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From the Whistler
S

creenwriting is literature’s newest branch, and the
first to emerge since the novel. Scripted like dramas,
screenplays have their own unique elements, centered on
the camera’s eye. More superficial but at the same time
more lasting than theater, film is a product of the same
crucible that saw the rise of the automobile, airplane,
household electricity, phonograph, radio, and analog
computer—the dynamic twenty years between 1890 and
1910. Photographic technologies developed earlier in the
19th century were further adapted in the 1880s to create a
camera that could capture “moving pictures”. Early films
were short—The Kiss (1896) directed in part by Thomas
Edison, runs only 18 seconds. It was long enough to create a
national scandal, though—just the first of many, for cinema.
For twenty years or so, films remained a novelty
viewed though a Kinetoscope or at a Nickelodeon. But
works like Birth of a Nation (1915) and the World War I
drama The Big Parade (1925) showed that the cinema was ready
for greater things. Sound came quite suddenly, in 1927, while
color seeped in slowly, starting with animated films like Snow
White and the Seven Dwarfs (1937). On the wings of the film
industry’s meteoric rise in popularity came, of course, film
stars—Rudolph Valentino, Clara Bow, Charlie Chaplin and
others—notorious for lavish lifestyles and bad behavior.
Cinema’s dominance was challenged in the 1950s by television, and later by video games, cable TV, and the Internet in
general. Movie theatres, once the hallowed temples of film
viewers, had to compete with not only television, but VCRs
and DVD players and (these days) online streaming. Even those
upstarts of the 1980s, video stores, seem to be riding off into
the sunset. Nonetheless the film industry keeps rolling, with
individual films costing thirty million or more to make and
involving a small army of workers, from production staff to
special effects wizards to hairdressers and extras paid by the
hour. In some ways they resemble the cathedrals of the Middle
Ages, with various craftsmen and artists—writers, actors,
directors, set designers, cinematographers—working together
to erect a monumental edifice, often taking years to construct.
Meanwhile, nearly everyone—such as the protagonist in The
Marlboro Man, starting on the next page—has a brilliant idea
for a film, if only they could get a movie executive to listen.
Perhaps because they are
mainly a medium for pure
entertainment, films tend not
to be taken as seriously as
books, even if—as is often the
case—the film itself is based
on one. Most film criticism is
in the form or reviews, by
newspaper critics or on websites like rottentomatoes.com.
Few literary journals run cinema content, and universities
typically pass the subject off to
a Film Studies department.
But cinema is part of our literary family, and films like You
Can’t Take It With You, The Deer

Scene from Georges Méliès’ Le Voyage dans la Lune (A Trip to the Moon), a
1902 film lasting about 12 minutes.

Hunter, or, heck, Bridesmaids, have a lot to say about the world
around us and our purpose here. Whistling Shade has run cinema articles in the past, and in this issue we revisit ten films
that are worth your viewing pleasure. We won’t even charge
admittance—though you’ll need to pop the popcorn yourself.
- Joel Van Valin

I’ve Loved You...
by Conrad Geller
I've loved you, time and time again,
Today as when the world was stranger,
Beyond all sense, beyond all ken
I've loved you, time and time again.
If you loved back a little when
I've put myself in so much danger,
I would love you once again
though all the world is growing stranger.

by Joel Van Valin
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The Marlboro Man
by Brian Howlett

W

as he set to become the first American to fly into
the territory without an ounce of interest in seeing the place?
His secretary had dutifully packed him a Fodor’s, a Travel +
Leisure magazine, and a Michelin Guide to local restaurants for
the flight, all unread. He had opened a few pages of the
Lonely Planet, briefly amused at the notion of having to hunt
for budget meals and cheap lodgings and free attractions.
“I wish I was going with you,” she had blurted out before
quickly turning away. But he saw the blush. Why is travel so
sexy to some people? he asked himself. Why get so excited
about seeing a new place? The maps, the luggage, the strange
currency, always just made him tired.
The only preparation he had allowed himself was taking
the phone call from New York, in which the president of the
Americas went on about the bigness and bangness of Chinese
New Year and their opportunity to be the first network to
open its doors in Beijing.
So he was surprised to see the blocks of apartment buildings just off the wing of the plane. He could see laundry drying
limp on grey balconies, a chorus of faded reds, yellows, and
greens that brought to mind the plastic pennants strung up
around gas stations and 7-Elevens back home.
His nose touched the cold plastic window, and he watched
a family sitting down to dinner, then a withered figure lighting
a cigarette in front of his TV, and finally, a blur of old ladies
hunched over a card table.
Not one of them even looked up at the passing plane.
He had traveled the entirety of the biggest ocean in the
world. Twelve hours over water, hardly New York to L.A.
Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. Would he even be able to
influence anything so far along into preproduction, anyway?
He warded off the unfamiliar doubt by closing his eyes and
once again running through the opening sequence to his own
film, a feature, not a sixty-second sponsored piece of garbage.
He had blocked each sequence out in detail. He would insist on
a fifth and sixth camera, whatever the cost. His composition
and framing and his finely-tuned sense of art direction and cinematography would turn Hollywood on its ear. The script
needed work, sure, and he didn’t have his ending, but the spine
was there. A domestic thriller set in Arizona, in a mansion rising out of the high desert and scrub, where no man had a right
to live. An anonymous cube to serve as the perfect canvas for a
drama he would perpetrate, scene by scene.
The 757 jerked to a stop and the doors opened almost
immediately. So much for safety protocols in the east, he
thought. He stood up stiffly, happy to feel the last of the vodka
come dancing back to his head in a final serenade. The tiny
woman in the seat in front watched as he easily reached for his
luggage from the overhead, as if his height were grounds for
suspicion. Yes, I am different.
He stepped off the plane, past a row of beautiful, bowing
stewardesses, and into the tunnel, feeling a brief but intense
humidity from the outside, more sauna than air. It spit him into
the terminal, which was aglow with bright tile and an abundance of neon light. The smell was of diesel, fish, and salt. The
ocean was close. He was thrown into a cascade of people so

thick that he had no choice but to start walking. It was all
elbows and aggression, a litter of tiny travelers with massive
suitcases.
He spotted a men’s room and broke away, relieved to find
an empty stall. He closed the door. He needed Chicago time,
Peter time. He wasn’t yet on Hong Kong time.
Just minutes out of the airport, his taxi entered a sleek
white tunnel that made him think, again, of L.A. But these tiles
were damp and sweating, like him. He lit the first cigarette he
would smoke in China, closed his eyes, and returned to his feature.
The opening was killer. A guy visits an old college friend
for dinner at his mansion on the hill. He’s carrying a too-large
bouquet of flowers and a too-expensive bottle of champagne, a
mistake that only someone who isn’t rich would make. The
wife opens the door and by her expression, we suspect he
hasn’t been invited. But she is polite, and knows him well
enough to let him in. He attempts to hug her; she shakes his
hand. She is gorgeous, and we can tell he has never come close
to a woman like this. Not a fuck, certainly, but likely not a date
either, or even a meaningful conversation. His college buddy
appears, fitter, taller, and happier than him. He is genuinely
delighted to see his old friend and gives him a big bear hug, a
dramatic counterpoint to the wife’s body language.
He ushers him into a luxurious family room. The camera
notices the massive television on the wall. Golf is on, as it
should be. The visitor accepts a drink and quickly downs it.
Peter knows this is a bit of a cliché, but you can’t be too subtle
with the audience or they’ll get bored. He needs to drop early
clues that something isn’t right with this guy.
“Fu-ra-ma!”
Peter opened his eyes as the taxi driver stopped at an elegant hotel bathed in light that revealed a hard rain falling sideways. The doorman was there in an instant, and tried reaching
his umbrella to cover him, but it came up short, and Peter was
soaked within steps. There were pig carcasses lined up along
the alleyway beside the hotel. The rain smelled of blood, and it
made it easy for him to retreat to his room for the night without setting another foot in the city.
“Peter, what do you think?” C.K. was looking at him.
“Exciting, no?”
C.K. didn’t say the word, he sang it. “Ex-ci-ting!”
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Peter had been on the ground no more than twelve hours,
and a lifelong indifference to the Chinese was blossoming into
contempt, but he did have to admire how enthusiastic they
were about the act of smoking. C.K. drew deeply on his cigarette as he presented the storyboards, like he was eating the
tobacco, not smoking it. Maybe it had to do with their agrarian
roots, Peter thought. Maybe they appreciate tobacco as the
crop that it is, something to be valued. We Americans, on the
other hand, rush through our cigarette with guilt and disdain,
impatient to be done with it so we can stomp it out onto the
ground. Bad cigarette!
Peter reached for a Marlboro, buying time. The room
watched him nervously. They had never had a creative director
fly in from the Chicago office. The managing director, Rodney,
a Brit, was beside C.K. along with two creative teams, including an Aussie art director, who Peter hoped must also know
how awful this concept was, and assorted suits. Peter never
tried to learn people’s names. And he did love first meetings,
and the fresh opportunity to exert his will on total strangers.
The commercial was set in Tiananmen, the world’s largest
public square, as the managing director had pointed out at the
start of the presentation. It was quite the coup for the Hong
Kong office, and would be the first commercial ever shot by a
network agency in Beijing. The budget was one million U.S.
dollars, big even by Stateside standards, and looking at the
boards, it was obvious that production money went much further in this part of the world. Lucky bastards.
Peter pulled his lanky frame from the head of the table,
lighting the cigarette, and approached the large storyboards. It
opens on a lone drummer in traditional costume standing in
the vast square. A helicopter shot establishes the enormity of
the space. The camera pulls wide and we see acrobats trailing
red ribbons as they vault and leap and roll toward the drummer. A second drummer joins in. We cut to an aerial shot and
see hundreds of dancers and drummers and others in an array
of strange, colorful costumes. There are monkeys and dragons
circling them all. My god, he thought, we could never afford this
kind of thing. Then, in the last frame, we see a Marlboro logo.
Peter looked back at the earlier frames.
“No one is smoking,” he observed.
The boardroom remained quiet. The Aussie nodded his
head.
“There’s no link to the product.”
C.K. smiled. “We don’t need that here, Pe-ter. Hong
Kong people, Singapore people, like big visual…”
“Drama,” said Rodney. “The client is thrilled with the concept. This will run across the Asia Pacific next year. Chinese
New Year is Marlboro’s biggest sales period. Gifts for back
home.”
Peter pulled on the tobacco. “Hmm.”
“Louis is our most famous director. We are lucky to have
him,” Rodney explained further.
“He is brilliant,” added C.K. “Certainly, you saw his work
for Panasonic TV? It won gold here at the 4As.”
Peter had seen it on the network’s global reel. Sixty seconds of a black man in shorts leaping through an empty studio
space to pounding music until a huge glass wall shatters and the
Panasonic logo comes up. So that was Louis’s schtick.
Peter went to the window overlooking the harbor. Like
Manhattan, Hong Kong didn’t feel like an island in spite of the
water. There was too much concrete, too many skyscrapers,
too many people.

Don’t Quit
by Richard Donnelly
you’ll have to come over and share martinis with me
before I quit drinking
oh don’t quit she told me
that makes no sense at all then we’ll never have that affair
things will just go on like they always have
you’ll keep touching my arm
I’ll keep kissing your cheek
there will never be anything to feel bad about nothing
to hide we’ll never have that fight and
I’ll never cry
what kind of way is that to live

He knew he owed the room a word of encouragement. He
didn’t technically have a vote on the campaign, but he could
feel how much they wanted his approval as an American.
“So these gymnasts and dancers,” he began, not sure where
he was going.
“Acrobats, mate. Not gymnasts,” said the Aussie art director.
“These are the charac-ters of Chinese opera,” C.K. continued. “Very important. We Hong Kong people enjoy Pe-king
opera. Especially at our Chinese New Year.”
“You mean, Beijing?” Peter was confused.
“Pe-king,” C.K. said, smiling. “No matter. It’s complicated.” The room laughed along with him.
“We have a call with Louis after lunch if you’d like to listen
in,” offered Rodney.
“Of course, you are most welcome to,” agreed C.K. “He is
scouting the location now. We are bringing in extra cameras
for the shoot and are discussing having a second helicopter for
crossing aerial shots. Very ex-citing.”
“What about the student protests?” Peter asked. “Didn’t
they announce like martial law or something?”
He had seen the agency staff gathered around TV sets
watching coverage of Tiananmen on his way into the boardroom. New York had tried to debrief him on the student protests before he came, but he never took that call. Didn’t even
think twice about it until now.
“That will blow over,” said Rodney. “Even the military
agrees with the students. It’s just a matter of time before both
sides save face.”
“We don’t shoot for another two months, anyway,” said
the Aussie.
“No big deal,” repeated C.K., and the room laughed again.
“In fact, we had a concert to support the protests at Happy
Valley Racecourse yesterday,” continued Rodney. “Some of our
people went. Songs. Big celebrities.”
“A par-ty,” said C.K.
“And we have drinks with the client tonight, correct?”
Rodney asked. “Are you still good for that? No jet lag?”
“No. I’m good,” said Peter. “Thanks. The commercial
looks really amazing, everyone.”
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He turned back to the window overlooking the harbor. He
felt like a party. Peter thought about getting out, but where
had a great title for his movie, too: Best of Enemies. Maybe too
would he go? He had no idea how far he was from the hotel, or
smart for Hollywood, but fuck them. He would have the title
how he would find it on foot.
sequence painted on the road as the camera follows the guy’s
“This isn’t normal?” he asked the driver. The driver
car up to the mansion. If he could just swing a month off,
ignored him, shaking his head at the crowds, turning the radio
louder. A tall blonde woman suddenly knocked on the car winmaybe he could hole up in his apartment and finally work
dow and Peter rolled it down, instantly getting soaked.
through Act Two and come up with Act Three.
“Isn’t this fantastic?” she screamed.
C.K. had to leave for another shoot. Rodney had meetShe was an American. The rain was soaking her white
ings. He was free to walk the Leo Burnett office, looking at
blouse, but she didn’t seem to care. She was beautiful.
some of the other work in development. Mobile phones were
“Get in! I have no idea where we’re going but you’ll be
coming to the territory, and there was a big pitch for the busidry.”
ness that the three best local agencies were invited to. It was
“No, no. I’m looking for a phone booth, actually. Do you
another sign that Leo was moving on up the ranks. He met a
know where one might be?”
New Zealander, a Rhodesian, and another couple of Brits, and
“I just got here. Sorry. But back at my hotel if you want.”
everyone wanted to know what he thought of the Marlboro
“No. I need to call New York now. They have no idea
spot. But the conversations were short. People didn’t seem to
what’s happening here.”
have the time to talk like they did back in the Chicago office.
“What is, exactly?”
The hallways were narrow. There were three, four to an office.
“Look around. There must be hundreds of thousands of
The Chinese staff looked down when he passed. There were a
people marching here in Causeway Bay. This is Hong Kong!
few TVs in the office, and the unfolding protest in Tiananmen
These people don’t protest. They shop and eat and build!”
was on every one.
“Who are you trying to call?”
Rodney found him in the agency’s large studio. Ads were
“ABC News. I’m just a stringer,
being built, layouts mounted. Peter
but I could sell this story.”
could sense how much money was
“Where is everyone going?”
being made here.
But she had turned back to the
“Sorry I had to leave you back
crowds with that ready American
there,” he said. “All good?”
by Wulf Losee
athleticism and poise, and in seconds
“Interesting, yeah,” Peter said.
was lost in a sea of color and motion
“Interesting work going on.”
writing longhandly
and rain. Others tapped on his win“Thanks,” Rodney said. “We’re
I sit under the Brugmansia
dows affectionately, as if inviting the
coming on. Our billings are going
while its sorcery of angel trumpets
taxi to join the protest. Soon the
through the roof. And this Marlboro
fills the patio
vehicle had to come to a complete
spot will really put us on the map.”
stop. Peter looked out at the hun“Mm-hmm,” answered Peter.
and in the thickening yellow
dreds of people passing within
“We had a quick briefing call
an empire of porch lights
inches. The women were clutching
with Philip Morris just now.” Rodney
enslaves the pollinating moths
caught himself. “We didn’t need you
each other affectionately, like
on that one. We’ll wait until tonight
schoolgirls. Everyone seemed deterto introduce you, right?”
mined to do something. He just
“Of course. No problem.”
didn’t know what.
He rested his face against the glass and closed his eyes,
“But I’m serious about the jet lag. Because these people
will expect you to go round for round with them. And it isn’t
returning to his movie. By the end of Act One, the visitor pulls
beer. It’s tumblers full of cognac. Maybe scotch, if you’re
a gun on his friend and tells him that he is about to lose his
lucky.”
business if he doesn’t come up with $100,000 in the next
Peter didn’t argue. “Maybe I should try and catch a nap.”
twenty-four hours. He has no option but to take them hostage.
Act Two dials up the intensity, as the guy accidentally shoots
In his cab back to the other end of the island, heavy
the child in the commotion. The wife is a basket case, and she
throngs of people appeared, all moving in the same direction.
is about to come after him in spite of the fact he has a gun, but
Some were standing on the sidewalks, just watching, but most
her husband holds her back. The husband, and the audience,
were in the streets, walking with purpose together, the crowd
now sense what desperation can make a person capable of
growing thicker by the block. His driver started screaming in
doing. Someone comes to the door, the phone keeps ringing,
Cantonese as they began to block their path.
so he ushers them into the basement. The husband confesses he
“What is it?” Peter asked.
doesn’t have any money, that he too is bankrupt. Another surThe rain still hadn’t stopped from last night, yet it didn’t
prise for the wife. Now what? If Peter does his job as a direcdeter the crowds. They were sharing umbrellas, locking arms.
tor, he will have the audience sympathizing with him in spite of
what he’s done.
He could see a few Westerners in among the parade. He could
hear loud drumbeats echoing off the close buildings. The
All he needed was an ending.
driver kept screaming at the crowds. He lit a cigarette, waving
it in the air at them. But they waved back, smiling.
The driver tried to navigate the streams, but it was getting
more difficult, the steady flow pouring around the vehicle in
front and back. Not threatening. In spite of the heavy rains, it

Under Brugmansia
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Screenwritings
---------- Brief Essays on Ten Films ----------“If it’s one thing I hate, it’s the movies. Don’t even mention them
to me,” Holden Caulfield complains in The Catcher in the
Rye. But we’ve all been dazzled by the silver screen in one way
or another. In this issue, Whistling Shade’s editors and guest
contributors write about ten films that touched their lives.

The Maltese Falcon (1941)
Put off by black and white movies like The Maltese
Falcon? Nothing in the film is black and white. Forget the
femme fatale who walks into Sam Spade’s office in Act
1—even Spade himself and his partner have their own secrets
and duplicity to maintain, though not directly relevant to the
main deception of the plot. Nearly eighty years later, the film’s
craftsmanship and the dark senselessness of the characters’
drives make it just as relevant as it was then.
It’s a mystery film for sure: But instead of a detective
being tasked to track down a killer, the setup is reversed. The
detectives are engaged, one of them is killed, and the cynical
and wily Sam Spade, played by Humphrey Bogart, must then
determine why and with whom exactly he’s gotten mixed up
with. In one sense, these answers are perhaps never entirely
clear. The characters have names, but are they their real
names? Their motivations are fungible, their alliances switch at
a moment’s notice. The movie’s love affair, if one would even
call it that, is entirely unconvincing—but that’s the point. Sam
Spade and “Bridget O'Shaughnessy” are lost at sea in their own
deceptions, and in their final confrontation, he muses over
whether he even loves her at all.
To recount the plot of the film would simply emphasize its
absurdity. On false pretenses, Spade is drawn into a web of
intrigue between three individuals all searching for a legendary
treasure, the gem-encrusted statuette of the film’s title. Mary
Astor, Peter Lorre and Sidney Greenstreet all play their parts
masterfully, each of them a legend-making caricature and different kind of liar. Events start to come so quickly and chaotically that it would be hard to detail the shifting alliances, feints
and decoys along the way. The main thing is that when the
police finally catch him with the would-be treasure-hunters in
his apartment, Spade proves himself to be just as good a liar as
his opponents. He enters into their duplicitous fraternity all
too easily. Offered $5000 for the Falcon, Spade a few hours
later offers it to a rival buyer for $10,000 without blinking—an offer to sell an object he’s never seen and in fact had
never even heard of twenty-four hours earlier. Buried in the
snappy patter, words cease to have their meanings, such as
when Spade tells his loyal secretary, almost without irony,
“You’re a good man, sister.”
Certainly the film is notable for being Bogart’s first great
role as well as John Huston’s directorial debut. Bogart, slim
and slight of figure, never fires a gun in the film, despite being
confronted by them again and again. He fights his opponents
off with lies, half-truths and verbal deflections, maneuvering
them to the point where he can finally sacrifice the hapless bul-

lyboy who’s been doomed to be his patsy from the moment he
walks onscreen (played by the outstanding character actor
Elisha Cook Jr.)
But it’s the web of deceit and the joyless way Sam Spade
navigates it that still resonates for the modern viewer. At the
film’s conclusion, he’s run out of lies he can tell himself to justify shielding his on-again off-again lover from the police. The
legendary treasures, the tissue-thin alliances, the love story
that the film haltingly nods at—they are in the final words of
Sam Spade, merely “the stuff that dreams are made of.”
- Julian Bernick

Suspiria (1977)
Dario Argento's 1977 Technicolor art-horror masterpiece
Suspiria begins in a stark, colorless void. In a startling credit
sequence, white letters appear against a black backdrop as a
brutal, percussive soundtrack by the Italian band Goblin thunders in the background. That ominous, singular music, more
radical than the atonal 1960s film soundscapes of Toru
Takemitsu, louder and more malevolent than Black Sabbath,
sets the dislocating tone for a dreamlike tour de force.
Against the still-blackened screen, the viewer hears an
expository voice-over of almost childlike simplicity. We’re
informed that the young American ballerina Suzy Bannion has
decided to perfect her ballet studies at “the most famous school
of dance in Europe” in Freiburg, Germany. She has just landed.
Nothing that follows in Suspiria achieves that level of
forthright, monochrome certainty. The screen explodes into
color as we follow Suzy (Jessica Harper) walking through an
airport bathed in brothel-red illumination, finally passing
through a windswept portal into a thunderstorm awash in
unearthly blue light. Arriving at the academy, she’s mysteriously denied entrance and sees another student, Pat Hingle
(Eva Axen) run through the rain against a dense tableau of
trees, a scene replicated nearly frame-by-frame 30 years later
in the Danish mystery series Forbrydelsen (The Killing).
Pat seeks refuge at a friend’s apartment, muttering about
an imprecise threat at the academy. Soon, a surreal menace
comes to life. As Goblin’s cacophonous soundtrack returns,
disembodied eyes appear outside the window, a hairy demonic
arm smashes through the glass, and the fugitive student is
under attack, finally crashing through an expanse of stained
glass, hanged by her mysterious assailant. Under her swaying
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feet, a puddle of blood teasingly
suggests a witch riding a broomstick.
Arriving at the school the
next morning, Suzy meets the
vice-directress Madam Blanc,
played by old-Hollywood starlet
Joan Bennett, in a vast chamber
that combines M.C. Escher wallpaper, startling coloration that
could have sprung from the symbolist imagination of J.K. Huysmans, and garishly serpentine
balustrades. She’s informed, in an
eerily dispassionate tone, of Pat’s
violent demise. That scene, with its bracing fusion of flamboyant visuals and dreamlike dialogue, sets the stage for a journey
into a rabbit hole of otherworldly set pieces. Suzy joins forces
with fellow student Sara (Stefania Casini) to uncover the academy’s legacy of witchcraft and defeat the evil designs of its
enigmatic, apparently immortal directress.
There is a recognizable story in Suspiria, but it cheerfully
sheds the comforts of narrative logic for the ineffable atmosphere of dreams. Argento’s wife Daria Nicolodi based her
screenplay on the real-life experiences of her grandmother,
who attended an acting academy where black magic was as
much a pedagogical focus as dance and drama. But its most
powerful inspiration lies in Thomas De Quincy’s Suspiria de
Profundis, whose three Sorrows (a parallel to the three Graces
and three Fates), are re-imagined by Nicolodi as all-powerful
sorceresses: Mater Lacrymarum, Our Lady of Tears; Mater
Suspiriorum, Our Lady of Sighs; and Mater Tenebrarum, Our
Lady of Darkness. De Quincy’s eccentric work is a dream
wrapped in a hallucination, populated by impenetrable ideas
and archetypes that could only spring from a profoundly fertile, if distressed imagination. Suspiria is just as inimitable. We
expect even the most fantastic fiction and films to replicate
some forces of lived experience, but Argento offers a nightmarish fairy tale whose sights, sounds and sense of narrative
gravity resemble nothing else on earth.
- Sten Johnson

looks and details of Martin’s life arrives on the scene in 1557
and convinces most of the village that he is the real Martin. He
lives with Bertrande and her son for three years and they have
two more children, with one daughter surviving.
But problems arise when Martin tries to get part of his
father’s inheritance from his uncle, Pierre, who then accuses
Martin of being an imposter. Eventually, this “Martin’s” true
identity comes out as Arnaud du Tilh, a poor man from a
neighboring village. This leaves Bertrande in a difficult place
—to lie about the imposter and claim him as her husband or
risk being an adulteress. She remains silent. Dramatically, the
real Martin Guerre returns during the trial and the imposter is
convicted and hanged for adultery and fraud. The real Guerre
did not return to his wife and family for many years.

A Life with the Movies
by Sharon Chmielarz
Not too much, is it, to ask from a week–
Tuesday. Night of the Iguana. Tequila.
I’d hate to drink to nothing at all.
Wednesday, The Northwest Passage to Friday,
I lift my glass to the empty chair beside me.
Not too much, is it? To ask from a week?

La Retour de Martin Guerre (1982) /
Sommersby (1993)

Thursday is totally Mutiny on the Bounty.
I mix a Titanic: drink three and you’re sunk.
I’d hate to drink nothing at all.

If your high school was anything like mine, you probably
saw some pretty awful movies in class, like Sarah T.—Portrait of
a Teenage Alcoholic. So, you could understand my excitement in
being shown a beautiful, riveting love story in French class, La
Retour de Martin Guerre (The Return of Martin Guerre, a 1982
French film with English subtitles starring Gerard Depardieu).
This is perhaps where my love of this rich social historical
tale began, in silent gratitude of getting out of conjugating
verbs and listening to boring and incomprehensible French lectures. For three days, I sat among twenty-six junior and senior
classmates, all of us mesmerized by Depardieu and co-star
Nathalie Baye in this amazing film based on a true story.
The tale goes like this: In 1538 in France, a fourteen-yearold boy named Martin Guerre married Bertrande de Rols. In
1548, after fathering one son, Martin disappears after being
accused of stealing grain from his father. A man with similar

Chicago. Valentine’s Day. Al Capone. Still
bloody alone. Calls for a double shot.
Not too much to ask from a week. Is it

Saturday? Dinner at Eight. 1933. I’m late.
Sunday’s Love in the Afternoon, a boring fling.
I hate to drink to nothing. After all
Father Knows Best. Monday is a light white
wine, sipped for all the Miss Lonely Hearts.
Not too much to ask, is it, from a week
of drinking to nothing at all? That I’d hate.
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Braveheart (1995)

La Retour de Martin Guerre stayed fairly true to history and
is a compelling foreign drama. Despite its rich cinematography, attention to period detail and beautifully executed performances by Depardieu and Baye, the movie grossed a mere $4.3
million at the box office.
Then enters Warner Brothers, with the cocky Hollywood
belief that it can remake and improve any foreign film.
Although some movie critics disagree, in the case of Sommersby
(a 1993 Martin Guerre adaptation starring Richard Gere and
Jodie Foster), Warner Brothers succeeded and grossed $50
million domestically and $90 million overseas.
The setting of Sommersby strayed vastly from the original
sixteenth century story of Martin Guerre, catapulting it into
the post-Civil War South. Warner Brothers built the set in
Hidden Valley, Virginia, in the George Washington National
Forest where there are no power lines and few signs of modern
civilization. To create an even more believable setting, they
planted, cultivated and harvested
thirty acres of tobacco just for
the movie.
The
three-hundred-year
leap forward in time was not the
only thing Warner Brothers had
going for Sommersby. Richard
Gere’s ruggedly sexy swagger,
flirty eyes and half-cocked smile
coupled with the playful coyness
of Jodie Foster (who had just
won Best Actress in a Leading
Role in 1991 for The Silence of the
Lambs) was a magnificent match.
Gere (Jack Sommersby) drew
you into the mystery of his identity while Foster (Laurel
Townsend) drew out your empathy for the deep struggle of a
wife’s passionate dilemma. The love story that ensues between
Jack and Laurel is intense, ending with a suspenseful court battle for Jack.
The love story for Foster did not end on the screen with
Gere. It was on the set of Sommersby that she met the production manager Cydney Bernard, who became her longtime
partner from 1993-2008 and father of her two children.
Gere, a Tibetan Buddhist who studies under the Dalai
Lama, had the opportunity to take his Buddhist practice into
real life on the set, personally rescuing livestock during dangerous torrential floods and escorting them to higher ground.
At least one notable anachronism occurred in the film: a
fiddle fitted with a twentieth century chin piece played during
the homecoming dance. The African American judge (James
Earl Jones) who tried the Sommersby case was also extremely
unlikely, as most black judges of the time only presided over
African American court cases.
The Simpsons, The Bridge on the River Kwai, Mad Men and various novel and plays have also adapted plots based on the Martin Guerre story. Why do so many storylines continue to
revolve around Martin Guerre? Perhaps it’s the possibility of
taking another man’s life, community and bed and more or less
getting away with it—at least for a while. The idea that the
grass is greener somewhere else is a rather common human
perception, but it tends to end badly—time and time again.
- Deanna Reiter

As much as I deplore Mel Gibson’s recent controversial
statements and admit the somewhat romantic campiness of the
film, Braveheart still possesses a deep part of my sensitive self,
which defies continuous double-thoughts about it. Though
much of its seemingly essentialist near-doctrine of masculine
and feminine, freedom-lover and oppressor, directly contradicts more modern social constructionist notions of agency
and choice, the film moves me still, flawed and brilliant in its
own troubling identity, a medieval romance that eventually
transcends its own nature and becomes a tale of true bravery
and selflessness.
Braveheart is at the immediate level a medieval romance. It
follows the tradition of the chivalric romances, in particular
Lancelot, the Knight of Cart, where the ideals of courtly love and
martial prowess are both emphasized. Indeed, the legendary
and historical character William
Wallace is portrayed as both a
lover and a fighter. He is forced
into doing noble killings out of
love lost. For his Guinevere, the
Lady Murron of his clan village,
is executed unjustly, and he seeks
justice in a knightly, noble manner. This one unjust act prods
the knight to seek a greater
cause, freedom, and to fight a
greater beast, the tyrannical
English, as the movie portrays
them. This valiant warrior then
goes on to free his people. However, the one who truly slays the
beast, the dastardly King Edward
I “Long Shanks”, is a princess,
and this is where the film departs
from that chivalric tradition, to some extent.
Princess Isabelle, married to the neglectful Prince
Edward, longs for true love. She finds it in William Wallace,
whom she makes love to in a diplomatic meeting.1 They conceive a child. This child will be King Edward III of England.
She lets the current King Edward know on his deathbed, when
he cannot speak or move, but can hear. This is the ultimate
punishment for his horrid treatment of the Scots and others.
He is trapped in his own body as his most dear possession is
given to his ultimate enemy: his throne is given to the Scots.
Through all this, the newly empowered Princess displays a
command of her husband. She is the one in charge. She is the
strong leader.
In the end, Braveheart escapes its own hierarchy-perpetuating tale to become one that actually empowers women, turning the medieval romance on its head. It banishes the
essentialist notion that only men can be powerful commanders, and its message is actually in accord with the Feminist
movement already at full steam in the Nineties, that people
aren’t constructed by nature, but that people are in command
of their own selves, their own fates.
- Robert Menge
1 Editor’s note: In actuality, William Wallace was just a child when Edward III
was born. Isabella’s lover was Roger Mortimer, with whom she deposed her husband, Edward II, and installed her son on the throne. Edward III was, however,
almost certainly the actual son of Edward II and grandson of Edward I.
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On the Waterfront (1954)
The White Glove Scene
It’s a beautiful scene, shot in a public park that’s
covered with equal parts of smoke and fog. The sky is
overcast, while honking car horns compete with the
drone of industry.
This seems like an unlikely backdrop for
romance.
But when it’s over, the audience believes that love
can take root anywhere.
Even in Hoboken.
In acting, understanding how to create romantic
tension is impressive, but holding it for its maximum
length and knowing when to release it is an art form.
Hold the tension too long, the tension will dissipate.
Throughout the history of film, nobody utilized
this technique as effectively as Marlon Brando.
The “White Glove Scene” starts with Eva Marie
Saint’s character exhibiting a virginal quality. Her posture is erect and her wardrobe is immaculate. Look deeper
however and you might see that her life is at a tipping point and
she might be open to desire.
Brando portrays a washed up boxer whose future was over
before it started, but he’s incredibly handsome and cloaked
with an animal magnetism that isn’t easily ignored.
As they begin walking and the dialog starts, it’s easy for
me to tune out their conversation. Both parties are so awkward
and vulnerable that their words hold little value. The things
they say make me uncomfortable, so instead I focus on their
gestures.
Brando’s body language indicates he is out of his element
in the presence of his refined companion. Gum chomping,
hands buried deep in his pockets, feet dragging and mumbling
are the best he can offer to convey his feelings.
Every time I watch this, it reminds me of the helplessness
I’ve experienced falling in love.
As Brando and Eva Marie Saint begin to walk across a playground, she reaches into her pocket to pull out a pair of gloves,
but one of them slips from her grasp and Brando instinctually
bends over to pick it up—but he doesn’t give it back, and
that’s where the magic begins.
When Eva Marie Saint reaches to take back her glove,
Brando isn’t paying attention because his complete focus is on
his new treasure. As he inspects it, a small smirk forms as he
holds the glove up and begins picking off imaginary pieces of
lint.
This moment is paramount, not just because it’s spontaneous, but because it’s the first time the audience gets to witness
the sensitive side of our protagonist thug.
With a second attempt, Eva Marie Saint politely charges
Brando, but he evades her by falling backward onto a swingset, where he swings back and forth slowly until he pulls the
tiny glove onto his massive left hand. It’s at this point where
Eva Marie Saint begins to lose it, and you can see she’s getting
annoyed. I’ve watched this scene dozens of times and I still
can’t tell if that look of anguish on Eva Marie Saint’s face
belongs to her, or to her character.
Had any other actor played opposite of her, they would
have simply picked up the glove and returned it.

But Brando isn’t any other actor, and that’s why this scene
surpasses spectacular.
- Danny Klecko

My Man Godfrey (1936)
My Man Jeeves, P.G. Wodehouse’s first collection of comic
stories about the hapless Bertie Wooster and his genius valet,
was published in 1919. It started a rage for stories where the
servant was more capable than the master, and the below-stairs
world secretly ran the above-stairs one. Eric Hatch, a writer
for The New Yorker, capitalized on the trend with 1101 Park Avenue (1935), a short novel originally serialized as Irene, the Stubborn Girl in the magazine Liberty. The story follows the rich and
eccentric Bullock family of Park Avenue, New York, who hire
a bum from the city dump named Godfrey to be their butler.
Once in coat and tails, Godfrey’s soon running the place with
Jeeves-like efficiency, while capturing the heart of Irene, the
Bullock’s younger daughter.
Universal Studios, sensing a hit, bought movie rights from
Hatch and brought him on board to write the screenplay. My
Man Godfrey, starring William Powell as Godfrey and Carole
Lombard as Irene, was filmed in two months in 1936, smack in
the middle of the Great Depression. The opening sequence,
with bums warming their hands over a burning barrel in a
dump by the East river, is a sobering reminder of the era. But
as soon as the rival Bullock sisters, Cornelia and Irene, sweep
in with their chauffeured cars, each looking to collect a “lost
man” for their charity scavenger hunt, viewers are taken on a
flight of fancy through the glittering halls of the indolently
rich, where horses can be found in the library and musical protégés imitate gorillas.
It’s an ensemble cast, and everyone has at least one memorable line; in fact My Man Godfrey was the first (and one of the
only) films with Academy Award nominations in all four acting
categories (being a simple “screwball comedy”, it won none of
them). We’ve got Gail Patrick as the spoiled rich girl Cornelia,
Alice Brady as the dithering Mrs. Bullock, Mischa Auer as her
hungry protégé Carlo, Jean Dixon as the bantering maid, and
stubby Eugene Pallette as the much put-upon Mr. Bullock who
declares, after revealing his business dealings might land him in
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It’s funny how some things make you think of other things.
I know what you mean if you know what I mean.
Just this morning you were sitting on my bed, and now I’m sitting
on yours.
Everywhere I went, everyone was Godfrey.
After all, one room is just like any other room.
Speaking of rooms: My Man Godfrey has an interesting correlation between its open spaces and closed spaces: the dark
city dump can be paired with Godfrey’s subterranean butler’s
room; the Bullock’s noisy, crowded drawing room is like the
Waldorf Ritz hotel in miniature; and the intimate Carrie bar
where Godfrey meets Tommy recalls Irene’s light, dreamy bedroom. Then there’s the matter of Cornelia’s pearls. They disappear midway through the film, only to suddenly resurface in
the denouement, after being used to save the family’s bacon.
This symbol of transmutation mirrors Godfrey’s rehabilitation.
Another point of symmetry: shortly after helping Godfrey
wash the dishes, Irene pretends to faint, and he puts her in the
shower. Now she’s the one being washed (or shall we say baptized?), and her eyes fly open.
Such literary-like devices are more in keeping with a film
like Citizen Kane, but My Man Godfrey tosses them off almost
effortlessly, with no fanfare and only a moment of screen time.
Other films of the era, such as The Thin Man Powell had done
the year before, have this close triangulation between plot, setting and dialogue, but in My Man Godfrey this art is taken to
heights typically seen only in Shakespeare’s comedies. Whether
this was the work of Hatch and fellow screen writer Morrie
Ryskind, director Gregory La Cava, the actors involved, or
simply a happy coincidence, is unknown. Also apparently lost
to history is Wodehouse’s reaction to the film, which he probably saw (he was writing his own scripts for Hollywood at the
time). Fortunately, My Man Godfrey itself is in no danger of
becoming a “lost film” about a lost man: it was added to the
National Film Registry in 1999, and is still easily located.
- Joel Van Valin

jail: “But if I do go to jail, it’ll be the first peace I’ve had in
twenty years!”
At the heart of the film, though, is the romance between
Godfrey and Irene. Powell and Lombard, who actually were
briefly married in real life (they had been divorced for three
years when they made Godfrey) had enough silver screen chemistry left to set the film above the typical madcap frolics of the
time. Godfrey is in some ways like his British prototype. He
cures Mrs. Bullock of seeing “pixies” with Jeeves’ favorite
hangover cure: tomato juice and Worcestershire sauce. And he
even quips, when Irene notices that his pocket has a hole in it,
“I told Jeeves to lay out my other coat.” But there are darker
waters running through Powell’s character. Godfrey seems to
have a mysterious past—echoing old ballads and fairy tales,
where the poor woodcutter’s son or servant who wins the
lady’s affections turns out, in the end, to be a prince. He’d
been a drunk, had an unhappy love affair, and had even contemplated suicide at one point. But his spirit and honorable
character remain unbroken. “There are two kinds of people:
those who fight the idea of being pushed in the river, and the
other kind,” he tells his friend Tommy Gray. And to Irene he
confides, “You helped me to find myself, and I’m grateful,”
even while resisting her romantic advances.
Lombard could have played her character with the “dumb
blonde” persona that appears in so many films from the era,
and was perfected by Marilyn Monroe. Instead, her Irene is
more like an idiot-savant, zany and yet, in a child-like way, profound. There’s something pure about her devotion to Godfrey,
echoing the universal values of reciprocity and the golden rule
(which is actually quoted in the film, though it’s Powell’s line).

Lili (1953)
In 1955, back when a big-screen movie could be made for
just over $1 million dollars, I saw my first film, Lili. I was five
years old. The story involves an orphaned French girl
befriended by a circus troupe. By being part of a popular puppet show, she learns to love the curmudgeonly puppeteer
behind the curtain. My teenage brother took me to what he
thought was a kid show because it featured a sweet young
woman, singing, and puppets. What would my Methodist parents have said had they known the movie also included material
more appropriate for adult audiences?
I can’t call Lili my favorite movie, but rather one that my
memory favors, having held on to it for the longest time. Talk
about an impressionable young mind! The images and theme
song came into me like light on a camera’s film, and it marked
me as its own. Images and characters have surfaced over the
years in dreams and even figured in a recurring nightmare
where a curtain on a puppet show is torn open to reveal the
angry face of the puppeteer. Sunnier scenes also periodically
flash on what poet William Wordsworth called “the inward

Irene: You’ve done something for me—I wish I could do something for you.
Godfrey: Why?
Irene: Because you did something for me! Don’t you see?
And she could be speaking for the entire Depression era
when she declares:
I’ve decided I don’t want to play any more games with human
beings as objects—it’s kind of sordid when you think about it—I mean
when you think it over.
Irene seems to float about in a different world; wealth and
position have no meaning for her. And many of her lines have a
curious, reciprocal balance to them:
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eye, Which is the bliss of solitude,” such as when Lili runs
back and into the arms of her one true love.
Lili starred the cheerful, sprightly Leslie Caron. Even
back then, I knew that the main character was bubbly and
cute, like my older sisters. The puppets that Lili talked to
were entertaining, especially when they became large-sized
and walked alongside the girl on her journey out of town.
Later when I saw another charming young woman
befriended by the puppet-like Scarecrow, Lion and Tin Man
in The Wizard of Oz, it had echoes of the scene from Lili.
When I saw the movie a second time, a half-century
after the first, I realized how many details I had paid attention to, but wasn’t capable of understanding fully. For example, I remembered that Lili climbed partway up a ladder, but
of course I didn’t know about absolute despair and that she
was planning suicide.
Here’s another example of how a child can be
impressed by details, but lack understanding: I responded to
the unpleasantness of a character in the movie. (The story
on which the screenplay was based called him “The Man Who
Hated People”.) As an adult, I could take into consideration
how his war wounds affected his life’s dream to be a dancer. I
saw him in a more sympathetic light. And what about the philandering cad? Any of the business connected with womanizing
had been way over my head, but when I saw the movie as a
grown-up, his slick tricks were obvious.
Most of us have had the experience of getting a song in our
minds that plays over and over as if an unseen hand controls the
repeat button. The song in the show, which is “Hi-Lili, Hi-Lo,”
is like that for me. Its refrain, “A song of love is a sad song,” can
start the looping, perhaps because I bonded early with the similarly sentimental and melancholic Lieder that my German
grandmother listened to. Remember the man who falls in love
with Lorelei and drowns? I’m a sucker for that song, too.
- Margaret Hasse

created fiction. In this upside-down social world, Fischer and
his cohorts behave with the entitlement of jaded, world-weary
adults while displaying preadolescent innocence and naiveté.
Enter Herman Blume, whose friendship with Max becomes
subsumed by his quest to relieve midlife loneliness through his
burgeoning infatuation with an introverted teacher at Rushmore. Both characters bring out the worst in each other as
their drive and creative energies become more and more
focused on sabotaging each other’s attempts to win Cross’
heart. Once he falls in love, Fischer is undeterred when Cross
points out the fact that he is too young for her. As Fischer
behaves more like an (arrogant) adult, Blume’s insecurities
cause him to become more like his own teenage sons (both
spoiled bullies), whom he loathes.
Throughout the escalating rivalry Cross is little more than
a symbol for the validation that benighted Fischer and Blume
crave. While pursuing the same fantasy, Blume and Fischer
both receive a temporary reprieve from the unpleasant realities
of their lives, but only at the price of their dignity and peace of
mind that would be within their grasp if they faced their fears
rather than running away from them. The film delivers the
message that redemption is attainable, but only after foolish
behavior is checked by comeuppance. The friendship between
Blume and Fischer demonstrates that we never really outgrow
our capacity to engage in tunnel vision through wishful thinking, often to humorous—if tragic—effect.
Rushmore established director Wes Anderson’s reputation
for stylish, subtly funny set props, the juxtaposition between
innocence and jadedness, as well as his penchant for crafting
emotionally blunted characters who communicate through
droll banter. The backgrounds in Anderson’s subsequent films
are so intentionally crafted that they overshadow the characters, and become substitutes for dilute stories. And while
Anderson’s distinctly beautiful,
visual style is so often evident in his
more recent films, none of them is
as affecting as Rushmore, perhaps
because none of their protagonists
capture the essence of anything so
universal as childhood naiveté and
unrequited love.
- Justin Teerlinck

Rushmore (1998)
In Rushmore, fantasy, naiveté, and adulthood melancholy
are intertwined in the unlikely friendship between fifteenyear-old private school failure Max Fischer (Jason Schwartzman), and fifty-year-old businessman Herman Blume (Bill
Murray) as they compete for the affections of teacher Rosemary Cross (Olivia Williams). The droll banter between
Blume and Fischer highlights the frustrations of two developmentally stunted individuals who, despite their difference in
age, are blind to the hamartia of their grandiose attempts to
project an image of genius, success, and sacrifice to Mrs.
Cross. The irony and absurdity of this gently dark comedy lies
in that fact that both Fischer’s and Blume’s personal lives are
crumbling even as their romantic gestures toward Cross escalate to extremes.
Fischer presents as an ambitious geek
who is unmoved by his outcast status, creating and running numerous social clubs at
Rushmore Academy even as his failing
grades threaten his continued enrollment.
His unwavering belief in his own exceptionality becomes the backdrop of his onesided, obsessive, doomed love affair with
his teacher that begins and ends as a self11

Equinox (1971)

—the creeps, the chills, eerie vibes, the thrill of exploring the
unknown woods, and suspense in wondering if they will get
out of the woods in one piece. It may feel a little dated compared to the technology available today and some of the cultural mores of that time, but if you think in terms of the late
60s, that may help in getting into the cultural context and situation that is presented.
The Criterion Collection DVD release includes both versions of this movie—the original shorter version, and the version that was expanded by the distributor for wide release. The
longer version is better than the shorter because it spreads the
suspense out. Inspired by the work of H.P. Lovecraft, the film
originally played in theaters and drive-ins, then became a cult
hit via the late late show and midnight showings in theaters.
- Tony Rauch

Equinox is a supernatural film from 1971 that I first
encountered on the daily summer afternoon feature when I
was growing up. Upon the first viewing, I was intrigued and
watched it several more times when it came on over the years.
I didn’t know it at the time, but the film is famous for its micro
budget, yet received distribution and made money. It has an
interesting history and is worth checking out from the library
just to see the resourcefulness of its creators of art on a scant
budget. As an adult, I see the film a little differently, but still
enjoy the creepy vibes it gave me as a kid, and still think it’s an
interesting supernatural suspense story. Some may see it as a
product of its time and budget, and maybe a little campy, but I
still get into the story and take it seriously on that story craft
level.
For me, Equinox qualifies as a good film because it meets
all my criteria: it is absorbing, it takes me away, it is relatable,
it is plausible, it shows me something different or what I could
not otherwise experience, it is creative and imaginative, it
moves me and makes me feel something, and it has an interest-

The Elevator and the Pants
by Tom Pescatore
standing in the elevator. There were
three of us there. I was standing in the right
corner back against the fold
we were all wearing pants.
After we passed the second floor the
two other people huddled close. whispering
but I could hear them.
"See he has pants on," one said. we all had pants on.
"do you see?" one said. "Yes." the other said.
Their backs were turned to me. I looked
down at my pants. 'I am wearing pants,' I thought.
The elevator doors would not open. How many
floors had gone down. 'They're wearing pants, too." I thought.

ing story that unfolds in a realistic manner and holds my attention. This film creeped me out as a child, especially the openended denouement. The story is supernatural in a way that is
plausible and felt as though I was an active participant, rather
than just a passive viewer. It felt as though this story could happen to me and my friends.
The story involves some young adults who go into the
woods to search for a lost scientist (played by sci-fi author Fritz
Leiber). They find an ancient book of spells. A park ranger
(actually a demon in disguise) wants the book back and so
unleashes some unpleasantness, including monsters and other
surprises which torment the group. The group gets lost, they
find a hidden castle, they encounter monsters, the suspense
builds and builds, they fight demons, and some of them don’t
get out. But do they get away from the demons? That is the
open-ended question and leaves a lasting eerie vibe, thus making a successful supernatural story.
The monsters are cool. The story unfolds in a gripping
way that keeps you hanging on for the next obstacle to get
around. The film made me feel something when I was a kid

what if i got down on
my knees?
romantic misadventures &
entanglements

a new collection by
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“Tony Rauch is reviving the bodies
of love and mystery and laughter.
He knows where the bodies are
buried and is digging them up
beautifully.”
- Patrick Wensink
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In Praise of Foreign Films
by Thomas R. Smith

lietta Masina, achieving in the film’s cathartic finale a hallucinatory exorcism of personal and societal demons that still stands
as one of the purer artistic visions of Sixties liberation.
n the Wisconsin paper mill town where I became a
These films tended to be more subtly literary than your
teenager in the early 1960s, foreign films were at best a rumor
average
American movie. I was OK with the slower pacing,
and at worst, in the wary popular imagination, an unwelcome
which
allowed
the viewer to luxuriate in the sheer beauty of
threat of— gasp!—having to read subtitles! An occasional Britthe
camera-work.
Foreign films conveyed moods that aspired
ish film might sneak onto the movie calendar, but they were
to
a
kind
of
synesthetic
merging with other art forms—music,
mostly of the “Invasion”-era musical variety, A Hard Day’s Night
poetry,
dance.
They
could
also be intensely psychological. In
and Ferry Across the Mersey (though subtitling some of the more
Persona
(1966),
Bergman
kept audiences spellbound with
impenetrable Liverpudlian speakers might not have been a bad
remarkably
stationary
facial
close-ups of Bibi Andersson and
idea).
Liv
Ullmann,
simply
talking
and listening and in the process
Arriving as a wide-open freshman at a small state univertaking
us
a
long
way
into
the
two
women’s souls.
sity, it seemed an incredible stroke of luck to find an inexpenMany
of
these
films
share
a
fascination
with the feminine
sive foreign film series at the
that
fed
my
attempts
to have adult
local theater, which ceded
relationships
with
women.
These
occasional mid-week showfilm-makers
possessed
sophistiings to recent and classic art
cated knowledge of the sexes, and
house films. Foreign films
were the grown-ups I badly needed
were part of the alluring
to consult in order to counter the
smorgasbord of avant garde
stupid things I’d heard most of the
culture (which included
older men in my life say about
poetry, art, and radical poliwomen. The European films espetics) to which I’d sought
cially pointed to a different style of
entree from afar. In those
masculinity than the variety I’d been
pre-digital days, the only
brought up with, a masculinity that
options for movie viewing
recognized a fertile source of crewere whatever came to the
ativity in the feminine both in
big screen (if your town was
women and in men. Eschewing the
fortunate enough to have
action violence of our blockbuster
one) or the chestnuts in
Catherine Deneuve in The Umbrellas of Cherbourg
hits, European films gave men more
rotation on late-night televiroom to move emotionally. In my
sion. The very likely possimid-twenties,
Jean
Eustache’s
three-and-a-half-hour New
bility that this was your single opportunity to watch a given
Wave
epic
The
Mother
and
the
Whore
(1973) fascinated me with
film in its full theatrical glory made movie-going a far more
its
novelistic
study
of
a
three-way
relationship
between a Pariprecious and charged experience than we can imagine it now.
sian
slacker,
Jean-Pierre
Léaud,
his
indulgent
girlfriend, BerIt was with this sense of the unique numinosity of the
nadette
Lafont
(the
“mother”
figure),
and
a
quirky young
moment that I sponged up my first foreign films by Fellini,
nurse,
Françoise
Lebrun
(the
“whore”).
Film
historians
have
Truffaut, Antonioni, Bergman, Polanski, Cocteau, Godard,
commented
on
its
spaciousness,
leisurely
enough
to
include
a
Malle, Tati, and many more. At a time in my life when the fulstrangely
mesmerizing
scene
where
Lafont
puts
a
record
on
the
fillment of nebulous but compelling romantic dreams seemed
turntable, lies on a mattress on the floor, and listens to a whole
within reach, it was the eros of foreign cinema that reached
song in real time.
most deeply into the dilated pupil of my psyche. That first
We who were young in the Sixties tend to home back
year, the young Catherine Deneuve of Demy’s The Umbrellas of
toward
the luminous moments of that decade as if to retrieve
Cherbourg (1964) in particular called me back for repeated
the
essence
of who we then discovered ourselves to be. Maybe
viewings; I felt genuinely bereft when the marquee changed, as
that’s
true
for
every generation. For myself, I feel something in
though I too was one of the thwarted lovers in that deliriously
my
soul
perpetually
drawn to those formative aesthetic expericolorful and musical yet powerfully melancholy production.
ences
that
opened
to
me new possibilities for living. As Lou
For years afterward I firmly maintained that Deneuve just had
Reed
sang
with
the
Velvet
Underground in those days, “I do
to be the most beautiful woman in the world.
believe
you
are
what
you
perceive.”
These cinematic images of
Foreign films were sexy in ways that Hollywood couldn’t
faces
and
bodies
that
time
has
changed
or erased, these phantouch. Even the bizarre circuses of Fellini asserted some subtoms
of
light
and
shadow,
these
moods
and intimations capversively polymorphous intuition of the basically erotic nature
tured
on
ephemeral
celluloid,
become
more
than they first
of reality, supported elsewhere in my life by, variously, the psyappear
when
we
take
them
inside
us
and
live
them.
chedelic adventure and the writings of the maverick Freudian,
Wilhelm Reich. Though not universally admired by critics,
With thanks to Dr. John Buschen
Fellini’s Juliet of the Spirits (1965) powerfully confirmed the
presence of the marvelous just next door to whatever ordinary
life we are carrying on. I rooted for its heroine, played by Giu-
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The Flip Side of This Side of Paradise
by Chuck Holmes

T

and the unemployment numbers rising higher than the High
Bridge, I read in the Pioneer Press of a room for rent in a house
on Portland near Dale. It was a slim ad in a slender paper, and
when I called the number to find out more details, the owner
invited me to come over and see this room for myself.
An hour or so later, and I’m standing on a buckled sidewalk in front of a sickly sided dwelling where—as if it had
something sinister to conceal—every shade has been drawn to
its sill. It’s anything but an uplifting sight, but there’s a room
inside that rents by the week, and I have just enough cash to
cover one week. I open the gate, mount the steps, ring the
doorbell, and take half a step back.
A short man in a thick sweater opens the door. He’s in his
wool socks, and he’s sporting a Cubs cap. He has been expecting
me. He has been waiting for me. He wonders if I had any trouble
finding the house. He asks me to make sure that my shoes are
clean. I shuffle them vigorously across the rough rug in the
hall. He insists on inspecting the under sole of each shoe. Is he
trying to humiliate me? Desperately in need of a place to live, I
hold on to the banister at the bottom of the stairs so that I can
raise each sole for his close examination.
Why don’t you try wiping them one more time please.
I follow this man up the dimly lit stairs. Our footfalls are
accompanied by the faint drone of an omnipresent radio talk
show. The woodwork is impressive, but gritty to the touch.
My grandmother would have said that it was thirsty, and could
use some Murphy’s. I’m thankful that my grandmother can’t
see where I am at the moment.
The upstairs hall is equally dusky. One bare light bulb
slices the shadows. An odor of burned toast and canned spaghetti overwhelms the last clinging scent of a long ago amour.
At the end of the hall he opens the door to a room, and
motions for me to step right in.
A forlorn single bed—its mussed cover revealing a stained
hollow mattress— is pushed in the corner, as if being punished
for some sexual indiscretion. The landlord opens the door of
the rattling refrigerator as I inch past him to look out a cloudy
side window.
I just defrosted it this morning! he enthuses.
He creaks open the oven
door as I peer out the rear window. It’s then that I see that if I
agree to take this room—and
I’m sick of sleeping wherever
the night catches me—I will be
living directly across the alley
from the famous turreted row
house where you-know-who
had written you-know-what. I
visualize the brass plate above
the front entrance on Summit,
summarizing what had happened there once upon a time, as
the landlord rattles off the
house rules and regulations.

1

he Sweeny’s bartender leaned across the bar to me and
whispered: You know who that is over in the corner, don’t you?
Which corner? I countered. Because there’s lots of corners
crammed into Sweeney’s. Or at least there were in those days.
That corner over there (!) he signaled with his bar rag.
Nonchalantly, I swiveled myself clockwise. There was a
man in a corner by the fireplace. He was wearing a Payne’s gray
sport jacket with a tie to match, and sporting a black Irish fisherman’s cap. I watched him writing intently in a notebook.
That’s August Wilson, the bartender hush/hush informed
me. He’s writing a play about a blues singer. That’s probably some
dialogue that he’s writing down right now.
Maybe something he overheard you say, I suggested to the bartender.
You got that right!
D

Are you still like … between rooms?
To will an idle coincidence into a state of being was one of
Claire’s raison d’etre.
We were shambling along stout and stable Summit, the
north side of the avenue this time, taking in the 500s, one odd
numbered address after another. Out in front of 599, she
called a halt to point at a handsomely appointed turret.
You know who used to live up in that room, don’t you?
Dylan? I guessed.
No, not Dylan. Positively absolutely not Dylan! A real Romantic
wrote up there. Possibly the last authentic American Romantic. “So we
beat on, boats against …”
“Borne back ceaselessly into …” a past that’s … not even … past
yet …
He rewrote This Side of Paradise up in that little perch. Each
chapter was pinned to a curtain.
After it was accepted by Perkins at
Scribner’s he ran out—
He could have gotten killed
because—
No Gatsby if Fitz gets run
down by—
No “In my younger and more
vulnerable years …”
No Zelda to fall into the fountain with.
And no little Scottie to hold
hands with.
So, Señor, can you tell me
where are you sleeping tonight?
Wherever a couch catches
me…
D

In St. Paul in the late fall,
with the Great Communicator
at the helm of the ship of state
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Let me show you the bathroom! he declaims, as if the bathroom is the highlight that he’s been saving for last.
The bathroom, of course, is down the hall, and features a
grimy but immense claw foot bathtub that takes up half of the
room.
You’ll share this bathroom with the other renters on the second
floor, and the ones down below as well, if they want a bath instead of a
shower.
We stand in this bathroom—the landlord and I—admiring
the cracked linoleum, the chipped claws, yet another hanging
bare light bulb, and a behemoth door bolt—to ensure privacy!
There are additional rules and regulations concerning the use
of this water closet, but as with those regarding the room, I
daydream my way through them, preferring instead to concentrate on the one redeeming aspect of the situation that I find
myself in: its proximity to the Fitzgerald house across the alley.
And now only the financial arrangements remain to wrap
up. Back down the hall … back down the stairs … and into a
large closet which I assume is an office. As he digs through a
drawer for a rental agreement, I notice for the first time the
woolly reindeers obscured by the lint on my latest landlord’s
sweater. In the manner of an Austrian mountain guide, his
camouflaged pants are cuffed at the ankles. Did I just complete
a brief hike in the Alps—albeit a dank and musty Alps—without even realizing it?
Here comes the contract, sliding my way like an avalanche
across a pockmarked landscape. On the line devoted to my
previous address, I submit 599 Summit Ave., and bask in the
brief burst of romanticism which enlivens the scene. I initial
and autograph his declaration of my dependence on him, and
he gives me a key. His key to my room.
For the time being, I am no longer <between rooms>.

A

with snow flakes. Here was a place to start from again. A location with an address. A residence with my name on the mailbox. To
create an alternate atmosphere, I cued up some improvisations
on my music machine, and I lit a stick of incense from somewhere on the Subcontinent. Out of the corner of my eye I
caught sight of a cat running across the alley, just as an opossum
was exiting a trash can. That cat became my vicarious unnamed
pet, and a sign of all the possibilities and opossums lying in wait
for me out there. I liked my chances this time around. All I had
to do was get a good undisturbed night’s sleep.

I
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t was a stubby bed in a stunted room, and to sleep comfortably we each had to sleep on our sides: she against the wall
and me riding the outside edge.
Claire was not impressed by my new used room. The first
time she saw it, late at night, she took a quick look around and
then turned to me and asked: Is this it?
That was it, and yup, it wasn’t much.
She sought solace in a cigarette … while I made tomato
soup and grilled cheese sandwiches.
The bathroom awed her even less than the room had.
She was a romantic in the Fitzgerald mould, a flapper like
Zelda, but exiled from the appropriate Age. Because this
wasn’t the Jazz Age, this was yet another Age: the Age of
Mourning in America. Claire could care less about politics,
unless it had a Latin American flavor. She loved soft imported
skirts from Guatemala, and pinot noir from Chile, and guacamole and Spanish rice with a hot Mexican pepper spice. La
Cucaracha was just around the corner and down Dale, but we
couldn’t always afford to slide into a booth and honor the cockroach.
My then girlfriend was a short woman in her early twenties, with Ferris Wheels for eyes, and hips that swung to the
tick of some inner metronome, along with a transcendent
smile when she cared to flash it, and all topped off by light
brown hair with a reddish tint, which she swept and re-swept
across her forehead with fingers predestined for a piano.
Once when she came to stay with me, she was sick, and I
took care of her, nursing her back to health in that most unsanitary of rooms.
We both knew the stories about Fitzgerald’s early life in
St. Paul. We’d retraced a few of his footsteps, leaving the park
on the bluff by the University Club to walk up Western and
sink into an art deco chair beside a mirror in the bar of the
Commodore, the only customers they had on a quiet fall afternoon. Scott and Zelda had awaited the birth of their one and
only child in this very hotel. We told each other the old tales
that were part of the local folklore: how Fitzgerald had worked
on the railroad (briefly); how he’d run out of the house and
stopped traffic on Summit after he got the telegram from
Scribner’s saying that they’d publish Paradise.
And now I lived right across the alley from where he used
to live, I bragged. But Claire wasn’t the least bit aroused by this
piece of happenstance. I could see her little Ferris Wheels
grinding to a halt, because she was doomed to go back to that
room—for that night anyway—and I don’t think she found it
even slightly enchanting.
By the time that I came to occupy the little flip side room,
ten years had elapsed since my initial infatuation with Fitzger-

2

fter collecting my things from a bus station locker in
the heart of the Bermuda Triangle that defines downtown St.
Paul, I tramped up Cathedral Hill and traipsed through the
neighborhoods, searching for a Northwest Passage to my room
on the flip side. With little pomp and a bare minimum of circumstance, I summarily moved in, only to discover that the
noisy refrigerator was blocking the unvarnished spectacle from
the head of the bed. The two chairs—the ripped one for
myself, the taped one for company—were immediately repositioned to where they would remain for the entire duration of
my life in that room: directly in front of “the window”. Despite
my numbing weariness—because being in a constant state of
<between rooms> can really take it out of you—I set about
memorizing this view by moonlight.
The B side of this side of paradise looked nothing like the
A side. Even given the fact that houses put their best face forward in the front, the back still came as something of a surprise. I couldn’t see FSF spending too much time back there.
But in the moonlight it looked prosaically lyrical, and I kept
staring at the various components: fire escape clear of debris;
tiled shingles nailed down for eternity; icicles hanging from a
hanging gutter; the trash cans randomly arranged and obviously tipsy. There were no historical markers presiding over
the rear end of paradise. But maybe there should have been.
It was a great feeling to be inside and warm on such a
night, with the temperature in the teens, and the air sprinkled
15

ald, and so his influence on me had waned, and his romanticism had paled, and his poetry had precipitously evaporated.
That winter I was reading Bernhard’s Correction in translation,
at times in the claw foot tub, with people banging on the door.
Or on my bed, which was always empty now, except for me,
and the streets full of rain or hail or snow, and the cold which
demanded those long hot baths.

Sisyphus
by Morgan Grayce Willow
Too clever by half.
Outwitting those who bind you.
Outwitting even the gods.
Didn't your mother ever tell you
never, under any circumstances,
outwit the gods?
But if you must try,
be sure to let them win.
Their memories are relentless.
Their tortures infinite.
Here you are now
saddled with that boulder.
Even worse, saddled
with that damned faith that today
will be the day you push the mass
all the way to the top,
and leave it
there.

D

Claire was a spirited woman: intelligent, knowledgeable,
brilliant even, and ten or eleven years younger than I was at the
time. And she had much better prospects than I. She was going
to the university; she would get her Masters; she would go on
for her doctorate out West, and end up teaching at a private
school in the East. And the cramped little bed that she slept in
a few times, and where I took good care of her once? She’s forgotten about it—I know she has—because the indentations
that those uneven bed springs made on her were ones that she
wanted to erase from her memory as quickly as she could.
I tried to take Claire’s mind off the dilapidation by reading
aloud an amusing selection of Beckett to her, and by playing
Irish music on my tape player for her, and by telling her stories
about my time in New Orleans, and cooking for her, and drawing a picture of her in charcoal and pastels, and by giving her an
orgasm—anything to take her mind away from the bumpy bed
in the shabby room. She screamed into the pillow. She got her
pleasure, but then she was unhappy again. The room held no
promise or hope for her. It was a room that could only be
occupied by a contrarian who was on his way down. And
although she fit most of the definitions of what a romantic
actually was, and once read “Bernice Bobs Her Hair” in that
cramped bed, her own particular brand of romanticism was
less imaginary and more fact based: a sensory experience filled
with pleasant smells and gypsy music and watercolors with soft
edges.
Fitzgerald too would have been appalled by the seediness
of the surroundings—and not just the rust on the refrigerator,
but the cracks in the window glass and the squeaks in the bed
springs and the dirty bathroom and the dark hall that you had
to tiptoe down … because you were already in arrears with
your rent …
And yet, once, when she was visiting me, the time when
she was sick, I turned around to look at her as I was stirring
croutons into the simmering chicken soup from a can, and her
head was against the ugly yellow pillowcase, and she was lying
against the green wall, her eyes closed, her hair covering half
her face, a picture of sickness. But somehow she suffused the
scene with her beauty. She had the power to do that, because of
her personality, and especially her kindness, her thoughtfulness, her feeling for others, and her feeling for me. She
breathed life into my room. She made it beat with her great
heart, even in her state of illness. A Degas or a Whistler, a
Singer Sargent or a Munch—those artists would have painted
her on the spot, then and there. Especially Munch—I’m thinking of his Sick Child. They’d all taught me to see beauty, and so I
recognized it right away when I turned around—after stirring
the canned soup and flipping the grilled cheese—and saw her
head against the pillow, and felt that the dingy little dump was
being blessed by a great beauty.
The next day she felt better, and she left right after French
toast to ride the bus across town to the university. She didn’t
come back again for a long time. Maybe she never came back.

And what if you did?
What then?
Would you grow fat and lazy
on a porch somewhere,
the rocker forcing the floorboard to squeak
every time you cross the same plank,
too forlorn to move it just six inches,
even one plank
westward?

As the winter dragged on, she stayed away. I called her from
the pay phone in the rear of the drug store, and I would go to
visit her occasionally—at her father’s when she was living with
him, or at her apartment in Crocus Hill after she’d moved into
it—but I always came home to my tiny room across the alley
from the rump of the famed house on the acclaimed street,
alone. It was a monk’s room after all.

I
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couldn’t take my eyes off the coffee house guitarist with
the little cap and plaid shirt and worn jeans who was putting
everything he had into singing and strumming and mouth harping this old folk tune.
The second he finished, I asked the short perky woman
whistling and stamping her feet beside me if she knew the
name of that last piece.
I sure do. That’s “The Man Who Wouldn’t Grow Corn”!
Her long silky hair was a cascading arrangement of red
curls, with freckles sprinkled on her forehead and cheeks and
chin.
And what’s the name of the guitarist? I wondered out loud.
You really don’t know who that is? Why, that’s Spider. Spider
John Koerner!
D
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My rent wasn’t much—not much at all—but I always had
trouble coming up with it. Whenever I was more than a week
behind, my landlord tiptoed up the stairs, rapped once on the
door, instantly let himself in, and caustically pointed at my silver tea strainer and my Chinese tapestry. As I took the tapestry
down from the wall, and rinsed the strainer of damp tea leaves,
he stood in the doorway and asked me each time how it was
that I had come into the possession of such valuable objects. My
answer was always that the strainer had been a gift from my
grandmother, a piece from a tea service given to her by Diamond Jim Brady, while the tapestry—a souvenir from the
Pacific Theater—had been left to me by my father. I handed
over these sentimental remembrances as ransom to my landlord, and as I listened to him take them away down the hall and
steps and into his closet of an office for safekeeping, I chanted
O saisons, O chateaux! over & over & over.

After my energy had been replenished, and my footwear
warmed, I returned to scooping. My pants pockets were bulging in bills of several denominations. I paid my landlord some
rent ahead for his scenic little living space … and I got my
“sentimental objects” back …
The snow had saved me. I was in love with winter.
D

Sometimes I was invited to step inside the front foyer of a
mansion whose sidewalk and driveway I had just cleared. Let
me tell you that those foyers alone were three or four times
roomier than my flip side of Paradise. As the owners were gathering up the cash to pay me, I would see what I could of the
house within. I saw fireplaces with fires blazing, and I saw
bookshelves filled with books, some of which I recognized. I
saw Christmas trees still standing, with candy canes and multicolored bulbs and tinsel and fake candles. I saw paintings old
and new, abstract and realistic. I saw boots and shoes, gloves
and mittens, scarves and coats. I saw pets, friendly and
unfriendly. There were birds in cages, cats on sofas, dogs on
rugs, hamsters on wheels, and a rabbit in a box filled with
shavings. I saw kids playing games, tossing balls, watching TV,
throwing fits, laughing, crying, looking out the window, coloring. One little girl took a picture of me. She asked me if I knew
that my cheeks were red. She said my cheeks were redder than
a Santa Claus. She asked me if she could touch them. I bent
down and felt her warm fingers against my cheeks…
Back out on the street, I went off to look for more jobs.
An older lady stepped out of the door to her castle and waved
to me from the bridge over her moat. She told me where and
how much to shovel. Her instructions were precise and condescending. She watched me from her big front window. After I
finished, she handed me a broom. I swept the snow until she
could see the sidewalk. She wanted to be able to see the concrete,
she said. After I’d finished she asked me to step in. How much
do I owe you? she asked. I named my price. She said it was too
much. She took a collection of tightly rolled bills from her
apron pocket and handed it to me, saying: That’s all I have. I
took it and counted it. It was a little more than half of what I’d
asked for.
My back had become very sore. I didn’t want to shovel
anymore. I walked back up to Grand and went into a bar, propping my shovel against the wall just inside the vestibule.
McCafferty’s was a plush Irish pub—everything was in a green
reminiscent of the old sod—so I ordered an Irish coffee. A
bunch of guys shouted at the TV—a referee had made a poor
call. It seemed ridiculous, and rather beside the point. Sitting
on that barstool, I could feel my sore back getting sorer. The
Irish whiskey relieved it somewhat, but only temporarily.
The Irish bartender bent over the bar to ask: You know who
that is sitting over against the wall, don’t you?
Nope, I said, who is it?
That’s Eugene McCarthy, he said.
Eugene McCarthy … he looked distinguished, with his silver hair and his fiddle tie pin … more like a poet though, than
the politician who had led the charge back in those Days of Rage
… there was a crowd around him … they were listening to his
every word…
Back outside in the wintry world, it had finally stopped
snowing. Someone had borrowed from me the same shovel that
I’d borrowed from someone else. I thought I’d left it in a safe

D

It was just after Christmas, and in the depth of a recession—an icy gift from the slack-jawed co-star of Bedtime for
Bonzo—when the snow started to come down nonstop. All
traffic came to a halt, including the buses. I was walking down
the middle of Grand Avenue in sneakers when I spotted a snow
shovel leaning against a row of garage doors behind an apartment house. I don’t like to steal stuff, so I only borrowed this
shovel, and then went off in search of sidewalks and driveways
south of Grand to scoop out. The big old houses were snowed
in up to their posterns and porticos, and I found enough shoveling to keep me busy until after dark. I had a sore back, but I
was back at it the next day, because it was still snowing and I
had to make hay while the snow snowed. I took breaks to
trudge back up to Grand and eat something quickly in one of
those tasty but expensive restaurants along that “lonely avenue”.
D

After she brought me my check, I couldn’t resist asking
the Esteban’s waitress who that had been in the booth right in
front of me.
That was … let me think … let me think … That was … let me
ask …
A woman (maybe my age, maybe a little bit older) had
been sitting by herself, eating … eating and reading … but
three or four times people came up to her … to congratulate
her … a book of hers had evidently just been published …
somebody had said I loved your descriptions of St. Paul … someone else complemented her on the cover: Was that a picture of
Prague? I have to go there! Each time she was interrupted, she
visited as if she really enjoyed hearing her reader’s comments
regarding her work. An author and a professor … one former
student came bearing her A Romantic Education … which she
wrote a note for … and autographed … enthusiastically!
OK … Sorry it took me so long … That was Patricia Hampl …
She teaches over at Mac maybe … or is it St. Kate’s … or possibly the
U … She has a book out … A Sentimental Education? … A Poetic
Education? ... something along that line … Say, are you shivering?
Look at those shoes you’re wearing. Take them off! Socks too! We’ve got
a dryer in the back. I’ll go warm them up for you. Do you always bring
your snow shovel with you when you go out for lunch? That’s unique…
D
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place. I bought a bag of Idaho potatoes at
Kowalski’s Red Owl and returned to my
little room. As they boiled on the stove I
stretched out on my bed and reread my
favorite part of The Great Gatsby: the bit
about the green light across the Long Island
Sound. When the potatoes were done I ate
some and then fell asleep.

Irises

D

The landlord of my diminutive room on
Portland near Dale, in an effort to save money
on his heating bill, covered the one window
In sunlight,
which faced Fitzgerald’s old place with a sheet
cinnamon circles.
of insulated plywood. I removed it whenever I
was in the room. Once he knocked on the
Chocolate zodiacs
door and I let him in, forgetting that I’d
in shade.
removed the sheet. He wanted to know when
5
I was going to pay my rent—I was several
The black holes
bought a brand new blue snow
weeks behind again. The sight of the uncovin their middles
shovel and revisited many of my customers
ered window made him furious. He left the
in the midst of some pretty skimpy snowroom but quickly returned with a power drill
are for me
falls, but the skies remained dutifully clear
to screw in the sheet to the frame. What an
a downfall
for the most part, and my business fell off
oppressive little man he was!
sweet.
to the point where my best account became
My room became even less attractive to
the older lady who lived in the castle, the
me after this incident, and I began spending
As I teeter
one who had nicked me and who continued
more and more time out of it. I often walked
on the event horizon,
to underpay me. Still, she always seemed to
down the road at the end of Western Avenue,
be able to find little jobs inside and out for
which skirted the bluff, eventually angling all
the fact impresses
me to do.
the way down to Children’s Hospital, where
itself upon me
In my off hours I wandered the old
in the first year of the next decade, my first
parts of town on foot, climbing up and
son would be born under a full moon. I came
that what is drawn
down the stairs below the Hill Mansion, as
to know this road very well. When I was
into the deepest heart
well as all the other stairs, slippery in winwalking along it I felt like I was out in the
will not retreat.
ter, that ascend and descend the limestone
country, and therefore somewhat free.
bluffs. Winter in St. Paul is not a sometime
Down below the bluff, in the West SevYour gravity,
thing—it goes on and on, with little variaenth and Chestnut neighborhood, I began to
as I pitch,
tion in the ice and chill. You wait for the
frequent a used bookstore called Harper
first thaw; you look out the windows of
McKee’s. The front of the store was all winpulls me,
libraries and galleries and cafes and bookdows, with a large reproduction of a painting
moves me singularly,
stores, but the windows remain steamed or
by Maurice Utrillo in one of them. This paintwith warm arms,
even frosted over, and you go back to the
ing set the tone for the whole store. It made
paper or letter or book you were readme see the neighborhood—indeed the entire
to the point
ing…
city of St. Paul—anew. The painting was techwhere I am crushed
nically about Paris, but it was actually about
D
to the infinite.
light. I began to realize that it was light that
illuminates our lives, and that the candle and
On a tart winter evening I was browsthe lamp and the painting illumine all of what
ing my way through Odegaard’s wellwe cannot.
stocked bookstore at Grand and Victoria
Ruth McKee was responsible for this sundry collection of
when I came upon Robert Walser’s The Walk, which I found so
the profound and the trivial. She often ensconced herself in a
enchanting that I sat down to swoop into it.
small office of the bookstore. Her two dogs were with her for
As I was following Walser’s ramblings and meanderings,
protection and companionship. We visited; I bought a
there was a poetry reading in progress. The reader’s voice was
book—The Autumn of the Patriarch—after reading the first senamplified, and as seducing in its own way as the prose in The
tence, which goes on for years; and then, before I knew it, I
Walk.
was working at Harper McKee’s.
What could the processor of such a voice possibly look
I began by taking her dogs for a walk. I let them yank and
like? I kept asking myself.
drag and pull me down to the fountain at Irving Park. We
When I could stand it no longer, I went to the front desk
returned by way of the pungent plastics factory.
and asked the clerk the name of the woman who was giving the
And then there were the boxes of books, stacks and stacks
reading.
of them in the second floor storage room. They had to be
That’s the poet and novelist and short story writer Louise Erdrich.
lugged down the steep stairs in the back room, which was a
Isn’t she great? Are you ready to check out?
fascinating space, given all the pictures and the posters of writReady to check out?
ers arranged high above the shelves. I remember W. B. Yeats
The book in your hand. Are you ready to purchase it?
staring severely down at me through his sky-blue monocle, at
I left off trying to explain to the clerk the impossibility my
the same time that I was shelving his Vision.
purchasing The Walk due to the lack of heavy snowfall. I simply
There was a children’s corner back there too, and on
backed away from the counter and turned my attention to the
many Saturday mornings a tall shy radio man and his even shyer
poet at the far end of the room. Captivating … the tone and
gangly son could be seen perusing the kid’s books. And there
timbre and resonance of her voice … I could hear it all the way
was a mystery section as well, where a soon-to-be-well-comhome to the flip side …
by Betsy Martin

I
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pensated mystery author, who was
writing at that time for the Pioneer
Press, liked to come in and browse.
In the middle of the back room,
two cushioned couches from the
Fifties faced each other, with an
ornate table between them, always
piled high with books. This is
where Quentin, distinguished by
his bow tie and umbrella and low
blood pressure, often held court.
He came in to read and converse
and borrow money from Ruth, for he was always on his way by
bus to the West Bank in Minneapolis, where he had another
court to hold, this one at Palmer’s Bar—or The Palm Club as he
called it.
This was in the early days of what was to become a long
association with Ruth Harper McKee. Gradually it would
evolve into endless discussions about books and music, cooking
and religion, history and more history—above all else: history—both personal and impersonal. I didn’t realize it then,
but my business—as well as my intellectual—relationship with
Ruth, who was about the age of my mother, was my ticket out
of that cramped and oppressive little room, where I had
become quite familiar with the butt end of paradise: the one
which Fitzgerald, despite all his poetic talent, had skipped over
and ignored.
Kitty corner across West Seventh from the bookstore was
McGovern’s, and oft were the occasions when we crossed the
street after closing to sit in a booth over drinks and chat. A cigarette, eternally lit, spurred her on; puffs of nicotine caused
her to careen from politics to culture, and from fond remembrances to trenchant observations, as if she were running
through a vibrant spring garden where she had been asked to
pick some flowers for a setting and—being unable to decide
which ones to pick—she picked them all. Her mind at such times
appeared to be everywhere—from St. Paul to Donegal to
Independence Hall—flights of fancy so inspiring that you
wanted to be swept along in the interest and enthusiasm which
she felt for nearly every topic. She had an unsurpassable spirit
of liveliness, and if you were with her you couldn’t help but be
infected by it. It was life and life only, as the poet sang, and she
was a singer if there ever was one, and the song she sang was all
about experience: participatory observation gleaned from every
corner, but especially a corner filled with books.
The seashell ashtray on the table between us was at high
tide with butts. Along with the coffee and the bourbon press,
they must have incited her mind into overdrive. The ribs had
been ordered—they’d be out directly—but before they
arrived there was still time for a story about Melvin McCosh
and his legendary Dinkytown store filled with books and
strange characters on winter evenings when it was dark by five
and people went inside to gather around unstable stacks of
books and discuss this or that philosophy, view, opinion,
design, tale, jail, or books lost in the mail or under beds or in
closets or behind doors or loaned out to unreliable folk singers
who took off with them when they left for New York to sing
their songs for a more appreciative audience and maybe get a
lucrative record contract. Ruth had known such a person, indirectly, but then she had known a lot of people, and a lot of people had known her. And she took care of those closest to her,

and they, in their turn, took care of
her—that was the way it was, and
that was the way it should be, she
told me.
Ruth counseled me with a
humorist’s touch concerning my
dissolving bond with Claire, who
seemed to have forgotten the way to
the hermitage. She said that it was
important to keep busy, to keep the
mind occupied. She said that things
changed, and that people changed,
and that maybe I should find someone closer to my own age. She
said that I should find another place to live, an apartment with
lots of windows. She said that I should wash those windows the minute that I moved in, because there’s nothing like clean windows
for fostering inspiration. She said that the sea is filled with fish, or
used to be. She said that I should read the Germans and the
Africans, the Canadians and the Chinese, the French and the
South Americans, and then write your own books. In fact, she said
that I should start writing right away, that I didn’t have to wait
‘til I read all those books, because she could see that I had
something to say, and so I should start saying it.
That same night, in the wake of our memorable conversation, which appeared to find its theme with her admonition to
me to don’t wait to start writing—advice which made me reach
for my Jetstream pen in my shirt pocket—she stubbed out her
final cigarette of the evening and ruefully confessed that she’d
decided she would have to shutter her store because she just
wasn’t making it.
Rather than worry about her future and her prospects and
her finances, she had brushed all that aside to take an interest in
my insignificant dilemmas?
As we parted on the sidewalk, she had to insist once again
that You’ve got to find another place to live!

W
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hen you have very little money—when you’re living
close to the bone—your senses are very much on alert—and
you seem to notice everything.
After coming home late from McGovern’s that night, I’d
re-Joyced to discover that my landlord had removed the plywood sheet from the window that faced Paradise. I’d reheated a
pan of soup, and positioned my chair in the corner by the window so that I could look out and see the tip top of Fitzgerald’s
turret—a symbol for me of hope and creativity—in the moonlight.
Later that same evening, enough sentences to constitute a
respectable paragraph came to me on the wing, and I had to get
out of bed to write them down.
The next morning, in the claw foot bathtub down the hall,
more sentences appeared on my dilating horizon. I jumped out
of the bathtub to hurry to my room to write them down, leaving
behind me a watery trail. Leave it to my landlord to break the
poetic spell. He banged on my door, and demanded that I wipe
up this water! When I returned to my pen and paper, the rhythm
had vanished and could not be recaptured. I put on some
music, but it was a poor substitute for lost beats and mislaid
stresses.
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I took my short tale—which was about a Fun House
clown who’s trapped in a tiny cage above the entrance to the
Fun House—and I hurried down the Western Avenue extension to Harper McKee’s, anxious to show it to Ruth and
explain to her where I wanted to go with it: how this clown
used to play the piano with abandon, but for a long time, and
for mysterious reasons, he’d been silent…
When I got to the bookstore, I found it engulfed by book
dealers anxious for bargains on the first day of Harper
McKee’s going out of business sale. They were like vultures—with that look in their eyes—and I had to hurry to
keep the best books out of their hands, carting boxes back up
the stairs to the attic, to wait for a better day and a much better price. I did this without Ruth’s knowledge, but with her
best interests at heart, because I knew that she’d have another
bookstore again someday.

A Page from the Library
Reprints of Classic Works

The Chestnut Casts His Flambeaux
by Alfred Edward Housman
The chestnut casts his flambeaux, and the flowers
Stream from the hawthorn on the wind away,
The doors clap to, the pane is blind with showers.
Pass me the can, lad; there's an end of May.

D

Fitzgerald? Oh sure: that elegant novelist from the house
across the alley. Authors of his ilk swam in fountains in formal
attire, and dipped their freshly written pages in bubbly champagne, and hung up their soaked and dripping but still intact
pages with clothespins, and wrote novels that even poets
admired and attempted to emulate. After he died, his books
lived on in used bookstores in old buildings with cats and
plants in the windows. People who loved his books worked in
these stores for next to nothing.
Fitzgerald was that brand of romantic who goes to Princeton and lives on Summit and sends his manuscripts to Max
Perkins at Scribner’s. I was the neo-romantic underachiever
type who lived in a walk-in closet in back of the row house
with the high ceilings, but thought nothing of it as I wrote my
amusement park stories which I kept in the same drawer as
my socks and underwear because … ‘cause I didn’t know
what else to do with them. I enjoyed working in used bookstores and selling second hand works by prominent romantics
because their passion rubbed off like pixie dust emitted from
the NSP smokestack and sprinkled over me and everyone else
sauntering up the High Bridge over the Mississippi to get to
Cherokee Heights and points beyond because we’re all after
all so-called romantics, although I am beginning to tire of this
word, but Webster’s New World Thesaurus is curiously devoid of
plausible substitutes.
I went on to live in many more rooms. Yes, my life was
to be a never ending procession of rooms painted in variations
of the primary colors … until I came to in that last and final
room, painted green, of course: that room with the view
which slays you …

There's one spoilt spring to scant our mortal lot,
One season ruined of our little store.
May will be fine next year as like as not:
Oh ay, but then we shall be twenty-four.
We for a certainty are not the first
Have sat in taverns while the tempest hurled
Their hopeful plans to emptiness, and cursed
Whatever brute and blackguard made the world.
It is in truth iniquity on high
To cheat our sentenced souls of aught they crave,
And mar the merriment as you and I
Fare on our long fool's-errand to the grave.
Iniquity it is; but pass the can.
My lad, no pair of kings our mothers bore;
Our only portion is the estate of man:
We want the moon, but we shall get no more.
If here to-day the cloud of thunder lours
To-morrow it will hie on far behests;
The flesh will grieve on other bones than ours
Soon, and the soul will mourn in other breasts.
The troubles of our proud and angry dust
Are from eternity, and shall not fail.
Bear them we can, and if we can we must.
Shoulder the sky, my lad, and drink your ale.

D

“No one, not even Cambridge was to blame,” Auden wittily said of
A.E. Housman. Although Ezra Pound and other modernists
despised Housman’s classical, late-Victorian meter-and-rhyme
verse, poems from his collection A Shropshire Lad are still read
today, while Pound’s Cantos mostly gather dust. Lines from “To
An Athlete Dying Young”, perhaps his most famous poem, were
read by Meryl Streep in Out of Africa, and his melancholy odes
continue to provide a much-needed antidote to feelings of
weltschmerz. A professor at University College London and, later,
Cambridge, he specialized in Latin poetry, and lived a retired life
as a (probably homosexual) bachelor.

Do you know who that pair is over there … by the stairs?
After I gave my landlord my notice in writing to vacate
his little second floor abode on Portland near Dale, I borrowed an unattached bicycle on Summit near Arundel and
pedaled surreptitiously via the back streets to W. A. Frost’s at
the junction of Selby and Western to celebrate in the spaciousness of that high ceilinged saloon.
Tommy leaned across the bar to discreetly murmur his
question. In doing so he momentarily diverted my attention
away from the wind-up political toy on the bar between us.
Being the observant and considerate bartender that he was,
20

he was seeking to redirect my orientation in the direction of
the famous couple over by the stairs.
Initially, I felt a strong resistance to look. A quasi philosophical voice inside of me—one with a Danish accent—told
me that I’d be better off in the long run if I didn’t look. All these
famous men and women who were forever passing in and out
of my line of sight were beginning to make me feel irascible. Let
us leave off praising them, at least for the time being, or until
they pass beyond that boundary after which we shall hear no
more concerning them. Can we de-fund in advance our
doomed-to-be-fatal preoccupation with celebrity? We in the
upper Midwest are inhospitable to fame anyway, and the famous
sense this, and soon depart, in the dead of night, for the West
Coast or the East, depending on their fear of the cold.
I struggled against the urge to turn around and look—perhaps for the last time—at yet another glimpse of preeminence—and this one a duet. Taking into account the notion that
the famed among us have no desire to be stared at, I wanted to
grant them, in my benevolence, their privacy. And thus enhance
my own dignity. And maybe elevate, however slightly, my own
self esteem, while potentially lowering, however imperceptibly, their own self regard.
This notion of renown—with all of its attendant foibles—was nothing if not humorous to Tommy.
Check ‘em out! They’re holding hands!
Like Lot’s wife, I knew that I would have to look … eventually. But first I took a sip of my thick tasty Summit, and lifted
my eyes up to the woman carved in oak—or maple—or
mahogany—who, along with her twin down the bar, was holding up the mirror behind and above the whiskey and gin and
cognac.
Then and only then did I consent to observe them, vicariously, as if they were cats in the moonlight, via their reflection
in the fun house mirror held aloft by the two bare breasted
wooden women.
Over by the stairs, the notable woman and the notorious
man were holding hands across their tiny table top. But then, as

if moving a chess piece, the notable woman withdrew one of
her hands (the right one, I think) and put it in her lap. The
notorious man clung to the one she’d left on the table ever
more ardently. He fondled and caressed it with both his hands.
When she tried to withdraw that hand as well, he wouldn’t let
her at first, but eventually he relaxed his grip. Then it was his
hands alone which remained as the table’s centerpiece. It was
intriguing the way that he rubbed them together, as he
appeared to appeal to her—in a radio voice, part basso, part
baritone, amazingly audible amidst all the hubbub—to take
some course of action which she was apparently dead set
against.
They could have been my parents, or my grandparents—those two by the stairs.
Or they could have been stand-ins, a pair of actors from
the Guthrie or the Southern, reciting their lines, performing
their parts, playing Claire and I.
This illustrious couple—whoever they might or might not
be—they were gradually losing their reflected celebrity right
in front of my eyes, and becoming instead relatives or companions or neighbors or long lost friends…
Well … Tommy asked. Who are they?
I begged for a hint. Apparently off the top of his head, he
gave me one:
What flowers in Cloquet goes to seed in Anoka…
I repeated his riddle, inadvertently substituting blooms for
flowers and weed for seed. He didn’t bother to correct me. All he
said was, I’m going on break, Carlos.
I was left to face my self by myself in the mirror behind the
bar. At first I didn’t recognize my own reflection. It was the
hat, of course. I’d found an old fedora in the street on my way
to Frost’s. I’d almost run over it. The bike’s brakes had
squeaked and squealed. I would have to oil them … before I
returned it…
The wind-up political toy on the bar, in the meantime, had
finally run out of steam.
And then Tommy reappeared on the scene, back from his
break, refreshed and recharged, a
bartender nonpareil, laughing at
the immobilized toy, or at me and
my hat, or at the once famous couple vanished without a trace
except for their tip, or maybe at
our
suddenly
spring-like
weather—who knows? —something was always comical to
Tommy.
So … did you ever figure out who
that was over there?
Nope, I said. I never did. But
they looked … they sure looked familiar …
D

And so if I have nowhere in particular to go I take the time to stop to
pet stray cats and the odd dog lounging
in the dying sun.
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On Dying - Five Poems

Death has always been fertile ground poetry, and a number of different verse forms—the elegy, the dirge, the epitaph—honor the dead. The
process of dying itself is less commonly portrayed, perhaps most famously in Emily Dickinson’s “Because I could not stop for Death”. In a letter to
Elizabeth Holland, Dickinson wrote: “I suppose there are depths in every Consciousness, from which we cannot rescue ourselves—to which none can
go with us—which represent to us Mortality—the Adventure of Death.” The loss of children and young people is fortunately less common in our
modern world; but hide as we might, we all will eventually go on that carriage ride with Death. Here are five poems we have received recently on
the topic of dying.

She Moved On
by Eleanore Lee
She was still young, but she was leaving.
We took turns
Sitting by her side.
As the room grew light
We kept sitting.
As the room grew dark
We kept sitting.

When I Woke Up and Saw
Them Both

Crowded in her house: brothers, husband, teenage son
Other girlfriends from times in her life.
Her life: recipes, songs, loved people, favorite books,
Middlemarch,
Indian curries.

by Victor Altshul
I said I know who you are
that was all it may have been a lie

We took turns.
We surrounded her,
Held her hand, stroked her hair,
Breathed with her.
She was in labor for a long time,
Giving birth to her death.

the blackness had not been like sleep
there had been no something there
no something where
don't think about it now
ghosts are hissing at me,
whispering of dripping caverns.
inside are slimy creatures.
I believe they are called fossils
cut by fossil doctors with long knives
take the water away throat hurts.
no one told me I'd be wheeled inside
and held down and
breathe this
Life is a piece of string pulled tight.
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A roadside cemetery near Neuve Eglise by George Edmund Butler

It Is a Fearful Thing
by Gwendolyn Jensen
to raise a child, to raise a prayer, to touch
a friend, to lose the self in laughter, to touch

The Question Posed by a
Client from the Hospital

the mind to find a word, to find your place,
to hear the hammer sharp of bat touch ball,

by Abby Caplin

to hear the wush a helicopter makes
ascending to a glacier, to be

What do you really think happens? she asks.
Do you say you believe afterlife is possible
because you truly believe
we exist after death, or
because it's merely
possible?

a part of a larger happiness,
to hear the memory of song, to touch
a woman at the end of day, to dream
a father home—it is a fearful thing

She continues,
When I tell you I don't know what happens,
I really don't know,
not because "I don't know" means
I sort of do know
and I'm just saying it.
Are you hinting
you believe deep
down you
know?

to love what death can touch.

As For the Kiss
by Doris Ferleger

I pause to think.

As for the kiss, I had left
my mouth already and all the words
I had ever spoken
floated like green glass bottles
on the shoreline of your world,
the world I was leaving.

Or, she persists in my silence,
maybe we just fade to black
like in a movie?
I'm not hinting
that I know, I say.
Maybe we
fade to black.

You were right to be afraid.
But not of death or the smell of death
or the gaunt and strange face
I had become. I understand you loved me
more than you could
bear if you had come any closer.
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Bonfires

before I set the bottle in place. “You might
want to keep your windows closed so your
dogs don’t jump to their death,” I suggested. Little did I know she had puttied
the windows shut shortly after she moved
in. Puttied the windows and added
another lock on her door. She said this was
another entitlement owed her due to the
anxiety.
She was also entitled to smoke anywhere inside the building; the laundry room with the gas furnace seemed excessive, but who was I to judge? I hung out in
my studio with my Bukowski bobble head and sucked on
Altoids. I occasionally went outdoors in search of the wild cats,
three of them, still firmly feral.
I never heard her, yet I complained to management, for
whatever is was worth, about the barking, the smoke and her
state of mind worn into the walls and carpet. I like bonfires,
but this was not the smoke smell of bonfires. This was the
smell of generic tobacco, polyester filters.
They took her out of the building in a black vinyl bag, one
person at the head, one at the feet. I went back into her apartment and was transfixed on the pillowcase; too brown to be
cranberry stains. Too deep, too measured. And there were the
cranberries resting on her bedside table hiding the empty pill
bottles. Her dogs were reckless, worried and incontinent. I
covered the cranberries, no longer firm, and went outside to
build a bonfire, burn her note and let the dogs run free.

by Suzanne Nielsen

S

he fell asleep with the lights on again,
and the oven; said in a note she was cold and
tired after making cranberries. She applied
the juice to her cheeks and lips to offset the
opaque tone of her face, and so it was her
sheets and pillowcase were stained a randy red when they
moved her body into the bag, zzzzzzzipped it up and the coroner left. County Coroners do not like to work on Thanksgiving, but the neighbors insisted due to the incessant barking
coming from 311. I’m told County Coroners determine the
cause and manner of death through a Likert scale.
She was friends with the caretaker and that’s how she got a
pass on the dogs. No Pets Allowed is what’s bolted to the exterior building’s four brick walls. She said they were service
dogs, that she was entitled to have them with her at all times,
that they understood her anxiousness. She told me this one
morning I reached to grab the newspaper outside my apartment. There she was standing in the hallway barefoot and
smoking, face pale and veined. Long thick toe nails zig-zagging
in various directions. The entitled dogs were chewing on a
boot, fleece strewn throughout the hallway.
I tried to befriend her early September, two months after
she moved in. I went to leave lasagna and sangria outside her
door; she must have been standing at the peep hole for the
door flew open

After the Ride
by Holly Day
my daughter slides off the back of the horse
so reluctantly I already know
that all our conversations from this point on will be about
how much she wants to have a horse, that we should live in the country
so that we can have a horse, that she would give up all of her toys
if I’d get her a horse. I slowly pull the car away from the line of squat red stables
and onto the road that will take us back to the line of skyscrapers rising stark
against the distant horizon, try to explain to her about how
we can’t have a horse in the city, that only kids who live out here, in the country,
get to have horses in their back yards. She tells me we should move out to the country
that my husband could get a job as a mailman out here, that she could get a horse
ride it to school, how cool it would be. We pass fields of red-and-white cattle grazing
on haystacks unrolled for feed like carpets of yellow Astroturf
long stretches of commercial turkey farms, thick forests
of Christmas trees and coffin pine, more horses, coats grown shaggy
in preparation for the coming winter. I want to tell her
how strange and wonderful it would be to sell everything and live out in the country
how wonderful it would be if we could have a house in the middle of nowhere
where no one knew where we were, have a herd of goats and sheep, some dogs
to keep them safe, and yes, her own horse, and she could name it anything she wanted
and it would be hers to ride whenever she wanted, but I am too afraid
to even dream these thoughts out loud, even as a wistful sort of maybe
I am too afraid of disappointing her any more.
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Fun Patrol
Ossibus Versus Lithorobotron
by Justin Teerlinck

T

he snow swirled and the wind howled at the mouth of
Cave A100957, or as the local Tibetan villagers called it, The
Cave of the Lost. At 20,000 feet, it was the highest cave at
which any old artifacts had been discovered from ancient
times. Three sets of gloved hands protruded from matching
sets of Northface expedition outerwear. Each touched the halfunearthed find before them, their exhaled breath crystalizing
in the beams of their headlamps.
“The outer circumference suggests a cranial density of
3000-4000 cubic centimeters, twice that of an ordinary
human,” one of the scientists stammered into her voice
recorder. Her voice came in gasps, a sign of the thin air that
surrounded them. “The shape suggests anthropoid, possibly
hominid features, pre-modern by at least 100,000 years.”
“This is an incredible find, Dr. Ashworth,” said a male
voice. “We’re all getting Nobels out of this.”
“Be quiet, Danforth, I’m not through with my dictation.
Snow and ice is melted around the skull to a radius of three
meters. It is not found in the same sector as the yak alters
found closer to the cave entrance. A spiked brow ridge protrudes in the sagittal plane, midline anteriorly from the frontal
to the base of the occipital lobe…”
“Is the lecture over yet, professor? All your science talk
and you haven’t even mentioned the coolest thing about it yet.”
“Listen, Bomber, when we need an opinion from a skibum mountaineer with a 6th grade education, we’ll ask you,”
said Dr. Ashworth.
“Whatever dawg. I don’t give a shiz. Why does the only
hot scientist have to be such a beeatch?” said the young man
with the bleached-blond goatee from beneath his oxygen mask.
He pulled out a bong, slipped it into a customized hole in his
mask and flamed up some herb. It took awhile for his lighter to
catch, because of the thin air. “You eggheads ever notice how
hard it is to get high when you’re already high?” he said, taking
a liberal hit from his plastic marijuana inhalation device.
“What did we tell you about toking up in archaeological
burial sites?” said Dr. Ashworth.
“I’m sorry bra, just paying my respects is all. I’m not
tryin’ to piss on all your science and shit. Didn’t you guys see
the gnarly glow coming from that righteous skull you found?
Motherfucker gives me the willies.”
“It’s probably just a chemical in the snow,” said Dr. Danforth.
“Yeah, but the eyes, look at the eyes.”
“I’m looking at your eyes, Bomber, and I think I understand your name a whole lot better. Don’t forget that you’re
the expedition mountaineer. If you don’t get all of us—and I
mean all of us,” Danforth said, glancing at the skull, “back to
base camp in one piece, you’ll find yourself giving ski lessons
to middle-aged soccer moms on a bunny hill at the biggest
mountain in Nebraska.”
“Dude, stop pulling my chain. There’s no mountains in
Nebraska!”
“Exactly, dunderhead.”

“Fuck man, no need to harsh the mellow. All I’m sayin’ is
that this old yak-herder Tibetan dude with a long beard came
up to me and sold me a ball of opium for like, three bucks. He
smoked that shit up with me in his tiny hut and told me this
cave is like, cursed. That all who enter are like, doomed.”
Just then, their radios crackled to life. “Base to Archeo
One, come in.”
Bomber clicked the transceiver button on the radio pinned
to his chest. “We’re here, bra, over.”
“Cut the crap Bomber. You guys need to evac the cave and
get down to base now, over.”
“Why the rush, base? We’re having fun with a glowing
skull thing, over.”
“I’m serious, Bomber. There’s a storm coming. We just
picked it up on the Weather Channel…the minute you guys
entered the cave. It’s a big one. It’s a three-hour descent. If you
get out of there now, you might just beat it on your way down.
You don’t want to be in the next Jon Krakauer book, do you?
Get moving.”
“Affirmative, I’ll let ‘em know. On our way.” At that point
the radio cut to static, and then a weird groan was heard
through the white noise, like the cry of something lost…or
dead. “Okay guys, time to pack up your science shit and get off
this rock. There’s some wicked blow coming our way. Put
your skull in a sack and let’s rocket.”
“Damn,” said Danforth. “Spring is so short. We won’t be
able to get back here for another year. By then, we won’t have
funding and another team will find the mysterious skull.”
“We have to leave it,” said Dr. Ashworth. “The skull is
worthless to science if we dig it up without examining the site
further.”
“There’s no time for that. I want my Nobel!” With that,
Dr. Danforth shoved his colleague aside.
While Danforth and Ashworth argued, Bomber looked at
the skull and laughed. “Why are you so important, dude? I can
get a glowing skull in a head shop. Here, thirsty? He popped
open a can of milk and poured it between the jaw and mandible. “How does it taste, refreshing? Man, we are going to shred
some fucking gnar on the way down, baby. It’s gonna be a long
one, so let’s blow a little smoke before we hit the rope.” With
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that, Bomber lit a joint, took a long pull, coughed and passed it
to the skull. “What? Got no pipes, man? Alright, I can dig it
brother.” He leaned over and exhaled a cloud of marijuana
smoke into the skull. It exited the eye sockets, and rose in the
air of the cave, lit up by the stroboscopic effect of its freaky
neon glow. “I don’t know any ancient skull from olden times
that does that,” Bomber said to himself. “Hey you guys, what
kind of ancient skull does this weird strobing shit? Are you sure
this doesn’t come from a head shop? I know several places
that—”
Dr. Danforth gave the stoner mountaineer a sour look.
“Bomber, if you say one more word, it better be to tell me that
the gear is stowed and you’re clipped in and ready to descend.”
He pried the skull out of its lonely trench and stuffed it into his
REI day pack.
“How can I say all that in one word, professor? I’m not
like, fuckin’ Socrates.”
By the time they reached base camp, the wind had reached
a crescendo of rage, and snow flew in every direction. The
tents flapped wildly, and the tiny propane stoves and heaters
inside, along with the exhalations’ of their lonely, raspy
breaths, was the only sign of life on the forlorn and godforsaken mountain of yak skulls and mysteries. Inside Bomber’s
tent, Reggae was piping through the ear buds attached to his
digital player. He nodded his head in time with the music as he
rolled a joint on his pack.
“Holy roller, I’m roll ya,” he sang. “I’ma roll ya, mon. You
think that Jah only live inside holy book but he give Jah people
what the man then took. Zion is calling to us fish catcher. Zion
is calling to us, shoe maker. Zion is calling to us, Jah farmer. Is
calling, is calling, is calling-ussssssss.”
Before he could finish another verse, he popped a can of
milk product and hit pause. His mouth opened. A pair of glowing red lights strobed through his tent.
“Whaja want, mon?” he said, laughing nervously. “Come
on in and kick the bobo, bra. I got enough to share. You want
some milk?”
“Milky, milky,” came a crackling, old-crone-like inhuman
voice. It seethed with malicious intent.
“What? Who is that? Dr. Danforth?” There was a note of
fear in Bomber’s voice. “Who…?”
“Milky, milky.”
“What?”
“Milky, milky.”
“You guys are cray-cray. Fuck it. I’m going back to my
Ganja Fields of Zion marathon. Peace!”
“Milky, milky.”
Suddenly, two red laser beams cut a rectangular hole in
the tent from top to bottom. The shards unwheeled in the
wind like the arms of the insane.
“Are you shitting me? I just dropped 2k on this Apex
Himalaya Sherpa Trek 5. You better cough up some serious
coin…whoa.”
“Milky, milky.”
The skull was staring into the tent, emanating a nuclearlooking undulating yellow hue, while the red glowing eyes
stared at the fool who was foolish enough to disrespect it. It
glanced at the can of condensed milk. Bomber held it out in a
trembling hand. “This is what you want, skull dude?” The skull
rolled back and forth slightly, seeming to nod.
The following morning, when they discovered Bomber’s
charred remains next to his shredded tent, it was unclear how

his intact ear buds remained in place in the ear holes of his dead
skull, Reggae still blasting, while everything else was a mess of
blood, bud, and burnt expensive designer expedition wear.
There was a ring of crushed milk cans placed like a halo around
his head.
“Maybe lightning hit him,” said Dr. Ashworth.
“No lightning up here. It’s a mountain,” said the expedition meteorologist.
“Look at the cans around his head. It’s like someone placed
them there…to send some kind of message,” said an unimportant grad student.
“The char markings are similar to those caused by a red
laser,” said Dr. Danforth. “I worked in a plastic surgery clinic
once. They had a precision robotic laser. Well, the robot went
crazy and took a patients’ face off. This is what she looked like
afterwards.”
“That’s insane. It would be too difficult to haul a laser
robot up here, and besides where would it get any power?” said
Dr. Ashworth incredulously.

Reincarnation
by Bob Rice
At the party the conversation
among the men turned to boxing
and in particular a fight most had seen
in which one fighter
after each round staggered,
battered, bleeding,
to his corner, collapsed
as the cut-man staunched the blood,
and at the bell
got him to his feet, pushed
him to the center, shouting,
"Go low! Guard up!"
which, at the first punch, the fighter
forgot, until at last the bell rang
for round twelve or thirteen, and he stayed
slumped on the stool, one eye swollen
shut, raised his head to stare
beyond the lights, sensing perhaps
life outside the ring, and said simply,
"No más."
As we paused to reflect
on his cowardice, a woman
across the room, having had
a few past a few
too many, blurted, "I've lived
eighty-six lives and remember
most of them," which brought
both conversations to a standstill.
"If I thought it would do any good,"
she said, "I'd kill myself
again."

26

“Who says it was a robot,” said the know-nothing grad student. “Maybe it was something else.”
“That is absurd. Do you know what you’re saying? Laser
guns haven’t even been invented yet!”
“I guess it’s just a mystery we’ll never solve,” said the
meteorologist.
“Come on,” said Dr. Ashworth. “Somebody help me roll
up his corpse and stick it in that crevasse. My old back is too
creaky to haul this lunkhead down the mountain dead or alive.
Come on, I’m not getting any younger.” They all had a laugh at
this, but it was a laugh dripping with tension. They broke
camp, rolled Bomber’s corpse into a burrito made from his

fancy tent, and hauled it to the edge of the crevasse. They
stood around it silently.
Finally, Danforth broke the ice. “Anyone want to say anything?” When no one responded, he looked at the corpse and
said, “Adios, old buddy. You didn’t have the biggest brain on
this expedition, but you did have the biggest mouth.” With
that, he booted Bomber’s remains into the abyss, and they
turned around and began their descent.
All the while, the skull lay in its sack, biding its time,
silent as the bottom of Bomber’s abyss.
To be continued next issue...

Books
We’re in America Now: A Survivor’s
Stories by Fred Amram

City childhood and indeed, these stories make up the meat of
the book. He writes with great directness about the conditions
that the Amrams found themselves in upon arriving in America, as his parents work to better their circumstances. In one
sense, the immigrant family’s story had only begun. They were
to grapple with the guilt of being survivors, with the struggle
to adapt to a new society while retaining their Jewish identity
and even, in young Fred’s case, to fight bullies of every stripe
in the streets and schoolyards of New York City.
The stories themselves, many of which are published in
various magazines (including Whistling Shade) before this volume, hang together well as a collection. Characters recur in an
orderly way but the accidents of real life intrude—A Survivor’s
Stories never feels novelistic or predictable. And though periodically returning to the meaning of the Holocaust in his life, the
author is not afraid to connect the bigotry of those times to the
anti-Semitism encountered in the USA or to the racism he sees
in mid-century America. After adolescence, Amram covers the
rest of his life in broad strokes but writes with candor about his
family after he has become an adult.
It’s hardly all struggle: There are romantic interludes,
school memories, reminisces of the World’s Fair and even,
later in life, the tumultuous 1968 Democratic Convention in
Chicago. Amram’s teenaged behavior is not sanitized, and his
youthful guilt is both poignant and a little funny. But all of
these experiences are funneled through the vision of an immigrant searching for identity. In the chapter examining his college life, he writes, “Deciding on a major or minor program of
study is, suddenly, not my most urgent problem. Finding my
place in the world is my priority. Living with hyphens requires
all my attention. Jewish-American, German-American, Jewish-German (or is it German-Jew or American-Jew?), victimsurvivor (survivor-victim?), boy-man…”
Amram’s book serves as a reminder that such categories
are useful to explore our experiences but ultimately unsuited
to the task of defining our full humanity—whether such labels
are imposed from within or without.
- Julian Bernick

(Holy Cow! Press)

What to expect when a book opens with a dedication to
the author’s cousin, who was slain in the Holocaust, and all the
children butchered in genocides? Certainly a book that is soulful, tragic and painful to read. But Fred Amram’s collection of
episodic memoirs, We’re in America Now: A Survivor’s Stories, is
not simply a tragic account of Holocaust experiences. Yes, he
was born in Germany during the 1930s and experiences the
events of that time in his early childhood. But the story soon
changes as young Manfred from Hanover becomes Fred in
New York City, USA. Rather than simply being the story of
survival of the Holocaust, Fred Amram’s collection encompasses coming-of-age vignettes, the experiences of a young
immigrant, as well as tales of mid-Century American AntiSemitism.
“I was born in a Catholic infants shelter,” Amram writes in
the first chapter, “My birth certificate has the signature of a
nun. Not just any run-of-the-mill nun. The illegible signature
shows a clear title underneath: Mother Superior.”
Why would a Jewish baby be born in a Catholic shelter?
Because in 1933, Adolf Hitler had already prohibited the Jews
from using public hospitals. This mundane fact is one of the
many degradations that probably don’t show up in an average history book but come to
light in memoir. And such
details are the strength of
Amram’s stories. They are
intensely personal, presented
in frank, straightforward
prose with a storyteller’s
verve. Indeed the chapters are
short and almost conversational in their clarity and lack
of pretension.
After the harrowing stories about his early upbringing
in Hanover, Amram details the
experiences of his New York
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Between Us by Margaret Hasse

in the boat of good-byes,
just you, just me
not even bothering
to row, drifting on water

(Nodin Press)

Finishing Margaret Hasse’s new poetry collection, Between Us, made me feel that I had just sat
down to coffee with a good friend—that same satisfying sense of having a dozen new garden paths to
mentally loiter down. The cover presents two stylized birds singing (in harmony, one feels), and the
epigram, from Walt Whitman, is more like an invitation: “I might not tell everybody, but I will tell
you.”
Hasse’s poetry has always been comfortably
accessible, as well as intimate. As with her last collection, Earth’s Appetite, the poems in Between Us are filled with
life updates, travel memories, the state of the world, holidays,
the odd accoutrements and situations we gather about us, writing, and views of nature. Like old shoes, the poems are easy to
slip into, walk around in. Yet they’re never trivially autobiographical; in fact, exact circumstances are hard to pin down. In
“After His Diagnosis”, for instance, we are not sure what the
diagnosis was for, nor who “he” is (husband? son? friend?). And
it doesn’t really matter, as the mood in the poem, evoked
through natural imagery, is universal:

This calls to mind the closing lines of the camping poem “Why Go To the Wilderness”:
All night the river pours
its heart out over the rocks.
And the penultimate poem, “Last Words”,
returns to the same metaphor:
Have we done what we came here for?
We are dipped from a river.
Hasse leaves her question unanswered, the dialogue open.
We do, after all, seem to be in a conversation. And so we leave,
hoping that “Last Words” doesn’t mean last poem, and that
Between Us is not a final meeting.
- Joel Van Valin

Muladona by Eric Stener Carlson
(Tartarus Press)

A muladona is an obscure mythological centaur-like creature from Catalan mythology: half woman, half mule, the beast
is said to enter mule trains and frighten them to stampede. A
similar hybrid, the almamula, hails from Argentina. Eric Stener
Carlson borrows from this Spanish folk background to craft his
own terrifying Muladona, a winged mule-woman demon who
repeatedly visits Vergil Strömberg, a boy who is abandoned by
his family in the fictional town of Incarnation, Texas, during
the Spanish Flu outbreak of 1918. The Muladona visits only
after midnight, and Vergil’s only escape is to cower under his
bedsheets while the creature recites a horror story in its rasping voice.

Weeks after the ice-out
last fall’s leaves
make a pathway
to the lake, radiant blue
and still deathly cold.
Hasse writes in a more personal tone than Whitman, but
she speaks in the same wide-open language, free from enjambment and unnecessary complexity, so plain that it might trick
you into thinking it’s all that simple. Her “Waiting for the
Night Train” recalls Whitman’s imagistic “Cavalry Crossing a
Ford”:

Then I heard the scratching, scraping sound of chains
being dragged along the hallway, and all my hope vanished.
I closed my eyes and rolled myself into a ball, praying that
God would give me the strength to endure one more night.
The dank, grave-like smell permeated the air as the awful
creature clip-clopped its way into my room.

My train is coming on a moonlit night.
From miles away I slowly hear it coming.
Over the old oily bridges,
past a house where all the shades are drawn.
Throughout the subtly interwoven tapestry of poems,
Hasse seems to be standing at the point where she is being
equally pulled back by memories of the past and pushed forward by the inexorable rush of time. Between the two are
glimpses of sheer beauty. From “First Morning in the Mountains”, a poem that feels like it could have been written in
China in 900 AD:

Like Carlson’s first novel, The St Perpetuus Club of Buenos
Aires, Muladona is dark and atmospheric, a literate horror story
that contains puzzles strewn amid a rich background layered by
Apache folklore, legends of the Spanish conquistadores, and
the puritanical religion imposed by
Vergil’s grandfather, a Swedish missionary. We first learn of the Muladona from a story told by Carlos, a
Hispanic neighbor who gardens for
the Strömbergs. After Vergil’s
mother disappears and older
brother Sebas leaves home, his fireand-brimstone preacher of a father
is called to another town to substitute for its pastor; even the old
housekeeper, Lupita, runs off to
attend a sister down with the flu. It
is then that the visitation of the

The sun moved on
from that small clearing
into thick forest drawn
by the song of invisible birds.
Current events venture into the conversation only rarely,
as in “Come Home, Our Sons”, a poem about citizen-police
tensions that references Philando Castile. But much of the collection has an end-of-pilgrimage feeling, from the opening
poem, “Revelation”, to the curious “Dream Poem with Bat and
the Buddha”, and the lovely, floating “Time Comes”:
It’s time to sail
an unencumbered life
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Muladona begins. On the first night it lays out the rules of
the game:
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‘For seven nights, I will vi-isit you. Each night,
I’ll tell you a beed-time story. Wrapped within the stoories are clues to the ideentity of the person who takes
the form of this mi-ighty creature you see before you. Aany time you like, you can throw back the sheets and
tell me who you think I am. If you’re sma-art enough,
Poof! I disappear, and you never have to see me again.’

Victor Altshul forsook literature for more practical matters when he entered medical school
sixty years ago. He rediscovered his passion
for poetry four years ago, while attending a
symposium on Elizabeth Bishop's magnificent
villanelle "One Art" and has not been the same
since. He has practiced psychiatry in New
Haven for nearly fifty years and is on the faculty
of the Yale Medical School.
Abby Caplin’s poems have appeared or are
forthcoming in several journals and anthologies
including Adanna, Big Muddy, The Binnacle,
Burningword, Common Ground Review, The
Healing Muse, OxMag, Poetica, Pulse: Voices
from the Heart of Medicine, TSR: The Southampton Review, Third Wednesday, Tikkun, and
Willow Review. She is an award recipient of the
San Francisco Poets Eleven 2016 poetry contest. Her poem "Still Arguing with Old Synagogue" was a finalist for the 2015 Anna
Davidson Rosenberg Poetry Award. She is a
physician and practices Mind-Body medicine in
San Francisco, CA, working with life-altering illness. Her poetry website is
www.abbycaplin.com.
Sharon Chmielarz’s latest books are Visibility:
Ten Miles (North Star Press) and The Widow’s
House (Brighthorse Books). You can hear her
read on www.sharonchmielarz.com. She’s the
happy recipient of the 2012 Jane Kenyon Prize.
Holly Day has taught writing classes at the Loft
Literary Center since 2000. Her poetry has
recently appeared in Oyez Review, SLAB, and
Gargoyle, while her recently published books
include Nordeast Minneapolis: A History, A
Brief History of Stillwater Minnesota, and ‘.
Richard Donnelly lives in Maple Grove, Minnesota, a last-resort outpost where wellbehaved citizens dream of the wondrous bohemian nightworld glowing just beyond the horizon. If only we didn't have work in the morning.
Mr. Donnelly's first book, The Melancholy MBA
(www.themelancholymba.com), is published by
Brick Road Poetry Press in Columbus, Georgia.
Doris Ferleger, winner of the New Letters
Poetry Prize and the AROHO Creative NonFiction Prize, among others, and 2009 poet
laureate of Montgomery County PA, is the
author of Big Silences in a Year of Rain (Main
Street Rag), When You Become Snow (Finishing Line), As the Moon Has Breath (Main Street
Rag), and Leavened (Mayapple Press). Her
work has been published in numerous literary
journals including Cimarron Review, Poet Lore,
L.A. Review, and South Carolina Review.
Conrad Geller is an old poet now residing in
Northern Virginia. His verse has been published widely, electronically and in print.
Chuck Holmes used to live in the Twin Cities.
He floated down the Mississippi in an old
wooden rowboat, all the way from Minneapolis
to New Orleans. He has had work published in
the Vermillion Literary Project, Surfpea Press,
Iowa History Illustrated, and South Dakota
Magazine; and a long poem about Amy Winehouse read by Lit Undressed, an Omaha group
which does readings in the nude.
Brian Howlett lives and works in Toronto,
where he is creative director at an ad agency.
He has recently turned to short stories with
early success. His work has been featured in
Limestone, Crack the Spine, Serving House
Journal, Forge, Queen’s Quarterly, Sou’wester
and The Alembic. Feel free to tell him what you
think of his story, “The Marlboro Man” @bdhow.
Gwendolyn Jensen began writing poems
when she retired in 2001 from the presidency
of Wilson College (Chambersburg, Pennsylvania). The places where her work has appeared
include the Beloit Poetry Journal, the Harvard

Vergil’s only ally left is Carlos’ daughter, his childhood
friend Carolina.
Carolina gulped hard and said, ‘No one deserves
this, Verge. It’s blind luck. Death’s like that roulette
wheel we saw in the gambling hall. When your number’s
up, it’s up. That’s what our boys fightin’ in France are
up against. Some’re gonna come home, some ain’t.’ She
squeezed my hand and said, ‘But so long as you got
breath in your lungs and fight in your body, it ain’t
over...’
The Muladona’s stories are related in full by their horrified listener, forming a significant part of the book.
Though not as terrifying as their effect on Verge would
suggest, the tales are fascinating little narratives in their
own respect. In one, a beautiful damsel in distress turns
out to be a succubus; another tells the tale of a cemetery
caretaker who finds he can communicate with a voluptuous bronze funerary statue.
Muladona’s story-within-a-framework structure recalls
the Decameron of Boccaccio, though the dark tone is more
reminiscent of Dante. It’s a dense tangle of cruelty,
anguish, intrigue and history run riot that would be worthy of Borges himself. Yet at heart it’s still an urban legend,
a simple nightmare about a boy who pulls his sheets over
his head to hide from the monster. The deep crevasse Carlson tries to bridge here—between Great Literature and
pulp fiction, erudition and the id—is a bit of a stretch, but
Muladona remains a fascinating read, even if you don’t particularly care for Stephen King.
- Joel Van Valin
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Review, Salamander, Sanskrit, and Measure.
Her first book (Birthright, Birch Brook Press,
2011) is a letterpress edition, now in its second
printing. Her second book (As if toward Beauty,
also Birch Brook Press) was published in 2015.
She lives in Cambridge., Massachusetts.
Eleanore Lee has been writing fiction and
poetry for many years in addition to her regular
job as a legislative analyst for the University of
California system. She also worked as an editor at Columbia Teachers College and as a
stringer for Time Inc. She was selected as an
International Merit Award Winner in Atlanta
Review’s 2008 International Poetry Competition, and won first place in the November 2009
California State Poetry Society contest.
Wulf Losee lives and works in the San Francisco Bay Area. The two cats that allow Wulf to
live with them are also his severest critics. Writing detracts from play time, petting time, and
from feeding them treats—and they regularly
show their contempt for his muse by walking
nimble-footed on his keyboard.
Betsy Martin’s poetry has appeared or is forthcoming in The Alembic, Atlanta Review, Green
Hills Literary Lantern, Griffin, Westview, and
many others. Her poem, "Byzantine Stillness,"
was nominated for Best of the Net. She works
at Skinner House Books in Boston.
Suzanne Nielsen has been published in various literary journals nationally and internationally. She is the author of two collections of
poetry, and the story collection The Moon
Behind the 8-Ball and Other Stories, all published by So’ham Books.
Tom Pescatore can sometimes be seen wandering along the Walt Whitman bridge or down
the sidewalks of Philadelphia's old Skid Row.
He might have left a poem or two behind to
mark his trail. He maintains a poetry blog:
amagicalmistake.blogspot.com.
Robert Rice’s poetry has appeared or is forthcoming in many journals, including Dos Passos
Review, Grey Sparrow, Hayden’s Ferry Review,
New Letters, North American Review, Quiddity,
and The Saint Ann’s Review. He has published
several novels, including The Last Pendragon
(Walker & Co. 1992). Robert is a recovering
lawyer and currently resides in Bozeman, Montana. He enjoys spending his free time fly-fishing, hiking, and practicing Zen.
Thomas R. Smith is a poet and editor living in
River Falls, Wisconsin. His volume of new and
selected poems, Windy Day at Kabekona, is
forthcoming from New Rivers in 2018.
Justin Teerlinck is an occupational therapist in
the Tacoma, Washington area, where he is
learning how to place his writing skills and
sense of the absurd in service to people with
disabilities. His response to most standardized
test questions is, “Meow don't know this theoretical construct. Meow try again please?”
Joel Van Valin is the publisher of Whistling
Shade. His recently released second novel,
The Grand Dissolute, is a time travel story set
in St. Paul in 1998. He has a dozen ideas for
great films, but no movie camera.
Morgan Grayce Willow has received a 2017
MSAB Artist Initiative grant to complete her
fourth poetry collection. Earlier titles include
Dodge & Scramble, Between, Silk, The Maps
are Words. An award-winning essayist, her
prose has appeared in Water~Stone Review,
Imagination & Place: Cartography, Riding Shotgun, and recently the online BoomerLitMag.
Morgan completed the book arts core certificate at Minnesota Center for Book Arts and
exhibited her artist’s book Collage for Mina Loy
in 2016.
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Mal d’ Afrique

Jeff Vande Zande

An Oxycodone addict just out of rehab, Robby
Cooper has debts to pay and a pregnant ex-girlfriend. As Robby struggles to jump-start his life on
the crumbling streets of Detroit and its suburbs, his
grandfather Otto invites him on a fly fishing road
trip to northern Michigan. Driving his grandfather's
'68 Firebird, Robby begins to understand how his
family’s dysfunction spans generations...
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“Jeff Vande Zande’s Detroit Muscle ripples with
tight, coiled detail and dialogue as he weaves a
compelling story of lives haunted by the mistakes
of the past—how quickly things can spiral out of
control, and how hard it is to rein them back in.”
- Jim Ray Daniels
“A moving and marvelous novel.”
- Robert James Russell
“In sparse prose that is more implicative than
declarative, Vande Zande writes a family’s story
that recounts the consequences that one must
face when trying to redeem and repent for addictions and transgressions that are left unspoken
between family members.”
- Ken Meisel
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romantic misadventures &
entanglements

a new collection by

Tony Rauch

“Tony Rauch is reviving the bodies
of love and mystery and laughter.
He knows where the bodies are
buried and is digging them up
beautifully.”
- Patrick Wensink
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