Drugos?”

The cook frowns, then shakes her
head. Makes a swirling movement with her
finger against her head.

“He say this,” she cries. And she
races into a dialogue that comes so bitterly
from her mouth, going from English to
Greek, but I understand some of it. His
wife is Greek, the cook explains. “Einai
orthi kyria,” she says. A lady.

She is not like these women. These
women he likes. She had been sick. She
had taken medicines. He had talked of
drugs in the courthouse simply to win
custody of his son.

I AM ONLY PARTLY REASSURED. | have seen
this mother every night and she has
appeared serious, sober. But he is a tiny
child, a sweet child. I sigh and return to the
empty nursery.

THE NEXT MORNING John Alexiou sends the
cook to wake me. It is barely dawn, a soft
pink light comes from the window but I
have slept little. It is strange in the little
room next to the nursery with no baby
sounds to hear, no whimper of hunger, no
rustling, or the child's soft, sleepy

breathing.

Mr. Alexiou is waiting at the door
with his back to me and he does not turn
around, but addresses me in a voice that is
still full of rage. | am to go with him to
Paphos, he says, where his wife’'s mother
lives. Someone will have to take care of
the child on the return journey.

“Of course,” | say, to his rigid back.
He strides out of the door to a waiting car.

We are driven to a small airport
close to Piraeus and cross a tarmac to a
private plane that belongs to his friend. |
sit behind him, in a seat for two people, and
look out of the window as the plane lifts,
then banks and curves towards the island
of Cyprus. | had longed to visit Cyprus. |
had hoped it would be for a vacation, time
away to enjoy the beaches, the grottos, the
beauty of the landscape. Not like this.

When we land in Lanarca, a long car
waits for us, and we are driven along a pot-
holed narrow road that follows the coast. |
can smell the sea from the open window of
the car. John Alexiou speaks to me rarely
and then only to point out landmarks. | am
invisible to him. Small, shy Thai girl in my
simple clothes.

“This is Aphrodite’s birthplace,” he
tells me with a bitter laugh as we enter
Paphos. Beyond Paphos, we follow a rocky
road that winds up the hill; a road so
narrow that the hedges scratch at the car
on both sides. The driver curses.
Eventually, we descend again and stop at a
cottage on the edge of the hillside. An old
woman in black stands at the gate. | see no
one else around.

John Alexiou jumps out of the car
and asks a question in Greek. The old
woman shakes her head. 1 climb out too,
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and she looks at me curiously, pulling her
black scarf tighter under her chin.

“My mother in law,” he says rudely,
gesturing to her. 1 nod, but she is not
looking at me. She follows him into the
cottage; her skirts make a swishing sound
on the stony path. The house is tiny: just
one room with a stone floor, a small
window cut out of the stone. There is a
narrow bed in the corner, an old stove. Itis
cool, quiet. It smells of oregano and lime.
He speaks harshly to the woman, but she
simply shakes her head.

I hear, then, a soft sucking sound. It
is the sound the child would make when he
sucked at his tiny hand, the fingers curled
over his little velvet palm, soothing himself
before sleep. It is soft, but I know it. | sat
many hours listening to this sound, waiting,
thinking: sleep, sleep, please go to sleep.
Waiting for it to stop, so that I could return
to my own cupboard of a room, my single
cot, my book. | know this sound.

It comes from beyond the window in
the room, just behind me. Outside there is
a fig tree, it must create soft shade, and
further a grove of lemon trees, stretching
down the hillside. The window is shrouded
with the soft green vines that twine up the
side of the tiny house. John Alexiou stands
in the center of the room. His back is to it.

I look into the eyes of the old lady
and see in them a most terrible fear, and a
pleading. She hears this sound too. And he
does not.

| turn as if to stare out of the tiny
window, to block it from his view and | see,
out of the corner of my eye a shape, a
movement through the lemon trees. It is
not clear enough to discern a woman,
perhaps carrying a wicker basket, and a

child, but I know that's what it is. The
sucking sound has stopped. The old woman
begins to push him out of the door,
whispering in a harsh voice.

“Siopi!” he says to her, angrily.

Then, to me, in English, “Come.”

Outside of the cottage he turns,
marching through the garden to the edge
of the lemon trees. | follow. The ground is
thick with wild shrubs and vines. His foot
is caught, he curses and then turns back to
the car.

He does not say one word to me
during the entire journey back.

At the house in Athens he tells me |
can leave. There is no job for me. He will
give me two weeks' pay.

As he counts out the money, his
eyes move suddenly from my breasts to my
face.

“He was there?” he asks, his voice
“Yes?

| hesitate.

“Yes?” he repeats, louder.

“Perhaps.”

“l think he was there,” he says. He
fumbles in his pocket for another coin,
presses it into my palm.

“She can keep him for a while,” he
says. “While he is an infant. When he is
older, I will take him back.”

I take a step backwards and he
frowns.

“Oh,” he says. “What is this?”

I shake my head, turn away, but he
touches my shoulder, pulls me around.

“Why such a face?” he asks.
are angry?”

“Take him back?” | repeat. “He is a
child. You talk as if he is a thing to be
passed from one to another.”

quiet.

“You
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A BUBBLE OF PAIN comes from somewhere
deep inside me, seems to lodge in my
throat. |1 remember my uncle’s house, the
first time | was taken there by my aunts.
We had come from the apartment in Hong
Kong that had been my home for nine
years.

I remember the voices drifting into
the dark hallway, as | sat, wearing my blue
plaid school uniform, my hands clasped
together on my lap. | sat on the hard chair,
with my back so straight, just as my aunts
had taught me.

I could feel my heart thumping in
my chest as | waited. My hands were
trembling. | pulled at a thread on my
cardigan, then rubbed at my skirt, the
tiniest stain still visible where | had dropped
a small orange piece and Aunt Kanitha had
hastily dabbed at it with a dampened
sponge.

“You must be neat for your uncle,”
she had whispered. “He notices such
things.” | could hear their voices coming
from my uncle’s den.

“She can stay longer with us, if you'd
like,” Kanitha's voice, pleading. Pleading
perhaps for me.

“Of course not,” my uncle replied.
His voice was loud. He seemed angry. | did
not know this stranger.

“I have a duty to her father to
educate her. She must attend language
school. And she must be watched. She
should have structure. Discipline.” He
lowered his voice, but as | sat so still, hardly
breathing, I could still hear his words.

“She has her mother’s eyes,” he said.
“Who knows what else she has inherited
from her mother.”

Then came my Aunt Amara’s
whisper. This | could not hear.

“How can you tell? She is young
yet,” he answered. “She will stay here.
There are maids. She will be cared for.”

“As you say,” the subservient soft
voice of Amara.

“As you say,” repeated by Kanitha.

“l EXPECT THERE WILL BE MAIDS,” | say clearly
now to John Alexiou, looking into his face.
“To care for your son? When you take him
back?”

“Oh yes,” he says, frowning slightly.

“Of course.”

He is looking hard at me.
move up and down my body.
longer invisible.

“Stay if you want,” he says.

“No,” I say. “Thank you.”

His eyes
I am no

I bo NoT TAKE the flight home to Thailand
that day. | must visit Paphos first. There
are things that | have never said to anyone,
and | long to say them. 1| will say them to
the shadowy mother of this smiling child. |
rehearse them in my mind. When he is
older, I will say, you must hold on to him as
tightly as you can, just as tightly as you do
now. Love him with all of your heart. Let
him know that you love him.

Because even if there are maids to
care for him, it is not the same. It is not the
same.
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Inscriptions
by Ward Kelley

My soul is a bell, a tolling of sorrows
and joys, a ringing in of new years
and old sighs, for each turn towards
joy always commands a swing back

to sorrow. Sometimes | do not see
the rope here in my hands; other
days | fail to grasp it firmly enough,
this soul of mine, and it careens

out into the blue sky, mourning

a song all its own, as if it didn't
know | would immediately yank it
back to this body so firmly planted

in the soil of earth. So I apologize

to my soul, and tell it I do indeed
recognize that my main task is to shine
it up, like one would polish and polish

bronze, and I claim | am always
in search of a proper chamois to
buff and buff it as | cart it through
our journey, knowing there will

come a day when it will sing out

with a voice all its own, cured
and mellowed by my toils, sing
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and sing of how | must die and die,
both of us happy at last, | trust.
ARTIST'S NOTE:

Inscription on a medieval bell: "I mourn death, | disperse the lightning, 1 announce the
Sabbath, I rouse the lazy, | scatter the winds, | appease the bloodthirsty."
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Tea Bags Under Restless Eyes
by Janet Buck

Getting us to spill our ghosts,

their shrouds and clouds in grieving glue,
has, well, become that urgency

blowing salt in open wound.

I play the needled beak of a woodpecker
hacking at studied granite,

wishing fabric of the weak

had porous, easy entry points.

Sulking in the moss of forest

wetter than what's capable.

Tea bags under restless eyes
looking for ceramic plates.

I'm staples in a microwave

going near explosive cells.

Textures no one talks about,

our sauerkraut and clinging moths.
Unspoken sadness in the breeze
like hummingbirds with busy wings.
Searching through the saccharine
for tiny seeds of honesty.

You plead with me:

"Write about an orange sunset,
barking dogs, happy neighbors
hanging working Christmas lights."
My books are dirty underwear

no one wants to read or drink.
Lucidity on terror's tongue.

The thought of getting high

on foibles rattles all the nuts
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and bolts and perfect screws
we've dedicated hands

and lives to tightening.
Empty bottles in the trash

crossing squares of calendars.

A poem magnifies a stain,
speaking the unspeakable.
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The End of It All
by Jason Gurley

Like white fire it burns, this endless pain
that is my jaw. | clench my teeth together,
but it does little good—the relentless
throbbing segues from the highest point to
the lowest on my erratic spectrum of pain.
This is a breathing hell for me.

From behind comes the arrogant,
impatient horn of a Beamer, followed
smoothly by a hand angrily gesturing at
me through the windshield. The light
dangling above me is green, and | consider
pulling forward, but the ill-timed outburst
from the driver at my rear is the final fray
in my afternoon. Rather than gassing the
car forward, | drop the stick into reverse
and stomp the gas pedal to the floor. My
own rather abominable Toyota lurches
backward, a lumbering behemoth in
comparison to the tiny foreign car.

The hideous crunch is wonderfully
satisfying, accompanied by the loose-
change-tinkle of the shattering headlights.
I don't end my assault with the initial
impact, but continue to burn the rubber
from the tires, driving the BMW backward
into the delivery van behind it.

My open windows invite the stench
of smoking rubber inside, and | breathe it
deep as though it were some sort of anger-
releasing steroid or other such drug. It's
beautiful here inside my little haven—the
sun is spinning through a prism dangling
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from my rear view mirror, casting broken
shards of rainbow light across the
upholstery and dashboard.

I can’'t push the Beamer backward
any further—the sheer weight of the van
beyond it is too much for my much smaller
car to engage. The door to the BMW
shudders open, seemingly twisted. It
hangs lopsided, like a man’s ear that has
been severed greatly from his head. From
the car emerges a woman in a tight-fitting
dress, and | briefly feel a pang of oops.
Then her mouth opens and from it, spilling
through the open window and into my own
ears, | hear hateful, vile words,
complemented by the pristine, upward
thrust of her middle finger.

A wicked grin comes to my face, a
grin that one feels only when something
fantastically naughty has been committed.
I feel somewhat like a child egging my
neighbor’'s front door, only to watch,
gleefully horrified, as the door opens and
the egg smashes against the polyester
chest of Mr. Hargreaves.

I notch the gearshift into first and
give it a bit of gas, letting the tires speed
forward through their own rugged
skidmarks to take me through the red
light and over the rise beyond.

I WROTE ABOUT SusAN that evening, leaning
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over the darkened wood of my old desk,
aided only by the pale green glow of a
banker's lamp. The house was dark, a
gathering place of quiet shadows and
discontented memories, and | let them
swirl about my hand as | wrote, wrote,
wrote.

Writing about her was not the
waterfall release of emotion that | had
always envisioned; rather, another way to
lie. For all talk of being honest only when
one is alone, | found it harder, if that is
possible, to pen my dark deeds and
thoughts, even knowing that no eyes
would ever see them.

You never quite understood me, |
scrawled, accusing her of uncaring even
now, months after her death. Not then;
not now. You were blind—why couldn’t
you simply open those heavy-lidded eyes to
see that, for all my declarations of love, |
never really wanted you around? Any
clear-headed person could have
ascertained that. It was painfully obvious
to me; yet |1 never spoke.

Her photograph, the first one she
ever gave to me, stared over my head from
its vantage point above the fireplace. She
presented me with it one morning in '65
when we met in the park, sprawled happily
upon a faded, flannel blanket in the dewy
spring grass. “It's me,” she said with a
smile. “My girlfriend took it when we went
to Mexico together.” The photograph was
indeed a living work of art. Susan was
framed by the deep blue of the gulf, clouds
reflected, interrupted, on the surface of
the gently breaking waves. Susan herself
was the true beauty, however; her eyes,
green and alive, whispered poetry no man
could deny hearing. Those eyes, | later
surmised, were the key to truly knowing
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Susan—and the key to unlock the heart
beneath those eyes was a key | never
happened across.

I abruptly flinched and gripped my
jaw as it suddenly caught fire and ripped
jagged rifts through my nerves, propelling
me out of the chair and to my knees on the
floor. 1 fumbled, almost blind with pain, in
my left breast pocket for the amber
canister of pills that the surgeon had
prescribed, hands shaking like a junkie as |
wrenched open the cap and spilled the
black-and-pink capsules into my wrinkled
palm. A short jerk of my wrist tossed the
pills into my spasming mouth, and |
swallowed, waiting for the relief that took
so long to come.

“I'LL SEE YOU TONIGHT,” she said to me as she
glanced over her shoulder, holding the
door open behind her. “Seven at the
Garden. Don't forget—and don't forget
your lunch meeting with Sykes. Make a
good deal today,” she went on. “The
garbage disposal’s broken again.”

I nodded, and mindlessly waved a
limp wrist at her—Go on, get out of here, it

seemed to say—and went back to
relentlessly tapping away at the
typewriter. The front door clicked shut,

complementing the unhappy sigh | knew
she was breathing as she strolled down the
walk to her car.

She was taken from me two short
hours later, and | was alerted to this by a
shaky-voiced policeman speaking on my
answering machine—I never answer the
phone or door when I'm writing, but the
sheer nervousness in the man’s speech
persuaded me to bend my own rule. He
informed me, slowly and carefully, that my
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wife had been killed, a terrible car
accident, went quickly, never knew what
hit her. 1 thought about this and told him
that | would be down to the station as soon
as possible to sort this out. He thanked me
and hung up.

I spent half an hour putting the
finishing touches on a piece about
poachers in Zimbabwe before |1 shrugged
into my coat and made my way downtown.

I'VE ALwAYs BELIEVED that life’'s true joys
can only be found in those dark places that
most are terrified of journeying to. For
some, it's the drugs: the powders and the
lines that send a man’s brain spiraling
higher and higher into the vast, electric
atmosphere of ecstasy. Likewise with the
drink. For others, it's sex: somewhere in
between the sweat and the trembling, in
between the lust and love—that's where
they find themselves, and they lay looking
down into their own face, gasping and
completely aware of every breath as it
hisses in and explodes out.

For me, there is no joy. There is no
where, no when. No why. There is only

the endless waking and sleeping,
constantly remembering to keep
breathing.

I've tried drugs, to no avail. The
only good the stuff did for me was land me
in jail long enough to withdraw and Kkick
the habit. Sex has always bored me, even
more so with Susan, whose mystique
vanished as soon as she stepped out of her
underwear that first time. Alcohol—never
developed a taste.

They say that by the time you're forty,
you've either accomplished your dreams or
you'll never have a chance.

I'm fifty-two, and I'm not even sure
what my dreams are just yet.

SusaN LoveD Broabway, | wrote, my left
hand pressed against my smoldering jaw.
In 1977 we stepped out to see Death of a
Salesman. Susan wasn’'t quite taken by
that one, but 1 was. The feeling of
plugging away at something for a lifetime
and seeing your return suddenly
vanish—this was a feeling that by now I
knew all too well.

I avoided holding her hand as we
drove home.

We met in the 1963 en route to a
demonstration in California. Susan was
standing in the back of a severely battered
Ford pickup, turning in concentric circles,
arms outstretched like angel wings, when |
yelled at her from the window of a friend’s
van. As the pickup and the van drove on,
parallel and slow, we talked back and
forth. Five minutes later, Susan slung her
backpack over her shoulders and leaped
from the bed of the truck. | shouted at my
friend: Stop the van! He did, but only after
my persistent nagging, and Susan climbed
through the side door. She kissed me right
away, a fat, wet kiss on my cheek, and we
rode to Berkeley, arms entwined.

Our memories of those first few
years are so much sweeter than the ones
that followed, when the endless haze of
nationwide unity and freedom eventually
began to burn away, leaving us all—by all,
I mean those hundreds of thousands that
found a little something to believe
in—disheartened and feeling sure that our
angels had been gunned down. Susan
made the transition from free-falling
butterfly to mundane suburbanite quite
well, and couldn’'t understand why | was
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never able to let go of the phenomenal
feelings of belonging that swelled in me
during those years.

I guess that our true falling-away
began in September of 1969, when | spent
the afternoon in an old tree-house down
by Miller's pond, slapping away the
mosquitoes and scrawling furiously in a
small leather-bound notebook. To this day
I believe that what I wrote then was so
much a piece of me, so amazingly honest,
that I'll never accomplish that again. 1 felt
alive while writing it; now, writing again in
the same pages, | can only hope to recreate
the single moment of my life in which 1|
really knew myself.

Susan didn't get it. She read it and
her first words were, “l don't remember it
this way.” It was then that | began to feel
something was missing from her—not just
a hole in our relationship, but a distinctly
gaping hole in her own memories, in her
very persona.

The piece | speak of was later
published in Rolling Stone, which greatly
endeared itself to a generation of writers
burned by the sixties and seventies,
providing us with our own personal
soapboxes. Burn the Country Down, they
ran in bold letters above the three page
essay, followed by my preferred title:
Looking Back: Thoughts of an Activist and
His Own Private America. The piece was
guite a smash, and it jump-started my
critically-acclaimed-and-dwindling career,
elevating me to a status somewhat relative
to that of Hunter S. Thompson, a man |
met only once and pray | will never meet
again. For while I have my memories, my
beliefs, and my own opinions—however
similar to Thompson's the world may think

them—I am not crazy. Thompson is quite
insane, and his works of fiction bleed of
insanity.

I DON'T vISIT Susan’s grave often; flanked by
those of her dead parents and edged with
dark and dying weeds, it's a somber and
depressing site. Perhaps the more
repressed reason that | do not visit her
grave is because | do not miss her—not in
the respect that most men miss their
departed wives. What | do miss is the
memory of her—with her passing, those
moments during which | would stare at
her across the kitchen table and remember
her, braids and bell-bottoms flapping, as
she ran through the woods behind the
college, or as she proudly took my hand
and introduced me to her oft-stoned
friends, are gradually dissipating like
strings of smoke in the rain.

“Did it,” | said, standing over the
misshapen mound of earth and tossing a
rubber-banded bouquet of bluebonnets
atop the grave. “They're giving it to me
this Saturday. You never expected this,
did you? Neither did I—at least not this late
in my life. 1 would have anticipated a
recognition such as this after writing
Sleeping Nation, Drowning World. They
want to give me the Pulitzer. Chemical
Halo. You never read it. Probably
wouldn’'t have enjoyed it, anyhow.”

I stared at the rain-softened
tombstone for a long moment, tracing with
my eyes the letters that spelled out her
name, and realized how stupid it was to be
standing here talking to Susan. We never
spoke of these things in life—why now, in
death?

I slipped my old hands into the
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pockets of my windbreaker and walked
away, carefully stepping over graves and
broken flower stems, leaving the wet grass
and gray clouds that were my wife’'s only
company far behind.

| FEEL someEHOW that the many days I've
lived have been wasted.

Over the course of thirty-five years
I've carved out the sort of life that many
might consider successful. By calculatory
standards, | would perhaps agree. Success,
however, is not a reflection—to me—of
how many books I've sold or awards line
my study wall.

I spent twenty years with a woman
that never measured up to the woman 1 fell
in love with when we first met. In a
similar vein, | never truly loved to
write—as some men just happen to be good
at throwing a ball, so happen | to have a
writer's hand.

I  know that nobody—myself
included—will ever read this once I've
penned the final word and closed this
familiar cover. And in a strange and
unnatural way, perhaps this will be my
purging, and when I am done, if | am
fortunate, these unhappy demons that have
gathered for so long will finally bid me
adieu and slip away, leaving me to what |
am and will remain for the rest of my
days: an old man, all alone in a world that
has outgrown him.

Susan, believe me when | write that
I never intended to hurt you. You gave me
your best—and though perhaps we should
have gone our very different ways fifteen
years ago, | thank you for the every
memory you hung on my wall.

This is my farewell—to myself as
much as to the rest of the world. For the
pleasure I've given you, | am happy to have
done so; likewise 1 thank you for the
wonders you have shown me.

Good night, fair world. Sleep the
sleep of gods.
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Jacob Edward Sayles
August 1999

I SET ASIDE THE PEN, my hand clenching up
in tired, arthritic pain, and | swept closed
the covers of the small notebook, content
that it held only my most reputable works.
Outside my home, the night had slipped in
quietly, and the sounds of children playing
had vanished, replaced by the softly
strumming crickets.

Accompanied by the dull beating of
a thousand hammers within my jaw, I
pushed away from the desk and shuffled
through the rooms of the house, gathering
each book I'd ever written and magazine |
had ever published in. 1 returned to the
living room and, one by one, placed the
writings upon the charred wood that
already lay in the fireplace.

I thought of Susan, dancing in the
back of that truck, and | felt my breath
seize up. My eyes blurred, and | took a
deep breath as | began to stack the many
pieces of work atop the wood. The
notebook | saved for last, placing it on the
top of the pile, where it sat sadly, almost
mocking me.

It took only a single match to set
the pages ablaze, and they rippled in the
threatening heat as laundry on a line. |
got to my feet and went to the recliner
Susan had bought for me so many years
ago, a chair | had never used or liked. It
sat before the fire, bathed in the orange
glow and seemingly afire itself. | lowered
myself into it for the first time.

The fire swelled, and as the books
crackled and folded in upon themselves,
the notebook itself began to melt, the
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leather surface warping and twisting. I closed my eyes, and there, an old
Scraps of paper, black and feather-light, man among the drifting and burning
floated from the fireplace and caught a remains of his life, | waited for the end of
faint breeze in the living room. It the world to come. Surely it cannot be far.
reminded me of a season; a darker, sadder

autumn | had never seen.
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The Religion of Clouds
by Janet Buck

While his wife suited up

for Sunday church,

donned her hat, painted her nails
in cherry red, polished her shoes,
baked brownies

for the cookie hour,

George studied the clouds,

taking notes on brewing maelstrom
as if it were a sack of silver

trading wares of mysteries.

Their thunder was a cough, he said.
Rain is sweat around a glass.

Onyx sky holds deep rewards

for those who rifle through

its meat and tension of its misery.
Bird and bone and ivory

against the blackness hovering.

He believed they sensed things

we did not like dogs

sniff danger near a child,

like cotton balls absorb fresh blood.
That bodies were a short-term play
on slippery stage—a screen saver
that disappeared when

God moved his mouse.
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Vapour Trails:
Music AND CULTURE ON THE ISLE oF WIGHT
by Mike Plumbley

“l want to get off this Island, it's doing my head in,”
laments Sandra O'Toole.

We are aboard the hydrofoil to Cowes making
our way down 17 miles of Southampton Water. I've
met Sandra on better days. The continual cycle of early
morning journeys across the water is depressing her
Irish spirit. She’s coming to the mainland to gain the
gualifications to become a music teacher. At 35,
unemployed, “it's either that or sit in the pub with the
rest of them,” she says sadly.

Playing her music in smokey pubs doesn't
appeal, either. Never did. “I just won't play the game,
I’'m not putting on a short skirt and pumping up my
. breasts for anyone. It depresses me.”

] Such is the disparate quality of Island music and
musicians that it is entirely possible to lose focus on the
bigger picture. Generally there isn't one.

There is a common saying here: “Nothing ever
happens on the Isle of Wight”. Live music doesn’'t play
as an integral part for the masses on the Island anymore. At least not as it did in the 1950s
and 1960s. Back then every village hall became a dancehall, all the piers rocked to jiving
and the thrust of live rock’n’roll. Local musician Doug Watson sums up eloquently:

“In the sixties there were lots of places to play. It was a close-knit thing because it
was both an Island and a holiday resort. I'm not saying that there aren't other good
memories for people in other parts of the country, but it's special because it's an island and
people have memories of the summer.

“You were part of a big thing that everyone else was, like the Beatles. There were
no videos then, just an odd write up in the Melody Maker. You had to go out and get the
record. You couldn’t tape it off the radio.

“In the late sixties music opened up. Hendrix and Cream doing blues. Sergeant
Pepper was so different to Please Please Me. At the same time Tamla Motown came out in

JC GRIMSHAWY {C) THE GRIMSHAWS
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America. Local Isle of Wight bands followed Hendrix and Cream. Girls danced to Tamla
Motown records while the Island guitarists were playing Pink Floyd, a key turning point.

“Discos began to take over. The rot set in for live bands who had become so diverse
that they weren't interested in playing music to dance to.”

Each decade since the 1960s has seen bursts of creativity largely stimulated by a
new generation taking up instruments before moving on to college or mainland careers.
Those that remain are split between full time musicians earning their living in pubs, those
that have day jobs but a consuming passion to play music live when and where they can,
and a small collective literally composing music in garden sheds for markets as diverse as
London, Japan, and Russia.

There has been much talk of late about reviving the Island's economic fortune
through some form of music and arts festival. The opposition to such a proposal continues
to cling to the mythology of the horrors of the last great festival at Afton in 1970. There are
those, however, astute enough to realise that such events have proved entirely successful
in other UK cities, towns, and villages, as annual events at Cambridge, Sidmouth, and
Cropedy continue to prove.

The Island’s fragile economy needs the kind of entrepreneurial kick in the backside
that was given by the Foulk Brothers, who brought the icons of a generation to perform.
The fans came in droves for Dylan, Hendrix et al. Such a move would also give a lift to the
Island’s own musicians, who often exist as counters to the shrink wrap society where
history and tradition is secondary in the strip mall scheme of things.

IN THIS TINY DIAMOND SHAPED ISLAND 23 miles wide and 13 miles deep, musicians are spread
to all the remote corners. The musical fraternity is less an homogeneous whole than a
collection of brothers, sisters, aunts and uncles, distant cousins who might occasionally run
into each other at a wedding or a funeral.

In recent years, the untimely deaths of local musicians has forged collectives out of
the woodwork to play for charity or to remember a fellow musician. These bursts of
energy have brought home a clear message that the local talent has a spiritual and often
unheralded depth of skill. Perhaps the most graphic example of this was the 2,500 people
who turned out on a bleak January night three years ago to watch local bands pay tribute
to the late Graham Betchley.

Graham was a member of the band which became known as the Isle of Wight
Beatles. The Cherokees might have chosen to spend the sixties endlessly chasing their
tails around Britain’s pop circuit in the back of a van. Instead, they held court on the Isle of
Wight, bringing the cream of progressive 1960s pop and rock acts to their own doorstep
(Moody Blues, the Nice, Pink Floyd, Fairport Convention et al). With themselves as
support act, their 69 Club became a byword on the Island for a good Saturday night out.

Brian Sharpe, the Cherokees guitarist since the 1950s, literally hauled Islanders
who played during the Cherokees classic era back on stage, including the surviving
members of the band, drummer Ken Young and bassist Crann Davies. While 2,500 fans

32



The Paumanok Review Winter, 2001

e

stomped down the melting ice under the carpets of Ryde Ice Rink and screamed for more,
the reformed Cherokees turned it on one more time. An inspired tour de force of rhythm
and blues, psychedelic rock, and sixties pop tunes delivered as though the clock had been
turned back. Bassist Crann Davies came off stage, wiped the sweat from his forehead and
declared: “That was so good you want to go straight back on and do it again.”

Sadly, there can be no going back. Ryde is now a crumbling edifice, a pale shadow
of its heydays in the 1950s. Many of the haunts of a generation are gone. Pubs became
banks and old cafe’s lost out to the march of fast food chains. The high street chains, now
firmly established in the Island’s capital of Newport, have done much to change the face of
the local economy by drawing customers from local shops in seaside towns and
surrounding villages into the epicenter.

EVERY GENERATION WILL HANKER after the way it used to be. Sometimes a catalyst is needed
to change the way it is. A change in managership at the Quay Arts Centre, Newport is a
case in point. The Quay nearly sunk itself in its elitism, but under the helm of Virgil
Philpott, its artistic fortunes have revived providing a platform for local and mainland
artists in music and art.

Another mover and shaker trying to revive the artistic fortunes of the Island’s
capital is Zara Smith. She sees Newport losing its soul. Old pubs continue to give way to
cake shops; the arrival of mainland supermarkets is changing the face of the town. But
Zara has successfully campaigned, with the help of local musicians and promoters, to bring
music and theatre back into the town square. The local council got the message, providing
a yearly grant for a music and theatre day in Newport's St. Thomas’s Square. Summer in
the Square, now in its fourth year, is an attempt to reawaken the community to its
musicians and performers with a spate of theatrical, dance, and children’s activities.

Zara herself laments that the golden days are over. She wants to return to a period
of just three or four years ago when John Wroath and Duncan Jones, aka the Wayward
Sons, held court every weekend in a tiny pub on the corner of the square. In a previous
century, Wroath and Jones would fit the wanted posters for Butch Cassidy and the
Sundance Kid. The “Rose and Crown”—their Hole in the Wall retreat.

Here was an artistic community not defined over finger cake and coffee in an arts
cafe. Nor one supported by obscene lottery grants tossed about like confetti. On any
weekend, the Rose and Crown attracted a collective with no age or social barriers. It was
forged solely by what the Irish are known to call the “craic”.

Week after week Wroath and Jones fired up the congregation with more spirit than
a baptist minister. Wroath, part cheerleader, always the provocateur, haranguing his
audience, master of the barstool aside. A tribal thump on his electric bass as he beat time
to the unaccompanied intro to his song “Just A Lover”. The crowd hushed as this shaven-
headed, marauding bear poured it out. “l never promised you my love at all, I never
promised you my love at all, | never promised you F*** aaaaaaaaaaalllllllIIII" he would
roar. Then all hell would break loose. A thundering bass line ricocheted off the low
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ceiling, knife edge acoustic guitar riffs issued from Jones topped by Wroath's growling
vocal chords. The bar would go daft. Whacko, unleashed. The weekend’s here, whoopee
drunk.

John’s more subdued partner, Duncan “the voice” Jones was the epitome of a bar
stool troubadour. He pitched his Kerouac songs across that smokey, beery bar any night
he played there. His voice was driven by Kerouac’s inspiration, charged with soul, guitar
chords like razor wires stiffened the hairs on the back of your neck. When Duncan Jones
sang his “Jack” at the “Rose” it was delivered with a passion, eyes closed, heart bared right
to the last bar. And that welcome-to-the-weekend crowd was right with him.

Jack

Your brain has been pickled by whiskey and pills
Who gives a damn if this cocktail Kills

Spirit the spirits, drop in the road, yeah

Just pass the lemon, pass the salt, pass out cold
Yes we will

Damn by some breath and I'll be a hero and die
Hero so special, but a true brandy man

Just like a child got to play a nice candy man

Chorus

‘Cause | could never be like you, even if | wanted to
Killing myself just for the sake of it

I could never walk with you

Take the railroad and talk to you

Killing myself just for the sake of it

Just for the sake of it, yeah

Well the Devil's associate, the angels despair
Morning falls farther from reality’s stare
Skin ‘em up and draw ‘em down, insist they won't win
Victorious half saint that bastard won't win

I know you won't win

Jack in absence kind of finds your place
Frightens, enlightens, am | just tempting fate
Stares of glory, drinking till dawn

Hit the road Jack

Hey I only want you to come back

I don't mind, you just do what you do best
Don't give a shit about the rest
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Do what you do best, don't mind about the rest
Hit the road Jack . . .

© Duncan Jones

ZARA sHIVERS Now when she walks across the square. The old Rose and Crown, named
after a meeting between the King and a lady in Cromwellian times, is no more. It's a
finger cake café, now, selling fancy bottled beer and posing under a French name. It
closes early when the office workers leave town for the weekend. The ghosts of Newport
reprobates who waltzed Doc Marten booted girls in long dresses around the square to the
music of the Wayward Sons still linger for those who felt the sheer spirit of the place in
better times.

Old Newport retreats to the fringes. Mainland supermarkets now compete for
space. The corporate theme pubs and restaurants have moved in. Newport now sports a
multi-screen complex cinema plus the obligatory Hard Rock Cafe. The “fast food
microwaved quick” turnaround nature of these places pales in comparison to a visit with
one of Albie Payne’s gargantuan breakfasts in nearby Carisbrooke. Aside from the
American sized portions on the plates, the attraction of Albie and Jean Payne’s old style
British café is their passion for Elvis. Twenty stone Albie still proudly sports his 1950s
sideburns; Jean has her hair in the classic 1950s style and the walls of the café are filled
with Presley memorabilia. Customers come from all over the Island for a good blow out.

For a decent pint in a pub whose only theme is to stop time, many musicians
frequent the tiny Railway Medina tucked away on the edge of the gone world. Duncan
Jones and his brother Roland will turn up to sing on barstools. The Railway Medina still
retains the charm of the town pubs where my father once drank. The kind where the
barmaid knows the difference between a boilermaker and a bacardi breezer.

At the Railway Medina the clientele roll their own cigarettes between nicoteened
fingers as their fathers did before them. It may be the last retreat of the bohemian left in
Newport. Adam Kirk, when he’s down from London or back from tour with a famous folk
singer, will drink quietly out of the limelight. Adam'’s father Mickey Kirk still regrets that
his son never played football for Newport. Only the half grin, the gleam in his eye
suggests he’s proud fit to bust of his “nipper”. Nipper is the colloquial slang to define any
male between nine months and ninety years on the Island.

For Adam Kirk has, like three quarters of Level 42—the chart topping 1980s pop
and funk band—before him, had to leave the Island to make a mark for himself. After
studying his craft at Leeds, Adam worked his way through playing guitar for the Bronte
Brothers, English songwriter Tanita Tikaram, and Ireland’s Sinead Lohan before he got
an offer to fly to New York for an audition. “I was shaking,” admits the guitarist, but Joan
Baez hired him.

Adam Kirk has a poster on his wall. It's from the 1970 Afton Festival, the year of
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his birth. That was the year that Tennyson’s Freshwater became host to a bigger event
than Woodstock, but just as chaotic. Everyone from Hendrix to Miles Davis came to play.
Dylan was missing but he'd played the Island the previous year. Joan Baez came to Afton.
I smiled when | saw that poster on his wall.

There’s little trace in Tennyson’'s Freshwater thirty years after Afton that there
was a memorable event at all. Just a small tea room of people gathered to celebrate the
anniversary at Victorian photographer Julia Margaret Cameron’s former home, Dimbola
Lodge. It was here that the lady set up her small studio in the chicken house out the
back. She mixed with and photographed the icons of Victorian society who were attracted
to the area to visit Poet Laureate Alfred Lord Tennyson, who lived at nearby Farringford
House.

It was fitting, thirty years after nearly half a million descended on this quiet corner
of the Island, that Ron Turner Smith should recall the event. Now 75, he bears an
uncanny resemblance to Tennyson himself, who stares down at him from the adjacent
wall. He stands in his khaki shorts, wearing an old t-shirt, a weathered faced buried
beneath a rough seaman’s beard, shifting the weight off his arthritic knee. *“I spent a
week up there after the festival making sure that the field was cleared. Go up there now,
you won't find as much as a bottle top. You know we had the men who built the stage at
Woodstock helped to put the stage together for the Isle of Wight. They told me
afterwards that ours was bigger and better organised.”

Ron Turner Smith was the Foulk brothers’ right hand man. Without his request
for assistance from the Foulks to raise funds for a local swimming pool, the first Island
“pop” festival near Godshill would never have happened. Ron and Ray Foulk were the
organisers through their company Fiery Creations of all three Island festivals. The
forgotten 1968 festival near Godshill which attracted 14,000 fans, the famous Dylan
festival of 1969 which swelled the numbers to 130,000, and the final swan song at Afton
which, depending on with whom you speak, runs from 300,000 to half a million in
attendance.

The colourful ten minute talk is an introduction to the music; fellow Dimbola
Lodge volunteer Brian Hinton moves to the mike. Sitting under the parlour fireplace is
Dick Taylor in a paisley shirt cradling his jet black Fender Stratocaster guitar. A Victorian
nymph maiden from an old painting looks down on him approvingly. He lifts his eyes up
from his guitar with just a nod at Brian Hinton’s glowing introduction.

Dick Taylor is well known to those attending today but may safely walk down the
old streets of seaside Ventnor where he lives without too much fuss. The local broadsheet
weekly paper the County Press couldn’t resist asking in a recent interview if he regretted
leaving the Rolling Stones to pursue his education at art college.

In the quiet way he has, Dick Taylor concluded that he doesn’'t envy Bill Wyman
because to some degree fame traps a musician by public perception, condemns him to
become a living jukebox endlessly grinding out old hits. Dick Taylor settles for sitting in
small bars and venues between Stateside tours with his old sixties rebel rousing band, The

36



The Paumanok Review Winter, 2001

e

Pretty Things. “This way | can stretch my music anyway | feel”, he says.

Aided and abetted by two local musicians going under the collective title of the
Sparkle Brothers, Dick Taylor shifts through some old blues tunes. Appropriately, the
trio features two songs that Free played at the 1970 festival, “The Hunter” and “Wishing
Well”. Dick Taylor wails away on electric lead as though Afton were only yesterday,
blurring notes, searing runs adding reverb to echo, whanging off the walls of this sedate
Victorian tea room. Julia Margaret Cameron and her esoteric crowd would have
approved.

THIRTY YEARS AGO, psychedelia did meet Victoriana in Tennyson’'s Freshwater. A backdrop
of landed gentry with 19th Century attitudes railed against 20th Century liberation just as
their grandfathers had denied women the vote. Today, thanks to the efforts of Brian
Hinton, the two camps blend perfectly. Dr. Hinton is not only a Tennyson historian but
also an aficionado of English and American psychedelic music. His books include
biographies of Joni Mitchell and Van Morrison.

Julia Margaret Cameron’s old house brims with old prints of idylls of kings, queens,
“cabbages and sealing wax”, photographs of Alice Liddle, aka Alice in Wonderland. There's
even a picture of Charles Darwin caught with the air of an absent minded professor deep
in thought. The mixture of a wooden Victorian house full of antiquarian delights sharing
space with latter day psychedelia appears to make perfect sense.

Upstairs in
the bedrooms, Dr.
Hinton has laid out
an  exhibition of
Linda McCartney’s
Rock  Photographs
from the  1960s.
There’s also a room
of local photographer
Doug White's Afton
Festival pictures.
Appropriately on the
stairwell is the late
Linda McCartney’s
photograph of Los
Angeles troubadour
Tim Buckley.
Buckley’s funeral in DICK TAYLOR AT DIMBOLA
1975 included a
reading of Tennyson’s “Crossing The Bar”. Here was Buckley in the year of 1967 before
the heroin took hold.
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In the bare-board bedrooms | stand looking at Doug White’s pictures, hearing once
more the evocative piano and the haunting voice of Joni Mitchell as it floated across the
sun basked arena at Afton thirty years before. She’s singing “By the time | got to
Woodstock” again in my mind. Miles is blowing long streams of spiky trumpet while | sit
on the hillside overlooking the stage with other freeloaders who didn't pay to go in. In
front of me dances the first naked woman | saw in public, her hips swaying to the music.
Every time | hear Miles now | see her lost, absorbed, solid gone.

The view out of Dimbola’s upper windows stretches across a golden meadow of
summer corn to the sea. It is a vista unchanged since Tennyson walked up the steep
coastal path to ponder the heroic futility of the Charge of the Light Brigade. Surrealist
English songwriter Robyn Hitchcock aptly describes the mysticism of the area with due
licence to early 20th century history. On the 25th Anniversary of the Afton Festival he
and a small group of fans gathered on Yarmouth's old abandoned railway station for the
songwriters' Tribute to Jimi Hendrix concert:

“. . . over there is Tennyson Down. From that cross you can see all over
the West Wight. That's a good place to spot hooded white figures walking up
on the dank evenings, over there is Compton Bay, which is the Airscape.
That's a good place to hover. This railway line was dug up in 1953. It was
actually only ever used once; it was built in 1913 to take the troops to France.
When they emptied the West Wight of able-bodied men they just tore up the
tracks.”

— Robyn Hitchcock

SUCH IS OUR PREOCCUPATION With “dead poets’ societies” that much of the Island’s history
relies on commemorations to the long deceased rather than the living, breathing artists
whose time may come in another century. Future music historians may be intrigued to
uncover Robyn Hitchcock’s songs and stories, written and inspired by visits to the Island,
just as Lewis Carroll was drawn here to write The Hunting of the Snark.

Along the coast by a couple of miles is Compton Bay, a desolate beach with a
dramatic view of the chalk cliffs of Tennyson’s down. Here is the inspiration for Robyn
Hitchcock’s song “Airscape”. Further east, down the same coastline, amongst the tangled
trees of the Undercliff at St. Lawrence, the songwriter set his “ripping yarn” the “Glass
Hotel”.1

My visit to the Island on the 30th Anniversary of the Afton festival is combined
with bringing my son Robert to Alum Bay Amusements. Thirty years on and we have
abandoned our loon pants but not our sense of history. Robert's trip with me to the
corner of this diamond Wight will involve a young boy’s dream: a ride in an open top bus

1 _egends of the South Wight No. 2, Sleeve notes to his Eye album
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from Yarmouth’'s quay past Alum Bay and up the winding cliff road to the Needles
battery. An added bonus is that the bus conductor is Keith Gore, the whacky songwriting
migrant from Yorkshire.

Keith Gore migrates from his native North every Spring to work on this route. He
brings his wry Northern humour to delight the tourists. “No good hanging on to that seat,
Missus, it's going with you if we go over the cliff up here,” he laughs between telling me
about Robyn Hitchcock’s bus ride here last week. “He went down to Compton with his
tape recorder to check some songs,” smiles Keith.

= i

i L
=

COMPTON BEACH COURTESY WIGHTINDEXL.COM

Compton Bay’s isolated beauty is compelling. Keith Gore finds inspiration for
songs here, too, writing a whole series of odes to the area including the mystical
Longstone a few miles from Compton at Mottistone. Gore’s work is distinctly poet
“launderette”. His songs are inhabited by curled spam sandwiches rather than smoked
salmon. The heroines of his songs are not candlelit Ophelias. Rather, they are wide
hipped girls sweating over the deep fat fryer of a greasy chip shop.

Keith Gore follows in the tradition of many local artists. Most are destined to
remain unknown beyond the shores of this tiny backwater of the United Kingdom. They
remain an antidote against the onward march of the shrink wrap society into which we
are descending. Individuals, bohemians and mavericks enrich the culture while pursuing
their dreams. They run counter to the faceless strip mall planning overtaking our towns
in the 21st Century.

A six minute pop saga, “Diamond Wight”, written by Keith Gore, sums up the
Island’s rich post war music history. He delivers the song in an uneven voice somewhere
between taking a gasp of his hand rolled cigarette and a sup from his pint. The song is
driven along by a Troggs guitar riff wired through an amusement arcade sound system.
“Diamond Wight” is a collage of witty asides gelled by a singalong chorus with nods to
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famous Islanders like Level 42's Mark King. It's a scrapbook of gems including:

“The mayor of Ryde heard the Beatles thing on the radio in 1965 . . .
and Hendrix haunting Afton . . . Telegram for Mr. Dyelon . . . Scott
Walker's at Quarr . . . Pete Townshend's dining in Cowes . . . I'm
not the King of Gurnard pop because Mark’s outside the Londis shop .

. 2,000 imitation Reg Presley’s alone in the Seagull Ballroom . . . |
love this diamond Wight island from the see you later's to the
absolutely weird and when I'm sat by the Longstone | can see
Tennyson from here . . .”

ONLY A HANDFUL OF IsLANDERs have managed to maintain pop and rock music careers after
humble beginnings on the Island. Among them are singer Craig Douglas, Level 42's Boon
and Phil Gould and Mark King, and the Fine Young Cannibals Dave Steele. Others have
dabbled, hit brick walls before deciding to exist as big fishes in this small pond. Some like
Anthony Minghella have moved from local bands to establishing themselves as
international names who still find time to be passionate advocates for the Island.

“I'll listen to that because it's by Paul Athey,” he once said to me on receiving a copy
of some Island music. Minghella was taking time off from editing his acclaimed film “The
English Patient” to shoot the breeze about Island musicians. Both Paul Athey and Mike
Jolliffe were influential to him when he once played keyboards in a little-known Island
band called Dancer. That day we discussed how a talented songwriter like Mike Jolliffe
never managed to become better known. “Perhaps,” | suggested to him, “the sun shining
at Cowes on a Summer’s day is just too appealing to want to ever leave.”

Anthony Minghella would explore a similar theme when the opportunity presented
itself to make a programme for BBC Radio 42 Mike Jolliffe’'s “End of the Season” ran
throughout the programme, which contains one of the film director’s favourite lines:
“wouldn’t it be fun to shoot a gun up the High Street”. It's a telling line about the dead of
Winter in a seaside town.

After the demise of Dancer, Paul Athey took up a romantic notion with three other
Island musicians to sail for South America to play their music. The Silver Bands single
“Reach For The Stars” made number 4 in the Venezuelan hit parade before the group
sailed home again, very brown and emancipated.

Paul Athey no longer lusts after stardom, now more content to sit in the local bars
and theatres playing in a gut string guitar duo or an expanded four piece unit combining
Indian, Flamenco and spaghetti Western themes. His guitar playing partner is known
only by the initials SG. Both are a long way from their last crack at the big time in the
four piece Choir (alboum on A&M Records). The call of the road no longer has that

2“The Fool Who Stays or the Fool Who Goes Away.”
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fascination for them while the sun continues to shine on the Isle of Wight.

Some measure of fame has been found by an almost monastic brotherhood of local
musicians working away in back garden sheds for the tiny hip hop trance music label
Holistic Records. P Nu Riff, aka Paul Butler and Max Brennan and Rupert Brown, are
among those creating ambience out of the fog, shores and pastoral downs of the Island.
They have become known as far afield as Japan and Russia while working away in
seclusion.

Rupert Brown is a sought after session drummer who gives his passion in equal
measure whether working for international names or nailing the beat behind the traps
for local combos. When not working, Rupert might be found in a fraternity that has all
the makings of the Island’s very own Buena Vista Social Club. Revolving around the
brother and sister duo of JC and Angelina Grimshaw, the collective draws everything in
from self penned songs, old country blues, jazz, folk, hula and something JC affectionately
calls “thrash skiffle”.

The duo has worked all over the United Kingdom to lreland, Europe, Japan, and
California, but they return from each foray to work the bars of the Isle of Wight. Here,
the support of father John Rufus Grimshaw, a character straight out of Laurie Lee's
Cider with Rosie, and Japanese mother Kim is fundamental to their community spirit.

John Rufus once eloquently summed up the musical roots of his children: “They
began in the middle of the Thatcherite years when everyone was into synthesizers. Folk,
skiffle, jazz, Hawaiian music all went into the melting pot. They owe their roots to the
folk clubs that element of the singer songwriter bringing along a guitar. Their
songwriting had started. It led them to the obscure borderline where they are now.”

It would be a great mistake to assume that because the Grimshaws’ lifestyle as
musicians confines them to working where they can that they are not capable of bigger
and better stages. They work this “obscure borderline” without management but with a
passion.

The acoustic talents of JC's mandolin and guitar plus Angelina’s passion for the gin
swilling swagger of Bessie Smith and the bruising songs of Memphis Minnie find their
voice in the Dance Preachers. The unit expands and contracts around the couple’s
original songs and the knock-a-wall-down power of percussionist Rupert Brown and
double bassist Paul Armfield.

Most Sundays the Grimshaws turn the front bar of the Ryde Castle Hotel on the
town’s esplanade into the aforementioned Buena Vista Social Club. JC and Angelina play
host to musical guests including Wally who, retired from playing music on the liners, gets
up with his saxophone; Pat sings the blues; the delightfully named Amanda Lynn Kane
offers some of her own compositions; or Cathy Flux adds a violin while Stevie James Gadd
steps up to whack the thick string of a tea-chest bass. John Rufus beams between
dancing and attempting to inspire another song writing competition to which he will pen a
ditty to win the yard of ale.

Here, young children dance in front of the band, outside on the patio on balmy
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days or on the carpet inside when winter turns the season cold. JC's song “Riding On A
Smile” seems to be an anthem for the way of life of those living in Ryde, where the craic is
all and the music is everything:

I've been rambling with the boys, slept beneath the stars
Singing for our supper by playing around in bars

We were only dreamers then and nothing much has changed
Just the colours getting brighter on the stories as they age.

© JC Grimshaw

IT 1S PLAUSIBLE BY CRISS-CROSSING this tiny diamond Island to find quality music any night of
the week. Or it is entirely possible to miss it altogether. Sandra O'Toole yearns for more
events similar to the one that lit up Ventnor’s old Winter Gardens ballroom a couple of
years ago when local character Mad Maff had his 40th birthday party. The party involved
inviting many of the musicians who had forged their music in a burst of creativity during
the 1980s and early 90s. A draughty old ballroom which once rocked through the 1960s
with a fusion of music from teddy boys rock and roll to the soul pop of the mods is brought
to life again with night people grooving.

Local characters like the madcap Merlinesque figure Graham MacFarlane, whose
Ferret Theatre Company mixed mayhem and music in equal doses before fading away, is
back on stage again with The Jones, whose six-foot-four-in-stockinged-feet singer Chiz
still belts out songs in Newport pubs and anywhere he can find a gig. Mick Cooch is laying
down diamond chords from his Gretch, still writing passionate songs as gritty as
Newport's old Quay and unconcerned that he’s only playing them in small pubs. Paul
Armfield performs solo, plucking old Blue Note jazz ballads and original songs out of a
double bass.

Paul Armfield may yet be another songwriter destined, like Mike Jolliffe, to find
the sun shining on the Isle of Wight too alluring to desert his work in a local bookshop.
He escapes in songs like his emotive “Vapour Trails”, where he charms a Newport girl to
come sail away with him. He describes it thus: “it's about unfulfilled potential. As JC
Grimshaw would say, it's another one pulled up from the well of self righteousness.” It
may yet speak volumes for those who play out their lives on this diamond Wight,
enriching its culture, making their mark, dreaming of “following the Vapour Trails
south...”
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Vapour Trails3

The drizzle that dampens every crevice
The grime that soils each dream

The nation that's forged its own shadow
the red brick that's swallowed the green

It's no place for one of such beauty
The poison will soon reach your heart
There sulphur shines till it's blackened
Come take your chances with me

I want to take you down to the river
Follow the source to the mouth
There we'll steal a boat

And follow the vapour trails south

Sail away to the citrus and the saffron
Till the cotton runs over and free

Where the sun will greet us as strangers
With skin pale as the moon

To somewhere they won't understand us
When you can talk only to me

Where there are bluebells that open
Where there is no shit in the sea

I want to take you down to the river
Follow the source to the mouth
There we'll steal a boat

And follow the vapour trails south

I want to show you you're better than this

More than a good laugh, a grope and a kiss

I want to steal you away from this halogen night
And show you there are stars

That shine just as bright as you

3The live, acoustic version of this song and more music and spoken-word performances
mentioned in “Vapour Trails” are available for download in MP3 format on TPR’s website.
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I want to take you down to the river
Follow the source to the mouth
There we'll steal a boat

And follow the vapour trails south

— Paul Armfield
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POETRY

My Pet Rock
by Jeremy C. Shipp

No matter how many walks | go on

It follows, tumbling, leashed by a yo-yo string.

No matter how many times its emotions erode

I can always slap on another smile with magic marker.
No matter how tight the embrace

It will not feel any pain.

No matter how many times it is lost

I can always find a suitable replacement.

That which cannot live
Cannot die

And leave me

Baptized in the stale air of a hospital room
Clasping her glacial hand

Wiping the snot off her arm

That had streamed down my chin

And her body shakes violently for a moment
A tempest within

And | scream, "She's alive!"

And the doctor holds me and says, "She's dead.
Sometimes they move afterward.”
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Things That Last
by Nan Leslie

In the frayed half-light of dawn, her
favorite time of day, Pearl sank her feet
deep into a mud hole, delighting in the cold
wet dirt between her toes. In a few
minutes her mother would be up and the
time for playing would end. At the far end
of the yard, an old Ford truck the color of
baked beans stood loaded and ready. Ready
to take them down to the big house where
Mrs. Sherman would be waiting like she did
every morning except Sunday. The back of
the truck was loaded with baskets of
freshly washed and ironed laundry. Pearl
liked to pretend it was her laundry and she
was taking it up to the big house so she
could lie on crisp cotton sheets, blued and
sprinkled with starch, the hiss and sputter
of the old steel iron marked by straight
folded lines.

She loved the smell of clean laundry,
the feel of it against her skin. Sometimes
when her mother was busy with other
chores, she would spread out the wooly
white towels on her bed and roll around on
them, taking in all the senses at once.
Then she would feel guilty and rush to
refold and stack them in the baskets,
careful to cover them with a tablecloth so
her mother wouldn’t notice.

All around her willows bowed and
rustled with the dry hot breeze that hinted
of the day to come—so hot Pearl wished
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she could stay inside the huge walk-in ice
box where Mrs. Sherman sent her
throughout the day to fetch vegetables and
fruits the family would need for supper.
Fat watermelons were lined up next to
blocks of ice and wooden crates of plums
and peaches her mother would soon put up.
The close of August meant cooking down
fruits into sticky-sweet jams and jellies
stored in boiled glass jars for the winter. It
meant she’d tie up her braids up under a
bandanna and help her mother in the
steamy kitchen for days. Winter in South
Georgia didn't mean much, just shorter
days and chilly nights so that Pearl would
need the sweater her mother had knitted
for her twelfth birthday.

Most times they loaded the truck up
at night, when the air had cooled. That
way her mother could sleep the extra half
hour in the morning and that gave Pearl
time to herself. This was precious
time—time when the whole world was
sleeping and it was just Pearl and the
woodland animals framing their patch of
land. It was here, in this state of half-
wakefulness, that a full sense of herself
came rushing in like an underground
spring, channeling its way to the surface
with a steady force that comforted Pearl
and made her believe in things that last.
God lasts, she thought, stepping up onto
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the hard-packed dirt that went for a
lawn—and some things He made—Ilike that
old Pecan tree standing by the road with its
claw-roots. Three-hundred years old, by
Stix’s counting, and that went back beyond
anything Pearl could imagine.

But other things, things Pearl felt
helpless to control, dried and crumbled like
shattered plaster until every speck had
simply vanished. She ran with her arms
spread as eagle’s wings, swooping through
the air like a giant land-locked bird, feeling
the earth’s spin and its overwhelming hum,
the great expanse of the advancing sun
embracing her like a mother. This was
happiness. This was freedom. The
freedom to do and say anything she
pleased. She circled the truck, dancing
around with Mrs. Sherman’s best cut-lace
tablecloth wound around her breasts like a
turban.

When she threw herself up against
the house to rest, she heard chirping from
behind the wooden grating that covered
cement blocks doubling as a foundation.
She crawled through an opening, then
shimmied the rest of the way in on her
belly, stopping for a instant to listen for her
mother’s morning sounds: the sounds of
cooking and washing and hollering after
Pearl to hurry up and finish breakfast, they
had to leave for the big house soon. But it
was still quiet yet—time enough to find the
nest. In-between a rusty water can and
grass clippings gathered by the wind, a good
strong finch nest lay undisturbed. She
knew better than to touch the eggs or the
new hatchlings.

Instead, she rolled onto her side to
watch their downy heads pop up and down
like a jack in-the-box, their black, fluid eyes
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oblivious to the intruder. Just then, she
heard her mother’'s egg pan clank against
the cast iron stove and she knew her
mother would fry up three eggs—two for
Pearl because she was still growing. Then
she would cut two thick slices of corn bread
and take the bowl of butter from the icebox
and they would have breakfast.

The chickens out back laid plenty of
eggs, enough to sell to Pete’s Market, out
past the big house, close to the edge of
town. She scurried out from underneath
the house and brushed off her brown skirt
and white blouse. But what was this?
Stains on her blouse. Her mother would be
angry. Pearl ran to the truck, where a
stack of Victoria Sherman’s white blouses
were neatly folded. Victoria was Pearl’s age
and about the same size—skinny—with
knotted knees and button breasts like
Pearl’'s. Only Victoria’'s hair was smooth
and gold where her hair crimped like a pipe
cleaner and was as black as her mother’s
stove, Pearl thought, slipping on the blouse.
Her mother wouldn’t notice. White blouses
worn by young girls all looked about the
same. And Victoria owned so very many
blouses.

Her mother slipped behind the
wheel of the truck, dressed in a loose
cotton shift and ugly brown shoes Pearl
hated, but that could not disguise the grace
and form of her dancer's body. Pearl
thought she was beautiful, and even with
her hair up in netting, her face glowed with
natural beauty that needed no artificial
coloring to enhance the set of her
cheekbones and the rich red brown of her
lips, her skin the color of Georgia clay. She
followed the dirt road that led to the big
house and town. Pearl hung onto the door
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latch to keep from bouncing off the ceiling,
her soiled shirt stuffed under the house
next to the nest. The sun was full over
now; already beads of perspiration clung to
the back of Pearl's neck and hairline.
Today was Monday and the first thing her
mother would do at the big house would be
to roll up the heavy Persian rugs and mop
all the red oak floors. Pearl would help by
following her around with cotton batting,
hand drying as she went.

Mrs. Sherman would not come
downstairs until almost noon, so Pearl’s
mother saved her room for last. Victoria
would be up early though, full of chatter
about her friends and parties and the latest
songs on the gleaming radio that dominated
the parlor. Victoria was a nice girl but
spoiled in the way children are who have
never known a moment's unease, the
strangled cries of a man being beaten, the
shame of spit in the eye. But she can’t help
that, Pearl thought, helping her mother
carry the baskets into the great hall.

“Mornin’ Mrs. Neely, Pearl.” It was
Jacks, the old gardener, pumping water
from the well for Mrs. Sherman’s begonias
set in great plaster pots with molded
cherubs and ribboned ivy garlands.

“Jack.”Pearl’s mother nodded the
tight-lipped smile she used for everyone
except Pearl. Pearl thought her mother
was curt unnecessarily, but she was used to
it, like everyone else who worked at the big
house. Her mother started with a bucket
of saddle soap that made the floors gleam
when the sun filtered through the parlor’s
leaded glass windows. When they had
finished downstairs, her mother put her
finger to her lips to warn Pearl. Mrs.
Sherman would still be resting and she
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wanted to clean the other bedrooms and
get back downstairs as quickly as she could.
They worked side by side: her mother
bringing the heavy cotton mop through the
wringer, dipping into the soapy water again
and then back to the floor while Pearl dried
where she had mopped.

It was mindless activity that always
started Pearl thinking about the people
who lived here and what it would be like to
live among them, with a daddy who worked
in a bank and a mother who hosted bridge
parties. Pearl wanted Victoria’'s pretty
dresses with lace at the collars and shiny
pink satin shoes to match. Later, when
they were putting away the clothes, Pearl
fingered one of Victoria's dresses, a creamy
taffeta with corn flowers dotting the
sleeves and sash, then held it up to the
mirror to see what she looked like. She
was disappointed, of course; she didn't look
anything like Victoria did in that dress. Her
square face and deep-set eyes disappointed
her but still she could imagine coming down
the stairs at night with all the candles and
gas lamps lit, her father dressed in a blue
suit, waiting in the hall to escort her to
dinner. That's what it's like, she thought,
hanging the dress back up in Victoria's
closet. She ran her fingers over the carved
cherry dresser, the crystal cologne bottles,
the silver-backed brush and comb set,
opening the top drawer where Victoria's
sachet-scented drawers and camisoles were
stored. She threw a furtive glance at the
partially-closed door and lay back in the
four poster pineapple bed wunder a
crocheted canopy and thought about being
tucked in at night, Victoria’s china dolls and
teddy bears from childhood lined up on the
foot of the bed like miniature sentry.
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Victoria was out back in the pool
practicing her crawl and backstroke. She
told Pearl her father had promised to take
her to the shore when she could swim ten
laps without stopping. Pearl knew about
the seashore. She'd never been, but she'd
seen picture postcards and it looked dark
and scary, like the pictures in Moby Dick
she’'d seen in school. Victoria loved the sea;
her bedroom windowsills were lined with
all manner of shells and jars of pink and
blue sand her father had brought back
from one of his business trips east. Victoria
told Pearl she would bring her some shells
and a jar of sea water so Pearl could taste
the salt on her tongue.

It was lunch time now and her
mother was busy in the kitchen making
liverwurst sandwiches, deviled eggs, and
tomatoes stuffed with tuna salad for Mrs.
Sherman and Victoria. Pearl waited
outside, underneath a magnolia that
dropped its pods all around her, watching as
Victoria toweled off and wrapped a terry
robe over her bathing suit. She stopped to
talk to Pearl.

“I’'m up to eight laps. Papa says I'll
be a champion swimmer someday.”

“I never learned.”

“I'm going to camp next week. Will
you miss me?”

Pearl answered without thinking. “I
guess...”

“Well then, | guess | won’t bring you
back anything.” Victoria walked toward the
big house and the cold lunch laid out on the
dining room table exactly as Mrs. Sherman
had ordered. Pearl heard Mrs. Sherman’s
quivering voice through the window
screen. “l asked you not to come to lunch
in a wet bathing suit. It isn't ladylike. Isn't

49

Winter, 2001

that right, Sheely?”

Pearl’s mother answered like she
always did. “Yes, Mrs. Sherman.”

“Run upstairs and put on that sweet
blue dress you look so pretty in...” Her
voice trailed off like the tinkling of wind
chimes, a forced gentility that she
maintained even during the most trying of
times. Pearl pictured her sitting at one end
of the long mahogany table in a pale silk
dress with stockings and heels, a triple
strand of graduated pearls around her
neck, dressed for a formal luncheon instead
of eating at home with her twelve-year-old
daughter. She'd sip on a gin and tonic,
placed innocently next to a glass of iced tea,
her bland face made up with light powder
and red lipstick, with her long white hair
gathered up in a chignon at the nape of her
neck, held in place with gold bobby pins.
She always smelled of perfume and
something else Pearl couldn't quite identify,
a staleness that kept Pearl from getting too
close. Underneath her fine manners and
carefully pitched voice, Pearl knew Mrs.
Sherman was hard—hard in a way that
could hurt them both if they weren't
careful. But it was more than her smell
that kept Pearl at a distance. Mrs.
Sherman didn't like her. Everyone else,
her mother included, went mute when she
brought it up, but Pearl felt it in the way
Mrs. Sherman’s eyes locked on hers in a
vitreous stare, and how she addressed her
through her nose. She had strict rules
about the help; Pearl’'s mother followed
them without question. Everyone who
worked at the big house knew about Mrs.
Sherman.

There was Stix, who ran odd jobs
and raked the stable, doing all the heavy
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lifting that Pearl’s mother couldn’'t manage,
like the time Mrs. Sherman had all the
furniture carried outside on the lawn while
she lined rug samples up and down the
corridors. She didn't try them in the empty
rooms; she said she couldn’'t picture it in
her mind with the furniture taking up all
that space and making such a racket in her
head. Stix stayed outside mostly,
sometimes sleeping in the barn with the
horses, other times staying in one of the
out buildings, fixing what had to be fixed
and staying out of Mrs. Sherman’s way.
Pearl had a soft spot for Stix; he always
paid her lots of attention, made sure she
had something to play with, even when she
was little. He'd crafted her a birdhouse out
of grapevine with a circle of moss inside
and dried hydrangea making up the roof
for her birthday last week, a gift she could
take home and hang from the porch of the
real house.

Pearl had always thought Stix had
too much strength locked up inside him.
He looked like he would burst with the
burden of it; his thick forearms could rip a
small tree trunk from the ground and carry
it over his shoulders to the cutting yard.
He had a curly patch of hair on his head
that stuck up like a corkscrew and he
never bothered to cut it until it until he had
trouble putting on his cap. Most days he
wore overalls; the only time she’d seen him
different was the day the meat truck came
to pick up Reno. Reno was an old retired
quarter horse, white with gray dapplings
and a sweet disposition. Stix loved that
horse like a baby. He walked and ran him,
washed him down and brushed his coat
every morning, sneaking sugar cubes and
carrot tops into his mouth whenever Mrs.
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Sherman’s back was turned. The morning
the meat truck showed up and hauled Reno
away, Stix dressed up in an old malt-green
jacket and red bow tie and went into town
for the day. He came back before dinner,
singing and slobbering about that horse
until Pearl's mother sent him down to the
barn to sober up with a jar of coffee and a
plate of biscuits.

If Pearl had a soft spot for Stix, he
had one for her mother. Pearl could tell by
the way he rushed to carry the rugs outside
for her, and by the way he hung back at
the end of the driveway early each morning
to watch for their truck. Pearl's mother
paid him as much attention as she did the
moths that filled the air every summer.
She flicked him aside if he got in her way,
took the wildflowers he brought her and
stuck them in Mrs. Sherman’s cut glass
vase in the dining room without so much as
a thank you. Stix didn't seem to mind his
treatment, he relished the challenge,
always looking for new ways to please her
and her mother just flicking him off.

Pearl waited outside for her mother
to bring their lunch, usually leftovers from
the Sherman dinner table. She hoped her
mother would slice up the pork roast she'd
cooked for the family last night, but Pearl
knew better than to ask. She watched her
mother carry a tray with two plates covered
with clean dish towels and two glasses of
ice tea, setting it down on the ground.

“This afternoon we'll polish the
silver. It's been three weeks; the coffee set
turns just as soon as lI've finished the
flatware.” She looked tired already, and
grim, the way she always looked after
being around Mrs. Sherman. But
whenever Pearl questioned her, she said it
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was good steady work and she was glad to
have it. Mr. Sherman was a different
story. Pearl wondered at the way he joked
with her mother whenever Mrs. Sherman
wasn't around; she even saw him slip her
mother some money in the kitchen one
time. But when Mrs. Sherman was there,
he barely glanced her mother’s way, not
even bothering to look up when she served
his dinner. She'd asked her mother about
that one time, but she got so riled up Pearl
never brought it up again.

Her mother had made them thick
pork sandwiches for lunch, dripping with
barbecue sauce, and slices of cucumber and
tomato from the garden with ripe curd
cheese and salt-vinegar. Pearl stuffed her
sandwich down so fast she forgot to taste it
and had to dip her tomato in the sauce to
remind her.

“Your barbecue is the best,” she said,
wiping her face with a dishtowel.

“Then I'll have time to wash the
crystal. You can help me by drying, but you
have to be careful. Those glasses cost more
than I make in a week.” Her mother
leaned back against the tree trunk, closing
her eyes.

“Do | make anything, Mama?” Pearl
asked. She’d never thought to ask before;
she’d always helped up at the big
house—not when she was very small of
course, but as she grew older and was
capable of certain chores. But she always
remembered being there; it was part of her
childhood, the tall gracious rooms ingrained
on her memory just as if she’'d been raised
there and not at the little house.

“Not much,” was her mother’s
answer, “we need all we can get for the
house.”
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“Do we own the house?”

“Not yet. A few more years.”

“Mama?”

*Mmmm?”

“Do you miss my daddy?”

“Now what brought that on?”
mother looked annoyed.

“I don’t know...”

“Out with it. You've been asking
some strange questions lately.”

“You're always talking about how I
should act and how my daddy would be
proud of me, but I don’t see how you can
know if you ain't seen him all these years.
How do you know?”

“Because good manners is good
manners any way you look at it. Don't
have to know what your daddy’s thinking
to know that.”

Her

“Mr. Sherman—he likes you don't
he?”

“No more than the man who washes
his car. He's just different from Mrs.

Sherman, that’s all. Now hush up; | want
to rest a minute without you pestering me.
Just remember what | told you. You stay
out of Mrs. Sherman’s way. Two more
weeks and school will start. Then you
won't have time to be asking all these
questions.”

Pearl didn't know much about her
father; all she knew was he’d left when she
was born and her mother had worked at
the big house ever since. Her life so far
had been a study in contrasts. She went to
the small school down the road, Victoria
went to a private school—first through
twelfth grade—an Academy for Young
Ladies.

The
unbearable.

afternoon heat grew
Pearl was glad her mother
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drew the blinds and for the fans that ran in
every room. She stood next to her mother
at the special wooden sink made just for
washing the paper-thin goblets displayed in
the cabinet. Victoria had left for a friend’s
house and Mrs. Sherman had retired to
her bedroom again, saying the heat was
just too much to bear.

“Serve something cold for dinner. |
don't think | could face a roast beef in this
heat. Make your potato and bean salads
and some cold sliced salmon with that dill
dressing Mr. Sherman likes.” She swept
out of the room, leaving a half-empty glass
of gin and tonic.

“Cold for you, hot for me,” Pearl
heard her mother mumble afterwards, and
then, “Think you can finish up these two
glasses while | start boiling the potatoes?”

Pearl nodded. Her mother
disappeared into the kitchen and Pearl
knew it would be a while before she
returned. She finished wiping the last two
goblets and put them back in the cabinet on
the white and gold lace-edged paper. Now
she could sneak off to the pool to dip her
toes in the water, nothing like the dark
swimming hole some of her friends from
school used—full of tadpoles and beetle
bugs and bullfrogs. But here the sun
played off the water like a prism, all the
blues of the tiles reflecting a coolness that
made Pearl want to jump in—clothes and
all—and paddle around on the surface like
aduck. Shesatat the deep end and took
off her shoes- dangling her feet over the
edge, not caring if her rolled-up skirt got
wet, leaning into the water, splashing it
onto her face and neck and not caring if
anyone saw her. What could they
do?  Scold her and send her scurrying off
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until she dried? She was allowed to
play on the lawn in back. But she knew
the pool and pool house were off-limits and
the flower garden in front—the front in
general, in case someone came to call—how
would that look?

But right now none of that
mattered; what mattered was her reflection
in the water, the sensation of it on her face
as she kicked and kicked her legs until the
water splayed up in a burst of foam.
Laughing, she bent over to touch it and the
water engulfed her like a liquid storm
cloud, only this was more like a giant glass
of club soda that tickled her nose, and the
bubbles rose and rose until she couldn’t see
them anymore.

She felt the grip of strong hands
under her arm pits and opened her eyes,
blinking rapidly. Stix had them both to the
surface in an instant, laying her down on
the lounge chair and covering her with a
towel. He looked down at her without
saying much. “lI told you to be careful.
Your mama catches you down here or Mrs.
Sherman, there’s trouble for sure.”

Pearl felt exhilarated. “You won’t
tell?” she asked, pulling on his sleeve.

He didn't answer, but she knew he
wouldn’'t say anything. Pearl stayed in that
chair in the sun for an hour, until her
clothes had dried and she knew her mother
would be putting dinner on the table. She
stretched out her legs and lay back. There
was no one around and no one to disturb
her—this was her hour. By the time
Victoria arrived home, she was sitting in
her usual place under the magnolia tree,
looking over a book Stix had brought her
from the library in town.

“Papa said he's taking me to the
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Victoria held out her

“What are you reading? Let's
She fell to the ground next to Pearl.
Pearl handed her the book.
“That's a baby book,” she said.
read that book in third grade.”

Pearl didn't say anything.

“Baby book, baby book—"

“I'll tell you a secret...” Pearl knew
this would make her stop. Victoria loved
secrets.

“What is it?”

“If 1 tell you, you have to tell me one
back. Not just any one, because this is a
special secret. So yours has to be too.
Promise?”

“Promise.”

“l saw your mother Kissing a man
with a boater hat and a mustache.

“You're a liar' Mama said you can't
help yourself; you don't have a daddy and
you don’t know any better. She said not to
believe anything you tell me.”

“Your mama'’s calling you.” Pearl’s
mother stood over them.

Victoria ran.

Mr. Sherman came home and
everyone who lived and worked at the big
house brightened. It was dinner time. Stix
and Jacks waited with Pearl under the tree
while her mother served the family. When
they were finished eating, she'd bring out a
big tray, usually chicken legs or beef stew
and plenty of beans and rice with red-eyed
gravy and biscuits. Jacks and Stix talked
about their day and the goings-on in the big
house.

“She’s getting worse by the day.
Sheely said she’s hiding it from Mr.
Sherman. She found an empty bottle while
she was cleaning under the bed.”

shore next week.”
hand.
see.”
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Stix shook his head at Jacks. He
didn't like such talk in front of Pearl.
“Gonna rain later tonight, from what I can
see. | feel it in my bad knee.”

“Stix, what do you know about my
daddy?” Pearl met his gaze straight on.

“Why you asking me? Ask your
mama.”

“l did. She won't say nothing.”

“Then it ain’t right for me to say.”

“I'm twelve now. | got a right to
know.”

Stix and Jacks looked at each other
and Pearl knew they were holding back.

“Your mama would kill me.” This
from Stix, and Jacks nodding along.

“Then I'll ask Mrs. Sherman.”

Their eyes were getting scared.

Pearl pounced. “It's her or you. You
decide.”

Stix put his arm around her like he
used to do when she was little and crying
over some little crisis. He turned to Jacks.
“l knew she’d catch hold of it when she
grew older. Sheely ought to know she’s
growing up.”

“It ain't worth it. Sheely’ll have your
head.” Jack pulled on his beard and slapped
at his shirt pocket, looking for his snuff
bag.

“Ask your mama,” Stix said. “l can’t
say no more.”

PEARL's MOTHER STROKED her hot forehead
while she lay on her bed they'd dragged out
on the porch to catch any breeze that might
not make it inside the little house.

“l want to know.” Pearl’s voice was
small and hard.

Pearl’s mother let out a long breath.

“I'll keep on asking. Everybody
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knows but me.”

“What makes you think that?”

“l just know.”

“I already told you a hundred times.
He was here one day, ran the next.”

“You're lying.”

Pearl’s mother sat down on the
porch rocker and creaked as she talked in a
voice that seemed to Pearl as foreign as the
story she told. “It was dark already, the
horses were catching up on their rest.
There’d been a party at the big house,
politicians and their wives, | think. | was
excited; Mrs. Sherman had told me I could
ride the bay the next morning if 1 helped
Shirley Rose with the dishes. | helped her
to finish up and ran down to the stables to
say goodnight to Dancer and bring him an
apple. A man, one of their important
guests, stood outside the barn, smoking a
cigar, and looking up into the night sky. He
nodded to me and | went on through the
gate. When | reached Dancer’'s stall, |
heard footsteps and he was behind me
smelling of liquor and cigars, telling me
how pretty | turned out. | didn't know
much then, and | was too scared to do
anything. Once | tried to get away, but
he just locked onto me . . so | shut my
eyes tight and dreamed | was riding Dancer
and we were flying over the meadows
down by Cooks Stream.
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“When Mrs. Sherman found out,
she wanted to let me go, but Mr. Sherman
did right by me, making sure | had steady
work at the big house. | found out years
later the man was a Congressman. | never
told no one but the Shermans. My mama
thought it was some boy that lived down by
the train tracks and I let her think what
she wanted. Mrs. Sherman—she thought |
must have done something wrong, but Mr.
Sherman knew better. Mr. Sherman’s a
good man. He’s sorry, | know, and he helps
us however he can. Was him that put the
down payment on this house and our land.”

“Everybody knows,” Pearl repeated
again, “except for Victoria.”

That night Pearl slipped through the
moonlight underneath the house. The
mother finch sat in the nest, her twin
hatchlings quiet and asleep, but the mother
woke up as soon as she heard Pearl. This
time Pearl touched the babies with her
fingers, stroking them until they cried for
more food. The mother was agitated,
flapping her tiny, ineffectual wings at Pearl.
Together, they created quite a racket and
Pearl had the sudden urge to pull them
from the nest and fling them against the
cement blocks that held up the house, their
house, her mother's and hers, the real
house.
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POETRY

With Oranges
by Doug Tanoury

| thought today of her awakening

Her movements a shadow

In the predawn darkness

A phantom floating

No more than a chimera of shape

A nude that Picasso might sketch

No more than a few sloping lines that curve
Toward soft inclines and rise gently

Toward feathered intersections

And fall toward full divergence

Backlit in silhouette from the bedroom window
Her breasts and buttocks

The simple elegance of lines in

Erotic waves and fluid motion

And as she moves near

I smell the citrus of orange slices

That is the fragrance and scent

That forms a perfumed wake as she passes
And the "sh" and "ch" sounds of her dressing
Are a bird's wings flapping

A slight rustling of fabric

A finch in the shrub

I am the slave of her motion

The serf of her smells

The prisoner of her naked beauty

Who wakes each morning in bondage

To the changing shape of curves

To the texture of delicate sound

And a still life with oranges
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POETRY

FEATURED CONTRIBUTOR

Bookmarks
by Janet Buck

No reminiscence lay like stys

in squinted minds of growing up;
"three" was too young to

capture the scent of your chestnut hair
brushing falling shoulder blades.
Troubled moments bubbled,

popped, wiggled from the vice's grip.
I quiz my father awkwardly,
knowing ink sac tears undress

the ache and leave it there.

Hats on beer are pillow talk,

white Dixie cups with licenses.

I cannot love but must forgive

the nature of his meek escape.

He sees through prisms of forgetting
just how deep your dimples sat.

Your voice not saved

like headlines of a tragedy

that come too close to blinding hues.
Your life a text of finches

on a sizzled wire he learned to close
before those ghosts became
depression's nuts and bolts

and molten lava in his head.

Your death was bookmarks on a page
my infant pupils could not read.

My pen a lint brush rolled on black

and coming up with wrinkled flesh.
Craving just one mother/daughter memory
to tan warm hides of diaries

and tame the cloaks of grieving shrews.

56

Winter, 2001



The Paumanok Review Winter, 2001

MEMOIR

The Brown Notebook
by Allegra Wong

PART I: THE BROWN NOTEBOOK

My mother is dying, in isolation, on the top floor of Saint Anne’s Hospital in Fall River,
Massachusetts. Through her windows, she sees the gray iridescent spires of Saint Anne’s
Church and the silver-green Taunton River where she swam, after sauna with Finnish
friends, when she was a youth. This bone-colored December morning she is concerned she
is late for high school, and she cannot find her brown notebook. 1 tell her I shall find it for
her. Later, I do.

I find her notebook again one afternoon six weeks after she has died. It is in her
Hixville dressing table, beneath the broken House of the Seven Gables plate which she had
wrapped in an old Adams Bookstore bag. | lift her notebook out of the drawer, take it to
the shuttered bedroom window, and open not to a draft of one of my mother’s junior year
themes, but to a letter written by my grandmother to my dead sister, Shelley.

Grandmother writes of the robins who visit the Fall River garden path each day
outside her downstairs bedroom window, the stone path just past the larkspur and bee
balm, alongside the bells of Ireland. My grandmother tells my sister she thinks the visiting
robins have something to do with a visit from her. From her bedroom window, my
grandmother tells my sister, she watches every morning as my mother fills the bird bath
with warm water, listens to the frog she calls Ichabod Crane splash in the pond ringed
around with white and green quartz stones, and rakes the soil around the double red
peonies growing along the Downing Street picket fence.

As | READ MY GRANDMOTHER'S LINES, | smell the Downing Street soil. Just as | smell the soil
of Oak Grove Cemetery. The rotting oak and maple leaves mix with dead geraniums and
sweeten the cemetery turf. Jonquils and pansies shoot up around my sister’'s pink
gravestone, then die. The breeze makes the branch tips of the willow on our family plot
brush across the face of a stone angel on someone else’s.

I am a little girl, and I sit with my mother on our white wrought-iron bench during
our afternoon visits. My mother, Thelma, leaves bell jars of dried statice on Shelley’s grave
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and on those of her father and grandparents. The robins visit. Their vermilion breasts
flash among the gravestones. | smell these memories.

I turn to another notebook page and remember robins visit my mother every
summer in Hixville, too, although she calls juncos the true mourners, the true bearers of
her grief as they sit among the dry grasses and milkweed outside the kitchen window seal-
colored November afternoons.

Beyond the kitchen yard, and beyond the shuttered bedroom window, the pine
woods are moist and deep, and my mother writes on the last page of the brown notebook:
Dearest Shelley, I should like to begin a kind of spiritual diary so that I can talk with you.
But my grandmother in Fall River sees the robins through the window from her black iron
bed, and she calls their daily visit a visit from her granddaughter. She writes in the
notebook she hopes she will be lucky enough to see Shelley in heaven. Until then, she
tries to be quiet, she says, just as Shelley asks her to be.

I turn to other pages and find my mother’s notebook has been shared not only with
my grandmother, but also with Shelley. | can draw, | can read, | can write ... | can draw,
read, write. Draw, read, write. | can.

Shelley prints the words again and again. She is in the first grade at the Davol
School. It is 1955, the year she dies. She prints her stepfather’s name on a page by itself.
So he will love her, as she loves him. She prints her name, alongside his, and above hers,
she prints mine.

Dear Shelley, I'm very lonesome today. | keep looking for you. My grandmother
writes my sister another letter in the notebook with the brown covers.

Shelley has printed Thank you on several of the pages. Thank you, Mr. Green,
Miss Sullivan, Mrs. Burke. My mother has written on the lines in between. What would
you like for Christmas, Shelley? A book?

Originally my mother used the notebook for attendance-taking at her Saint Mark’s
Episcopal Sunday school class. The names of her pupils—Marita, Agnes, Jon, Linwood,
Constance—are listed for 1942-43. On other pages are her pupils’ grades received for the
tests they took. Her note to herself for the upcoming Sunday school Christmas exchange
that year mentions she will give each of her pupils a copy of Dickens’'s A Christmas Carol.
The minister, Mr. Atwood, plans to read the entire story at the Christmas service, and my
mother’s pupils will follow along in their own books.

My grandmother writes to my sister. Dear, there are two little robins come to see
me every day. | feel as if it was you coming to see me, for I'm awful lonesome without
you. | hope | will meet you, if God thinks I may, | will be so happy then. We will talk
together, not of worldly things, but nice happy things.

I look up from the pages. Like the solitary mourner in Munch’s The Scream, | open
my mouth and find I am voiceless. | have no new language, no mourning vocabulary to ask
how | shall bear a lifetime of not being able to tell my mother I have found her notebook.
So we will be quiet and peaceful, my grandmother writes in both of her letters. | am trying
to be quiet as you would like me to be. Goodbye for now, dear Shelley. Nana.
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My grandmother’s closing lines seem to be a message for me as | stand by the
shuttered window in Hixville. 1 shall try to be quiet and peaceful, as all of the notebook
writers would want me to be. | take my pencil, and on the inside of the back cover | write,
I’'m lonesome without you, but I shall keep looking for you. Good-bye for now, Mama dear.

PART Il: THELMA’'S JOURNAL

Village of Hixville
Dartmouth, Massachusetts
June 24, 1981

Emerson, my grandson, presented this journal to me for my birthday, June 23. Emerson is
only two years old. He was named for Ralph Waldo Emerson, the Sage of Concord.

June 26, 1981

I want to record the name of the Concord bookstore we visited last week: Barrow's.
Barrow's sells old books, and Allegra found there a storehouse of books on Emerson and
the other Concord writers. | found yet another copy of that dear little book of
Christopher Morley’s, Parnassus on Wheels.

Victoria Lincoln, the Fall River writer, died last week, and Barrow's has a copy of
her Charles Dickens’ biography, but no copy of her February Hill.

July 2, 1981

Visited the Sakonnet Vineyards in Little Compton yesterday and learned the meaning of
the Indian word sakonnet: place where the wild goose dwells.

The wild raspberries near the barn are ripe. Tasting them today reminded me of
the summer of ‘41 that Andrew and | spent here building range shelters and brooders,
raising Rhode Island Reds and Bard Rocks. Our father had died the year before, and this
special summer was meant for Andrew.

July 11, 1981
Membership card came from Folio Society. Joined it late this year. Even their books are

expensive now. Ordered four Folio books: Waugh's Black Mischief and Anne Hughes, Her
Boke for Allegra and Thoreau’s Walden and Bird Poems for me.
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July 18, 1981

We saw the Pissarro exhibit last week at the Boston Museum of Fine Arts. It was a large
exhibit, the paintings hanging in several galleries. Allegra lifted Emerson to view many of
the works, and young though he is, he seemed to be registering what he saw. After
viewing the delights of Pissarro’'s country landscapes, | entered the gallery where his
bridge scenes and cityscapes were hanging. | was much impressed by them, by the bustle
and activity on his bridge. There was one English bridge, Charing Cross, and the light and
color, cool and blue, are quite different from those in the French scenes. We saw the new
I. M. Pei wing, but as it was not open, we did not enter it.

August 1, 1981

My father’s birthday. He was born 103 years ago.

August 5, 1981

Allegra visited. We had two grand hours together, with Emerson playing contentedly as
we talked. Yes, she was just as stirred as | was by The White Hotel. We discussed it, and
we wept together over it.

August 14, 1981

Henry James claimed that ‘summer afternoon’ is the most beautiful phrase in the English
language. Remembering Allegra, Emerson and me sitting in the garden of the Old Manse
one June afternoon, | agree with Henry James. It's what the phrase evokes!

August 30, 1981

My mother’s birthday. She was born in 1876 on Downing Street in Fall River. She and |
spent lovely summer afternoons together.

The long, artemisian white-pine cones fall noisily to the ground. The red squirrels
gather them.

I picked a few glads for my mother’s birthday. My father grew them in our Fall
River garden, and | planted a few this year here in Hixville. The four | picked—three
white, one pink—are at the window in the Bennington vase Allegra brought me from
Vermont.
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September 1, 1981

Allegra has had a poem accepted for publication in a small poetry journal. Her poem is
entitled “Fireflies”, and she tells me it's about our Shelley in the backyard one summer
evening in Fall River. | was deeply touched.

September 10, 1981

We went back to Concord yesterday—Allegra, Emerson, and I. This time we went to
Sleepy Hollow Cemetery and up to Authors’ Ridge to visit the graves of Emerson, Thoreau,
Hawthorne, and the Alcotts. Our Emerson delighted in the visit. He climbed up to the
ridge and walked around the headstones as interestedly as did we. | was touched by the
smallness of Thoreau’s stone on which is carved simply ‘Henry. We lingered at the
Emerson plot. Next to him is Lidian; behind him is young Waldo.

September 15, 1981

Allegra has had two haiku published.

September 25, 1981

On Wednesday we went to Boston to visit the new wing of the Museum of Fine Arts. We
saw the special exhibit which is in the new wing this month, The Great Bronze Age of
China. The light in the new wing enables the viewer to see the intricate carving and
inscriptions on the bronze vessels. | think the wing’s light is what | remember, especially
the natural light from the arched roof.

September 28, 1981
Yesterday | picked some bittersweet. (It's nice to have a patch of it on the property.) | put
a long tendril of it across the top of the fireplace screen. This morning the berries had

cracked open, and it looks lovely—the yellow and orange berries—against the black screen.
I can’t wait for Emerson to see it, finger it, chuckle over it in his darling way.
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October 3, 1981

Allegra wrote. She’s reading an Emerson biography, and she sent me this sweet phrase of
Emerson’s: a bird-while. A bird-while is a short period of time, the length of time a bird
sits near you in a tree before flying away. Sometimes | think my hours with my grandson,
Emerson, are bird-whiles. Often | confuse him with Shelley. Certainly my few years with
Shelley were only a bird-while.

October 6, 1981

In this wooded section of Hixville the fall foliage is lovely. Just went down to the road with
Emerson, who is visiting, for mail, and across the pasture the trees that fringe the Shingle
Island River are in full, beautiful color. The trees at the back are colorful, too. Emerson
pointed out the red and gold leaves floating in the brook when we walked along it this
morning.

October 10, 1981

Shelley’s birthday.

Born October 10, 1948.
Died March 6, 1955.

I brought in a rose from the tree rose Emerson gave Da and me for Grandparents’
Day. | put it at the window in the Bennington vase in honor and in loving memory of an
honorable and a loving child, my Shelley. | weep now as | write. She was the embodiment
of warmth, generosity, tenderness, and love. She loved her little sister, Allegra. She loved
me. How she would have loved Emerson.

October 13, 1981

Allegra wrote to tell me that in a year or two when he is older, Emerson will light a candle
for Shelley on her birthday. She will like that. I'm happy about that, too.
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October 30, 1981
The red-breasted nuthatch has come back after a two-year absence! It's a shy bird, visiting

only the suet back at the edge of the woods. The mockingbird, slender and graceful, is
enjoying the berries of the autumn olive.

December 24, 1981

Christmas Eve. We took holly to all the graves.

January 11, 1982

The brown creeper has come all week. He spirals up the oak trees in his unique way, and |
was glad he came on Christmas-count day.

February 5, 1982

I am busy today preparing for my Allegra’s birthday. She was born on February 7 at 7:07
A.M. When Shelley died, my mother said to me, “Allegra will grow up to be the staff on
which you will lean.”

February 15, 1982

Just now | came the closest ever to a brown creeper. | was on the way down for the mail,
but | paused for a few moments at the narrows in the driveway. | was still, and spiraling
up the oak three feet from me was the creeper! 1 saw his lovely, brown feathers, and |
could see how he stiffened his tail to support himself when he paused. | waited until he
spiraled to the top and flew to another tree.

March 2, 1982

A robin is in the holly, but a robin is no longer a sign of spring. A few robins stay all
winter now.
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March 6, 1982

I'm glad Allegra is here today, the 27th anniversary of Shelley’s death. Shelley was born at
4:30 P.M. on Sunday, October 10, and she died, almost seven years later, at 4:30 A.M. on
Sunday, March 6. There is a coincidence in the hour and the day of these events.

It began raining and sleeting as | dug in the garden near the shed, and I've just
come back to the house. I'm truly very sad today.

March 25, 1982

The red-winged blackbirds arrived today. Also, there are now two red-breasted nuthatches.

March 26, 1982

This afternoon | baked Emerson’s birthday cake, and I’'m pleased with the results. It has a
train theme this year. Tracks run around the edge of the cake; three trains rest on the
track; and next to Happy Birthday, Emerson, I've drawn an engineer’s cap, complete with
stripes and a brim.

April 6, 1982

Yesterday was as bad as any winter's day. We experienced sharp, biting winds, and ten
inches of snow fell. It is being called “the spring blizzard of ‘82”.

May 11, 1982

Today a tragedy struck the Flint, my old neighborhood in Fall River. The cathedral-like
church, Notre Dame de Lourdes, burned. Only the stone walls remain. Most of the
houses on the street to the south burned to the ground. Da and | wept as we viewed on
television the burning of this familiar, beloved edifice. It was the church of theCanadian-
French people of the Flint. Our own Episcopal church, Saint Mark’s, is only a block west of
Notre Dame, but the high winds carried the fire to the south.

May 20, 1982

Yesterday Allegra drove me to Fall River. We looked at the remains of Notre Dame. There
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is only a shell, and rubble lies to the south. The emptiness of the scene stays with me.

June 19, 1982

John Cheever died yesterday. | read much of what he wrote. Cheever was born in
Quincy. He attended the Thayer school in Braintree. He won every American literary
prize. He is to be buried in Norwell. Right now I'm reading the last book he wrote, a
novella entitled Oh What a Paradise It Seemed. He was noted for his short stories and for
his novels, Falconer and The Wapshot Chronicle. Often he was compared to Chekhov.

June 23, 1982

We went to the Cheever funeral! Oh what an experience it was. Allegra, Emerson, and |
decided on Sunday, seeing the burial was on Tuesday, that we'd go to pay homage to an
American writer whom we admire. The service was in the First Parish Church in Norwell.
We waited in the cemetery across from the church. Family and close friends attended the
church service. The eulogy was given by John Updike, Cheever’s close friend. The family
and friends walked behind the hearse to the grave. The funeral director beckoned to us to
draw close to the graveside. Updike was near us. Two ministers, one Episcopalian, one
Unitarian, read the prayers. The flag was removed from the author’s casket and given to
Mrs. Cheever. The casket was lowered into the grave, and then Cheever’s sons and his
son-in-law were handed shovels with which they shoveled dirt onto the casket. | had
never seen this done—the burying of a loved one by his sons and son-in-law. | was moved
by this. Among the few admirers, Allegra spotted Samuel Coale, her old Wheaton English
professor. We looked at the slate slabs bearing the names of Cheever’s parents, and then
we bade adieu to John. It was “an elegy in a country churchyard.”

July 23, 1982

On Sunday, the 18th, we journeyed again to Concord. The day was wonderful! However,
the temperature reached 98 degrees, and it was very warm in the Old Manse. The house
is a jewel in a woodsy setting. Both Emerson and Hawthorne had lived in the Old Manse.
We went again to Authors’ Ridge, and we had brought flowers (blue hydrangeas) for the
graves of Thoreau, Hawthorne, Emerson, Lidian, little Waldo, and Aunt Mary Moody.
There was a breeze up there, and 1 felt that they knew and were happy that we were
there. We went again to the Emerson house, and we’ll go again when our Emerson is
older. Afterwards we went to the Thoreau Lyceum. We bought books, went out into the
yard to see the replica of Walden Pond house, and had an interesting conversation with the
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caretaker on the Concord writers and on some of the books written on the Concord
writers.

July 26, 1982

Yesterday, because Emerson is crazy about trains, we took a trip on the Cape Cod-Hyannis
railroad. We boarded the train at Buzzards Bay, crossed the canal on the vertical-lift
railroad bridge, traveled the full length of the canal, turned east and rode close to the
marshes and to the dunes, turned south and arrived at Hyannis. |1 saw many marsh birds,
but could identify only one—the snowy egret! The train passes close to the rear of the
Barnstable County jail. | could see two prisoners with their faces pressed close to their
barred windows as we rode by. One had his arm thrust through a broken small pane, and
he waved listlessly. The freedom of the egret contrasted sadly with this forlorn
imprisonment. A large sign on the high prison fence warns the passengers not to converse
with the inmates.

August 1, 1982

Sunday—my father’s birthday. He was born on Thursday—"Thursday’s child has far to
go.” And he did - spent fifteen years at sea. Once he took up his Uncle Richard's
challenge: “to be a true seaman, you must sail around Cape Horn”. He booked on to one
of the few sailing ships (about 1902) and sailed around the Horn. This was the time he
went to the Galapagos Islands. Many times he had gone around the Cape of Good Hope, a
much safer journey.

August 12, 1982

Yesterday Emerson and his Mama walked down back, and Emerson brought in for me a
little bouquet of wild flowers—pink clover and Queen Anne’s lace. Such an exquisite
bouquet. | was so pleased.

August 30, 1982

Three pretty gladioli are in the Bennington vase for my mother’s birthday. My mother’s

maiden name was Alice Knott. She was the daughter of Obadiah Knott (Civil War
cavalryman and apothecary) and Letitia Broadhurst Knott.
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September 12, 1982

The Saturday Review (it had been my favorite literary magazine when it was known as
the Saturday Review of Literature) has suspended publication! 1 subscribed to it back in
the late 30’s, and it is the loss of a dear friend. It had financial troubles in 1970 or '71; it
tried a new format which did not work, and the new format lost for them their editor,
Norman Cousins, who published his own magazine, World, to which I subscribed (staying,
though, with SR); then it went back to its old format, and Norman Cousins agreed to go
back to SR. It endured ten years, ten economically-difficult years. Norman Cousins said
last week, “The Saturday Review has been so deep in my bloodstream that | can no more
be detached from the effects of its passing than | would be at the loss of a child.” My copies
had not come all summer, and | felt that SR’'s end was near. Originally it was a weekly
magazine, but for many years it has been a monthly. 1 say farewell to a friend I have
known since my girlhood.

September 14, 1982

Sunday was Grandparents’ Day, and Emerson brought us a very lovely gift imported from
England. It is a small ceramic model of an English house, and the sweet surprise of it is
that it is the Thomas Hardy house! | have put it on the dining room mantel.

September 16, 1982

Another fine American novelist has died. His death was the result of a motorcycle
accident: John Gardner. He was only 49. | enjoyed his novels, especially October Light,
Grendel, Nickel Mountain, and Freddy's Book. | had just been considering buying his
latest book, Mickelsson’s Ghosts. Gardner, who held a doctorate in classical and medieval
literature, had translated Old and Middle English texts. He called for books with “true
morality—Ilife-affirming, just and compassionate behavior.” (Quotation by Dr. Bernard
Rosenthal, chairman of University of New York's [at Binghamton] English department.)
Gardner taught writing at University of New York. The year has seen the passing of
Cheever and Gardner.

October 10, 1982
Shelley’s birthday. It's Sunday, and she was born on Sunday at 4:30 in the afternoon. |

brought in some bittersweet, and it's in a cream-colored jar that was imported from France.
The bittersweet is cracking open now, and it's lovely in the pretty jar. It's in loving
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memory of Shelley. Allegra and Emerson will be arriving soon, and I'm glad.
Their being here will help me.

November 8, 1982

I saw the juncos near the barn today. I'd been anxious about their coming as | hadn't seen
them near the house. | guess they’re timid about coming close to the house because of the
dogs. | like to see them when I look out the window.

January 8, 1983

Allegra is becoming very involved with her writing. She has found a mentor. | am excited
about her doing this.

January 15, 1983

I finished Elias Canetti’'s The Torch in My Ear. It is an autobiography that covers ten years
of his early life, 1921-1931. | have enjoyed it so much. Canetti won the Nobel Prize in
1981 for his major works, Auto-da-Fe and Crowds and Power. | should like to read the
first book of his autobiography, The Tongue Set Free: Remembrance of a European
Childhood. | ordered Auto-da-Fe from Mr. Stedman of the Village Bookshop in
Padanaram.

January 20, 1983

Yesterday Allegra drove me to Fall River where | bought a copy of Fall River: A Pictorial
History. In it is a picture of my grandfather, Obadiah Knott. He was a Civil War veteran,
and he is pictured (at about age 82) with the last of the Fall River Civil War veterans.

Allegra and | were born in Fall River, and we enjoyed driving through our old
neighborhood. However, I cried a little when we drove down our old street and passed the
house where my mother was born and the house next to it where Allegra and Shelley
were born and the house next to that where | was born.

February 27, 1983

Tennessee Williams died last week. He was the great American playwright. | love his The
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Glass Menagerie, and | have seen two film versions of it. On stage, | saw Cat on a Hot Tin
Roof with Sandy Dennis and Summer and Smoke with Eva Marie Saint. I'll miss him.

March 28, 1983

Emerson’s birthday.

I made a three-layer cake, and | decorated it last night. | used the train theme
again. Emerson asked me to. However, this year there are twelve little trains running
around the edge of the cake.

Emerson and | have a little song, “When 1 first saw you,” and | am wearing the
dress | wore when | first saw him at Tobey Hospital in 1979.

I am reading Canetti’s Auto-da-Fe, and | have ordered from the Village Bookshop
the first part of Canetti’'s autobiography, The Tongue Set Free.

D.M. Thomas who wrote The White Hotel has a new book, Ararat. It was well
reviewed by The New York Times.

April 23, 1983

I'm reading Northrop Frye's The Great Code, and I've just re-read two of Ezra Pound’s
lines that | admire:

The apparition of these faces in the crowd,
Petals on a wet, black bough.

Frye calls it “Pound’s best-known example of metaphor by juxtaposition.”
Shakespeare died on April 23, 1616. Perhaps he was born on April 23. It is known
only that he was baptized on April 26.
April 30, 1983
The Japanese quince at the back of the house is in bloom. That quince came from my Fall
River garden, and it has a distinctive deep pink color. The quince at the side of the house is
a paler pink.
May 9, 1983

Yesterday was Mother’'s Day. Emerson gave me a ceramic house—The Old Curiosity Shop.
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It was imported from England, as was the other he gave me—Hardy's house. They are
both on the mantel, and I like their literary origins.

One of the great pleasures of my life is opening my eyes on Sunday morning when
Emerson stays over and seeing him peeping in the bedroom door. As soon as he sees that |
am awake, he climbs laughingly into bed with me. We play little games, and we talk, and |
tell myself what a fortunate grandmother I am.

May 14, 1983

The Saturday Review has been revived! The new publishers are to be congratulated. It is
now a bi-monthly publication. The second issue came this week, and | like both. When |
subscribed to it in the 30's, it was a weekly magazine, but I’'m happy to have it every other
month. It’'s still a good magazine.

Bergman’'s new movie, Fanny and Alexander, is reviewed in SR by Judith Crist.
She calls it “a masterpiece”. Bergman calls it the “sum total” of his long career. |
remember how Allegra and | enjoyed his other films, especially Wild Strawberries and
Cries and Whispers.

June 14, 1983

Two of the Folio books came today (three with the presentation volume). Allegra’s is Le
Grand Meaulnes, and mine is Aubrey's Brief Lives. Two more will come in the fall: My
Brilliant Career for Allegra and Pan for me.

July 21, 1983

Yesterday we went to the Boston Museum of Fine Arts to see the Lane collection of 20th
century paintings. We liked the Georgia O’Keeffe and the Max Weber paintings. There
were many examples of abstract art and some cubist studies. Emerson loves the art
galleries, and Allegra always lifts him to view closely those he likes especially well.

July 22, 1983
Allegra left The Color Purple with me. I've just completed it. It's touching and wonderful.
From The Color Purple: “Trying to chase that old white man out of my head. | been so

busy thinking bout him I never truly notice nothing god make. Not a blade of corn (how it
do that?) not the color purple (where it come from?). Not the little wildflowers. Nothing.”
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September 11, 1983

I've a seed package of English wallflowers. | sent for them. My mother loved them. It was
hard to find them when | was little, but I remember one Sunday on the Cape on Old Route
6 we saw a sign on a roadside stand: “English Wallflowers.” My mother was happy. She
bought a boxful of the young plants that day, and | remember them growing years later in
our Fall River garden. Mama'’s birthday was August 30.

October 7, 1983

I spent a pleasant hour with Milton Travers, our local Indian expert. He lives in
Dartmouth near Barney’'s Joy. | drove up a lane edged with pine and spruce trees, and
where the lane widens there stands a life-sized carved wooden Wampanoag. | knew | was
at the right place. There is a lovely view across the fields and meadows of the beach and
ocean.

I now know what Cuttyhunk means: “land lying high out of the water.” Cuttyhunk
Island is a few miles at sea from New Bedford.

I bought a copy of Milton’s book, and he was happy to sign it for me. “You must
come back,” he said when | was leaving.

October 10, 1983
My Shelley’s day.
I read Light aloud. It is called an impressionistic study of one day in Claude Monet’s
life.
December 9, 1983

Andrew’s birthday.
And my mother died on this day in 1959.

Christmas Eve, 1983
To Emerson | read aloud from a pretty little Christmas book, A Northern Christmas by

Rockwell Kent, the illustrator. It's the account of the Christmas Kent and his young son
spent in remote Alaska in 1916.
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March 6, 1984

My Shelley died 29 years ago today. | love you, my darling. | miss you. | cry for you.

March 28, 1984

Emerson’s fifth birthday! We celebrated it yesterday, Tuesday. The dining room looked
pretty with streamers descending from the chandelier. | tied bunches of balloons outside
as a welcome sign for Emerson. | love my wonderful grandson.

April 6, 1984

I am reading Allegra’s copy of Rituals, a novel by the Dutch writer, Cees Nooteboom. She
is reading my copy of Flying to Nowhere, a novel by John Fuller.

April 10, 1984

Flying to Nowhere is a poetical, lean, compressed allegorical novel about an abbey on a
Welsh island in medieval times. It was published at the same time The Name of the Rose
was, and Flying to Nowhere was somewhat overlooked because of the success of the larger
novel. (They both take place in medieval abbeys.) | think Flying to Nowhere is superior to
the somewhat flamboyant The Name of the Rose.

April 22,1984

The daffodils are in bloom. The snowdrops bloomed in the snow and are gone now. The
squirrels dug up and took away the crocus bulbs I planted last fall. They did the same to
the tulip bulbs a few years ago. However, they don't bother the daffodils.

May 5, 1984

I was happy to read a “Poets’ Corner” has been established in the Cathedral Church of St.
John the Divine in Morningside Heights. It is similar to the “Poets’ Corner” in Westminster
Abbey. It will be dedicated on Monday, the 7th, to this country’s greatest writers. The first
writers to be elected are Emily Dickinson and Walt Whitman. Washington Irving was
previously selected by the dean of the cathedral, Very Rev. James Parks Morton.

I remember visiting the Cathedral of St. John the Divine about 32 years ago. My
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mother was living then. Missionaries happened to be there in the vestibule, and they were
selling mother-of-pearl “star of Bethlehem” brooches and necklace pendants they had
brought back from the Sea of Galilee. | bought a hand-carved pendant with a silver chain
for my mother. Of all the gifts she had received over the years, she cherished that the
most because it had come from the Sea of Galilee. How happy | am | brought it home for
her, my beloved mother. I miss you so much, Mama.

May 6, 1984

My copy of Eudora Welty’'s One Writer's Beginnings came. Mr. Stedman of the Village
Bookshop ordered it for me. I've just examined the pretty little volume. The pages are
tinted the faintest pink, and the dust jacket is pink and pretty. I've read a few pages, and
it's like looking back to some of my early years. Eudora talks about the books in the
family’s bookcase; some of the same titles were in ours. They were readers, and, poor as
they were, her parents bought books for birthday and Christmas gifts. Eudora grew up in
Mississippi, and her stories gave me, a Northerner, a look at the Delta people, a look that
impressed me pleasantly.

May 7, 1984

From Flying to Nowhere: “The evening sun hung on the shoulder of the mountain and lit
up the whole garment of the sea. The island seemed to float in darkness that sought the
disappearing light. It was like a still voyage towards the shining edge of the world.”

May 13, 1984

The two Japanese quinces are in bloom, and the new columbine is blooming. The dogwood
blossoms are just opening.

June 3, 1984

On Wednesday (May 30) there was a partial eclipse of the sun. At about 1P.M. it darkened
as the moon’s shadow passed over the sun. | went outside and had an excellent
momentary view of the eclipse. | looked through colored glass. This was the last major
sun eclipse of this century.

I wrote that Saturday Review had been revived, but | have not received a copy for
many months. However, in today’s paper | read that a group of Kansas City investors has
agreed to buy the Saturday Review from its publisher, Jeffrey Gluck.
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On Wednesday morning, | saw the eclipse. On Wednesday night, on Channel 2, |
saw the two-character film, My Dinner With Andre. | enjoyed listening to Andre and
Wally, both playwrights, discuss theater, philosophy, and literature.

Last Sunday | watched a film on the life and art of Wilhelm de Kooning, and the
Sunday before | watched a film on Arshile Gorky. De Kooning is still living.

I am reading Seamus Heaney’'s Sweeney Astray. Heaney, the Irish poet, has retold
the medieval Irish epic poem of Sweeney.

June 15, 1984

I drove to Sylvan Nurseries on Horseneck Road, and there | found a plant—spirea—for
which I've searched for years. My mother had one in her garden. As well as the spirea, |
bought six heathers. I'm going back for hemerocallis (hybrid day lilies).

June 30, 1984

Lillian Hellman, the American playwright, died today on Martha’s Vineyard. She was 79.
And | had been thinking of Julia, the movie based on episodes in Hellmann’s life. Julia
appears in Hellman’s book, Pentimento.

I've been reading The Nightmare of Reason, a Life of Franz Kafka. It was written
by Ernst Pawel.

My new biography of Walt Whitman came. Its author, Paul Zweig, subtitled it The
Making of the Poet. Zweig says that Whitman created a “bardic voice for the new nation.”

September 6, 1984

This is Emerson’s first day of school! He's on the morning kindergarten shift, and | keep
looking at the clock and thinking of what he might be doing. I'll call him this afternoon and
have him tell me about school.

I just called. Emerson loved school!

September 9, 1984

Susan Cheever has written a memoir of her father, John Cheever. It's called Home Before
Dark. The New York Times Book Review carried a large excerpt from it, “Remembering
John Cheever.” She tells of how, when he was a student at Thayer Academy in Braintree,
his teacher would promise the class if they were good that John would tell them a story.
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And they were good! They loved John's stories. I'll wait for her book to come out, and I'll
order it.
I've had to have my reading glasses upgraded.

October 9, 1984

Allegra and Emerson came yesterday to spend Columbus Day with me. In the late
afternoon | read aloud to Emerson two of the Eva Le Gallienne translations of the fairy
tales of Hans Christian Anderson. The book is inscribed to Allegra by Eva Le Gallienne.
She and | reminisced about our meetings with the famous actress. Richard LeGallienne,
the English poet, was her father.

October 10, 1984
This is my Shelley’s birthday. | know that she is happy with Jesus and with her Nana, her
Grandpa, and her Uncle Andrew. Oh, Shelley, | miss your tender words. | miss them.

I brought in a sprig of lilac-colored heath for her birthday. It's in a bud vase at the
window.

October 11, 1984

Emerson will take his first violin lesson this afternoon! | am so happy.

November 15, 1984

My first copy of the reborn Saturday Review came yesterday. | hope it survives. It
contains an interesting interview with Eudora Welty.

January 5, 1985
It is snowing, and the woods are lovely as they fill up with snow.
Emerson played his violin for us on Christmas. Jingle Bells, London Bridge, and

Old MacDonald. He read the music, fingered the strings, played so well. And he’s only
five.
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February 17, 1985

Miss Peabody’s Inheritance is a novella, and I've already read it. It arrived in the mail just a
few days ago. The book has an interesting format: a novella within a novella. The writer,
Elizabeth Jolley, is an Australian, and her book has two settings—Australia and London.

The book has lots of literary and musical references, and | like that. The London
character resembles Pym’s characters. The Australian headmistress, Arabella Thorne, is a
strong, intelligent, human woman. 1 like Jolley’s style.

Postage rates go up today: from 20 cents to 22 cents.

March 6, 1985

This is the thirtieth anniversary of Shelley’'s entrance into the Kingdom of Heaven.
Darling little Shelley, I love you.

March 8, 1985

My father died forty-five years ago today. It was a Friday.

March 20, 1985
Spring arrived today. Jenny Wren is building her nest right outside of the dining room.

There is a box in a corner, and she flies industriously into and out of it with nesting
material.

March 28, 1985

Our Emerson’s sixth birthday. Emerson surprised us by playing “America” on his violin.
He played it beautifully. Afterwards, in the dining room, we had the chocolate horseshoe-
shaped cake | had baked. | had decorated the dining room with birthday streamers.

April 12, 1985

My cousin, Jessica Knott, died on Thursday, April 11. She never married, but she lived a

full, interesting life. She was a Metropolitan Life Insurance office manager for many
years. During World War 11 she enlisted in the Women’s Army Corps. Most of her army
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years were spent in India. She loved the theater. A few times she and | attended
performances together, at the Colonial Theater in Boston, to see our mutual friend, Eva
LeGallienne, in Mary Stuart and Elizabeth the Queen. Often Jessica would go to New
York to see plays and musicals. After she retired seven years ago, she and her sister went
every year to London for a week to take in the theater. She was 69. | loved her.

April 20, 1985

On his own, Emerson learned “Grandfather’s Clock” and played it for his violin teacher.
She was delighted.

May 18, 1985

I read John Updike’'s The Witches of Eastwick. He describes quite wonderfully the part of
Rhode Island that lies between Narragansett and Westerly. | read Updike’s book of essays,
Hugging The Shore. They are literary essays of criticism.

I've ordered Jan Morris’'s The Matter of Wales. The critics have praised her loving
and detailed study of Wales. | hope the book comes soon.

Kundera was granted the Jerusalem Peace Prize.

I'm reading Julian Barnes’s Flaubert's Parrot. As Germaine Greer wrote, “It is a
book for people who really love books.”

June 10, 1985
Yesterday was Emerson’s recital. He played “Grande March” and “At Pierrot's Door.” He
played beautifully.
June 13, 1985
The Matter of Wales came. | find it engrossing.
I've ordered Paul Zweig's book of poems, Eternity’s Woods. Zweig wrote the

excellent Walt Whitman, The Making of the Poet. Zweig died this spring at the age of 49.
Such a loss to the literary world.
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June 22, 1985

Emerson is now a first grader. School ended Thursday, the 20th. He received the only
“Perfect Attendance” certificate.

Son of the Morning Star came yesterday. It is considered to be a remarkable study
of Custer and Little Big Horn. It is by Evan S. Connell. | bought it from the History Book
Club. Connell researched the Custer story meticulously. It is part biography of Custer,
part history of the Plains Indian Wars. | read the first few pages.

I've just read Gloria Vanderbilt's Once Upon A Time. | had mentioned it one day to
Mr. Stedman, and, thinking that | wanted it, he ordered it for me. So, quite accidentally, |
have a surprisingly beautiful piece of autobiographical writing.

July 12, 1985

On Thursday, we went to Concord. There was time only to visit the Orchard House. |
bought a sketch of the house. We went again to the Barrow Book Shop for a few minutes.
I bought a small book, The Glass Flowers in the Ware Collection. This collection is in
Cambridge at Harvard. Allegra bought a history of the Boston Symphony Orchestra for
Emerson. On the wall of the shop is a great photograph of James Joyce and Sylvia Beach
at the door of her French shop, Shakespeare and Company.

July 14, 1985

On Friday a replica of Thoreau’'s Walden cabin was dedicated. The fireplace contains one
stone from the original hut, and the famous pond can be seen from one window.

July 27, 1985

Emerson and | went to the Cape Playhouse in Dennis on Thursday. A well-known French
actress, Leslie Caron, appeared. She had made several American films after being
discovered in Paris by Gene Kelly when she was sixteen. She is still winsome and
delightful The play, One For The Tango, is a pleasant comedy. She played to a full house.

I received an acknowledgment from the London Times. My subscription to the
Times Literary Supplement begins on August 3. It will be a nice companion to the New
York Times Book Review.
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August 1, 1985

My father’s birthday.

August 10, 1985

The Times Literary Supplement has come.

August 23, 1985

I went with Emerson and Allegra to the Thornton Burgess house in Sandwich. Allegra
bought Emerson a few books.

Emerson is now playing a half-size violin.

I read in the Times Literary Supplement that Elias Cannetti has written the third
volume of his autobiography. It was published in June. | hope I can find it.

September 14, 1985

Emerson is back at school. He's in the first grade and spends six hours a day there. He
likes school as much as ever.
Allegra has had another poem published.

September 30, 1985

The hurricane named “Gloria” struck New England on Friday, the 27th. We were without
power until today. Some trees were uprooted, and many branches were blown off the big
trees. | was frightened as | heard the roar of the hurricane and saw the tops of our old, tall
pines shaking, twisting, and bending. The hurricane blew over us at 75 miles an hour, and
some of the gusts reached 100 miles. The worst of it lasted about four hours. It was a
reminder of the worst hurricane of this area, the hurricane of 1938. Gloria formed in the
tropics and traveled up the east coast to New England. | am relieved that it is over.

October 5, 1985
I had read Barnes's Flaubert's Parrot, and then | read Metroland. | found Barnes's study of

two adolescents amusing and revealing of their secret thoughts, their observations of
teachers, classmates, relatives, bus passengers, and Christopher’s quaint Uncle Arthur.
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Christopher matures during his stay in Paris, and | liked the many allusions to French
writers and painters. “Part I, Paris” is my favorite part of the book. The narrative flows in
Part I1. | was pleased that Christopher returned to Metroland and became a happy family
man. Barnes is a brilliant man of literature, and his book was a pleasure to me because of
its many literary references. Metroland was awarded the 1981 Somerset Maugham
Award.

I was reminded of J. D. Salinger’s The Catcher in the Rye. About twenty years ago |
read it, and loved Salinger’s troubled, touching, intelligent adolescent, Holden Caulfield, a
student dismissed time after time from private schools. At times | laughed until | cried.
The book ends with Caulfield still in his adolescence, but he has control finally over his
despair. That splendid book was banned from school libraries!

October 10, 1985

Shelley’s birthday. I think of you every hour of every day.

October 11, 1985

Orson Welles, the great film maker, died yesterday at the age of 70. His film, Citizen
Kane, is considered the greatest film ever made. He produced it and starred in it.

November 2, 1985

This is Saturday, a cold gray day. We moved here 25 years ago today from Fall River.
A little book of Rilke's poetry, Sonnets to Orpheus, came in today’s mail.

December 7, 1985

Philip Larkin, the English poet who declined the post of Poet Laureate, died last week.

Jon Connell sent me a lovely Christmas gift, an illustrated copy of The Psalms of
David. Jon was my neighbor in Fall River. We have always kept in touch. He lives in
Boston now. He was a bearer for my Shelley. He was only 17 or 18 then. | chose him
because he was a caring boy who loved Jesus. He has studied Christ all his life. He is
about 47. The book is beautiful.
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December 28, 1985

Anne Baxter, the movie actress, died this month. She was the granddaughter of Frank
Lloyd Wright.

January 4, 1986

On Monday, Emerson, Allegra, and | visited the historic district in New Bedford. We
hurried up in the cold along Johnny Cake Hill, and visited the Whaling Museum. Emerson
loved going aboard the Lagoda, the half-scale whaling ship in the museum. | enjoyed the
scrimshaw collection and the collection of whaling oil paintings. On the day before Da left
Fort Devens to ship out to Korea, he and | visited the museum and the Seamen’s Bethel . .
. thirty-four years ago!

Da has brought down from the attic Allegra’s telescope. Emerson wants very much
to see it. He and Da will do some viewing. Emerson wants to see Saturn. They may even
have a glimpse of Halley’'s comet.

March 1, 1986

Allegra and Emerson will be here for a visit in an hour.
The snowdrops peeped out of the ground yesterday.

March 6, 1986

Shelley entered Heaven thirty-one years ago. | think of her every day. | miss her. 1 love
her.

March 8, 1986

Papa died in 1940. So many years ago!

March 10, 1986
Georgia O’'Keeffe, our important American painter, died at the age of 98. | have always

looked for her canvases at the Boston Museum of Fine Arts. In 1924 she married the
noted photographer, Alfred Stieglitz.
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March 15, 1986

Emerson has been learning a seven-page piece of music, and he and his teacher will play it,
a duo, at his recital in June.

March 29, 1986

Emerson turned seven yesterday. We celebrated his birthday today. He and Da went kite
flying for a couple of hours. Then we had the birthday dinner and the cake ceremony.
Emerson wore his crown and blew out his seven candles. Da and | gave him binoculars.
He liked them.

April 24, 1986

This week is Emerson’s April school vacation. He and his mother left Massachusetts
Monday morning and drove for 22 hours until they reached Orlando, Florida. They are
seeing Disneyworld. They will leave on Friday, stop at Cape Canaveral, and will drive
north all day Saturday and Sunday.

May 3, 1986

Joe died on April 26. He is being buried today at 10A.M. in Notre Dame Cemetery in Fall
River. Allegra has taken care of all the details. Joe’s was a sudden death. He was found in
his apartment. He was cremated. Allegra brought his ashes home from Brockton last

night, and she has lovingly carried them to the cemetery. She bought a beautiful, cross-
shaped floral piece for the service at the Notre Dame chapel.

May 4, 1986

Allegra bought a granite marker for Joe's grave. Dad is engraved in the center, and
carved morning glories twist beneath the letters. 1, too, have cried often for him. He was a
warm-hearted, personable man sometimes. | loved him once.

May 7, 1986

Allegra drove me to Joe’s grave this morning. | was deeply moved by the loneliness of his
grave and by remembering that he lived alone for about thirty years. | pray for his peace.
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June 2, 1986
Allegra goes often to Joe’'s grave. We all went on Memorial Day, and she made his grave
look lovely. A large basket filled with plants was very pretty. There were vases of fresh
flowers, too. Emerson’s geranium was near the stone. Joe didn't seem so lonely that day.
June 21, 1986
Last night we attended Emerson’s recital. It was a beautiful evening. Emerson and his
teacher, Mary Ellen Dollard, played a duo. They played a piece of difficult classical music
by Ravel. There was tremendous applause after their presentation. Da and | were proud
of our grandson.
August 9, 1986
We stopped at the Middletown cemetery to visit Joe’s mother’s grave.

Joe had bought the lovely stone years ago for his dear mother.

August 30, 1986

My mother’s birthday. She was born on Downing Street in Fall River on August 30, 1876.

September 1, 1986

Last week we drove to Boston to the Museum of Fine Arts. There was a special exhibition:
“The Bostonians: Painters of an Elegant Age, 1870-1930”. We (Emerson, Allegra, and I)
lingered in the gallery for two hours. 1 loved the Winslow Homer watercolors and Childe
Hassam'’s Boston scenes. The exhibition closes on September 14.

September 3, 1986

Today Emerson enters second grade.

September 30, 1986

I have finally read Anita Brookner’'s Hotel du Lac. It is a gift to readers. The prose is
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wonderful. 1 can still see the gray images. I'll read more of Anita Brookner.

October 10, 1986

Shelley’s birthday.

October 17, 1986

I must buy a copy of the Fall River writer's biography, Along with Youth, of Ernest
Hemingway. The young, much-acclaimed writer is Peter Griffin.

October 23, 1986

I leave in an hour for Charlton Memorial Hospital. I've had some angina problems, and
Doctor Gabry insists that | go for tests. Allegra urged me to go. She is taking me. She
will take care of the house for me. It is only because of her help that | can go. | hear her
driving in now. Little journal, I admit that | am nervous about what lies ahead. I'll write
when | come home again.

November 11, 1986

I came home yesterday. | feel well now. My two wonderful doctors, Doctor Franklin
Scheel and Doctor Mark Gabry, tested me and treated me. | had suffered a heart attack.
I must lose weight.

I read Canetti's The Play of the Eyes at the hospital.

December 26, 1986

This was a wonderful Christmas. Emerson brought his violin, and we sang carols to his
accompaniment. We opened our gifts, and in the evening we sang again. It reminded me
of how we all gathered around my mother at the piano to sing on Christmas night. | can
see my father, my brother, my great-aunt, and dear Mr. Townson. After we sang, Mr.
Townson always said, “This is a gathering of the angels.” Mr. Thomas Townson was my
father’s school friend, and he was my brother’s godfather.
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January 10, 1987

Evening grosbeaks came today in great numbers to the feeders.

January 12, 1987

Today | received a telephone call from Peter Griffin. (I had written him a letter on his
Hemingway biography.) We talked for more than an hour.

March 6, 1987

Our Shelley died thirty-two years ago. | feel her with me more than ever.

March 29, 1987

We celebrated Emerson’s birthday yesterday, and it was, as usual, a memorable day. My
grandson is eight now, and | pray nightly that God watch over my dear boy.

August 8, 1987

Yesterday | had an echo-cardiogram. It was a simple test. | lay on an examining table in a
darkened room. Two technicians conducted the test. One watched a screen as the other
passed a receiver over and over again on the heart area. The heart sends sound waves to
the screen. | do not know the results yet. | have advanced heart disease.

August 15, 1987

We went to Concord yesterday. We toured again the Emerson house. The director
remembered us, and she said that our Emerson was their guest that time. She knows that
he was named after Ralph Waldo Emerson. Then we went to the wonderful Concord Book
Shop. | sat in a rocking chair while Allegra and Emerson looked at books. Soon I felt my
little grandson in my lap. We sat in that sweet position for about ten minutes. We rocked
gently together until Allegra came for us. Then we went to a secondhand book shop,
Books With A Past. | found there Young Torless by Robert Musil, the Austrian writer.
We went next to Sleepy Hollow Cemetery. The last stop that afternoon was at the old
Manse. Emerson and Allegra took pictures there.
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February 7, 1988

My Allegra’s birthday.

March 6, 1988

Our Shelley died thirty-three years ago. How have we gone on without her? It has been
hard to do so.

March 28, 1988

Emerson’s birthday.

Allegra and Emerson looked in the attic for my mother’'s Larkin desk. They
brought it down and cleaned it for Emerson to take home. My mother sold hundreds of
dollars’ worth of Larkin products to earn that desk when she was a little girl. In the
drawer we found the dictionary my great-grandfather, Andrew Knott, had written and
given to his son, Obadiah, in 1868. Then we found the letters my father, John Portlock,
had written to my mother, Alice Knott, in 1907. The letters are romantic and beautiful.
My mother’s letters to him are there, too.

June 3, 1990

Entered Saint Anne's Hospital today, Sunday. Surgery for cancer this time—Monday,
June 4 at 10:30 A.M. Doctor Philip Smith is my surgeon.

November 28, 1990

It is snowing, the first snow of the winter. The ground seed is covered with snow, and the
juncos don’'t know what to make of it. A squirrel has burrowed his way through the snow
to the ground seed.

November 30, 1990

A new bird came to the feeder this morning: the red-bellied woodpecker. He is beautiful
with a red cap and a zebra back. His range is from Florida and the Gulf of Mexico to Lake
Erie and southeast South Dakota.

Light snow has been falling all day.
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Defenseless
by Vincent Roger

Many towns on the southern coast, left without so much as a garrison
for defense, fell quickly to the rebel army’s rear guard. The Havana
government was quick to condemn what they claimed were ‘barbaric

pillagings’ of loyalist towns.

Captain Armando Amorin, then a

lieutenant in command of two insurgent divisions, recalled in a 1967
interview with Prensa Latina that the town of Tiburon fell in one
night and without a single life being lost on either side.

— from Nicolas Sifuentes’

A Critical History of the Cuban Revolution, 1971.

T he blonde-haired woman awakens to the
dawn, to the strands of light that cling like
cobwebs to the dry air, and the tightly
wound ball, expanding and contracting,
pressing inside her abdomen. She feels it
first as small as a mosquito prick or a single
red coffee bean. It grows in her belly while
she sleeps, a condensed and bitter cud that
sours her mouth and which she calls the
taste of her dreams. She rolls over on her
side, hoping the pain, like gasses, will belch
away. Noticing, first-thing, her husband'’s
side of the bed, empty, away from the
window, the coldest part of the house in the
morning; maybe something she’'s known all
along, from the moment her eyes open, and
her mind after imagining itself in her
childhood, between four gray walls, a palm-
frond roof and a lamp made out of corn
husks places her into this particular room
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and this particular life.

It's worse today, she thinks. Worse
today than yesterday, but not entirely new.
When it died inside of me, when it came
out of me dead, all skin and sinew, blue
and black. And he never said a word to me.

The woman rolls out of the bed,
tossing blankets away behind her, ripping
through the fine mesh of the mosquito
netting which holds fast to a corner of the
mattress. She pulls her thin nightgown
around her thick hips and waist, grabs a
housecoat from a peg on the bathroom door
and drapes it over her shoulders, covering
her bruised breasts. She opens the
bedroom door, deliberately, letting it creak
open on uneven hinges. The living room is
empty and she sees out to the porch where
a black mongrel lies, chewing on its matted
tail. She finds a half cup of coffee on the
kitchen table. It's cold and black and slides
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thickly down her throat.

Tomorrow is his birthday. My only
one. Padre Cartaya says they go to limbo
when | ask if it can hear me. Because
sometimes | talk to it, and cry. They go to
heaven when they're baptized, even if they
die. They all go to heaven, we all go to
heaven, none of us is spared.

The woman rises slowly from the
chair. Her knees jerk beneath her as she
tries to walk, her mouth fills again with
tepid coffee and the bitter brew which has
grown more violent on the way up from
her stomach. She clasps both hands over
her mouth, doubles over, twice, runs
around the door which appears as a
rectangular light, dull and yellow. She
reaches the porch without a drop spilling,
thrusts herself over the rickety porch
railing and opens her mouth, as if to
breathe again, or spit, but later she won't
remember what happens, or even the
sound the ball in her stomach makes when
it hits the red clay. The mongrel waits until
the woman goes inside to lap up the milky
puddle.

THEY HAD INFORMED HIM two weeks ago that
the town would have to be left undefended.

“You must recognize our priorities,”
said the young lieutenant of the national
guard while he chewed the end of a short
cigar. His division had been assigned to the
forty mile stretch between Ranchuelo and
Tiburon, but his new orders had placed him
at the head of what was being called a
strategic withdrawal. “We are prepared to
give up the interior, for now. But if
Havana falls, they’ll have won the war.”

“If you leave, what chance do we
have.” The doctor held up a hand-drawn
petition, six pages of appended signatures
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and his own. “Here, a list of those who
stand behind the government, behind you.
We are willing to fight, but without you, we
don’t stand a chance.”

“We can use all the hands we can
get,” said the lieutenant, grimly. “How
many of these men can go with us?”

“Our families, our homes are here.
We cannot leave.”

“You are the mayor of this town.
Your loyalties to it are understood. But we
have a greater responsibility. We can leave
you a few rifles, some men.” With his
thumb he jabbed at a spot on the chart,
spread out over the table. “We lost two
thousand men outside of Santa Clara last
week. | tell you, that Guevara is the
devil.” The lieutenant clenched his teeth to
keep from spitting.

“He’s not the devil,” said the doctor.
“He’s a son of a bitch.”

I see Him from behind the fence, through
the stalks which poke out from he sticky
dirt and grow over my head. | hear him call
me, like the wind, only not so sad as the
wind sounds. Peeking in at me when |
climb the mango tree and eat the mangos
with the red, ripe skin. 1 feel him, beside
the stream, warm like the morning, and
soft. Then papi calls me. Lupe! Lupe! |

am running. Beside the fence, the yellow
haired corn. It burns with a blue fire now.
No smoke. Papiwaves his arm, he sees the
corn on fire. Lupe! Lupe! He watches me
run, follows me into the house, through the
door, like a smell.

THE DOoCTOR KNEW the time had come when
he saw the corn field ablaze. He felt no
fear, though he had feared nothing else in



The Paumanok Review

his life so much as the prospect of giving
this one up. What he felt now was more
properly relief, relief that if his world
should end, had to end, it should happen
now and in this way.

He barred the front door to his
house with two sofas and the kitchen table,
turned out all the lights in the house with
the exception of a single kerosene lantern
which he placed on a stool, in the center of
the living room. He sat behind it, stiffly, in
a kitchen chair, a rusty double barreled
shotgun grasped tightly in his bleached
fists.

The doctor’s wife looked out at him
from the gap of the bedroom door. Their
daughter Lupe, whom people said
possessed the best of both of her parents’
bad traits, crept out from behind her
mother’s shadow and skirt. The doctor saw
the little girl’s stare, assumed she was fixed
on him, but had he been more careful
would have noticed the black pupils
enchanted by the curving smoke from the
lantern and the shapes it drew, like a magic
finger, in soot on the white ceiling. His
wife's face reflected the darkness of the
house; he couldn’t tell if she were scared or
in pain, or like him felt nothing at all, or
worse, an emptiness which clung to your
insides like a bad cold and fought you to get
out. The doctor reached for a tall, clear
bottle beneath the chair, took a long swig
and swallowed hard to keep the emptiness
in.

The rebels had not planned on
fighting. They had been content to wait
him out, sprawled in tired heaps on his
lawn, or the porch, their ponchos and packs
put to use as pillows. After two hours,
according to the clock in the doctor's
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kitchen, the youngest member of the band
which had surrounded the doctor’'s house
banged on the front door with the butt of
his carbine. The shotgun rocked in the old
man’s hand, as if awake, his finger tight on
the trigger.

The young man spoke as if the door
wasn't there. His voice cut through the
house’s dark silence. “Companero, we need
your to take a look. We have a man here,
hurt, shot in the arm a week ago. We're
thinking it's infected.”

The old doctor said nothing, raised
the shotgun to chest level, estimated the
height of his adversary on the other side of
the green door, a man he’d never seen and
didn't plan on seeing. His skin was as hot
and tight as the lantern’s wick. He wiped
his upper lip with his tongue.

“We're not here to hurt you, doctor.
We only need your help. And maybe a few
things, too. Some bread or crackers, maybe
some ham. Any water we can use, doctor.”
The voice on the outside of the door never
lost its steadiness or warmth.

The doctor’'s wife walked up behind
him. She placed her hand on his shoulder
first, her skin smooth next to his, more
white and new. The old doctor's hands
shook and he tightened his fists around the
gun’s stock to stop them.

“Our shelves are full, Pepe.
Anything they want, they'll just take it.”

The doctor laid the shotgun on the
floor, as one would lay a dead body in a
coffin. He did not look back, just trudged to
the door with heavy feet and pressed the
right side of his face against it. He saw his
enemy for the first time through a
widening crack in the soft wood: a boy, he
thought, in a green shirt and pants too big
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for his belt to hold up.

The young man noticed him
immediately, slouched so their eyes could
meet.

“That’s the man there,” he said and
pointed to a mulatto on the porch, his arm
wrapped in a bloody swaddle. “He needs a
doctor. It's urgent.”

“Yes, urgent,” said the doctor. “Just
one moment.” He looked behind him. His
wife had disappeared into their bedroom,
not bothering with the lights. He saw his
daughter, peeking out from behind the
door frame. Wisps of sunny hair gave away
her location.

“Lupe, go with your mother. Go to
sleep.” The doctor’s voice was loud, but not
fierce and had the girl been older, perhaps
she would have recognized this. She curled
the ends of her lips into a smile, a small
one, then closed the door behind her.

| HEAR MAMI BREATHING, | hear her heart in
bed. It's cold tonight with mami. Voices in
the other room, voices | never hear, loud
laughing, or crying. Sometimes mami cries
at night when | fall asleep on her belly. 1
can’'t sleep with the noise. | close my eyes
and press against them to see the shapes,
like mami taught them. First green, then
blue, then white. It is white, but not white
like the flowers. It is white and not white,
like the sun. | can hear them, all night, in
the kitchen. Then I am moving, beneath
me, | can smell the horses and the men.
He holds me, rough hands and hot, like the
sun in the morning. I am moving. | see the
stars. They are crying.

THE BLONDE-HAIRED WOMAN knows it before
she gets up in the morning, before the ball

90

Winter, 2001

swells up inside her, before she has to
throw up the poison that makes her sick
every day. And then it happens anyway.
She finishes before her husband returns,
from where she doesn’'t know. And now
her mouth tastes like bitterness, as if
bitterness were a flavor poured out of a
little brown bottle.

They are both silent at the breakfast
table. Her husband does not look up from
his eggs. The phone rings and surprises
them both. Her husband answers it, then
after a minute, slams it down and walks
back to his breakfast. He finishes it in two
bites, then drains two fingers of can liquor
from a worn pewter cup.

“That was Francisco,” he says. His
voice startles her, she rarely hears it. “Last
night, they were over at his house. Said
they needed medical help. All they needed
was two bottles of cane liquor.

“He can’'t remember after that, until
his wife woke him up, sobbing. They took
Lupe, can you believe it? It's what they
wanted all along. Those bastards should
burn in hell. And then they talk about the
war being over. . . .

She closes her eyes and pretends he
is gone. Then he is gone. She walks
through the empty house, like a sleeper
would do in a dream, dragging her fingers
over the cracks in the walls, feeling the
emptiness of the house. She thinks, it
hurts the same, to lose this one. This one is
in heaven, but it hurts the same. She was

alive and they took her, and it hurts the
same.

The mongrel trots in, a torn rag doll
in his mouth. The woman takes it form
him, cradles it against her chest, wipes
thick clots of mud from the cornsilk hair.
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POETRY

let me be a woman aging softly
by Donna Hill

|et me be a woman aging softly
as time wraps me
invisibly

time that has silently slipped
from my wrists

sweet lack of relevance

care or concern

as it blends into

southern

winds

fallen from my walls
into tinkling

heap

makings for another
intricate piece of jewelry

let me hear again

your laughter in harmony
intricacy of thought

trace through my being

smiles shared
fingers entwined

words that paint me
violet by day

leave your gentle face

stamped on every page
of my sleep
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dollyclocks
by Liam Durcan

Phillip looks down from the balcony at
Kenny as though he were a picture at an
exhibition and asks himself what the title of
the painting would be, if he were allowed or
inclined to name it. The small boy reaches
up with his right hand as if to touch the
pieces of art that appeal to him: the
corrugated floating pieces of a mobile or
anything brightly  coloured. It is a busy
hand, one that has already been thrust
indiscriminately and against Phillip’s
repeated warnings through the opened
window of an uptown cab on the way to the
museum, so to wave to passersby or empty
alleys. The security guards in the museum
are  accustomed to someone like Kenny
and step forward to dissuade him from
making contact; with a little head-fake
straight from the basketball court they
convince Kenny, who puts his hand
back down at his side and hurriedly walks
past them. But Kenny cannot be stopped,
not for long. Phillip can see that from his
vantage point overlooking the foyer
through which the small boy now roams.

“Kenny,” he says, with enough
authority to stop the boy in his tracks. He
thinks that perhaps it is not the tone but
the sound of a voice from nowhere that
freezes him. “Stay right there, Kenny.”

He ducks down a stairway so if and
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when Kenny looks up he will not see
anyone and perhaps remain amazed and
immobile for another five seconds, which
he has budgeted as travel time down the
hallway and across the Inuit sculpture
exhibit, not taking into account the
possibility of the security guard’s caution
for running through the museum. Kenny
is still planted there, looking around for the
voice in the vast space of the hall, eyes
seeming to swell in his large head as he
recognizes Phillip emerging from the
crowd.

“Where were you Bud?” he says and
pats him on the shoulder, the contact like a
game of tag for Phillip, tension released
now that he has found him again and can
begin to relax. He checks Kenny to see if
he has been in any scrapes in the twenty
minutes they have been separated. Old
scar over the bridge of his nose, chocolate
ice cream stain on his windbreaker, newly
acquired as of this afternoon, but not bad,
not bad at all—evidence of a little

indulgence. Kenny wipes the dew-drop of
saliva from his lower lip, quivering
now with what Phillip hopes is
excitement.

“I saw colours.”

“Yeah, they're pretty, aren’t they?”

“Yeah.”



The Paumanok Review

“Where did you go, Kenny?”

“To see more colours.”

They are linked again. Phillip
focuses on the zipper at the base of the
windbreaker that heis trying to fasten.
Kenny's eyes are fixed on Phillip’s
downward glance.

“lI only have one rule, Kenny. You
know that, don't you?”

Kenny, worry entering his face,
stares back, as if fearing he has been
caught; there are many rules, but what is
the one rule?

“The one rule is that you listen to
me when we are out like this. You enjoy
the colours, don’t you?” “Yes.” “And you'd
like to see more, wouldn't you?”

He nods.

“Well, if your Mom finds out how
you've been acting she won't allow us to
come out like this.”

Phillip then raises his hands as if to
gesture calm down because Kenny begins
to hyperventilate and gives warning of
imminent, seismic crying.

“No, no, no. | won't tell her.
worry. Not if you promise to be good.”

Kenny nods again, folding one hand
into the other as if he were trying to make
something disappear.

Phillip looks at his watch and
suspects that the minute hand may be
broken, but that's museum time he
thinks, that's Kenny time. Another hour
and by then they will be in the cab and once
there the day is over really, because Cheryl
will be back at the apartment by that time,
smiling and waiting for them, not upset at
the stain of chocolate ice cream. These
things come off in the wash, she will say,
kissing Kenny on the forehead and glowing

Don’t
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at him.

He and Kenny have this rhythm, he
says to himself, as if practicing for Cheryl,
this cadence of the day. He gives Kenny
the ground rules and then allows him to
explore to his heart's desire. He reins
him in if there is something that appears to
be dangerous, or in this situation, if he
becomes rambunctious around priceless
works of art.

“You should have been a dad.”

“Hasn't been in the cards,” he said,
doing up the windbreaker that morning as
she left for the office to finish up some
work for the Alvarez deposition. She was
apologetic; it was, after all, unplanned, and
she wanted Phillip to know that she wasn't
trying to take advantage of him.  Phillip
replied with magnanimity that it was no
problem, that he and Kenny needed to
spend more time together, and checked his
watch.

The great hall of the museum is full
today, echoing confidences and whispered
asides until there is that tunneling roar, a
level of diffuse noise that has always been
considered an efficient means of torture.
He feels it now inside his head, a billowing
sensation, perhaps because he slept-in this
morning; a migraine grumbles near the
surface, caressing his left eyeball. Kenny
sits beside him on the bench, watching the
older kids walk past them and into the
sculpture gallery. A squadron of girls
laughs about something, not Kenny
though, and the indifference is mutual as
Kenny is now re- interested in his watch.
He takes it off and begins waving it, the
strap flapping, now whipping the watch
more furiously and giggling with delight.

“Kenny.”
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He helps Kenny put the watch back
on, not an easy task as Kenny wants to
help and twists his hand around enough so
that the maneuver demands increasing
patience and dexterity.

“Don't move your hand, Kenny.
That's it, keep it still.”

He notices the delicacy of Kenny's
hands, how the last two fingers are even
smaller, part of the overall picture. He
turns the hands over to find the extra
crease along the palm that should be there,
if what he’s read is correct, and there it is.
He draws his finger along the fold, the
Simian crease, a name out of a zoological
museum. Kenny has all the other lines, of
course, perhaps not as long or well
developed but certainly a fairly normal
inventory of loops and markings. To
Phillip, Kenny doesn't look like a lot of
other kids with Down’s syndrome. His eyes
are more normally shaped and his mouth
opens only when he is tired.

The watch is secured and they sit in
silence. Out of the throngs Phillip watches
two women emerge: one older and the
other in her twenties, a granddaughter
likely, given their resemblance. For a
moment he thinks that he meets the glance
of the younger one, fine-boned and in any
other era doomed to be called patrician, but
no eye contact is made. The pair continues
arm in arm, staring out at nothing, blind
planets moving in space. Phillip returns his
gaze to the far wall and feels the muscles of
his face form an impassive smile.

Phillip prides himself on his
inscrutability. It was Delores, only months
before she left, who remarked on his lack
of emotion as she confided to him the
details of her mother’s recent surgery ( a
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colostomy revision or bowel obstruction as
he recalled; something viscerally painful
and recurring, like the harridan herself).
She was wrong, of course. It was less of an
exercise in control than  sincere
indifference (and even then probably
not indifference but simply perplexity at
being chosen a confident), but he thought
about it and concluded that Delores was
half-right and perhaps even
complimentary: maybe he did have an
inner editor, mulling the input and pulling
the skin tight on his face. Itwas not that
he was insensitive—no, he felt things as
deeply as anyone, it was just that one had
to admit that he was an ever-fixed mark,
an iceman. That reticence had been most
recently challenged when he first went to
pick up Cheryl and was introduced to
Kenny without warning. With the boy
grabbing him by the fingers and dragging
him to see his room, he understood that
this was a test, that his facial expressions
and body language would be as closely
monitored as whether or not their knees
touched in the cab ride or the position of
her head as they said goodnight. He said
nothing about it; he was determined to
maintain an absolute air of nonchalance, a
naturalistic kind-hearted indifference as
though she had told him her child had
allergies or dyslexia.

“He wants to play opposites with
you,” Cheryl said as Phillip was plunked
down at Kenny's play-table, “you say
something and he will say the opposite.”

“I don’t understand.”

“It's a game, he's learning about
opposites.”

Phil paused, a playful smile brought
to his lips for her to see. Sure, he would
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play. “The dog runs across the yard.”

Kenny stopped, intense effort easing
into an answer. “Two cats sit under the
pool,” the boy said and clapped his hands,
“go, go.”

“Then you do the opposite to his
sentence.” Cheryl prompted, smiling at the
two of them.

Christ, he thought, trying to remind
himself of what Kenny had said, she needs
to get out more. “No birds fly above the
desert.” “All bees fall below my dinner.”

The child roared with a paroxysmal
laughter that frightened Phillip, who rose
from the chair with the studied look of a
good loser, the boyfriend beatified. He
smiled at her and she beamed back.

He could feel her eyes on him all
through the meal and it wasn't until dessert
arrived that she addressed the topic.
What did he think of Kenny? He
remembered saying that he thought he
seemed like a good kid. He was going to
have to bring it up; not to would mean that
he was simply too proficient an actor, no
doubt with an eye cast toward the offstage
door, or an ignoramus. He told her that it
must be difficult raising him alone,
especially with her job at the law firm and
then asked if he went to school close by.
She smiled.

His head is filling with water, the
hydraulic pressure evenly transmitted now
to every part of the inner table of his
cranium. His eye is especially animated
now, toggling in its socket  with  each
heartbeat. He reaches into his jacket
pocket, promising grand things for the first
deity that will help him procure a tablet of
tylenol, iorinal, butorphanol, anything, but
his fingers flutter through the darkness
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and space and find nothing.

Kenny likes him but Kenny likes
anything that isn't threatening or comes
with a day- glow super ball or a day out. It
takes his complete energy to spend the
afternoon with Kenny because with Kenny
comes many subsidiary considerations:
general appearance upon return, risk of
damage (to or by Kenny) and risk of loss.
This is the most grievous because all
others can be explained by his ward’s
Kennyness. Something shatters or rips and
all Cheryl has to do is look at him, and he
could be doing anything, laughing,
simpering, idling in obliviousness, and she
melts; all infractions forgotten. It is, of
course, not as simple between Cheryl and
him, he thinks, and more than ever he
finds himself re-examining every line of
dialogue, cross-referencing their
conversations with those of mutual friends
and monitoring his gestures to eliminate
anything that would make her wary of
continuing with him, of talking about
moving in and making it official.

It is not the way he imagined it was
going to be. Even before he met Delores
he had allowed himself a theoretical family:
a boy and a girl with ages beyond infancy or
toddlership, avoiding the aching ears but
with nothing yet hormonal. They were not
faces seen as much as situations: soccer
games and other recorded
incremental triumphs. After his divorce
he was increasingly less able to conjure
domestic scenes and finally, when pressed,
could only summon memories of fellow
summer campers, vague histories of bed-
wetters and small animal torturers and the
placid, interminable boredom of childhood.

He should have channeled his
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anger, focused his energy on his job, but
had neither anger or energy to muster
and so one dull misery shadowed the other.
He drifted from a job writing advertising
copy, where he already had a cardboard
box packed and sitting in his desk
drawer in acknowledgement of evolving
mutual disaffection, to something a
friend of his set up for him writing text for
new web pages, which lasted the two
months it took for him to cultivate a
withering contempt for what he felt were
the conspicuously  body-pierced and
minimally brain-damaged teenagers
introduced to him as his coworkers.
Now he taught English to people who had
to learn the language to stay in the country
and would stare at him with their own
vague and disquieting hunger. Behind him,
he left a trail of addresses of diminishing
prominence: second floor greystone to
condo sublet and finally a studio with a
midget fridge that he did not bother to
stock with beer, as he had vodka in the
cupboard. He woke up when he met
Cheryl. She saved him and he knew it. He
looked around and saw squalor and how far
he had fallen and if he did not take control,
he told himself, he would eventually wake
up to a life he could not change.

And so Kenny would be his family,
eventually, or so he hoped. He was
spending every weekend with them,
sometimes just with Kenny, like this, when
Cheryl had a deposition to prepare and
sometimes all three of them, as Kenny did
not take being left with his aunt with any
sentiment less than a face of rage and
betrayal that would haunt Cheryl for the
rest of their weekend together. And so he
cleaned up Kenny’s split lips and took him
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to the men’s washroom when they were all
out together and felt through it all that
Cheryl was watching and surveying a
future that he hoped to share.

His pulsating head is now only
worsening and if he does not find anything
to calm it he will be spending the cab ride
home with his head out the window. He
turns to Kenny to convince him to go to the
gift shop where they must sell analgesia
(the place was, after all, loaded with
children) and finds the bench empty, its
cushion slightly dimpled in the middle.

He stands up to find his head has
acquired a gravitational center of its
own, wobbling on his neck as if
expressing a desire to separate itself, hop
off the shoulders and role into a patch of
quiet darkness under a chair. He looks
around for Kenny, who cannot run that
fast—this is what he has been reduced to:
calculating search perimeters like a warden
with a pack of hounds in tow—and thinks
he may hear the voice, the little nasal
grunt, in the exhibit of surrealist art. The
halls of granite and marble begin to
scintillate as though they were aberrantly
electrified: a beauty, a travesty, something
not up to code. Lines appear like tungsten
grills in the center of his field of vision
before they fan out and pulsate. He walks
through the central hall where the works
would be prominently displayed if he could
see them, which he can partially, he thinks.
The colours shimmer and disperse and
might be the drippings of surrealists for all
he cares. Cheryl has talked him into this
exhibit before, something to which he has
agreed under the ‘expand your horizons’
clause of blossoming relationships— a
thorough tour of the Berlin dadaists, the
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subtle changes in composition that defined
Arp’s later works, Tanguay'’s use of colour,
blah blah blah. He now knew one
experience that was improved by a head
full of pulsatile agony. In a darker
moment, one spent smiling into a wine
glass and absorbing the nuances of recent
changes in the tax code from one of
Cheryl's associates, he had fancied a
quicker exit: the supernova of an aneurysm
for which they could have carted him out
with some dignity under a nice quiet death
shroud.  Phillip generally bemoans his
chattiness because his silences play like a
car alarm and he must not have concealed
his antipathy well that night. Cheryl was
upset and was quiet all the way home that
night—thinking, reconsidering—he
supposed. He was appalled when he caught
a glimpse of himself in the rear-view mirror
of the cab that night; did he look like this to
her? He saw an expression that he
imagined gave away too much, a face like
Kenny’s, of someone familiar and pitiable.
She told him to let go of her but he
did not want to let go. He grabbed her
wrist and she told him to left go of her. But
it was her; she pulled away from him,
twisting the wrist  and visiting upon it a
mark that they used to call an Indian burn
but now was just an abrasion. It was just
an abrasion. She wrapped her hand
around her wrist and told him to leave, and
that's all he could remember of her until
she called later that week. What had come
over him? she wanted to know. He
thought about the sequence of events that
had led them to this; Kennywas in the next
room: there were no words. It was difficult
for him to recall it, it took on the feel of a
physics problem of many tricky steps. She
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turned away from him and he did not want

her to. He grabbed her wrist because he
did not want her to turn away.
She turned away because she was

finished speaking to him. Not the word but
the lack. An extra foot-pound of torque
applied—he thought of the situation in its
most physical sense, because how did
anything else make sense? An extra
chromosome and not the lack of love, a
spreading depression in his brain, easing
him into a migraine, an extra-foot pound
and an abrasion. There was no intent in it,
he told her, and he felt she believed him,
after a time.

Kenny was his savior; a happy lump
of a kid lodged in his gullet. As part of his
rehabilitation after the wrist he took him to
the Thanksgiving's Day parade, fighting the
crowd and the oppressive gaiety to place
Kenny at curbside as the comic dirigibles
floated over them, penitently introducing
the boy to the characters that were before
his time. No, Bullwinkle and Rocky were
not brothers, not that he knew of. A large
cartoon cat, the one that is forever seeking
lasagna, was pulled off course by a gust of
wind that had tunneled down the
avenue. Phillip recoiled and prepared to
bolt, thinking the balloon was coming down
on top of them but Kenny just stood and
squealed approval at the floppy shell.

The world is larger. The people are
reduced to cartoon characters and then
ants scuttling along the floors of this vast
palace. Around him the walls inflate and
the little globs of art fold into themselves.
He hears the wind, as though emergency
doors have been thrown open and the
museum is flooded with sweet, stinging air.
In the distance the gift shopflutters like an
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oasis. He walks toward the shop, the world
swirling slow around him, his arms
weightless in the eddy currents. He can
hear it all now: every conversation
they have had, the point and counter-
point, the sound of her breathing as she
dreams. He can hear Kenny, who after
evading his search now spontaneously
materializes at his side in  the gift shop,
asking for dollyclocks. Dollyclocks, he
repeats and looks at Phil as though he were
the idiot, because he cannot understand. Is
it a toy? Is it a happy meal from one of
those movies he is now forced to sit
through? What is a dollyclock? he says to
Kenny, trying to keep him in his visual
field. Kenny points to a bin of remaindered
books with torn covers and out-of-date
calendars, mouthing the words that he now
cannot hear.

He looks toward the desk because
that is where the analgesia should be sold
but Kenny is on his sleeve, tugging and
continuing his chant. | understand, he
says, but he cannot understand this little
boy with his face and his mysterious needs.
In the center of the scintillations his vision
bleaches to a neural grey and Kenny’s face
is gone, blanked out like an innocent in the
gaze of the camera. He locates the boy
among the milkiness and colours. He
reaches for the windbreaker and pulls.

“Let's go.”

He is visited with a magnificent
agony: there is blood in each step. It hurts
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so much that he is giddy, and he laughs at
the very thought of frog-marching the
little runt out from under  the
discriminating gaze of the local art
doyennes, through the rows of tchotchkes
poised only an axe-handle’s length from
him, away from books that promise culture
but deliver pictures. He wonders to what

type of provocation the  security
staff respond most proficiently. It cannot
be the caterwauling child, common
currency in these halls, nor is it the

tantrum or gestures of physical force; these
are mere accoutrements of guardianship.
It may be the haste with which they leave,
suggesting theft of a particularly valuable
coffee table book or worse yet, child
abduction, but the staff cede passage
when they see him because they know
that look, the visage of blood and ache.

The little boy bawls in the darkness
of the cab with Phil hunched over beside
him, listening to the arteries pound and
the city muffling its roar. He feels the sway
of the cab as it negotiates traffic. The
swelling subsides and he can again open his
eyes. Outside his head the world has
become quiet, even with the boy sobbing
for his dollyclocks. His vision begins to
clear and he leans over to Kenny, rubbing
the boy's arm and examining the
windbreaker with its tear at the shoulder
and cursing the sharp edges of cabs and
doorways and the like.
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The Wedding Poem
(FOR TERRA)
by Doug Tanoury

Time upon a once | do now recall

In memory rich with childhood wonder
The fairy tales read at bedtime

And prayers said at her bedside

Now I lay me down to rest

I hope your dreams are just the best

Heaven and hell are chambers of the heart
For when | am dead | will spend eternity
Strolling through summer afternoons

A little hand in mine as we walk

And talk quite casually of birds and trees
And bumblebees burrowing deep in blossoms

Awakening to absence that is her finding

The fullness of a wonderful womanhood

That is her finding now the meaning of mature love
And living her days in a happy place of her own making
That is crafted by her own choices and

Sustained by her own hands

I sing now no more in half whispers

My tenor rising just above the organ notes
The Kyrie and Agnus Dei

The Sanctus and Benedictus

My prayers of happiness are sung

For Latin is the language of heartfelt love

Walk once more with me down the nave
Toward the altar of this country church
Awash in the color of stained-glass light

My chest that rises and falls with each breath
Is a warehouse of fervent worship

As | walk with her toward her life
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Australia
by Coral Hull

100



The Paumanok Review Winter, 2001

101



The Paumanok Review Winter, 2001

102



The Paumanok Review Winter, 2001

103



The Paumanok Review Winter, 2001

104



The Paumanok Review Winter, 2001

105



The Paumanok Review Winter, 2001

106



The Paumanok Review Winter, 2001

107



The Paumanok Review Winter, 2001

108



The Paumanok Review

FICTION

Winter, 2001

The Death of Masaccio
by Gaither Stewart

Destiny was a stranger to Tommaso.
Unlike his sophisticated fellow Tuscans for
whom destiny is a companion, good or evil,
always at your side, Tommaso kept him at
a distance and called him Satan. Destiny-
Satan would have to wait his time.

Traffic on Via Cassia between Florence
and Rome was heavy for November. After
weeks of rain the skies were usually dark,
the road a sea of slime and mire. The wind
blew cold across the valleys from east and
west.

Ox carts lumbered along on the right,
carriages with their curtains drawn rushed
past on the left and from time to time
groups of two and three riders on
horseback trotted arrogantly in the middle
of the deeply rutted road. Swearing
pedestrians held to the high grass along
the sides, pulling cloaks and shawls around
their faces against swirling dirt and
splashing mud.

Tommaso had picked up the heavily
traveled north-south axis to the west of
San Giovanni Valdarno where he'd visited
his parents. After years of bohemian
existence in Florence, he'd wallowed in the
comforts of home. Home-cooked meals,
baths, and fresh clothes seemed like
reward. Sometimes he was torn between
the comforts of a residential life and a life
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for his art.

He’d left his meager worldly possessions
with his father, keeping for himself
enough money to live until he started
earning in Rome. He didn't know how
long he would be away. He hadn't the
remotest idea where he would be living.

His eyes before him on the mud-filled
ruts and sharp stones he was tramping
down the road winding downhill from the
last Tuscan mountain hurdle when the two
men began walking alongside him.
Absent-mindedly he scrutinized them out
of the corner of his eyes, as usual more
interested in the faces than in whom they
were. He hoped that he didn't look well to
do and checked the money belt under his
clothes as his parents had recommended.

“We're from Arezzo,” the younger one
said. “I'm Piero and he's my friend.”
Grinning broadly, he pointed at the older
man who merely grunted. “Mind if we
walk together? It's a long way, to Rome. Is
that where you're going?”

“Better in company ... here on the main
road,” Tommaso said with a smirk, “rather
than risk the bandits on the back roads.
There's practically nobody on the road
around Siena these days without an armed
escort.”

“Yeah, bandits galore on the back roads
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in these parts. Armies of them. It's a way
of life. What's Tuscany without its rebels
and bandits? And its saints and heretics.
But you sound like an experienced traveler

. doesn't he, Nonno?” He nudged the
gray-bearded man beside him that he
called “grandpa” and slapped his leg. “Or
are you a pilgrim?”

Tommaso laughed at this garrulous
character’'s antics. Entertainment made
the time pass. God knows how long it
would take with the rain and bad roads.
“Hardly. No, just looking for work.”

“So are we,” said the other.
“Everything is changing in these times.”

Tommaso was tired of Florence. He
wanted change. At 27 he still wanted
adventure. He had to learn about life in
the world. Anyway, violence and
treachery were rampant in Florence, even
if it was far from his life. The Guelfs and
the Ghibelline were in permanent
conspiracy in the city that Dante and
Bocaccio had made into the spiritual
capital. Conspirators were plotting the
return of the exile, Cosimo de’ Medici.
Power politics was the practice. And
wealth was pouring into the city.
Florentine banks were the Pope’s bankers.
Tuscan wines and silks were flooding
Europe. Rich Florentines didn't worry
about the Turkish armies at the gate of
Europe but looked with envy at the
Portuguese navigators discovering new
markets around the world.

In the year of 1428 the market
reigned supreme. The poor were poorer,
the rich richer.

Outside the cities
People were afraid.
armed—to defend

it was worse.
Everyone was

their homes and

110

Winter, 2001

families, they said. The plebes hated the
patricians, the patricians hated each other.
Hatred permeated the world.

It seemed that only the soaring
Romanesque cathedrals rising along the
banks of the Arno River offered security
against the forces of the Devil. Now all the
artists, young and old, wanted to decorate
those churches and spread the message of
the new age about to dawn in Europe.
Tommaso Guidi knew he was in the
forefront.

“Oh yes, the patrons like my message,
my new art,” he muttered to himself as he
did when he was alone on the scaffold. It
seemed much of his life had been spent on
scaffolds in dark cold churches, talking to
himself, pumping his arms and doing knee
bends trying to keep warm.

He recalled also that some of his
colleagues and all his rivals liked him less
than the patrons. Jealousy and envy, he
knew. They're not all forward looking like
my friends Brunelleschi and Angelico and
Donatello and Filippo Lippi.

Tommaso stopped to pull up his
heavy, dark blue stockings now caked in
mud and colorless. He tucked the tops far
up under the wool knee britches. He
opened his rough cloak wider at the neck
for he was sweating under a sudden
noonday sun. He looked to the east and
saw the church spires of what he thought
was the old hill town of Montepulciano.
Olive trees specked the sides of the hills,
cypresses lined the crest. He tilted his
head backward and saluted the Tuscan

sky. Its light was the source of his
inspiration. The world is a good place, he
thought.

“What did you ...?" Piero started to
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ask, when an open carriage passed them
on the left at a rapid clip.

A young dandy with long blond hair was
leaning out, beating on the side, and calling
toward them. “Masaccio! Why it's
Masaccio! Look, look!” he shouted at his
fashionably dressed companions in the
carriage. “Isn’'t that Masaccio over there?”

“Where, where?” shouted the others.
“Where’'s Masaccio.”
Tommaso looked around him

ostentatiously, as if they were speaking to
someone else. Pushed by other vehicles
from behind, the carriage moved on.

Piero looked at him. “Masaccio? Is
that you? The famous artist? Ai, Nonno!
We're in the company of a famous man.
Rich too.”

It was true that he was now
famous. Of course he'd wanted glory. But
he didn't know his art was great until his
new friends told him so. He didn’'t know
he was changing the direction of art. How
could he've known? The uneducated boy
from the countryside. For him his art was
the result of long solitary hours on a
scaffold searching for a color, a line, a
certain light. Was that greatness?

Now not even the artists in
Florence remembered that he was
Tommaso from San Giovanni Valdarno.
After all, he had spent ten of his 27 years
in the capital. He hadn’'t even had time for
school. Masaccio, they called him. He
liked that name. He felt it suited him.
“Maso,” as friends called him at first. Then
those final letters of Tommaso plus the
derogatory suffix, “accio,” because of the
sloppy way he dressed and his careless
manner.

But the real artists didn’t care how
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he dressed. For he was the revolutionary
and they had to follow his lead.

“They confused me with someone
else,” he said. Tommaso looked like any of
the rough workers in the San Frediano
district of Florence where he lived and
worked. Of medium height, he had a
strong face, thick hair, dark glowing eyes,
good shoulders and strong legs. He could
take care of himself.

Piero grinned malevolently, nudged
him in the ribs, and said, “don’t worry, we'll
travel in close company. Eh, Nonno. We'll
take care of Masaccio, no? In Rome you'll
need protection. Very dangerous there
among all those robbers and priests.”

Tommaso grinned at Piero and
nodded. Like most Tuscans, Piero and
Nonno despised the clergy. Priests were
the butts of all their jokes. Priests were
the eternal womanizers and sodomizers for
the godless Tuscans, who everyone said,
went to hell just to take a piss. The only
Christians unafraid of hell. Hell is just
over the hill, a fine place, much like
Tuscany. Where people are bizarre,
rebellious and irreverent. Not by chance
did Dante locate his inferno in Tuscany.
And as far as heaven was concerned, who
wanted to live in heaven when you could
live in Tuscany?

In a flash Tommaso understood why it
had fallen to that band of Tuscans to start
up the “new art” - Brunelleschi, Donatello,
Michelozzi, Beato Angelico, Filippo Lippi,
Masolino. Because they're opening their
eyes to see man as he really is, good and
evil, sinner and saint, heretic and believer.
Real men of the real world. In the very
real world of Tuscany, hell and heaven,
inferno and paradise. Only Tuscans could
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do it.

As IF THE TRIP wasn't long and difficult
enough! Days and days and nights and
nights of mud and mire, sleeping a few
hours when they found space in the rare
shelters or at a table in an hostaria—and
now, he thought, the risk of being robbed
by travel companions.

He had wanted the experience of
the pilgrims’ trail to Rome. The faces along
the way. The spiritual experience, some
said. But was Rome worth it? he
wondered again. Maybe it was a bad idea.
But Masolino, his master, had already gone
to Rome and was urging his star pupil to
join him. New commissions awaited them.
He would now make his name in the Papal
state.

“Master?” he said aloud.
Piero looked at him and waited.

Tommaso turned away with a
frovn. He had to break that habit of
talking aloud. The world is not a scaffold.
Masolino can't teach me anything
else—well, maybe some technique—but
certainly nothing about colors and content.
Just because they worked so closely and
shared the same name: Tommaso.

Again

Moreover, he regretted leaving
Brunelleschi, and Donatello too. Things
were booming for them all. He and

Brunellschi had just finished the chapel in
Santa Maria Novella. His soaring ceilings
and my Trinita! All of Florence is still to be
re-done, recreated, illuminated,
modernized.  Enough of those insipid
heavenly faces and mythical heroes. Man,
he reminded himself, is at the center of
our art. Let's bring light into man’s dark
and bitter life. Light and darkness, that's
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my key. And also the colors. The rich
colors of Florence and the hills and valleys.
Color like light permeates those shadows.
My job is to take the light of the sun and
illuminate them. Real men in the real
world in shadows and light and bathed in
color. Real heroes of everyday life.

“That's my secret,” he said.

“What's that?” Piero said. “What's
your secret? Nonno, did you hear?
Masaccio here has secrets to reveal to us.”

“Not much of a secret!” Tommaso
added. But his art had made the name
“Masaccio” famous. The revolutionary of
Florentine art.

It seemed that things had always
moved fast in his life. His entire life was
revolution. He'd already seen the future in
his few paintings done as a boy at home.
He was still an adolescent when he got to
Florence to enter the art school where he
was inscribed as a pupil under the name of
“Masus S. Johannis Simonis pictor populi
Santi Nicolai de Florentia.” He was still a
boy when he did a polyptich in the Church
of San Giovanni in Cascia-Reggello near
Florence. Still only a boy when he
frescoed the cloister in the Carmine
Church—enough to get him the job of
doing then the chapel with Masolino.

“Still, the Brancacci Chapel is mine!”
he said. “Mine! There they can see my real
people straight out of Florentine life.” It
was those faces he frescoed in the chapel
and Brunelleschi’'s friendship that opened
the doors of Florence to him.

That's how | got the commission for
my Crucifixion. Now there’s a real Christ!
he thought. A real man. His chest
swollen. His head down between his
shoulders in pain and resignation. They all
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say this is the highest expression of our
art. A landmark in the history of man’s
image of himself. It's my monument! He
could hardly believe his ears or understand
the praise. He felt drunk with love for his
new art.

Yes, it was time to move to
Rome—while I'm on top. Tommaso-
Masaccio eyed warily his companions. He
saw that they were alone in the world.
Trouble and Satan come to the lonely, he
thought. But not to me. My solitude is my
genius. Solitude and the light of the sun.

Friends and parents had warned
him of the dangers. Tommaso was absent-
minded. He usually just bulled his way
ahead, unaware of life’s perils. He didn't
care. Not about dress, nor about other
people, not about himself. Only his art
mattered. And those few friends. Friends,
a fiasco of wine when they met, and his
art. Their art. But was that life?

From time to time he looked left
and right along desolate parts of Via
Cassia. They were in an endless valley
between high hills on either side. All day
they had been watching the image of the
town of Orvieto growing bigger on the
high hill to the east. He listened to the
wind blowing up the valley as it often did
through his churches.

“Out there on the highway your life
is always in danger,” Brunelleschi had
warned. “Threat and menace are
everywhere,” Donatello said.

Tommaso shrugged. He was glad to
have travel companions.

WavEs oF TorcHES and oil lamps and fires
cast an eerie yellow glow on the skies over
Rome now locked behind its great wall. In
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their haste to arrive, Tommaso, a few
wagoneers and those two dark figures of
Piero and Nonno had continued on to the
Urbe after darkness had fallen over the
hills north of the city. They waited while a
Seineur in an elegant carriage bribed the
guards to open the gate.

Once inside the wall, Tommaso
stopped, bewildered by the fires and
torches, the horses and cattle. “What a
stink!” he exclaimed. How different from
elegant Florence. After the countryside,
the stench of the narrow streets was
nauseating.

He edged slowly forward. It was
time to shake his companions. Without so
much as a goodbye, he launched himself
into the Ilabyrinth of alleys and
passageways packed with scurrying figures
and heavy horses and carts of shouting
hawkers. Asking frequently directions to
San Clemente where Masolino awaited
him and all the while looking over his
shoulders for signs of his now unwanted
companions, he followed beckoning
torches and occasional carriages hurrying
through the wider streets. Escape was on
his mind.

“Just after the arena,” a pedestrian
informed him about the famous church
where Masolino was working. “Then up
the steep hill.” As he descended the
Quirinal Hill he could see down below in
the flickering torchlight flashes of the
ruins of the abandoned Roman Forum,
now in the hands of bandits. And there
behind it, he knew, was the hulk of the
Coliseum. He turned a corner and
suddenly there it was, the great arena of
the gladiators. He knew he was close.

But wait. There on a corner was
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the inn where Masolino and he had stayed
on his only previous trip to Rome. He
remembered the ground floor
establishment with a torch in front and a
branch hanging over its door. It looked
inviting. A great hunger and fatigue
overcame him. Relax before San
Clemente. Masolino can wait.

The heat and the smoke inside
were shocking, the smells a mixture of the
stench of filth and cooking food. Flames
flickered and shadows danced along thick
stonewalls. It was a Roman hell. Figures
darted in an out. There were whispered
exchanges among the clients as they
examined new arrivals. 1 certainly don't
look as if | had a moneybag around my

waist! That was his concern. Not to
become a target.
Stay out of the Ilimelight,

Brunelleschi repeated. Be modest and
reserved. No man is safe on the streets of
this city of bandits and priests. But this
was not Tommaso’s nature. Fuck it all, he
thought. Better to have a little fun if I
have to be running around like this.

He was fortunate to find a place in
the rear near the wine kegs. He ordered
the Roman white wine. “The priests’
wine,” Masolino always said. “So it must be
good.” So light and good after Tuscan reds.
He ate Roman style lamb and roasted
chicken and strong bread. Ah, that’s better
now. This wine goes down so easily. Like
water.

How charming, he thought, but also
how irritating to wus Tuscans, the
lackadaisical loud Roman dialect spoken at
the nearby tables. They drank less but
talked more than taciturn Tuscans. They
all talk at once. How do they ever
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understand one another?

Out of the corner of his eye he
thought he saw momentarily his erstwhile
companions. They're up to no good, he
knew. Yes, there they were, near the
front, talking with two half naked waiters.
They must have followed me after all.

“Hey!” he called to a waiter, “Take
those fellows over there a glass of wine
from me,” he said, trying not to slur any
words. “They're friends,” he added. The
waiter did as he was told and was soon
back confabulating with Piero and Nonno.

Dio! This Roman wine is stronger
than it seems. It's gone to my head. He
watched the two Florentines watching
him. His head was swimming. His
stomach rumbled. He ate more chicken.
He felt strange. Maybe that soup was
spoiled.

“I need air. Air, quick, or I'll pass
out. Wait, | have to pay.” How to get to his
money belt? He fumbled under his clothes.
The two bandits were watching and
grinning. “Let me, here,” he mumbled
toward the waiter.... “Just a moment, I'll
be right back. | need air.”

He stumbled out into the darkness.
Must get to San Clemente. Masolino is
waiting. My Rome paintings are there.
Everyone knows my tryptich in Santa
Maria Maggiore. He hung onto that
knowledge to stay sober and upright. It
was his. He teetered and zigzagged ahead.
He was drunk and sick. He hoped he was
headed up the hill that would take him to
the security of San Clemente.

Soon he heard the shadows closing
in behind him. Suddenly strong arms
encircled him from behind. He was strong
too and struggled. He felt a sudden
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searing pain in his side. “Masolino sends
this to you, upstart!” he heard before
darkness descended into his brain.

Hours, days or weeks later he
awakened, dried blood in his opened
clothes, rags binding his hands and feet.
The room was bathed in chiaroscuro. The
shadowy figures of Piero and Nonno were
looking down at him. Sanguinely he
stared up at them and felt ... he felt the
absence of his money belt.

No matter, he suddenly thought as
his senses returned. He didn't feel so bad,
except for that wound in his right side.
But when he peered into the silence and
listened to the shadows, he knew.

“Am | a hostage?” he asked. “I
suppose someone will pay my ransom.”

“We've been paid,” Piero said.

“Paid?” Tommaso asked. “Paid?
Who paid?”
“Friends and enemies, maybe

both.  You never know when you're
dealing with Tuscans. You should know
that. It's more rewarding to betray a
friend.”

A frisson of mystery ran down his
body. Mysterious like the freshly smeared
paint you find in the early morning on a
canvas you worked on last evening. And
you recall the noctural nightmare of its
destruction. Why that dream? Or was it
reality too?

He looked at the two lonely figures
and knew that Satan was near.

EPILOGUE

Masaccio was NoT an artist who gained
recognition only after his death. His fellow
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artists of the Cinquecento were in awe of
the innovator and modernist. Admired by
his contemporaries and generations of
Florentine painters and labeled by their art
historian Vasari as “the fundamental
painter of the Renaissance,” Tommaso
Guidi, the rough boy from the countryside,
changed the direction of art.

Masaccio’s greatest moment, the frescoes
in Brancacci Chapel [1424-27] in the little
Church of Carmine on the Left Bank of
Florence, was restored several years ago
and stands today as it did nearly seven
hundred years ago. In those few square
meters of frescoes, one sees the victory of
the new over the old.

The greatest threat to Masaccio’s
chapel occurred in 1690 when a rich
merchant attempted to buy it and destroy
the frescoes so hated by the monks who
controlled the Carmine Church. Only the
fame the frescoes acquired in the 15th
century saved them. That prestige did not
block the reconstruction of the church in
1746 that destroyed some of his works
there. A fire in 1771 damaged the
frescoes, this time saved by providential
restoration sponsored by the Grandduke of
Tuscany. Nor did fires, dirt and candle
fumes extinguish completely the genius of
Masaccio who remains for art historians
the high point of the Rinascimento.

It is known that Masaccio left for
Rome in 1428 or 1429, and disappeared.
Poisoned by rivals? Killed by bandits along
the way or in the dark alleys of Rome? No
one knows. He was swallowed up by that
dynamic world in change from one ruled
by superstitions to one of realism and even
humanism. A genius and a rebel, he was
feared and hated by an old Church, by
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intriguing politicians and artist
competitors.

As one says, there’'s nothing new
under the sun.
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POETRY

FEATURED CONTRIBUTOR

The Woodpecker
by Janet Buck

Wrinkled quilts beneath your eyes
remind me where a warmth once lay.
I see your hands at bedside

after surgery, combing my hair

in tender tugs as if you're brushing
balding spots around the corner
from our smiles.

I slip my fingers through the rails,
roped and saddled by IVs.

A blood bag just above my head,
watching crimson dripping down,
petals into painful graves.

You confuse me.

Some days, the mug is full of soup,
soft celery and yellow corn,

and noodles tearing in the heat.
Some days stocked with Chardonnay.
Others just flat emptiness

like skirts of kites wrapped

for gifts but never strung

against the wind.

I never know what fill to trust.

Is all my dizzy busyness

at birthday time a woodpecker
hammering granite glass?

Am | walking miles and miles

to lead you down retreating beach,
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where I'll be left and you'll be
swimming in your pills?

Climbing steps for evergreens,
discovering a plastic tree.

We might have been such sculpted love,
a mother/daughter piece of art.

We are sand that should be clay.
Ground poison blowing at our feet.
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ENDNOTES

THE PAUMANOK REVIEW AND CRITIQUE
ANNOUNCE 2001 PusHcART NOMINEES

After much consideration, the following nominations were made for the 2001
Pushcart Prize on behalf of The Paumanok Review:

“Meditation (1),” poetry by Ace Boggess
“Washington Suite,” poetry by Renee Carter Hall
“Love in Other Languages,” poetry by Mark Halperin
“The Man in the Moon,” poetry by Joy Hewitt Mann
“Easter in Sicily,” an essay by Andrew L. Wilson
“New Albion,” poetry by Leonore Wilson

Critique is represented by Gaither Stewart's feature on Paul Bowles,
“Stranger in a Strange Land.”

CONTRIBUTORS RE-NOTED

MARK HALPERIN (1.4, “Love in Other Languages”) is looking forward to the spring
publication of a new book of poetry, Time as Distance, from New Issues' "Green Rose"
series, a product of Western Michigan University.

GAITHER STEWART (Current Issue) is pleased to announce the publication of the
novella The Russian Flask from Southern Cross Review E-books.

SHAMELESS SELF-PROMOTION

Issue 4 of Critique, the consummate review of books, magazines, media, and the like,
iIs now online with a feature on David Gascoyne and more insightful, in-depth
reviews of contemporary and classic literature including Off Keck Road, The
Bridegroom, and The Ukranians. Critique is available in HTML and PDF
(subscriber only) formats and may be accessed free of charge at
http://www.etext.org/Zines/Critique.
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