






















































































ESCAPES




“IT’s A Goop TiME For THE GREAT TASTE”’
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THE FAIr

I SMILED UP AT THE MAN

IN THE GREASY GLASSED CAGE
AND SHOUTED MY CHOICE

OF PINK COTTON CANDY

HE TURNED AND SMILED
AT A MAN IN BLACK
LEATHER

WHO ORDERED 2 SODAS
BUT HE WAS JUST ONE

BODIES, BIG AND ROUGH
SHOVED AT ME AND

THE MAN BEHIND GREASE
FORGOT MY ORDER

SMOKE, BLUE HAZE AND SCREAMS
FILLED MY HEAD
WHILE MY HEART NUDGED AT FEAR

AND THE MAN BEHIND
GLASS YELLED HEY KID
AND HANDED ME

A CLOUD OF PINK FLUFF

FOR FREE

M.L. Fircu

31



RiDE

DAD FINALLY GAVE IN

AND OFF WE WENT TO THE STABLES
WHICH WEREN'T MORE THAN

RED SHAMBLES WITH A FEW NAGS
BUT IT WAS PARADISE

ONCE ALOFT MY MANGY WHITE
I wAs ATOP THE WORLD

THE FACT THAT I COULDN’T STEER
MY BREATHING VEHICLE
IRRITATED MY PRIDE THOUGH

I SAT PEACEFULLY

LETTING MOSQUITOES SWELL

MY ANKLES

WHILE DAD AND THE GUY

LED THE HORSES...

UP A SMALL INCLINE

MY WHITE QUICKENED ITS

STEPS AND MY HEART

FLEW TO MY THROAT AND I, FRIGHTENED,
SMILED AT DAD

AFTER CIRCLING A FEW TREES

MY EUPHORIA FELL

THE RIDE WAS OVER

FOR THAT WAS ALL FOR FIVE BUCKS

M. L. FircH



EacLE HuNTING

EAGLE HUNTING,

UP THE WAY SO FAIR,

OF GROOMED GREEN GRASS.
CHASING THAT BALL

WITH ALL THE DIMPLES.
LUGGING HIS OWN LOAD
MAKES HIS SHOULDERS SLUMP,
LIKE A SEPTUAGENARIAN.

A PURIST, THEY CALL HIM.
OUuT THERE EVERY DAY OF THE SEASON,
FOR THE SHEER SPORT OF IT.

UP A SLOPE, TO A LUSH GREEN ISLAND,
LIKE A CUSHY CARPET.

PUTTER IN HAND,

His TRUSTY WEAPON.

SHOT AN EAGLE

WITH IT TWO WEEKS AGO.

SIZES UP THE BALL, THE HOLE,

THE FOUR FEET OF GREEN IN BETWEEN.
UPHILL, AND A BREAK TO THE LEFT.
How cAN HE TELL?

EXPERIENCED HUNTERS KNOW.

SILENCE,

HE NEEDS UTTER NOISELESSNESS
To SHOOT HIS EAGLE.

WALKING, KNEELING, ALIGNING,
THEN PRACTICE STROKES FOR THE
SHARP SHOOTER.

ADJUSTS THE GRIP, THE STANCE,
THE CLEATS--

AND THEN REPEATS

THE SACRED RITUAL.

A PING (A GENTLEMAN'S BANG)

ROUNDS THE CUP AND ROLLS INCHES AWAY,
CLOSE, BUT NO EAGLE.

CLOSE DOESN’'T SCORE WHEN EAGLE HUNTING.
ToDAY, HE MUST SETTLE FOR SHOOTING

A COMMON BIRDIE.

LorAa HELOU
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THE GOLDEN PooL ofF INSANITY

I GAZE INTO THE POOL:

A PORCELAIN BUTTERFLY DEVOURS A WINGED HORSE;

A TV DASHES BY AND ITS SPINDLY LEGS KICK

UP TINY DUST DEVILS;

AND MONA LISA IS COMPLAINING ABOUT HER SMILE.

THE WATER ENSHROUDS

AND I KNOW THE COMFORT OF THE WOMB.

WHAT’S THAT! IT SEEMS TO BE A TATTERED SHRED
OF A BITTER NATION’S FLAG.

BuTr WAIT...IT’S REAL--AN ARM?!

DoN’T ToucH ME!

SEEVERS IS SUCKING HIS PUCKERED TOE,

AND GWYNN IS DECOMPOSING FLIES

WITH HIS MOUTH, MUMBLING.

THEY GLANCE AT ME AS I NOISILY WET MYSELF...
BUT I DON'T CARE.

I FEEL LIKE A PLASTIC SPOON

ENCASED IN CELLOPHANE...THAT SOUND?

DriprinGg? FruiDp. THE pooL!

I MUST GAZE INTO THE POOL.

I CAN HEAR THE SLOSHING BECKON

AND I WISH THE FOG WOULD DISSIPATE.

THERE. I CAN SEE IT.

A MAN WITH BREASTS AND A

BEAVER’S TALE SUMMONS ME AS

A PINK ELM BURSTS

FROM HIS INNARDS.

I STROKE HIS BARK AND FEEL OF HIS LEAVES...

THE PINKNESS IS SOBERING.

IT REMINDS ME OF HOW THEY THINK

THEY KNOW ME...BUT I'M MORE

I’'M THE RIPE BANANA OF THE GREEN BUNCH.

I PONDER THIS AS I WATCH A LEPRECHAUN

DEXTEROUSLY GLIDE DOWN A COLORLESS RAINBOW

INTO HIS GOLDEN POOL.

BiLL ALWARD




KATHY YORK
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LUkE

IF TELEVISION IS LIFE, THEN I AM THE REMOTE CONTROL
OF YOUR BODY. ] AM PROUD TO CONTROL YOU. I
STARTED THE BUSINESS IN YOUR BROTHER, ED.

I AM LIKE DRIFTING CLOUDS--

NO CERTAIN SHAPE IN NO PARTICULAR
PATTERN.

I AM MANY. I MULTIPLY AND DIVIDE, THOUGH I
KNOW YOU’'D LOVE IT IF SUBTRACTING WERE THE ONLY
FUNCTION I WAS CAPABLE OF.

I AM WHITE AND STRONGER THAN MY ENEMY RED
COUNTERPARTS. | LOVE TO SHOW YOU HOW MUCH POWER I
HAVE. I CAN CHANGE MY CHANNELS FROM HEALTHY TO
DYING WITH A SIP OF BEER. IT IS SO MUCH FUN WHEN I
MAKE YOU SUFFER.

BuT HOW YOU TRY TO
OVERRULE ME WITH THOSE LITTLE GREEN AND WHITE
PILLS. I, LEUKEMIA, CANNOT BE CONQUERED. WHEN YOU
LEARN THIS, I WILL HAVE TURNED THE TELEVISION OFF.

M.C.




RED

BiLL ALwWARD

Red pushed past the empty pizza box, burrito wrappers, and the other garbage, and
pulled two empty beer cans from the bottom of the trash barrel. With a deepening of his
perpetual scowl, the filthy and haggard man dropped the cans into his bag of empties, put
the lid back on the barrel, and walked stiffly toward the next trash can. From his empties
bag, he produced a nearly empty pint of Yukon Jack, which he raised carefully to his lips
as he walked; the bottle made a sucking noise as he drooled and drank.

“How many you got today, Red?”’ asked the man behind the counter.

Red'’s grizzled and whisker-stubbled mouth opened and closed a couple of times, and
eventually spoke-exposing a nearly toothless gap. “‘I don’ know. You count 'em.”

Red fidgeted while the man counted the pop and beer cans, and he tried to straighten
his back, which had been stooped by nearly sixty years of digging in trash and sleeping
in doorways and alleys.

“Well, Red, looks like you have twenty-one of them. That’s enough to get yourself a
bottle of wine and a candy-bar,”” the man said without a smile.

Red accepted the cold bottle of wine and piece of candy with a grunt. “Any parties
tonight?”’

The man glanced at Red, but his eyes skittered away. “‘One of the fraternities is throw-
ing one.”

“I coulda gone to col’ige, y’know.”

Unable to contain his contempt any longer, the clerk asked, ‘‘Oh yeah? And what would
you have majored in, Red? Drinking?”’

Red cackled, and his emaciated face grimaced as he tried to smile. ‘‘Damned right. Dat’s
all these kids do anyway. Dey should make me a p’fesser. I could teach ‘’em good.”

“I think you already do, Red,”’ the man said bitterly, remembering the hundreds of times
Red had bought liquor for young kids.

Red cackled again and abruptly became serious, ‘I coulda gone to col’ige.”

The clerk sighed and his eyes jumped around the room. “I know Red. You told me.”

“I coulda,”” Red said and waited.
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The man opened and closed his eyes deliberately and frowned, ‘“‘Red, I’'m busy.”

“Well, I know that. I'm busy too. I gotta get ready for dat party tonight. I wanna look
good for the ladies. I bet I can pick some up with this.”” He waved his bottle of Thunderbird
and cackled. He mumbled and waved his hands as he walked out the door and down the street.

The clerk, who looked to be in his late forties, shook his head and said, ‘‘Sure, Red, you
could have put yourself through college with empties, right?’”’ With a final shake of his head,
he tossed the bag of empties into their box.

“Hey, Red. How ya doin’?”’

Red scowled harder and pushed his doughy chin out. “I came to party.”

The guy at the door nodded and chuckled. “That’s cool. Drink one for me, Red.”” He
leaned over to whisper and suppressed the sudden need to retch, ‘“And don’t worry about
the two dollar cover charge. It’s on me.”” He scribbled a hasty ‘X’ on the back of Red’s hand
and chuckled at the sight of the faint mark that was already there. With a wink, he passed
Red though the door and tried to forget the smell of garbage.

“Hey, look! It’s Red,” someone shouted, and within seconds all of the males were
crowding around the door, greeting the old man.

Red shook as many hands as he could and accepted a beer, which he immediately swigged-
-causing liquids to slosh to the floor.

Two girls were watching from the stairs, and one told the other, ‘‘Y’know, Red reminds
me of someone. He looks exactly like the old man on the Benny Hill Show.”

l‘Who?,’

“You know. Benny Hill’s stooge--the really old one.”

“Oh yeah, I know who you mean.”’ She paused to stare at Red. ‘“What makes you think
they look alike?”’

“Look at the face. Remember how the guy on Benny Hill was always frowning. Well,
not really frowning, but scowling.” She emphasized the last word and tried to imitate the face.

The other girl giggled. “Yes, I remember. He had an old fart’s face.”’” She tried to im-
itate it.

They both giggled and spilled their beer on each other. One of them tried to speak through
her giggles, ‘“‘Remember all of the shit they pulled on him?”’ She sobered and sipped her
beer. “God, I felt sorry for him.”




The other tittered once and shook her head. ‘““So did I. They were so rude.”
“Remember how he would try to smile, but his face just couldn’t do it?”
“Yes. He had an old fart’s face.”

They were both silent for a minute.

‘““He’s so repulsive. He makes me want to puke.”

Red sat on the couch, where three girls were gossipping, and stared at two of them.
The girls moved slowly away and scrunched up their noses with disgust.

A young man noticed Red sitting alone on the couch, and he slapped his friend across
the chest with the back of his hand. ‘“‘Hey, let’s go fuck with Red.”

One of them sat on the arm rest, and the other leaned on the back of the couch.

“What'’s up, Red?”

“Trying to find me a woman.”

“In this place?’’ asked the one sitting on the arm rest. “Good luck.”

“Really,” agreed the other.

A couple of other guys had wandered over, and one of them asked, ‘‘Red, do you still
get crazy if you don’t get a piece of ass every week?”’

The guys grinned slyly and winked at each other.

“Damn right. Man needs a wicked gal to keep right.” He tapped his head.

The four laughed like adults do when small children say something ‘‘grown-up,”’ and,
with broad smiles, they leaned in to bait him some more.

The two girls had come downstairs to refill their beers and were leaning against the
wall directly opposite the couch, watching their classmates make a fool out of Red.
“It’s weird how they flock around that putrid old fart. If one of their fathers came in
here, you can bet that they wouldn’t make him the center of attention.”
“That’s because they’re afraid of old age.”
The first girl gave the other a puzzled look and snorted delicately. ‘‘Care to explain that?”’
‘““Sure. You see, when they look at their fathers, they see their future,” she paused, as
if to sort her thoughts, ‘‘Because they realize that their parents are exactly what they will
be when they reach that age, and it scares them. Red, however, is exactly the opposite of
what they will be, and they take heart in that fact.”
“HOW?”
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“Remember, they’re afraid of old age. They look at their parents and see themselves
and their girlfriends in twenty years and they say ‘how boring.’ But they look at Red and
laugh, because he is the epitome of uselessness, hideousness, and ridiculousness of old men.
Red makes them feel good.”” She paused. ‘“Thankful for youth.”” She paused again. “I’'m sure
you remember how all of us laughed and ridiculed our parents in middle school and high
school. Notice how we don’t do it much anymore?”’

The other girl’s eyes widened. ‘“‘No, I hadn’t noticed...but you’'re right. Now that I think
about it...I guess I never thought about it before. You're saying that we don’t laugh at them
anymore because we would only be laughing at ourselves--I mean our future selves.”

“Same thing.”

‘““Yeah, I guess so.”

They were silent for several minutes.

‘““Are you always so philosophical?”’

“I can’t help it. I'm a math major.”

The two laughed and left to refill their beers.

Red snuck upstairs and into one of the bedrooms, where he sat down at the room’s desk.
He stared out of the window, silently nursing his bottle of Thunderbird that he had packed
into his coat pocket. He sat for an hour, staring and drinking.

He watched a shooting star zip across the sky. Tipping his head back, he made a wish
and stood hesitantly from the chair.

His lips drew the bottle to his mouth, and liquids drizzled down his chin and throat.
Red felt his face grow wet, and he lowered the bottle to wipe it. He stared at his wet palm,
as if bewildered, and let the bottle fall to the floor. Suddenly, Red felt tired, and he stag-
gered to the bed, where he dropped and waited to be kicked out.




EVENING

Katay York
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