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CHAPTER	I
Come	along	hurry	along.

His	short	fattish	legs	rubbed	against	each	other	in	the	heat,	slowing	down	he	bounced
his	ball,	placing	his	shadow	under	 those	of	 the	 leaves	of	 the	 trees,	hiding	it	 in	 the	black
shapes	of	the	buildings.	His	mother	hurried	on,	he	stopped	altogether.	There	was	an	apple
on	the	sidewalk	split	open	in	the	sun	rotten	on	the	inside,	the	flesh	was	brown	under	the
crinkling	skin,	liquid	and	ready	to	flow.	Stepping	up	he	kicked	the	sagging	form	to	hit	the
wall	and	run	down	wetting	the	burning	stone.	The	seeds	appeared,	pinned	to	the	cement
surface	by	the	sun,	stuck	in	the	glue	of	the	stuff	of	the	apple,	turning	already	as	it	lost	its
water	into	a	hard	fibrous	tissue.	His	foot	lightly	touched	the	wet	bottoms	of	the	other	paper
bags	to	disengage	their	fillings.	The	ripe	apples	fell	to	the	pavement	cracked	on	the	impact
and	broken	open	to	the	sun	melted	into	soft	and	pliable	shapes.

The	heat	was	too	great.	She	should	have	left	him	at	home	sitting	on	a	chair	with	his
knees	up	knocking	at	the	flies	that	dropped	to	the	floor,	their	wings	shrunken	and	useless.
Mutated	in	the	high	temperatures	and	forced	to	walk	they	fed	on	the	moisture	that	clung	to
the	 walls,	 vegetables	 and	 fruits.	 The	 mosquitoes	 came	 through	 the	 screens	 crawling
through	the	squares	that	had	been	widened	by	a	pencil	pushed	in	and	turned	until	the	wire
cut	 into	 the	 soft	 wood	 and	made	 an	 indented	 ring.	 Their	 shadows	 larger	 than	 life	 size
appeared	on	the	ceilings	and	walls,	the	high	whine	swelled,	his	ear	usually	silent	and	small
grew	and	dwarfed	his	head.	He	brought	them	out	of	the	tube	with	his	finger,	dwindling	in
the	light.

Behind	his	head	a	fan	pushed	a	current	of	air	down	the	back	of	his	neck	stiffening	the
damp	shirt	with	cold.	Drops	of	moisture	covered	the	glass	on	the	table	wetting	the	inside
of	 his	 hand,	 he	 went	 outside	 the	 window	 onto	 the	 lawn	 rolling	 on	 the	 grass	 under	 the
swing	collecting	 the	 ticks	marked	up	 like	 small	 seeds.	Taking	hold	 they	blackened	with
blood	throbbing	on	his	skin	bursting	finally	with	the	pressure	and	heat.	Walking	in	through
the	door	he	rubbed	 the	sores	picked	up	a	peach	bit	 through	 it	 filling	his	mouth	with	 the
soft	 pink	 fur.	At	 the	 piano	 he	 played	 pressing	 the	 notes	 down	with	 his	 careful	 touch,	 a
steady	monotonous	 rhythm.	The	 dog	 got	 up	 and	 left	 the	 room	pushing	 open	 the	 screen
door	running	out	onto	the	grass	rolling	over	thrown	onto	his	feet	ran	along	the	fence	and
went	through	a	hole.	The	piano	stopped,	the	dog	barked	down	the	street,	the	maid	came	in
the	room	and	swept	the	floor.	In	front	of	the	window,	he	forced	his	eye	against	the	screen.

Outside	no	one	was	 there.	The	 lawn	was	black	with	pools	of	water	 evaporating	and
disappearing	from	one	spot	to	another.	The	sky	was	hazy	whitish	and	low	down.	Over	the
fence	the	fields	extended	just	to	the	horizon,	the	trees	lining	their	borders	never	converged.
When	they	walked	through	the	grass	towards	the	end	their	legs	tired	as	the	edge	receded
and	they	stopped	to	spread	out	the	picnic	lying	on	the	ground	to	while	away	the	time.	The
grass	was	flattened	down,	 the	ants	carried	away	the	crumbs	and	 they	 threw	out	 the	fruit
pits	to	come	up	once	they	had	gone.	Pigeon	flocks	flew	under	the	dark	clouds	turning	and
turning	with	no	sound,	the	rain	never	came,	in	the	late	afternoons	of	the	other	summers,
they	would	come	in	from	the	fields	and	enter	the	front	door	as	the	first	drops	began	to	fall.

He	swung	on	 the	garden	gate	back	and	forth	 in	 the	sultry	afternoons	 listening	 to	 the



squeak,	 shifting	 his	 weight	 for	 the	 maximum	 sound	 to	 offset	 the	 noise	 of	 the	 insects
rasping	 in	 the	 heat.	 He	 swung	 in	 the	 afternoon	 breeze	 squinting	 his	 eyes	 blurring	 the
landscape	that	turned	before	him.	The	long	narrow	slit	opened	out	on	the	clouds	torn	and
ripped	by	the	violent	gusts,	the	black	holes	let	in	the	wind	and	the	cold	drafts	picked	off
the	moisture	 icing	 him	 up	 inside.	His	words	 came	 coughing	 up	 the	 throat	 rolled	 in	 the
mouth	 thrown	 off	 the	 palate	 they	 somersaulted	 out	with	 ease,	 trailed	with	 strings	 to	 be
pulled	in	again	if	he	felt	the	need.	A	collapsible	ship	launched	on	the	sea,	blown	up	with
air	floated	easily	on	the	heavy	swell	never	drowned.

The	sailboat	started	out	across	a	cement	pond	catching	the	gusts	of	wind	and	heeling
over	pointing	up	into	the	wind,	luffing	and	falling	off	again,	he	leaned	over	with	his	stick
and	sent	 it	around	to	go	back	in	 the	other	direction,	balanced	on	the	gate	and	sent	out	a
bubble	 without	 a	 string.	 It	 drifted	 in	 the	 wind,	 the	 colored	 liquid	 turning	 around	 and
around,	a	stronger	breath	of	wind	came	and	carried	it	away.	He	wrinkled	his	forehead	and
sharpened	his	eye	as	 it	disappeared	 from	his	 sight	blowing	out	 towards	 the	 fields	 into	a
void	 where	 it	 could	 expand	 to	 a	 size	 unseen,	 stretched	 out	 into	 an	 infinite	 number	 of
shapes,	where	his	words	echoed	and	the	light	turned	back	on	itself	and	started	again.

The	maid	moved	up	behind	flicking	her	dust	cloth.	Out	she	said,	turning	her	back	to
his	sudden	stare	and	she	emptied	an	ashtray	tapping	it	into	the	fireplace.

His	fingers	stuck	between	the	piano	keys,	expanded	in	the	dampness.	She	had	placed	a
tulip	in	a	vase,	the	long	stem	whirled	around	the	glass	came	to	a	stop,	the	bell	opened	out
toward	the	boy.	He	looked	down	into	its	red	cup	with	the	yellow	splotch	at	the	end,	at	the
yellow	projections	which	 extended	 toward	 him.	Taking	 both	 hands	 he	 peeled	 the	 petals
back	turning	them	down	against	the	long	green	succulent	stem,	bent	his	face	close	in,	bit
off	the	yellow	stalks,	rose	up	and	left.

The	 buildings	 down	 the	 street	 hung	 from	 their	 roofs	 in	 the	 heat,	 little	 boys	 played
endless	 games	which	 they	 never	 scored,	which	 never	 ended.	 The	 heat	 stayed	 on	 in	 the
evening,	 they	continued	 to	play	until	 the	ball	 faded	 in	 the	 light,	 rolled	along	 the	ground
unnoticed,	disappeared	into	the	shadow	of	the	fence	or	into	the	darkened	sky.	Their	cries
in	 the	 end	 lost	 their	 force	vanishing	over	 the	wall,	 they	 sat	with	 their	 backs	 against	 the
bench,	their	feet	stretched	out	before	them	breathing	deeply	tapping	the	bats	on	the	toes	of
their	shoes.	The	sand	blew	whirling	up	behind	the	bases,	the	moon	that	rose	up	between
the	buildings	was	fat,	orange	and	quiet.

Play	ball?

Sometime.

The	other	heads	turned	his	way	down	the	bench,	the	ferrets	came	out	of	their	holes	to
look	 at	 the	 prey	 running	 close	 its	white	 paws	 flashing	 in	 the	 failing	 light.	His	 dog	 ran
along	 the	 road	his	 tongue	out	 dripping	 swinging	 at	 the	 end	 flicking	off	 drops	 of	 sweat,
boiling	 up	 and	 rising	 high	 cutting,	 through	 the	 flower	 beds.	 Their	muscles	were	 tensed
strung	up	tight.

Try	us	sometime	kid.

Forget	it.

They	 settled	back	down	 to	wait.	The	moon	 rose	higher,	 after	 a	 time	 they	picked	up



their	belongings	and	went	along	the	street	dancing	in	the	dust,	around,	twisted	into	small
knots	breaking	out	running	hard,	their	masks	stuck	close	to	the	face.	He	saw	on	the	ground
the	blinding	snow	fake	a	cheery	robin,	in	the	blue	sky	over	his	head	a	crow	had	stooped	to
kill.	The	 lonely	person	following	held	 the	mask	above	 the	head,	his	own	face	shone	out
clear	 and	 bright.	 The	 actors	 in	 their	 dressing	 rooms	 had	 washed	 off	 the	 paint.	 He
sharpened	his	scissors	to	cut	out	paper	figures	that	posed	and	postured	in	the	mirror	and
from	the	windows	of	the	paper	houses	came	the	sound	of	shots,	a	bright	eye	gleamed	and
kicked	up	the	dust.

Turn	around	and	run	baby.

Gun	 fire	 at	 the	 slightest	 provocation,	 he	 heard	 the	 voice	 and	 took	 his	 time	walking
home	whistling	for	his	dog	waving	his	hands	up	towards	the	sky.

As	 he	 sat	 down	 on	 his	 bed	 his	 mother	 came	 in,	 at	 the	 mirror	 put	 on	 her	 lipstick.
Turning	around	she	picked	a	shirt	off	a	chair	and	hung	it	in	his	closet.

Are	you	ready?	She	paused	at	the	door	to	look	at	his	hot	face	and	speak	about	the	dog.

He’s	around.

He	waited	until	she	had	reached	the	bottom	of	the	stairs	before	going	to	wash	his	red
face.	Out	 the	window	the	 field	was	still	pink	from	the	afterglow.	The	moon	was	hidden
behind	the	house	but	the	dog	on	the	lawn	had	a	bone	gnawing	it	under	his	paws.	The	boy
tapped	on	the	window,	it	raised	its	head	looked	back	over	his	shoulder,	picking	the	bone
up.

Happy?

Of	course.

She	took	a	breath,	a	deep	audible	one.

Inhale	deeply.	It’s	good	for	you.

He	breathed	sucking	in	all	the	night	flowers,	the	leaves,	small	gnats,	the	slugs	crawling
on	the	damp	earth,	 the	 turning	smells	of	 rotting	 leaves	and	blew	them	in	her	face.	They
slid	past	and	disappeared	behind.	Her	face	shone	out	as	before.

Let’s	be	silent	and	listen.	One	hears	such	interesting	things	at	night.

The	wind	rustled	the	tops	of	the	trees	and	the	dog	lay	down	beside	them	quiet.

I	thought	we	would	hear	the	owl,	we	heard	it	the	last	time.

Hiding	 in	 the	 silence,	 losing	 its	 shadow	 in	 the	 dark,	moving	 from	branch	 to	 branch
clearing	its	throat,	it	cleaned	its	feathers	and	waited.	The	bright	eyes	turned	and	watched
to	see	the	other	animals	of	the	night.	The	cold	airs	rose	up	from	the	forest	floor,	chilling
the	bases	of	the	trees,	cooling	the	thick	moss.	A	large	moth	rested	and	fanned	its	wings,
the	soft	edges	bent	and	wrinkled.

The	light	had	gone	on	and	come	up	in	the	palace	streamed	out	the	windows	lighting	up
the	foliage.	They	got	up	as	she	led	the	way	and	walked	in	the	tall	grass.

Close	to	the	house,	they	peered	in	the	darkness	squeezing	past	the	bushes	that	sat	low
along	 the	side,	 looking	 in	at	 the	bright	 lights,	 the	couples	on	 the	other	side	of	 the	glass.



The	clock	was	sounding	every	quarter.	From	the	hall	a	broad	stairway	led	up	to	the	second
story,	the	dark	corridors	gave	off	the	numerous	bedrooms.

She	went	from	one	window	to	another.	I	can’t	see	very	well.

You’re	making	too	much	noise.

Mrs	Sterne	smiled	over	her	shoulder,	passed	by	a	laurel	bush	uttering	little	cries	as	her
stockings	ran	and	pushed	up	to	the	window.

Pitter	patter,	little	feet	ran	along	the	carpeted	corridor	looking	in	all	the	keyholes	and
listening	at	the	doors.	Busy	busy	carrying	step	ladders	here	and	there,	up	and	down.

And	if	surprised?

Oh,	I’m	just	pruning	roses,	sir.	They	do	look	too	long.	Won’t	you	steady	the	ladder	and
hand	me	the	shears?	There	by	your	feet.

The	 master	 is	 in	 his	 bedroom,	 the	 cook	 has	 gone	 outdoors	 and	 I	 am	 just	 for	 the
moment	the	daughter	in	this	house.	Stop	and	talk	awhile,	hold	my	feet	there	by	your	hand,
the	rung	is	more	slippery	than	I	thought.	There	don’t	you	think	that’s	nice	and	perhaps	we
should	take	off	this	branch	too.

Oh	dear,	I	suppose	I	should	have	worn	gloves.

The	blood	dripped	from	her	finger.

Those	thorns	are	sharp.

She	put	it	out	to	be	licked.	He	took	her	hand	and	holding	it	up	to	his	face,	pulled	out
the	thorn.

Aren’t	you	gentle	and	kind.	Nature	can	be	so	cruel,	but	then	these	roses	are	such	pretty
ones.

She	laughed	gaily	and	taking	the	ruffles	of	her	white	dress	in	her	hand	she	waved	them
around	leaned	into	the	rose	bush	and	smelled	a	certain	flower.

But	the	light	began	to	fade,	the	moon	was	shrinking	up,	the	clouds	condensed	around
it,	obscuring	the	surface	blowing	along	tapering	into	thin	points	as	 they	dissolved	in	 the
sky.	The	little	breezes	had	stopped,	the	landscape	was	cool,	the	night	noises	had	ceased.

It’s	been	such	a	pretty	night,	she	said	and	wrapped	her	fur	close	around	her	tickling	her
cheek	with	its	long	hairs,	folding	it	under	her	chin.

The	others	walked	behind,	carrying	the	baskets,	their	heads	lowered	following	in	her
path,	 watching	 her	 heels	 and	 the	 shredded	 stockings	 that	 hung	 around	 her	 shoes.	 They
swayed	 with	 the	 grass,	 disturbed	 by	 her	 motion	 snapping	 back	 and	 forth	 swept	 in	 her
wake.

In	his	room,	where	the	moon	had	set	and	the	window	was	dark,	the	boy	rowed	in	the
sky	taking	long	strokes,	leaning	down	to	look	in	the	water	putting	a	finger	out	to	test	the
temperature,	to	feel	the	texture	and	he	tumbled	after.	The	surface	closed	over	his	head,	the
cold	precipitated	under	his	skin.	The	owl	outside	opened	up	his	beak	and	cried	out	in	the
darkness.





CHAPTER	II
Dahlias,	for	the	living	room.

Yes,	Ma’am.

Mrs	Sterne	held	up	the	flowers	in	her	hand	wrapped	in	a	transparent	paper,	untied	the
red	string	and	took	up	a	pair	of	toothed	scissors	to	cut	them	to	the	proper	length.	The	thick
stems	fell	 into	 the	sink	banging	on	 the	metal	surface,	splashing	 in	 the	 left	over	pools	of
water.	She	filled	a	vase	and	where	the	large	bubbles	writhed	at	the	bottom	put	a	green	wire
mesh	 to	 hold	 the	 ends.	The	 vase	 reached	 the	 rim	of	 the	 sink	 slipped	 in	 her	 fingers	 and
exploded	in	the	trough.	Turning	drops	of	water	spun	out	along	with	the	glass.

That’s	how	it	is.

The	woman	behind	rocked	up	sucking	in	the	sound.	Her	tongue	released	from	the	back
licked	at	the	succulent	fruits,	the	sweet	words	left	uncovered	on	the	sideboard,	creeping	in
the	 sudden	 silence	 to	 the	 corner	 she	 listened	 at	 a	 crack	 and	 dusted	 in	 the	 drawer.	 The
afternoon	in	the	garden	she	chewed	on	the	grass,	the	hairs	from	the	roots	grew	back	on	her
hands	 to	 feel	 in	 the	dark.	The	 fickle	hearts	came	 in	her	 spare	 time,	 they	opened	up	and
something	new	was	sewed	in,	written	on	the	flapping	valve	she	found	another	name	and	at
the	 end	 of	 the	 day	walked	down	 the	 road	 swinging	 her	 arms,	 bulky	 soul,	 to	 talk	 in	 the
kitchen	next	door.

There	was	her	face	in	the	morning,	again	at	night,	and	he	was	in	the	house	or	walking
on	 the	 street.	Her	merry	 smile	would	 find	 the	way,	 the	 flowers	 bloomed	 and	 a	wrinkle
disappeared.	Humming	 a	 tune	 at	 breakfast	 she	 kissed	 her	 husband	 on	 the	 cheek	 ate	 an
extra	piece	of	toast	and	when	he’d	left	turned	out	with	a	new	coat.	That	night	she	gathered
her	strength	and	shot	across	 the	 table	a	bolt	of	poisoned	steel.	There,	 she	said,	 I’ve	had
enough	of	 you.	He	 crumbled	 the	 crackers	 and	dropped	 them	 to	 the	 floor,	 a	 nail	 banged
deep	 into	 his	 thumb.	 The	 face	was	 set	 in	 stone,	 he	 screamed	 across	 the	 table	 filled	 his
mouth	with	venom	and	spat	 it	 in	her	eyes.	They	sat	 in	silence	while	she	finished	off	 the
meal.

I’ll	fix	that	Mrs	Sterne.

Another	vase	was	filled,	she	shook	out	the	flowers	with	a	snap	of	the	wrist	ruffling	the
petals	smoothing	the	white	velvet	and	turned	each	head	to	bloom	in	a	different	direction.
They	were	carried	through	the	house	to	the	piano.

The	clock	in	the	hall	struck	eleven,	Mrs	Sterne	stopped	and	wound	up	the	weights.	A
bird	banged	against	the	window	by	the	chair,	fell	to	the	ground	stunned.	There	was	a	mark
on	the	glass	smudged	feathers,	her	thoughts	sank	out	of	reach.	It	stumbled	on	the	grass	as
she	approached	and	took	to	wing.	Annoyed,	she	thought.	Crystal	clear,	sharp	moments	on
which	she	liked	to	cut	her	teeth	and	the	living	room	instead	was	sunny.	In	the	corner	the
sun	had	burnt	a	hole	on	the	arm	of	a	chair,	smoke	spurted	up	and	vanished,	the	edges	of
the	 hole	 enlarged	 crinkled	 and	 fell	 off	 brown	 against	 the	white	 stuffing.	 She	 sat	 down,
putting	her	little	finger	in	the	hole,	turned	it	around	and	removed	the	burnt	edges.

Warmed	 by	 the	 sun	 she	 took	 up	 her	 book	 to	 read,	 her	 body	 browned	 on	 the	 beach.



Watching	the	days	go	by	dressed	in	white	with	flowing	sleeves	she	dipped	her	feet	in	the
water,	picked	up	the	pretty	shells	and	smiled	at	the	fishermen.	They	danced	in	the	night,
they	danced	in	the	day,	she	tickled	their	beards	with	her	brightly	painted	toes,	and	taking
the	light	up	from	off	the	beach	pumped	it	out	into	their	eyes	fusing	forever	her	image	on
the	back	wall.	Floating	by	waiting	just	out	of	reach	and	when	she	thought	they	might	be
tired	flung	her	arms	around	their	necks	and	sucked	out	an	eye	for	her	busy	mouth.	They
called	her	name	and	no	other,	they	sang	her	songs	as	the	waves	washed	up	on	the	shore,
she	ate	the	grapes,	the	humors	pouting	down	her	throat.	The	jets	of	jelly	stained	her	white
silk	blouse.

In	the	hall	the	clock	struck	again,	she	stretched	her	arms	the	white	dress	flew	up	in	the
wind,	 the	 sand	 fell	 from	 her	 body,	 she	 opened	 up	 her	mouth	 and	 swallowed	 down	 the
flowers.	The	white	and	sunny	room,	the	delicate	pieces	of	china	shone	out,	fragile,	brittle
balloons	 covered	 by	 blue	 cracks	 pulsing	with	 blood	 ready	 to	 break	 bleed	 and	 stain	 the
yellow	rugs.	She	took	up	the	tiny	room	so	accurate	in	all	its	parts,	each	object	placed	with
care	and	crushed	it	between	her	hands,	the	vessels	burst	in	blue	drops	the	light	had	gone,
standing	up	faint	on	her	 feet	she	shattered	 the	wall,	breaking	off	 the	 legs	of	every	chair
ground	 them	 into	dust	 as	 they	 spun	 and	 cracked	 in	her	hands.	Blowing	 the	dust	 off	 the
surface	she	looked	around	for	more.

The	 flowers	on	 the	piano	shone	out	 their	 light	once	again	 straight	 to	 the	pain	 in	 the
back	of	her	eyes	picking	out	what	she	thought	had	gone,	brightening	them	up	so	that	they
held	 in	 the	 breeze	 wafting	 in	 the	 window,	 gay	 opened	 up	 and	 unfolding	 their	 peculiar
delicacies	filling	the	room	in	the	reflected	light.	She	cleared	her	throat	stroking	the	arm	of
the	chair	enlarging	the	hole	smiled	politely	and	left	the	room.

Turning	at	the	door	she	looked	back	to	the	box.	Rooted	in	position	the	tones	were	soft
and	whispered	 she	 should	have	broken	 them	earlier	while	 they	were	 small,	manageable
decorations	made	 for	 children	with	 pink	 cheeks	 and	 long	 golden	 ringlets.	 The	 bell-like
tones	rang	 in	 the	house	on	a	summer’s	day	bursting	 in	and	out.	Mother,	what	shall	 I	do
next?	 Play	 nicely,	 dear.	 Carefully	 neat	 she	 curtsied	 before	 all	 the	 guests.	 Upstairs	 the
houses	 sat	 on	 the	 nursery	 floor,	 she	 hesitated	 before	 the	 small	 cotton	 bodies,	 the	 tiny
furniture,	 they	 swelled	 to	 adult	 size	unbreakable	 fixed	 into	place	 according	 to	 the	 latest
style.	The	endless	yellow	plains	of	wheat	painted	on	the	wall	had	been	broken	by	the	rain
and	wind,	the	grain	that	littered	the	ground	had	been	carried	away	in	the	fresh	torrents	that
rushed	 down	 the	 hills.	The	 shadow	on	 the	wall	 by	 her	 hand	moved	 in	 the	 sunlight	 and
disappeared	when	a	cloud	went	by.	She	stood	in	the	hall	to	go	out,	and	took	the	car.

The	water	stretched	ahead,	at	her	side	the	swans	turned	their	necks	curling	their	heads
down	 to	 the	 surface.	 The	 flowers	 in	 her	 hat	moved	 in	 the	warm	 airs	 stirred	 up	 by	 her
passage.	She	leaned	down	and	touched	the	children,	their	wings	and	bows,	pink	cheeked
and	chubby,	they	splashed	and	kicked,	the	men	were	on	the	shore	dressed	for	the	occasion
in	gaudy	colors.	Under	the	glare	of	so	many	lights,	she	showed	her	body	arching	her	back
rubbing	 her	 legs	 her	 thighs	 and	 up	 above	 the	 stomach	 round	 and	 round	 until	 she	 sank
beneath	 the	water,	 letting	 it	 flow	 in	 through	her	mouth	and	 through	every	pore	until	 the
dissolution	complete,	she	lay	on	the	bottom	spreading	out	her	trap	opening	up	the	hidden
places.	 The	 current	 washed	 at	 the	 filmy	 stems	 of	 vegetation	 green	 and	 translucent,	 the
snails	crawled	on	the	cloudy	sides	of	the	tank	scraping	off	the	slime	clearing	away	the	dirt



so	 that	 those	on	 the	outside	could	 look	 in	and	see	 the	curious	body	 that	 lay	within.	Her
muscles	moved	and	writhed	turning	up	the	ponderous	body,	the	eyes	swelled	through	the
thick	glass	and	she	died	just	then	in	ugly	venom,	withering	on	the	floor.	The	heat	boiled
away,	the	moisture	rising	in	clouds	of	steam.	The	blotting	paper	soaked	up	the	blood	and
was	wrung	out,	 the	paper	 fibers	 disgorged	 the	burden	but	 not	 the	 stain.	On	 the	 swollen
river	 crest	 her	waves	 churned	 and	 tossed	 the	 battered	 bodies	 from	 rock	 to	 rock	 pushed
along	buoyed	up	by	their	decay,	she	saw	their	clothes	floating	on	the	oil	scum.

The	colors	changed	from	blue	to	grey,	the	houses	turned	their	shutters	in	to	block	out
whatever	light	there	was,	to	reflect	it	back	on	the	blinding	pavements	across	the	street.	The
lights	changed	from	red	to	green,	the	shopkeepers	hung	up	their	mirrors	to	turn	the	image
around	and	with	their	backs	to	the	light	watched	within	the	scene	below.

She	stopped	at	a	red	light	to	see	a	youth	leaning	against	a	post	dangling	his	hands.	She
nodded	her	head	parted	her	painted	lips,	straightened	out	her	front	and	blew	an	imaginary
kiss.	Staring	with	unconcern	he	chewed	his	gum	and	spat	on	the	road.	It	sizzled	as	it	hit
fried	and	gone,	he	did	it	once	again	his	head	sideways	to	watch	with	one	eye	the	flattened
world	 in	one	plane	close	 to	his	 face,	 the	spot	on	 the	 road.	He	put	his	hands	 in	his	back
pockets	and	spun	around.	I	know	the	likes	of	you.	I’d	pull	it	out	and	break	it	off.	He	dried
up	her	 false	waters	burning	 them	on	 the	pavement,	 spitting	out	 to	watch	 the	vapors	 rise
and	form	into	clouds	building	and	billowing	in	the	wind.	Lying	on	his	back	he	watched	the
sky,	the	sun	plunged	into	shadow	by	the	dark	mist.	Thundering	it	would	lose	its	substance
to	the	earth	below.	Washed	clean	in	distilled	water,	the	turning	surfaces	on	the	green	felt
rolled	and	cracked	against	each	other,	he	emptied	the	balls	from	the	pockets	and	turned	to
see	her	car	heading	into	another	orbit.

She	blocked	him	out	and	looked	for	other	eyes	in	a	different	light.	Finding	a	smile	that
didn’t	 fade	 she	 raised	 her	 hand	 in	 greeting	 filled	 her	 cup	with	warm	 liquids	which	 she
proffered	with	a	smile.

For	a	cold	day	when	the	feet	grow	numb.

He	blew	on	his	red	hands	to	warm	them	up	stamping	up	and	down.	Such	nice	flowers
in	your	hat.	I	wouldn’t	want	to	see	them	wilt	or	change	with	the	season.	A	cold	day.	Just	to
warm	the	tips	of	my	fingers	and	the	insides.

She	smiled	nicely	distracted,	looked	into	a	store	window	to	arrange	her	hat,	to	see	the
flowers,	to	see	the	man	behind	her	looking	over	her	shoulder.

Hello,	dear,	she	said.	She	turned	back	in	the	window	to	catch	his	smile	and	sidled	out
from	under.	Her	hand	touched	her	hair,	perhaps	another	day.

Another	day,	he	bowed.	With	his	hands	on	his	hips	he	stooped	over,	his	head	vibrated
with	the	thrust	of	the	blood	from	his	heart.

She	went	down	the	block	and	turned	to	wave	before	going	in	the	door,	he’d	left	and
she	saw	only	the	empty	street	brightly	lit	by	the	sun,	the	cold	airs	risen	up	and	gone	away.
She	walked	inside	on	stiff	 legs,	barking	commands,	sat	down	in	front	of	 the	mirror,	and
smiled	at	the	lovely	cast	of	the	head,	brought	her	hand	up	to	her	cheek	and	smoothed	out	a
lonely	wrinkle.

Like	this?	The	man	behind	cupped	his	hands	around	her	neck	and	tilted	it	shifting	the



hair	under	his	fingers.

She	lengthened	the	back	of	her	neck,	chattered	gaily	on,	shuffling	in	her	lap	the	pages
of	a	magazine.	In	the	mirror	the	image	continued,	watched	itself,	twisted	serious,	not	too
short	she	said.	Between	the	face	and	the	surface	of	the	mirror	she	unfolded	a	cartoon	and
sketched	a	simple	figure.	Mrs	White,	she	began	and	drew	the	line	from	the	mouth	to	the
balloon	 filling	 in	 the	 sentences	 adding	 to	 herself	 and	 then	 out	 loud,	 last	 week.	 She
squeezed	it	through	and	condensed	it	marched	along	in	the	square	space	the	ladies	hopped
through	their	paces	and	stumbled	over	her	outstretched	foot.	The	husband	walked	behind
she	 put	 in	 a	 firm	 stroke,	 rubbed	 it	 out	 not	 quite	 as	 tall	 and	worried	 about	 the	 rain.	He
closed	the	door,	cutting	off	the	draft	never	very	strong.	Pinching	her	lips	together	she	pried
open	 the	 eyelid	 above	 her	 head,	 stopped	 the	 rolling	 eye,	 softening	 collapsing	 the	 hard
surface	pumped	it	back	to	full	size,	brightened	up	the	glass	and	focused	it	in	the	mirror	to
look	into	her	eye	and	smile.

Yes,	that’s	right.	With	a	pin	she	reached	up	and	forced	her	way	down	his	ear	to	loosen
up	the	wax	to	open	a	passage	to	let	the	waves	of	her	voice	penetrate	in.	That’s	better	now,
her	voice	 rose,	 there’s	 so	 little	 time,	 she	 repeated.	Her	 animate	 friends	 ran	 faster	 to	 top
speed	she	went	in	and	out	of	the	market	pushing	her	cart	picking	up	the	goods	from	the
shelf.	She	wrote	her	own	brand	name	around	the	package	and	the	husband	at	the	top	of	the
stairs	was	yelling	down	the	steps,	hands	on	her	hips	she	thrust	them	forward,	arrogant	little
bitch	that	one.

On	the	street	a	car	horn	sounded	she	changed	the	position	of	her	legs	and	taking	all	the
strips	of	paper	and	film	in	her	hands	she	 tore	 them	into	 little	pieces	 ripping	 through	 the
surprised	faces,	letting	her	fabrications	blow	away	in	the	hot	air	of	the	dryers.

Turning	 away	 from	 the	mirror	 she	watched	 the	 other	 faces	 preening,	 repainting	 the
silver	backings	of	the	mirrors	to	change	what	they	saw	within.

I’m	in	a	hurry,	it’s	too	slow.

Gripping	 the	 sides	 of	 the	 chair	 she	 scraped	 down	 the	 nerves	 until	 only	 the	 single
strands	remained,	vibrating	high	notes	that	set	off	the	other	threads	tuned	too	tight.	The	air
in	the	room,	in	the	cubicles	shook	up	and	down,	drew	together	and	hit	the	same	note.	The
intensity	climbed	until	she	blocked	it	out	with	her	hands	on	her	ears.	Opened	she	turned
her	eyes,	it	had	broken	up	and	each	voice	took	on	its	own	tone.

How	nice	you	look.	How	nice	to	see	you.	I	must	be	dry.	She	removed	her	head	from
the	dryer	and	pulled	at	the	netting	swathed	around	her	head.

Dry?

Dried	 out,	 the	 luxuriant	 flowers	 wilted	 away,	 the	 proliferating	 damp	 places	 had	 sat
under	 the	 sun	 too	 long	 and	 only	 a	 few	 edges	 of	 evil	 smelling	water	 and	 left-over	 salts
remained,	few	plants	put	up	succulent	heads	in	the	spring,	some	broke	out	their	petals	in
the	night	when	the	world	cooled	down	and	covered	the	round	with	a	dry	cold	that	kept	the
animals	shivering	in	their	burrows,	the	stars	shone	forth	too	clear,	 there	was	no	vapor	in
the	sky	the	white	petals	were	hidden	from	all	but	the	moth	that	knew	the	heart	and	took	it
before	the	first	light	when	the	petal	fell	to	the	ground	and	disintegrated.	A	hare	bounded
twisting	and	 turning	kicking	up	clouds	of	dust,	he	heard	 the	 shot	as	 the	animal	 fell	 and



beat	 the	 ground	 with	 its	 furry	 feet.	 A	 small	 cluster	 of	 houses	 along	 the	 road	 were
dilapidated	 and	 bare,	 a	 few	 chickens	 picked	 at	 the	 sand,	 the	 storm	 clouds	 up	 in	 the
mountains	at	the	end	of	the	plain,	they	hardly	came	out	and	ventured	over	the	flat	land.

It	would	blow	that	afternoon.	Ahead	the	clouds	of	yellow	smoke	rolled	on	the	horizon.
A	dry	wind	is	all	that	would	come	from	the	mountains.

He	held	 the	animal	up,	 the	ears	 fell	away	from	the	body,	with	his	 leathery	 finger	he
indicated	the	silky	hairs	that	surrounded	the	opening	into	the	fragile	structure.

Soft	and	silky	to	lie	on,	those	ears	filled	with	hairs	that	welcome	the	sounds.	A	woman
came	 and	 lay	 down	 crying	 her	 piteous	 cries	 that	 drifted	 and	 stuck	 on	 the	 long	 hairs,
crawled	 down	 their	 length	 into	 the	 head.	 She	 would	 relax,	 the	 man	 nodded	 his	 head
listening	and	lured	her	on.	The	hairs	were	stiffened	until	 they	pricked	the	skin	and	drew
forth	 the	unwilling	blood.	Turned	slowly	 to	wax,	 the	body	melted	 in	 the	heat	and	as	he
tilted	his	head	the	refuse	drained	out	and	dripped	on	the	floor.	He	called	for	the	girl	to	it
clean	it	up	and	moved	to	another	client.

She	can	go	home	now.

She	 looked	 in	 the	 mirror	 and	 straightened	 something.	 That’s	 quite	 good	 this	 time.
Snapping	her	steel	rod	shut,	she	braced	up	all	the	weak	points	and	walked	out.

On	the	street,	she	hesitated,	paused	in	the	hot	sun	and	looked	into	a	store	window.	She
powdered	her	nose,	another	figure	appeared	small	in	the	glass,	approached	busy	flustered,
took	her	hand	held	it	and	talked.

I’m	so	disturbed,	she	whispered,	you’ve	heard?

She	had	heard.

Mrs	Simon,	as	Stella	would	say,	had	done	herself	in.	She’d	put	it	out	of	her	mind.	Her
eyes	went	back	to	the	window	to	look	through	the	glass.	Mrs	Simon,	she	said	out	loud.

Mrs	 Simon,	 the	 voice	 repeated.	 The	 face	 was	 confused.	 You’re	 so	 calm,	 she
murmured.	Who	 could	 imagine	 it	 there	 all	 alone	 doing	 it	 alone	 and	 three	 children	 left
behind.	Such	a	quiet	person,	who,	would	have	thought.

Mrs	Sterne	let	her	eyes	close,	delicious	sun,	turning	her	head	toward	the	sky	she	saw	a
lovely	orange	yellow.

Perhaps	there	was	another	man?

They	 say	 not.	 So	 thin,	 I’d	 never	 thought	 she	 had	 the	 strength.	 Her	 husband	 didn’t
understand.	She	was	so	kind,	so	thin	like	the	wind,	and	always	so	vague.

Mrs	Sterne’s	excitement	fluttered	and	going	one	step	further	the	drowsy	sleep	that	took
her	away	fascinated	the	pale	woman	slipping	to	the	floor	with	her	eyes	closed.	So	pretty.

In	the	window	were	curtains	decorated	with	sunflowers.	They	went	in	to	look.

Rather	nice,	gay	and	big.	The	colors,	yellow	and	brown,	striking	and	bold	splashed	on
a	white	background.	She	saw	them	as	they	ripened,	they	were	hanging	over	at	the	top	and
cut	off,	just	before	they	were	full,	falling	into	a	pool	of	water	below.	The	seeds	detached
from	the	head	and	lined	the	bottom	of	the	pool	like	pebbles	until	the	decomposition	was



complete.

One	of	the	children	opened	the	door	and	found	her	there	dead	on	the	bathroom	floor.

That’s	right.

The	sales	lady	had	brought	out	a	sample	of	roses.

That’s	the	wrong	color.	A	little	large	and	perhaps	a	bit	ugly	besides.	She	put	her	hand
on	the	material	and	watched	the	crowd.	Excuse	me,	dear,	I	have	another	appointment.

The	wind	blew	papers	along	the	street.	She	let	the	leaves	drift	along	the	ground	red	in
their	fall	colors.	When	they	stopped	and	settled	down	she	walked	over	them	hurried	along.
Stopped	and	looked	in	a	window	at	an	unfamiliar	face,	turned	away.	There’s	no	one	there.
Unperturbed.	And	quite	attracted	darted	back	to	look	to	fold	it	in.	She	placed	the	dress	in
the	box	and	closed	the	cover,	tied	up	and	sent	away.	Playing	hide	and	seek.	Those	that	are
mine,	smoothed	her	dress	waved	and	said	hello.

Bubbled	with	smiles,	on	show	and	as	she	said	so	often,	never	frightened.

Her	head	was	full	with	no	holes.
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