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Manco 

When she was about 10, she would ride her bike down the driveway from the house on Muriel 
toward the park a few blocks away. She’d drop the bike and lie down in the grass between two 
trees and look up at the blue sky for contrails, the white wispy wakes in the blue sky made by 
airplanes. She’d squint and sometimes the sun would glint off the plane, making it look like she 
was high above a lake looking down at a speedboat. 

She dreamt of being on a plane, any plane going anywhere as long as it was far away from 
home. When she finally flew, she always sat at the window, making a point to look down and 
squint at the girls she thought might be looking up at her as she sped along the edge of the sky. 

Now she was on the run with a man she hardly knew. 

They’d been driving for days. State after state went by. Sometimes they’d argue. But they tried 
to stay on mission, on course. They kept their own secrets to themselves. All they had in 
common was their cause if it could be called that. That was enough. 

Yesterday, they’d stopped at a lake somewhere along the South Dakota and Minnesota border. 
He had wanted to visit his mom in Wisconsin, so they headed east on I-90. He said she had 
cancer. She understood. She thought it was sweet. Still, she didn’t trust him. Something told 
her he was weak. And it was a detour. Was it a trap? 

They rented a paddleboat. She was a good swimmer, so good she stopped taking lessons at the 
local pool when she was a kid. Still, she hated swimming in water if she couldn’t see the 
bottom. This water was milky green. She felt safe though, and the vodka helped. She jumped in. 

The water was warm. She didn’t think about much, but she remembered some things all at 
once, like the camping trips at Santa Cruz Lake with the neighbor boy. She loved that neighbor 
boy. They’d lie together in their underwear and laugh till they cried. How old was she then? It 
had to be 12. 

“We need to be out of sight and out of mind for a while,” he said. “And we need to put some 
money together.” 

“We’ll do whatever we need to,” she said. “You know I’m down for whatever.” 

She’d learned how to protest and organize from her mother. And she’d learned about politics 
and literature from her father. None of those things they taught her seemed to do enough for 
her or the world. Besides, when it came to her parents everything was about them, not her. She 
just wanted to be treated like a regular kid, not an adult, or like a younger sister. 

“Really?” he asked. “Sometimes I wonder about you, whether you believe this shit or what.” 



“I could say the same about you,” she replied. “Sometimes I wonder if it’s just teen angst, if 
anarchy and sabotage are about mom and dad.” 

“Speaking about mom and dad,” he said. “Can I ask you a question, or would it be indiscreet?’ 

“I’m sure your question isn’t indiscreet, but the answer could be,” she said. “What do you need 
to know?” 

He lit a joint and looked at her over the fire. 

“Well, what you said about me is fucked up I guess,” he said. “Considering your parents. What 
do they have to do with this?” 

She realized it was a stupid thing to say, mentioning his mommy and daddy. 

“When we started fucking things up,” she said, pausing to take a hit. “I decided I’d just start to 
own all this and be honest. Like really honest.” 

“I get it,” he said. “And now you’re X’ed out of their world.” 

They laughed at the reference. 

“Yeah,” she said. “Fuckin’ X’ed out.” 

“Sure,” he continued. “Aren’t we all mad at mommy and daddy?” 

“I’m not mad at mine,” she said. “I’m jealous. But that’s not why I’m out here with you and 
that’s not why I did what I did.” 

The fire crackled. He looked at her sternly. 

“There’s no room for falling in love,” he said. 

She laughed a little too hard at that. She knew it had sort of hurt him, her laughing at that. 
Somehow as a man, it was important that she would be in love with him. She wasn’t. And what 
made it worse was that she was in charge.  

“This isn’t about love,” she said. “This is about what I want to do. What needs to be done. 
That’s all.” 

After they stopped at the lake they crossed into Minnesota. She’d never been there. They were 
on the lookout for a small town with an easy target. The ideal would be something small, no 
fancy security, maybe just an old guy guarding the place. 



When they got to Hutchison, she found what she was looking for. 

“Hey, dude, wake up,” she said pulling up to a curb. “There it is.” 

“You think so?” he asked. 

 “You’re gonna hit this bank,” she said. 

He had the backpack on his lap. She’d packed it with first aid things and it had the gun she’d 
acquired. After checking the backpack’s contents and poking around in it, he opened the door, 
stepped out, and walked toward the bank on the other side of the street. 

While she waited, she grabbed the pipe. She took a long draw and held it. She exhaled and 
thought, “I’m taking off.” He was dead weight. She had gotten a feeling, a bad feeling about 
him. He was no Lee Van Cleef. She thought about Manco and the Colonel. Then she thought 
about her dad and what he’d say about her choice of partners in crime. Then she thought about 
her mom, she’d not be impressed. Then she thought about her son. It made all sorts of sense to 
just take off. 

“I can’t leave him behind,” she thought. 

By then it was too late. He came running up to the car, his long pin wheeling legs surely drawing 
attention on the sleepy street of the small town. He looked completely out of place. He played 
it all wrong. 

“Drive!” he said. 

“You made a scene,” she said as she drove the speed limit. “You’ve watched me do this twice, I 
never run. You never run when you rob a bank.” 

She made two turns and aimed for the edge of town. 

“You’ve gotta go faster,” he said. 

“You’ve gotta shut up,” she said calmly. “Panic is not going to help.” 

They had company. A black car was following them close. She knew it was a police car. She’d 
seen enough police cars in her mirror to know. 

“C’mon, you gotta go!” he demanded. 

She put her foot down. The black car kept pace, finally turning on its lights. 

She signaled a turn and then hit the gas hard. The black car, now flashing, fell back. 



“Why are you signaling your turns?” he asked. 

“I’m just following the law,” she said. 

Another signal and another turn. A truck was in their path and she swerved to pass. But there 
was another truck coming the opposite way, but she swerved onto the shoulder then back into 
the right lane. Now they were on a long road between cornfields, with high growing stalks all 
around now. She passed another car. She signaled her turn, the tick-tock of the turn signal 
punctuating the roar of the engine. 

Up ahead, she saw someone throwing something into the road. 

“Stop sticks!” he yelled. 

“I see them,” she said. 

 She swerved around them, wildly crossing into the opposite lane. 

The black police car that had been closest to their back bumper, almost touching it, ran over 
the stop sticks. Robbers 1, cops 0. But their lead wouldn’t last. 

Accelerating, she signaled another turn. She floored it. Now there were more cars and trucks 
with flashing lights. There were so many. 

On a long straight strip of road all the cars and trucks seemed to disappear. She relaxed for a 
minute and so she missed them; another set of stop sticks. 

The front tires exploded, then the rear. She was stopped. The sound was an explosion of air and 
metal and the smell of burnt rubber filled the car. It was the first time she heard the sirens. 
They were loud. 

He opened the door, stepped out, and looked at her. She’d always remember his stupid face at 
that moment. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I love you!”  

Then he ran into a cornfield with the backpack full of money and the gun. 

A voice behind her said, “Hands in the air!” 

There were a lot of voices and noise as he melted away into the field. 

 
 



One of Them Girls 

They were drinking beers on Locust and Railway, near the grain silos that cast a shadow over 
the town. She and two of her friends were on the hood of a car talking about school, 
graduation, and college. She’d been accepted.  

“My dad was so fucking flummoxed by the letters,” she said. 

“What did he say?” one of them asked. 

“He said, ‘I’m not surprised they accepted you, I just wonder if you’ll accept them.’” 

They all laughed at that.  

They saw a truck moving fast along the dirt road, kicking up dust, it’s lights were flashing.  

“What the fuck,” she said. “That’s dad’s truck.” 

It came skidding up to where they were sitting, on the hood of a car.  

It was Jimmy.  

“Your dad is in the hospital,” he said. “Smith Center. They took him in an ambulance.”  

She jumped off the car, the beer bottle smashed on a rock.  

“Get out of there,” she commanded.  

Jimmy jumped out. She shifted into gear and spun the truck around the opposite direction. The 
kids dodged gravel as the tires took hold.  

“Jesus,” Jimmy said. “You’re welcome!” 

As the truck sped off in the light of the setting sun someone handed Jimmy a beer. He sat on 
the hood and watched the cloud of dust on the road, the truck, disappear.  

She had her foot on the gas as she steered to highway 36. She didn’t do anything but drive, 
hard, along the road. The fields sped by and she passed anything in her way. On any day Smith 
Center was 20 minutes away. She got there in 10.  

She barely put the truck in park, but she did, slammed the door and ran toward the emergency 
room.  

The doors opened and she ran past the desk.  



“Hold it!” a security guard said, “Where you goin’?” 

“My dad,” she stammered.  

He knew where he was.   

“He just got here,” the guard said. “C’mon” 

She walked into a room and there he was, attached to a bunch of machines and wires. 

“Jesus Christ,” he said through his oxygen mask, “Look who’s here!” 

“Don’t you fucking die on me,” she said grabbing his hand.  

A nurse rallied to the bed.  

“Hold on, sweetheart,” she said. “You can’t be here.” 

“The fuck I can’t!” she screamed. “It’s my dad!”  

“Hey,” he gasped. “Little girl. Don’t fight it.” 

The nurse reached out, pulling her away.  

She looked up at the nurse.  

“Can’t I be with him for a minute?” she asked.  

The noise of the machines filled the silence as the nurse considered the scene.  

“Ok sweetie,” the nurse said. “I’ll come back in a few.” 

She left.  

“Daddy,” she said. “What the fuck is wrong.” 

“Godammit,” he said. “Watch your language.” 

“Tell me!” she said.  

“Heart attack,” he gasped. “Or something.” 

She held his hand.  

“I haven’t been the best dad,” he said.  



“Don’t start all that,” she said. “Don’t do that.” 

“Baby,” he said. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry we lied to you.” His body tensed up, and the machines 
went crazy.  

She turned around and yelled.  

“Hey!” she screamed. “Godammit, hey!” 

Lots of people came rushing in. They pushed her out. A lot was happening in the room where 
he was. She walked out to the truck. The sun had set but the sky was red. She felt like she 
couldn’t breathe.  

Her dad always kept a Bible everywhere. She dug around and found one.  

“You motherfucker,” she said as she flipped the pages. “What am I supposed to do now?” 

She stood holding the door open, slapped the Bible down on the driver’s seat, and found 
something he had marked, Romans 8, verse 21. 

“Because the creation itself will be set free from its bondage to decay and obtain the glorious 
liberty of God.” 

When she read that, she screamed as loud as she could in the truck. She cried so hard she could 
hardly stand up. And kept crying, hard, for what seemed like a long time.  

The security guard had seen her but stayed away. But he finally walked toward her.  

“Hey,” he said. “Are you ok?” 

“No,” she said. “My dad’s gone.” 

“Well, you don’t know that,” he said. “Let’s go back in and see what’s going on.”  

“Thanks, man,” she said. “He’s dead.” 

She closed the door and walked back towards the door marked Emergency Room. They met her 
there and told her what she already knew.  

 
 
 
 
 



Stealers Wheel 

Yes, I'm stuck in the middle with you, 
And I'm wondering what it is I should do. 
It's so hard to keep this smile from my face. 
Losing control and running all over the place. 
Clowns to the left of me! 
Jokers to the right! 
Here I am stuck in the middle with you. 

“Your candidate just isn’t conservative enough,” said the small man in a suit said from his chair 
on the other side of the desk. 

“I don’t believe we’ll spend our money or our effort — which is substantial— on him.” 

The small basement office they sat in had one window, and the lights were off. A beam of 
sunlight illuminated the shadows. Maps and charts covered most of the walls. There were at 
least 7 people in the office. 

“I’m sorry to hear that my candidate isn’t scoring well with you” 

“And we’re not impressed with his choice of campaign manager either.” 

“Oh me,” he said pointing at himself. “Me. You have a problem with me?” 

“We do” 

“Well, this is an HR thing now,” he said. “Everyone has to leave. I need to hear this, just me and 
you.” 

“Fine,” the small man said. 

People shuffled out of the room. A woman in the crowd looked at him and made a face, an 
expression that conveyed concern. A look that said, “Don’t do it.” 

As they left, he leaned back in his chair. It was set just the way he liked it, so he could rock back 
and forth while he was thinking or listening. 

He leaned back and looked at the small man. 

The door closed. 

“I’m listening,” he said. “What’s the problem you have with me?” 



“Your family,” he said, suddenly conveying discomfort. “Your, well your wife is some kind of 
agitator, and she’s your ——“ 

He cut him off. 

“Best friend,” he said. “I mean, like I’m sure your wife is to you, right.” 

The small man’s discomfort was growing. 

“And you are,” the small man said with the same clenching discomfort, like saying the words 
was like handling waste. “A Mexican.”  

Now he leaned way back in the chair and laughed. 

The woman and everyone were pressed against the walls of the office trying to hear what was 
going on. 

“Oh shit,” one man said. “Oh shit. He’s laughing. Fuck.” 

“Shhh!” the woman said. “Shut up I can’t hear.” 

“Now as for my wife, yes she’s unconventional,” he said. “And yes, our, well, relationship — you 
know — it’s unusual.” 

“Now we aren’t wanting any trouble,” the small man said. 

“You’re right about me and my wife, he said. “But I’m not a Mexican.” 

He swiveled his chair around and put his boots up on his desk and his hands behind his head. 

“You see,” he said. “I’m a New Mexican. Really New Mexican.” 

Then he stood up and walked around the desk and sat on the edge looking down at the little 
man. 

“See, I’ll admit it, I’m weird. My background. My family. It’s all fucked up,” he said. 

“But that guy who’s running, he’s a good man. And I believe he’s going to win,” he went on. 

“We don’t care about winning,” the small man said. “We want people who—“ 

He cut him off. “You want to judge people.” 

He looked at the little man over the top of his glasses. 



“Now do you want your ass kicking here and now...” 

“Oh my God,” said the woman with her ear pressed against the wall. “I think I heard ‘ass 
kicking.’” 

“Shhhhh!” all the others hissed at once. 

“...or do you want it on the front page of tomorrow’s paper?” 

“What?” the man gasped. “I don’t have to take anything...” 

“You do not,” he said “But those young boys you’ve been seeing. What does your wife think 
about them?” 

The small man stood up. 

“You wouldn’t dare!” 

“I already did,” he walked around the desk and held up a sheet of paper. “This is ready to go 
just as soon as you walk out that door.” 

“This is,” the man stammered. “I mean. It’s blackmail. This is madness!” 

“No, no, no,” he said. “This is politics,” emphasizing each word like a preacher. 

The door flew open and the small man stomped out just as the campaign aides scattered and 
tried to look as if they had been doing other things. 

The small man looked around indignantly then marched out the front door of the office. 

The staffers all bumped into each other trying to get through the door of the small office. 

They all looked at him expectantly. 

He looked back at them, feigning bewilderment at their enthusiastic interest. 

“What’s going on?” he asked. “Is it pay day or something? What do you all want?” 

“What happened?” the woman asked. 

“Oh that?” he said, “You mean old Mrs. Johnson, the self-righteous bitty that just left?” 

They all looked at him. 

“We’re getting the endorsement and the money,” he said.  “Send this one out now.” 



He held up a different piece of paper that was next to the one he held up to the small man. 

They all cheered and hugged each other. 

“Ok, ok,” he said, “Back to work!” 

“You are amazing,” the woman said, lingering in the office. 

“No, I’m not,” he said. “I’m no better than him. You know that.” 

They looked at each other in the eyes for a long moment. 

“I have to make a call,” he said. “Close the door behind you.” 

He picked up the phone and dialed. 

“Hello.” 

“Hello, I just need to hear your voice.” 

“Well, you’re hearing it. What’s going on?” 

“Well, you know, when something big happens, something good, you call the person you care 
about and share it, right?” 

“Well, yeah. What. Are you coming out of the closet? What’s happening?” 

“Oh well, we just raised a shit load of money.” 

“Great. For your right-wing candidate and that girl you’re fucking in the office.” 

“Oh God. Ok. My mistake. Forget it. Maybe I’ll tell you about it later.” 

“Yeah. You can tell me later.” 

They paused and sat on the ends of the phone line. There was a long silence. 

“Yes. You share this shit with people you care about,” she said. “I’m glad you called. I’m happy 
for you. But I gotta go.” 

“Ok, yeah.” 

He hung up the phone and sat staring at his desk blankly. 

The woman slowly opened the door and peaked around it. 



They made eye contact. 

“Hey,” he said. “Let’s go get a drink and celebrate.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Trinity 

They stood next to each other holding hymnals as the procession moved down the aisle of the 
church. She leaned toward him and whispered something in his ear. 

He laughed, then scowled, and elbowed her. She covered up her smile. 

The processional was the ponderous hymn, Saint Patrick’s Breastplate. 

I bind unto myself the power 
of the great love of cherubim; 
the sweet "Well done" in judgment hour; 
the service of the seraphim; 
confessors' faith, apostles' word, 
the patriarchs' prayers, the prophets' scrolls; 
all good deeds done unto the Lord, 
and purity of virgin souls. 

The crucifer passed and he turned and bowed. It was Trinity Sunday, an especially interesting 
day on the liturgical calendar. Somehow, she had convinced him to get high in the parking lot 
beforehand. He never liked pot, but she was a bad influence. He went along with it. Part of his 
brain was experiencing the liturgy like never before, like it was in technicolor, like Charlton 
Heston in the Ten Commandments. 

The other part of his brain was profoundly amused by the whole thing and the fact that he was 
there with her. He asked her to come and she refused. 

“I’m not going to some fucking Republican church service,” she said. 

Then she changed her mind. Then she decided they should be stoned. Now he was wondering 
how he would navigate her through communion without her making a comment to the priest 
about the wine. Or just taking it and walking out with the chalice. 

They got through the whole service without incident except for her snickering and making 
comments that annoyed him and made him laugh, sometimes out loud. This was much to the 
chagrin of the older man with the bad luck to be sitting in front of them. 

“Oh, sweet Jesus,” he said as they walked out of the church. “I thought that would never end.” 
 
“Do you think anybody knew we were stoned,” she asked. 

“They’re Episcopalians,” he said. “Half of them were probably stoned too.” 
 



“On what?” she wondered. “Pain killers and high blood pressure medication? I haven’t seen a 
crowd that old since the last time I watched a Lawrence Welk rerun.” 

That made him laugh. 

“Oh my God,” he said. “I haven’t thought of Lawrence Welk in years.” 

He imagined the Lawrence Welk Eucharist with bubbles coming down during the elevation of 
the host. His ribs were hurting from laughing so hard. 

They walked down a tree lined street toward a park. 

“That one part was weird,” she said. 

“What do you mean?” he asked. 

“That thing everyone mumbled,” she said. 

“I take you to church,” he said, “You said you wanted to see my church.” 

“Don’t get all defensive,” she said. She took out the service leaflet. 

She jumped in front of him and read from it. 

“We believe in one God, 
the Father, the Almighty, 
maker of heaven and earth, 
and of all that is, seen and unseen." 
 
She looked at him with that light in her eyes.   

“Yeah,” he said. “So, what?” 

She put her arm around a tree and smiled. 

“They're monotheists, right?” she asked. 

“Look,” he said, “We were on our way to get donuts. I was promised donuts, not anthropology 
and theology.” 
 
She hid her face behind the tree. She sang the creed from behind the tree, doing her best 
Ambrosian chant. 



“We believe in one God, 
    the Father, the Almighty, 
    maker of heaven and earth, 
    of all that is, seen and unseen. 
We believe in one Lord, Jesus Christ, 
    the only Son of God, 
    eternally begotten of the Father, 
    God from God, Light from Light, 
    true God from true God, 
    begotten, not made, 
    of one Being with the Father. 
    Through him all things were made. 
    For us and for our salvation 
        he came down from heaven: 
    by the power of the Holy Spirit 
        he became incarnate from the Virgin Mary, 
        and was made man.” 
 
He laughed. 

A couple of ladies walking by looked at them as she sang the creed. 

“Hello, ladies,” he said. “We’re just dealing with the Trinity.” 

She peeked back from around the tree. She was wearing a tank top. It was warm. He felt warm 
as he looked at her face.  

“So,” she said, handing him the leaflet, “Explain to me how they can be monotheists but have 
God, Jesus, the Holy Spirit, and this Mary lady.” 

He snapped it from her. He folded it and put it in his back pocket. He reached for her and held 
her close. She held her arms out for a minute, and then closed them around him. They looked 
at each other in an embrace. 

“I could never fit all those people into my arms,” she said. 

He laughed. 

“You're not supposed to understand the Holy Trinity,” he said. 

As they kissed, they pressed against the tree. 

“Hey,” she said, “Donuts.” 



“Fuck the donuts,” he said, “I want you.” 

“You’ll get me later,” she said. 

“Donuts first,” he said. 

They wandered into the park forgetting about the donuts. She sat down and pulled him down 
with her. Then they both fell back looking up at the blue sky. 

“It is a beautiful day, anyway,” she said. 

“Anyway,” he repeated mindlessly. 

“Hey when you were a kid who did you want to be?” 

“Besides President of the United States?” 

“No, not a job, dummy,” she said. “I mean like someone in the world who existed but, you 
know, you wanted to be. Like I wanted to be Madonna.” 

“Madonna?” 
 
“Yes, she was like a god-hero. Powerful. Sexy.” 

“Well, if we’re talking pop tarts,” he said. “I mean pop stars.” 

Now she was laughing and rolling over on him on the grass, throwing one arm and leg over him. 

“If I had to pick a pop tart,” he said keeping it going, “I’d have to say Bryan Ferry.” 

She laughed. 

“Why him? He’s such a fuddy duddy like Frank Sinatra born too late.” 

“That’s exactly it. He wore a coat and tie and is just sexy. Yeah. Like Sinatra I guess.” 

“But Bryan Ferry is just a pop tart version of you. Like a professor that stumbled onto the stage. 
Or politician” 

He looked at her and said, “What about Lavert?” 

She laughed. He started to sing quietly to her. 

I ain't much on Casanova 
Me and Romeo ain't never been friends. 



Can't you see how much I really love you? 
Gonna sing it to you time and time again. 

“That’s just silly. Lavert?” 

Every man deserves a good woman 
And I want you to be my wife. 
Time is so much better spent with 
A woman just like you in my life. 

She sat up and looked at him. 

“Wait,” she said. “Are you asking me to marry you or are you just stoned silly?” 

He got on his knees and looked at her, took her hands, and smiled. 

Don't you know that I'll get down on my knees for you, baby? 

“Where’s the ring?” 

“Why ring when you can sing? I’m stoned but I’m serious. Marry me!” 

“But it’s illegal, we’ll have to go to Mississippi or something.” 

“It’s probably a sin too, but let’s do it any way.” 

“Yes! Yes. Whatever. Let’s do it.” 

They kissed each other. They had been sitting close enough to two other couples sitting on 
blankets in the park and they heard enough and began applauding his proposal. They stopped 
kissing, and relaxed their embrace to acknowledge the approval with embarrassed smiles. Then 
they stood up and starting walking across the park toward the donut shop holding hands. 

“I guess it’s going to be me and you and our little buddy,” he said. “Just the three of us.” 

“Yeah,” she said. “A trinity. Father, daughter, and Holy Ghost. I get to be the Holy Ghost.” 

“That’s just perfect, since the Trinity is held together with love,” he said. “You truly are the 
fucking Holy Ghost.” 

 
 
 
 



Franny 

After Jimmy dropped her off, she walked up to the door of the bar. It was early. Really early. 
Too early to go into a bar. She turned from the door and walked up Orchard Street past the big 
church and toward 6th street. She stopped at a bench in the triangle park in front of the 
church.  

She sat with her legs crossed on the bench, and reached into her jacket for a pack of cigarettes. 
She set them on the bench and pulled out a paperback book and set it on top of the cigarettes. 
She looked for a lighter. She sang a New Order song she’d fallen in love with to herself. 

I walk along the street 
I look into your eyes 
I’m pleasant when we meet 
I’m there when you go home 
How many times before 
Could you tell I didn’t care? 

She opened the book and found a spot she’d been obsessing over.  

Lane had started in on his frogs’ legs. “What was the book, anyway? Or is it a goddam secret or 
something?” he asked. “The little book in my bag?” Franny said. She watched him disjoint a pair 
of frogs’ legs. Then she took a cigarette from the pack on the table and lit it herself. “Oh, I don’t 
know,” she said. “It’s something called ‘The Way of a Pilgrim.’” She watched Lane eat for a 
moment. 

She set the book down and lit a cigarette. Franny made her want to smoke. She loved Franny. 
She hated Lane. What an asshole. But Franny. She loved Franny. She seemed so well put 
together yet falling apart. She’d tried so hard to cry like Franny did in that bathroom stall,  

She cried for fully five minutes. She cried without trying to suppress any of the noisier 
manifestations of grief and confusion, with all the convulsive throat sounds that a hysterical 
child makes when the breath is trying to get up through a partly closed epiglottis. 

But she couldn’t do it. She wanted to. But it wouldn’t happen. She did start saying the prayer.  

Franny stopped suddenly to reflect, to organize. “Well, the starets tells him about the Jesus 
Prayer first of all. ‘Lord Jesus Christ, have mercy on me.’ I mean that’s what it is. 

“Lord Jesus Christ, have mercy on me,” she’d say with her eyes closed. Then again. And again. 
And again. “Lord Jesus Christ, have mercy on me.” 



She looked around and soaked up the neighborhood. She loved Strawberry Hill. There was one 
thing she could do while she was here, along with wandering through the shops. She marched 
down 6th and through the park to the library. She kept saying the prayer under her breath,  

“Lord Jesus Christ, have mercy on me.” 

She searched the card catalog for the book. When she walked through the stacks, she couldn’t 
find it. Maybe it was checked out. She decided to ask.  

The librarian took the title and the call numbers she’d written on a small piece of paper with a 
stubby pencil and disappeared behind a wall of books. She returned with a small volume.  

“Here it is,” the woman said. “The Way of the Pilgrim.”  

She pushed forward her Kansas City Library card.  

“Ok dear,” the woman said. “You have some late fees.” 

“How much?” she asked  

“It looks like $4.75” 

She slid a 5 across the counter and took the book.  

“Keep the change,” she said.  

She wanted to walk down to the view point and dig into the book. She read as she walked.  

It is also the story of the pilgrim’s learning and practicing, and on occasion teaching to others, a 
way of praying. Upon this, the hesychast method of prayer, much might be said, and not 
everyone will be in sympathy with it. But everyone will appreciate the sincerity of his conviction 
and few probably will doubt the reality of his experience. Strongly contrasted as the method 
may be with an ordinary religious Englishman’s habits of devotion, for another type of soul it 
may still be the expression of vivid realization of the truth “for me to live is Christ. 

When she arrived at Armstrong and 4th, she felt a bit of a chill. The sun was setting on the gray 
day. She found a spot. The lights of the city were beginning to contrast with the waning light of 
the sun. It was hard to read the pages. She felt like it was worth saving for later.  

Something told her, though, to go into Saint John’s church. The looming building sort of 
beckoned to her. She came to Kansas City to run away from home and get drunk. What was 
pulling her into the church?  

“Lord Jesus Christ, have mercy on me.”  



Maybe she’d faint in the pews like Franny. Maybe a priest would appear and give her some 
answers. Maybe she’d finally be able to cry.  

The place was lit with candles. She felt vaguely guilty and like a trespasser. But she kept going 
to the front of the church and sat down in the front.  

The front of the church was all white with a painting of Jesus wearing a red robe hanging off his 
left shoulder. She was the only one sitting there.  

An older man, a priest came walking down the aisle.  

“Hello young lady,” he said. “Welcome to Saint John’s.” 

“Thank you,” she said.  

“We’re about to close,” he said. “What’s that book you have.” 

“Oh, well,” she stumbled, “The Way of the Pilgrim.” 

“Well, my oh my,” he said. “That is a complicated work.” He sat down next to her.  

“May I see it?” he asked.  

She handed him the book. He flipped through it.  

“Here,” he said, reading from the book, 

So, offer to God what it is within your power to offer. Bring to Him at first just quantity (which is 
within your power), and God will pour upon you strength in your weakness. Prayer, dry and 
distracted maybe, but continuous, will establish a habit and become second nature and turn 
itself into prayer that is pure, luminous, flaming, and worthy. 

He handed the book back to her.  

“Why would God care about us praying?” he asked. “He’s God.” 

“He wants to hear from us?” she asked.  

“Yes,” he said. “You understand this intuitively. It’s what made you come here.” 

“He needs us?”  

“God has a purpose for us,” he said. “He needs you. There’s a story of a soldier in the book, and 
he becomes a thief. But even his prayers as a thief are redeemable as long as he says them.” 



“I’ve run away from home,” she said.  

“You can’t run from God,” he said. “You’ll just keep running into him. Turn running away into a 
prayer. Turn what you are running away from into a prayer. Your whole life is a story, but it is a 
prayer. He can’t wait to hear your story, your life. What will it be?”  

She thanked him. He walked her to the door.  

“You are always welcome here,” he said. “And this place will always be with you.” 

She walked back up the hill toward the bar. The books felt good in her pockets, their weight 
seemed to confirm her experience, her existence. The anger she felt subsided and was replaced 
with a sense of well-being and fear. The fear danced along the edge of her comfort, as if the 
encounter with the priest and the book was a bright fire.  

“It will die down,” she thought. “Then what?” 

She didn’t know. So, she said the prayer.  

“Lord Jesus Christ, have mercy on me.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Willie  

Somebody pick up my pieces 
I’m scattered everywhere 
And put me back together 
And put me way over there  
Take me out of contention 
I surrender my crown 
Somebody pick up my pieces 
It’s just me coming down 

Somebody Pick Up My Pieces  
Willie Nelson  

How do arguments start? They begin somewhere deep down beneath still waters, waters heavy 
enough to hold down resentment, fear, suspicion, and doubt. Those heavy waters seal those 
things in the way a blanket keeps a bed warm at night at least until a restless sleeper, fevered 
and sweating casts them off.  

It would be years and miles before he’d understand what makes a man and a woman argue and 
fight. As a boy he felt as though he stood at the feet of giants, his mother and the man she’d 
married — not his father — the man in if not of the house.  

How do arguments start? Over a toy. He had wanted to play with a Mr. Potato Head Doll in the 
back yard of some forced friend at an adult social gathering. The kid wouldn’t give it over. The 
thing was fascinating, detachable lips, eyes, and nose.  

“Just let me see it,” he said. “Just give it to me!” 

“No,” the other kid said. “It’s mine, no!” 

He wanted to take the pieces off, the nose, the eyes, the lips, and then put them back on again. 
But the kid wouldn’t let him have it. 

That’s how that argument began.  

But how did the argument between these lumbering giants begin that night? 

Its violence was incomprehensible to him then. The shouting, the pushing, the shoving. He was 
not part of it, he could disappear. And so, he did. Hiding was something that he knew how to 
do.  

Once, when he must have been two years old, he hid in a closet. He disappeared. His parents 
panicked and searched. They turned over the neighborhood. How glad they were when they 



found him, safe, playing with some toys in the closet. What unusual and satisfying power came 
with hiding. Each time he disappeared, he felt safe and empowered. 

Later he’d learn to be inscrutable, or he’d see himself that way. He made himself hard to 
describe.  

“What does he really believe?” people would ask. Who knows? And before it mattered, he’d 
disappear or change his mind. Being small meant being vulnerable, but not if you could hide 
and provoke. So, he would light the fuse and run. Adults were peculiar beings, so strong and in 
charge, but so easy, with mocking or a practical joke, to turn into a child. Teachers were the 
easiest target. 

But tonight, he just had to survive. By the time he got to his room and went under the bed, he 
could hear things breaking. Plates? Glasses? Dishes. Another one hitting the floor. Another one. 
Yelling. Screaming. Another sound of breaking. More yelling. More shouting. Breaking glass, 
breaking dishes. On it went.  

Now what? It was quiet. The quiet that arrived and settled was that heavy and sturdy blanket 
dropping again over the anger and the resentment. It put out the fire but kept the coals. This 
efficiency meant it would live, it could and would go on.  

He walked down the hallway to the kitchen. Every cabinet and cupboard were open and empty 
and all the contents were on the floor. Glass, crockery, flour, pantry items — everything was on 
the floor and broken. Everything.  

His mother wept in the corner. But she was on the phone, describing the scene.  

“Yes,” she said. “Yes.” Over and over again. And the man sat out on a wall in the backyard 
facing the skyline of the city in the distance, his back to the scene in the kitchen.  

The boy was not upset. How could he be. What was this? What did it mean? His thoughts went 
to breakfast and eating. How would they do it?  

The doorbell rang. His mother went to answer. It was the pastor from the church. They 
exchanged words. Details of the argument? An explanation of what had unfolded? The pastor 
walked past the boy, his mother following. 

The pastor wore a brown suit with a vest and a tie. Did he put this outfit on like a fireman puts 
on his equipment? Did the pastor and his wife have a house with an alarm and when it went 
off, would he put on a suit and tie and slide down a pole? Maybe. 

The boy didn’t think about that then. He just heard the pastor’s shoes walking across the 
kitchen floor, crunching on the glass and broken dishes like he was walking across ice. Then he 



went out to the backyard where the man sat and they talked. The pastor put his arm around 
the man. 

As the pastor walked out, a police car pulled up in front of the house. The pastor went out to 
the policeman and they talked. Then the policeman and the pastor drove off into the night in 
separate directions. 

Later, as a man, the boy would remember the fear in the pastor’s face. The boy would grow up 
knowing enough anger to break things too. Later, she’d break plates on the floor. Later, when 
he was a man he’d feel the fear of his own anger, he’d know hers too. He understood what 
would make a man and a woman argue like that and break things. 

How do arguments start? Who knows? But they always start with long nights and end with 
picking up the pieces. 

That night he just wanted to sleep. That night he crawled into bed and felt grateful he had 
school to go to tomorrow. That night he looked forward to tomorrow and slept. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Circle 

I said to that undertaker 
Undertaker, please drive slow 
For this lady you are carrying 
Lord, I hate to see her go 
 
It was like him to think of The Death of General Wolfe, not the event, but the painting.  
 
“Now that,” he thought, “Is a death scene.” 
 
She considered the lack of attention of medical staff as a sign of the maldistribution of critical 
resources like health care.  
 
“I’m sure if she was the Queen of England, we’d get answers,” she thought.  
 
They were in the hospital room of a central figure, the woman who was, if not the trunk, 
certainly a main branch of their tree.  
 
She was dying. At least she was in the hospital, having had a stroke that rendered her 
unconscious. Or was she comatose? Nobody could explain that to them.  
 
The family had conferenced and removed everything but monitors and pain medication. 
Everyone braced for the moment of death, that Pietà moment where multiple generations of 
the family could hear the steady beep of the heart monitor.  
 
Beeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeep.  
 
Just like the movies. Or art. Or any fantasy of death as the final punctuation of a life.  
 
But she would not let go.  
 
“When does she get here,” he asked.  
 
She looked at the clock.  
 
“Our girl should be getting to the airport in about 15 minutes,” she said.  
 
“I’ll go get her,” he said, moving toward the door.  
 
“No!” she said.  
 
“The girl insisted we stay put in case,” she said. “She’ll get a cab.” 
 



The monitor tracked the woman’s heart rate from 100 beats per minute to 180 beats per 
minute. When it fell, any family present would rush to her side, hold her, and stroke her hair. 
Then the rate would stabilize, and then rise again. It went like this for hours.  
 
When their girl arrived, they greeted her in the room.  
 
“Who’s taking care of the baby,” he asked.  
 
“He’s with a friend,” she said.  
 
“Did you eat,” she asked. “You’re tired.” 
 
“Guys, I’m ok,” she said. “Can I have some time alone with her?” 
 
They looked at each other and then at her.  
 
“I know you thought I came here to see you,” she said.  
 
Each of them readied with retorts and verbal slaps.  
 
Her mother held up her hand.  
 
“Yes,” she said. “Yes, have some time. We’ll be in the lobby.” 
 
They all looked at each other as the respirator and heart monitor continued.  
 
“Ok,” he said. And they walked out, and down the hall. They sat across from each other.  
 
“What the fuck is going on here?” he asked.  
 
“Grandma is dying,” she said.  
 
“Jesus,” he said. “I know. But, I mean, why is she still alive?” 
 
“Are you that heartless?” she said. “You have someplace to be, jackass?” 
 
He stood up.  
 
“No!”  
 
She stood up. They looked at each other for a while.  
 
“It just seems awful,” he said. “Doesn’t she just want to go?” 
 



“Go where?” 
 
“Heaven, to be with your mom.” 
 
“You think that’s where she is?” 
 
“I don’t know.” 
 
“She’s up here,” she said, pointing to her temple. “Up here.” 
 
“Not here?” he said, tapping his fist to his chest.  
 
“Don’t fuck with me now,” she said.  
 
“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m not trying to.” 
 
They both sat back down and sat in silence.  
 
Then she walked in and sat down on a chair in between them, him on the right and her on the 
left.  
 
“How’s she doing?” she asked.  
 
“Still hanging on,” she said. “Because of us.” 
 
“What the hell are you talking about?” He asked.  
 
“Don’t be a dick,” she said. “Let her explain.” 
 
Their daughter crossed her arms and leaned back in her chair. Then she got up.  
 
“I’ve asked you to take care of my son while I go follow a calling,” she said. “I need your help.” 
 
“Brilliant,” he said. “You’re using this moment to go off and get yourself into trouble. Like 
mother like daughter.” 
 
“Fuck off, you bastard,” her mother said. “I don’t want her to go either.” 
 
“Jesus,” the girl said. “Fuck. You guys. It’s not about me and what I’ve got to do. It’s about us, 
the three of us.” 
 
“What I hear is you saying that grandma is speaking from beyond a coma to justify you doing 
what you want to do,” he said. He stood up. “Walk away from your responsibilities as a parent.” 
 



He sat back down on the other side of the room.  
 
The young woman turned to him.  
 
“Oh yeah,” she said. “And you. Running for office and chasing pussy, how’d you justify that? 
Walking away? Me? Fuck you!” 
 
He took a deep breath and looked down at his shoes.  
 
“And don’t you start thinking this is just for him,” she said turning towards her mother.  
 
“All my life it was push, push, push,” she said. “Change the fucking world. Set it on fire. And 
now I’m too radical for you.”   
 
“Honey these people you follow have no ideas, no grounding, and...” 
 
“Stop!” the girl screamed. “Stop! Stop! Stop it!” 
 
The door opened and an orderly peered in.  
 
“Everything ok in here?”  
 
“Oh yeah,” he said, “We thought rather than watch Family Feud on your television, we’d have 
one.”   
 
The door closed.  
 
“I didn’t get bedtime stories, I got “Sed multorum obtrectacio devicit unius virtuem,” she said, 
looking at her father.  
 
“Was that bad?” he asked. “I taught you about Hannibal because...” 
 
“No!” she said firmly. “No,” she followed quietly. “I know you were trying.” 
 
“Honey,” said her mother. “We don’t want you to go because it’s a bad idea.” 
 
“Oh,” she said and laughed. “A bad idea? Like bringing me into the world? Like the two of you 
obsessed with your careers and each other. Always!” 
 
“Ok,” he said. “I get it. We’ve been stupid. But I’m glad you’re here. I love you. And her.” 
 
“Honey, we did what we did,” her mother said. “You’re not a mistake. You’re not an accident. 
You were meant to be.” 
 



“But I’m not a fucking experiment in narrative, or ontology!”  
 
She sat down between them again. There wasn’t the slightest bit of awkwardness among them. 
They all suddenly felt at home with each other, with all their grief and grievance.  
 
“She’s hanging on because we’ve got to come together,” she said. “I can feel it. She’s worried 
about us, and what’s ahead.” 
 
“And what’s ahead?” he asked.  
 
“I never spoke Spanish,” their daughter started. “But she always held me, and she always 
looked in my eyes with love.” 
 
She stood up again.  
 
“She’d say to me, “ Niña morena y ágil, el sol que hace las frutas. And she knew me, even 
though we couldn’t speak.” 
 
“ tus luminosos ojos y tu boca que tiene la sonrisa del agua” her mother said.  
 
”Yes,” she’d say that. “And I hear her now saying, “Get over it, stop fighting. Love each other. 
Be fucking real and in the moment. Stop posturing and playing to some crowd out there. Love 
me, not just each other. Not just the idea of me and each other. I mean love me. Give me a 
chance. Give us a chance.” 
 
“I remember,” he started, “she told me, ‘Dile a tu daddy que venga a comer.’ So I yelled to my 
dad, “tu daddy, venga a comer.” 
 
They all laughed.  
 
“She laughed so hard at me,” he said.  
 
They all sat there for a long while. He stood up.  
 
“Ok,” he said. “Come here.” He motioned to them both. His girl came up to him first. He held 
her and kissed her forehead.  
 
“Mama,” he said looking at her mother, “how’d we raise such a cowboy.” 
 
“Godammit,” his daughter said punching him in the ribs, “Stop it.” 
 
“C’mon, mom,” he said holding out his right arm.  
 
She glared.  



 
“C’mon,” he said opening his eyes wider and grimacing.  
 
“Oh fuck, fine,” she said.  
 
They huddled.  
 
“You go do what you have to do,” he said. “Don’t get killed or arrested please. And mom and I 
will take care of the kid. Follow your path. We love you. Don’t do stupid shit. Don’t hurt people. 
And remember, we love you and you have a son, and a mom and dad who need you to come 
home. Mom?” 
 
Her resistance to the scene had eroded.  
 
“Honey, I believe you and in you,” she said. “We’re here for you. Just be careful, would you, 
please?” 
 
“Yes, guys,” she said. “It’s going to work out. She told me so.” 
 
The door opened and an uncle peered around it.  
 
She was gone.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Lauren 

She only wanted one thing: a signature on a recommendation letter. Days of waiting had turned 
to weeks and then to a month. She walked into the department office and then into the chair’s 
office determined not to leave until she had it. She was done fucking around. 

Getting the letter was one of the last things she needed for her grant, and keeping the grant 
meant getting tenure. It meant moving up or out. 

“Ahhh, professor,” the man said from across his desk. “You’re looking especially vibrant today.” 

“Well, professor,” she said smiling, “I wish I could say the same for you.” 

They both laughed. 

“Yes, well, I suppose I shouldn’t let myself be cooped up in this office,” he said. “Maybe we 
could discuss that letter — I’m sure that’s why your here — over a drink or two.” 

“Oh,” she said. “That’d be very sweet if you’re buying, Steve. Can I call you that?” 

She stood up and looked him in the eyes. 

“You mind, professor,” she said tentatively, and then in a whisper, “If I get the door.” 

“Of course,” he whispered back, smiling. “And you can call me anything you want if you’re 
being nice.” 

She looked out into the office which was empty except for a secretary typing. She had 
headphones on but the music was loud enough she could hear it from the doorway. 

She closed the door, locked it, and then sat down. 

“I have the letter here,” she said. “It has been over a month.” 

“I’ve read it,” he said. “It’s fine for someone who had been more, you know, cooperative with 
me.” 

“Yes, I know what you mean,” she said leaning toward him. “Would it help if I, you know, 
cooperated later tonight after drinks, Steve?” 

“Now, finally,” he said, “You’re acting like a true scholar.” 

“Maybe if I came over there I could cooperate right now,” she said. 



She reached into her bag and put the letter and pen on the desk. And she walked around 
toward him. He was smiling. She moved as slowly as she could. He leaned back in his chair. 

If he wasn’t wearing that fucking smile, she might have changed her mind. 

Then she lunged at him, grabbing him by the lapels of his jacket. She lifted him out of the chair 
and held him so their faces were close and he was on the balls of his feet. 

“Listen, you sick motherfucker,” she hissed at him. “I’m not leaving without that letter and your 
signature — I swear to God, I’ll kill you.” 

She threw him hard back into the chair. He almost fell backward but steadied himself. 

“If you’re looking for another victim,” she said, “You’ve got the wrong Sarah Connor.” 

“What?” he said, startled. 

By now she’d walked around the desk and she pushed the paper and pen toward him. 

“Sign it,” she said, “And nobody ever has to know this happened.” 

The man was shocked. And he was afraid. He looked at the letter and saw his name at the 
bottom. He clenched his jaw and looked up at her staring at him. 

“Fuck you,” he said under his breath and took the pen and signed. He shoved it back toward 
her. 

She smiled. 

“Thank you, Steve,” she said, drawing his name out like it had three e’s between the t and 
v.  “It’s always nice working with you.” 

She took the paper and pushed the pen back toward him. 

“Keep it,” she said. “It’s a souvenir.” 

As she opened the door, she turned around and held her finger to her lips. 

“Remember,” she said, “Shhh. This is our little secret.” 

She walked to her car, got into the driver’s seat, threw her bag on the passenger side, and 
looked around. 

When the coast was clear, she sobbed. She cried for what seemed like forever, quietly and 
deeply. Then her phone rang. 



She looked at it, took a breath, and picked it up. 

“Hello,” she said flatly. 

The voice was familiar. 

“Hey, how’d it go?” 

“Oh, it was fine,” she said. “He signed it.” 

“Congratulations, honey,” he said. “Did he give you any shit?” 

“No, of course not.” 

There was a pause. 

“It was like taking candy from a baby.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Zora 

Her dissertation committee was waiting for her, two men, sitting at a table with the chair, a 
woman, sitting in the middle. There was a podium and water in a pitcher with a glass on a shelf 
below. When they said they were ready she came in. Her hand was in her pocket where it 
gripped a clear film canister filled with dirt. 

She walked across the floor to the podium, a bag over her shoulder, the canister in her right 
and her left hand across her abdomen, swelled by pregnancy. She set the bag down and once 
she reached the podium, then she removed her hand with the canister from her pocket. 

“Thank you for being here,” the chair said. “Take your time getting set up.” 

“Thank you,” she said. “It’ll just be a minute.” 

She took the canister and emptied it into the glass and poured water into it. It roiled like a dust 
storm in the glass. She lifted the glass to her lips and took a long drink. Then she filled the glass 
again and drank it the same way until all the water and sand were gone. 

“I’m ready,” she said with a smile. 

“You may begin with a general introduction,” said the chair. The members of the committee 
each wore glasses and they peered over them without irony. 

“Ships at a distance have every man’s wish on board.” she began, quoting the opening of Zora 
Neale Hurston’s Their Eyes Were Watching God. 

“For some they come in with the tide,” she went on but paused. 

Now she went on at length. 

“For others they sail forever on the horizon, never out of sight, never landing until the Watcher 
turns his eyes away in resignation, his dreams mocked to death by Time. That is the life of men.” 

She stopped for a second or two. Then she read on from the book. 

“Now, women forget all those things they don’t want to remember, and remember everything 
they don’t want to forget. The dream is the truth. Then they act and do things accordingly.” 

“These words are the opening to, “Their Eyes Were Watching God,” she said. “The odyssey of a 
young black woman early in this century, in Florida, on the adventure of traveling from girlhood 
to womanhood, from being a victim to being in charge.” 

She turned the page of her handwritten notes. 



“Arma virumque cano,” she said. “Of arms and the man I sing.” 

“Musa, mihi causa memora,” she read. 

“The Aeneid’s opening is simple but opens the story of a man, blown about the Mediterranean 
at the whims of a woman, a goddess and the very story itself is conjured up by the muse, a 
woman, musa, who guides Virgil’s hand in the telling of the origin of a new empire.” 

“This following passage is from Cabeza de Vaca, presenting his adventure in unexplored 
America, to the King of Spain in his Relacion.” 

“Solo puedo prestar este servicio: para llevar a Su Majestad un recuento de lo que aprendí y vi 
en los diez años que vagé perdido y desnudo por muchas y muy extrañas tierras, señalando la 
ubicación de las tierras y provincias y las distancias entre ellas como así como el sustento y los 
animales producidos en cada uno, y las diversas costumbres de los muchos y muy bárbaros 
pueblos con los que entré en contacto y viví, y todos los demás detalles que pude observar y 
conocer, para que Su Majestad sea servida en de alguna manera por esto.” 

She turned the page again. The men had their arms folded. The chair, her advisor had a slight 
smile on her face. 

“He goes on,” she said, reading from her notes. “For although I always had very little hope of 
escaping from them, I always took great care and diligence to remember the particulars of 
everything, so that if at some time God our Lord wished to bring me to the place where I now 
am, I could give witness to my will and desire to serve Your Majesty.’” 

“De Vaca tells his story of his trip from Florida to Texas and beyond,” she said. “Perhaps he is 
the first anthropologist. He survives because he is observant. He learns the subtlety of body 
language, of action and inaction. He ends up and is forced to have, even as a colonist, through 
his new status as a victim of the unknown and harsh world he sailed into with the intention of 
subduing it, compassion and understanding.” 

The room was silent. She stopped. She looked at the committee. Her advisor was leaning 
forward. The men were moving around in their wooden chairs. She felt a kick. And another. And 
another. She smiled to herself and turned the page of her notes. 

She felt nauseous. This really was like the audition scene in Flashdance, she thought. She was 
dancing for her life like the movie she loved as a kid. But it wouldn’t be like that. She was a 
mess. Would the needle come off the record? This wasn’t ready. She wasn’t ready. “What a 
feeling!” Yeah, what a feeling. 

“As for De Vaca,” she said stiffening herself, “We pay attention — I pay attention — to 
Estebanico, the black man who is among the four survivors in De Vaca’s party that explore and 
engage the American continent.” 



“Janie, Aeneas, and Estebanico,” she said, pausing again. “I can go on all morning about their 
similarities. About the common and uncommon geographies they faced, literally and 
figuratively.” 

“My work will be on the themes of adventure, water, and soil through these characters as 
reference points for an obscure myth that Estebanico is the so called ‘Black Christ’ of the 
Americas.” 

“How did an image of a black Christ, on a cross, find its way from Guatemala to a grave in 
Chimayo, New Mexico? How did I find myself, a girl from Kansas, at the same place?” 

“In everything I’ve done, I’ve endeavored to learn more about local stories and myths. And 
everywhere I looked in seeking connections, I found men and women trying to resolve the deep 
dissonance between masculine and feminine, between sea and land, and between love and 
isolation.” 

“We’ll never know the true origins of the Christ figure revered in Guatemala and New Mexico,” 
she said. “What I can say is that to know culture in the Southwest United States, one must 
know the story of the hero and the sea; rain and dust; one must know running away; one must 
know mystery; one must know the difference between soil and dirt; and one must be willing to 
give stories the same weight as experience and data, even when the story doesn’t make any 
sense.” 

She stopped. She felt a though she herself had just made no sense. Was she just a story teller? 
She reached into her bag and found a tape recorder. She pressed play. The voice was an old 
lady, an old lady she’d known since her first trip to New Mexico, the lady that told her about 
the dirt. The recording echoed but was clear. 

“Su nombre era Estabanico. Él vino mucho antes que el hombre de Guatemala. Hizo milagros 
aquí. Hubo muchas curaciones” 

She heard herself asking a question. 

“Quien era él” 

“Él vino de al otro lado del mar. La gente aquí pensaba que él era Dios o Jesús. Así que hicieron 
una figura de cristo que se parecía a él.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 



Rudy 
 
Maybe when I answered, yes 
Maybe I became a bore 
Maybe if I loved you less 
Maybe you would love me more 
Maybe it's because I've kissed you too much 
Maybe that is why my kiss means so little 
 
Maybe it’s Because I Love You Too Much  
Rudy Vallee  

She was asleep on her back. A deep sleep.  

He was awake. He couldn’t sleep anymore. She always slept better than he did. And he wasn’t 
just awake, he was watching her enlarged belly, pregnant stomach, rising and falling. He was 
staring really. He was wondering how he’d be a father. How?  

“What are you doing?” she said groggily.  

“I’m watching the baby,” he said.  

“What the fuck,” she said. “Stop that. It’s weird.” She rolled over.  

“No, it’s not,” he said spooning her and putting his hand on her belly.  

“Don’t worry about it so much,” she said. “Go back to sleep.”  

“I’m a worrier,” he said. “I’ll worry for all of us.” 

“I’m going to get up and make some coffee,” he whispered in her ear and tickled her.  

“Stop it,” she laughed. “Make coffee and I’ll wake up.”  

In the kitchen he ground beans and boiled water. He watched it roiling in the pan. Then he 
poured it into the pitcher.  

“I had so many dreams last night,” she said standing in the doorway. She walked to the table in 
the small kitchen and sat down.  

“About your dissertation?” he asked as he put the lid and the press on the pitcher.  

“Well, yeah,” she said. “And those fuckers on the committee.” 

“Well, you’re making it harder on yourself,” he said.  



“And you’re starting in on me about it first thing?” 

“Well, fuck, honey just do scholarship,” he said pushing the plunger down. “Save the world 
when you get the degree.” 

“Look, you’re the one who walked away,” she said. “You didn’t defend your shit.” 

“Yes,” he said putting the pitcher on the table and leaning toward her, “You are better than me 
and I admire you.” He kissed her on the forehead.  

“God, you’re so patronizing,” she said. “How is what I’m doing different. You get it.” 

“Yes, we’re both pragmatists,” he said sitting down with two cups. “But this Estabanicio thing is 
just trying to rewrite history.” 

“But that’s the point,” she said. “My whole point is there is lots of language that he and De Vaca 
were in New Mexico. That’s what the stories hallow.” 

“I get it,” he said. “But trying to write our family into those stories, or those stories into our 
family? That’s a stretch” 

He poured coffee into the cups.  

“Listen,” he said. “We disagree about what happens once we discover we have a will here.” 

“You’re as much of a nihilist as you say I am,” she said.   

“I’m not a nihilist,” he said closing his eyes, “I’m pragmatic. We don’t have to know where all 
this came from, we’ve got to make the best of it.” 

“What good is having a will if we don’t use it?” she asked.  

“You’re so odd,” you sound like John Wesley, “I think all this was predestined, we’re what 
Epictetus advises us to be, the best player of whatever role He,” he rolled his eyes upward, 
“assigned us.”   

“Right,” she said, “And that’s what I’m doing, making the best of it. I’m just, you know, fixing 
the script.” 

“All I’m saying is play along a little longer,” he said. “I think you’ve opened up a lot of new stuff, 
important stuff.” 

“Tell me again how what I’m saying is different from what got you in trouble,” she urged. “That 
religion comes from a common experience, whether that experience is internal or external.” 



“Yes,” he said. “The similarity of the language, the shared ritual, the agreement over time 
makes the source irrelevant. If someone just made it up or had some supernatural experience 
— who cares — we have it, shared tradition that works.” 

“So, I’m just the one making it up,” she said. “With some help.” 

He stared at her as she sipped the coffee.  

“Caffeine is bad for the baby,” he said. “And I love you.” 

“No, it’s not,” she said. “And maybe I love you too.”   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Why Not Me? 
 
Why not me on a rainy day? 
Why not me to love your cares away? 
Why not me? 
Why not me when the nights get cold? 
Why not me when you're growin' old? 
Why not me? 
 
Why Not Me?  
The Judds 

The black SUV turned off of route 76 into the drive way, and it kicked up a cloud of dust into the 
morning air. Voices on the radio babbled.  

“I can touch my face, I’m already sick. It’s amazing what they’re doing for us. Can you imagine 
not being able to say goodbye to a loved one? Oof! Think about it, and then think about what 
you can do to help make something like that less likely to happen.” 

“Jesus,” he said, steering toward the boarded-up house at the end of the drive. “Change it.” 

The front seat passenger let out a sigh, looked at him, and changed the station. 

“The congressman said he was not running for reelection to spend more time with family but 
most people think he dropped out because President Trump…” 

“Change it,” they both said in unison. 

New voices argued.  

“Aren’t you concerned about people going to in-person voting?” asked one.  

“I don’t know. Why didn’t he do it before? He’s doing it right before the election,” came the 
answer from a familiar voice.  

“But, do you think every …” pressed the other.  

“Excuse me. Why didn’t he do this two weeks ago? All of a sudden, excuse me. All of a sudden, 
an election which is taking place very soon, gets delayed now. I just endorsed him today and,” 
and the voice stopped as he parked and turned the key.  

“We’re here,” he said.  

“That’s where we’re supposed to stay?” a young voice asked from the back seat.  



“That’s it, sweetie,” said the front seat passenger. “We’ll fix it up! It’ll be fun.”  

“Fun?” asked the other back seat passenger. “Fun wasn’t the word I was thinking of,” she said.  

“Hey everyone knew ahead of time this was going to be a mixed bag, OK,” he said looking in the 
rear-view mirror at his daughter. Then he looked to his passenger, the love of his life, on the 
right, they made eye contact, he squeezed her hand. She smiled a bit.  

“Let’s get out and check it out, Grandpa,” she said opening the door.  

The young boy ran toward the adobe building, met by her mother who jumped out of the back 
seat, chasing him down.  

“Let’s be careful, snakes!” she said.  

“Snakes?” the boy asked. “That would be cool!” 

They stood watching their daughter and grandchild. He put his arm around her.  

“Lots of memories,” he said.  

“For sure,” she said. “How did we not know? After that summer I couldn’t forget this place.” 

“Kids are self-absorbed,” he said. “I never would have wanted to come back here when we first 
met. This is not where I saw us ending up, back here. It was the last place on earth….” he 
stopped.  

She laughed.  

“Maybe if there was a zombie apocalypse,” she said. “Maybe when the world was ending. Or a 
pandemic quarantine.” 

“Yeah, there’s a lot of things I never would have thought would have happened,” he said 
watching the young boy trying to peek inside the house.  

He turned to her.  

“I’m sorry it took this to bring us together,” he said earnestly. “We should have all been 
together a long time ago. We could have made it work anyway.” 

“You’re ridiculous,” she said. “Fucking, ridiculous. Getting all sentimental about this. You didn’t 
want to ‘be together,’” saying the last two words in a gently mocking tone.  

“Jesus,” he sighed, shaking his head and looking down.  



“You, and, well, me, too,” she continued in a softer tone. “We had shit to do, right. If you think 
about it every thing between us has been a disaster anyway. Except them,” she said glancing 
toward the house, their daughter and grandson.   

“Anytime I’m the least bit ‘sentimental’” he matches her mocking tone, “you have to step on it, 
grind it out, don’t you?” 

“C’mon,” she said. “It’s a put on. You’re not sentimental except about yourself.” 

“Fuck off,” he said in even tone. “This is gonna be the longest fucking month of my life dealing 
with you.”  

She laughed. 

“Month?” she said. “This whole pandemic thing is going to last a lot longer than a month.” 

She remembered the first time she heard cicadas. She closed her eyes and breathed in. She 
took his hand, and looked up at him.  

“At last,” she started, “my love has come along.” 

“My lonely days are over and life is like a song,” he answered.  

“At last, the skies above are blue,” she sang.  

“My heart was wrapped up clover the night I looked at you,” he said. “I found a dream that I 
could speak to, a dream that I can call my own.” 

“Is that a tear?” she whispered, their faces closer together.  

“Fuck you,” he whispered back. They embraced and kissed.  

“Hey you guys,” said a voice that broke the moment. “You think you could peel yourselves off 
each other for a minute?” 

They looked over, and it was sinking in. There was a lot of work to do 

“The kid needs to eat, and we’ve got to get these fucking boards off these windows,” she said. 

 
 
 
 
 



Denouement  

The scene is a cafe and bar. There is a table front and center. A woman, with dark reddish hair 
piled on her head sits, stirring a drink. Around her are other tables. Televisions are playing the 
evening news. People come and go, some in costume since it is Halloween. The bartender serves 
drinks in the background.  

George Bush on the television: “Anytime an American citizen is held against his or her will of 
course a President is concerned.” 

Bartender: I love that. I love Spock. I love Star Wars! Kidding. Kidding. C’mon! 

Customer: Funny. Just a Cape Cod and a Budweiser please.  

George Bush on the television: “and that gets through to Saddam Hussein. Clearly, he sees that 
his continued isolation, clearly he feels the condemnation of the entire world of this kind of 
inhumane activity…” 

A man walks in and looks around. He sees her and quickly walks toward her. He stops like he’s 
going to hug or kiss her but stops. Then sits down.  

Man: Hey, sorry I’m a little late… 

Woman: You’re late. Size doesn’t matter for once.  

Man: Jesus. C’mon. Start in on me like that.  

There’s a pause.  

Man: How about a refill? What is it?  

Woman: Double vodka, straight.  

Man: Hold on. Should you be….? 

Woman: Are you an idiot? Water. More water. Sure. 

The man shakes his head and goes to the bar. He returns with a can and a glass of water. 
There’s a silence.  

Man: It’s Halloween. What are you?  

Woman: I’m pregnant, motherfucker.  



Man (shaking head): Look, I’m here, for fuck’s sake. (Leaning forward). What do you want from 
me? How do I know you’re pregnant?  

She throws the water in her first glass in his face.  He makes the sign of the cross.  

Woman: I’d kill you but it’s not satisfying enough just to do it once.  

Man: Let’s start over.  

He reaches his hands across the table.  

Woman: I don’t even know you. I know I hate you, but that’s it.  

Man: Jesus, let’s deal with this. Let’s figure out what we’re gonna do here.  

Woman: We? You mean me and the person growing inside me? You can’t mean me and you?  

He puts his hands up and sighs, takes off his glasses, and uses his shirt to dab his face dry. Then 
he dries his glasses. He looks up through them in the light.  

Man: What do you want to do? What do you want me to do?  

Woman: I’m having her?  

Man: Her? Her? Ok. Ok. Ok. Yes. I support that. Yes. Me too. That’s what I want. Yes. Yes.  

He’s agitated. But he calms down. They look at each other.  

Man: I mean, it’s your body. And I don’t mean that like that. I mean — fuck.  Goddamnit. I 
respect you. But I’m part of this.  

She lets him twist for a while.  

Woman: Tell me who you are. Where did you come from?  

Man: I’m from New Mexico… 

She sits up straight in her chair.  

Man: …Albuquerque. That’s where I’m from. And I went ..: 

Woman: Stop. Stop. You talked about growing up in the southwest but New Mexico? 

Man: Yes. Is that a problem? Are you into UFOs or something?  



Woman: Fuck you! I spent a summer there.  

Man: Yeah? When? You’re from one of those square states, right.  

She moves for the second glass of water. He looks at the glass, then her. She smiles.  

Woman: God, I hate you. Kansas. I’m from Kansas. But I have family — my family is from New 
Mexico.  

Man: Goddam! Really. Jesus Christ. Like where? That’s weird? You’re not Hispanic are you? 

Woman: My family is from Chimayo.  

He stops. He pulls the can from the table and toward him. But he’s stunned.  

Man: Cmon! Are you fucking around with me? Cut it out! That’s a small fucking town. Everyone 
is related there.  

Woman: What’s your point?  

Man: My mom is from Chimayo. My dad is from Española. That’s too weird to be real.  

Woman: My mom was from Chimayo. I never knew her. My dad took me away, after she died, 
and remarried. I thought my mom was his new wife.  

Man: What was your mom’s name?  

Woman: Florence. 

Man: Can we just stop for a minute?  

He takes a big drink from the can. He puts it down.  

Man: Are you, well, fucking with me? Because I feel like I’m hallucinating. That’s my aunt’s 
name. My mom’s sister who died in the early 70s. That’s her name, too.  

They both stop. The needle has come off the record. There is a sound of cicadas. 

Reporter on the television: “But what about the diplomats are you going to keep them there 
now that the United Nations has given you a...” 

George Bush on the television: “Well, I think we have to look at that.” 

Woman: I’m scanning the fucking family tree right now… 



Man: Fuck. Me too.  

They’re both quiet. Their minds are moving.  

Man: My grandma’s house is adobe. It’s off the highway.  

Woman: I know it. There’s an apple tree.  

Man: You remember her?  

Woman: I know that place. I know her. 

Man: I believe you. But that means… 

Woman: Yeah. If our Mom’s were sisters…are sisters. 

A big group of partiers in costumes bursts into the bar. The couple is sitting, staring down at the 
table. The party orders drinks.  

Woman:  We’re fucking cousins.  

They make eye contact. A voice over begins.  

Woman’s voice with a New Mexico accent: “They told her that the lady that he married was her 
mom. But she wasn’t. And so she didn’t know until she later that Florence was her mom.” 

Man’s voice with a New Mexico accent: “You have so many cousins. More than my fingers can 
count — even my toes. (Laughter)” 

Man: Jesus. What do…can I say “we” now?  

Woman: Yeah. You can say “we.”  We’re as fucking “we” as it gets.  

They laugh. They reach across the table and hold hands.  

Man: We went too fast. I mean, I fell in love with you before I knew who you were. Now what?  

Woman: Do we, do we live this life?  

Man: If we do, it’s going to make one hell of an interesting story.  

Woman: True. Now all I have to do is find someone to write it.  


