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THE DEATH OF BIPIN S S S by Sheetal Patel =

Winner - Fall, 1993 Bayou Review Short Story Entry

Bipin Patka, my brother's best friend, was lanky; he had a neat face, as if

someone had made a careful drawing of it before he was born. The lines of his thin
eyebrows and thin nose were straight. The lower lines of his eyes were straight and
the arches above were as round as the pretty hollow at the back of his neck.

Like all boys he leaped and bellowed in the street, but he was quiet and shy
when he came to our house on rainy or cold days to make trains of boxes or spools
and to match baseball cards with my brother.

Although they lived in our apartment complex, two stories below us, we
knew very little of Bipin's family. His father was one of the many anonymous men
in caps with paper bags under their arms who rushed to the subway in the morning
and drifted back at night. Bipin had a younger sister whom he began to take to
school when he was eight. She was a dark-gold little girl who clutched his hand
and wouldn't talk to anyone. Once home from school, she stayed in her house; we
rarely saw her on the street, even as she grew older.

Mrs. Patka was also rarely seen--a silent, solitary figure, like a tree alone in
the center of a field. Mrs. Patka had few English words to exchange with her
neighbors, and there were no other Greek families in our complex. Nevertheless,
families in immigrant neighborhoods are inevitably interdependent, asking each
other for shopping advice, medical information, the care of each other's children,
and the exchange of kitchen recipes.

Mrs. Patka was offered strudel by Mrs. Yen who was the Chinese baker on
our block. Big, clumsy Mrs. Milano, the loudest behemoth of the neighborhood,
took Mrs. Patka a length of kishka (stuffed intestine), her specialty, which Bipin
told us they couldn't eat--too rubbery. My mom's contribution was to ask Bipin if
his mother would like to go to English classes with her, explaining that the classes
met in the early afternoon during school hours and that Mrs. Patka would be back
before three o'clock when her children would return from school. He said, "She
won't go. She's too ashamed."

There were a number of women like Mrs. Patka on the block, who had no
one to speak with then their husband and children were away, no one to ask where
to buy feta cheese or Greek oil. Tall and slender, with Bipin's long eyebrows and
straight nose, her sandy hair in a long, full knot at the back of her head, her eyes
fixed straight ahead, she looked like a lady on the front of a storybook ship--strong
and lonely. :

My mother and the other women in our neighborhood said that if Mrs.
Patka had taken them into her house to see Bipin when he got sick or had asked the
Khan boys to take him to Markhaml-!}os;imal, Bipin might not have died. We never
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never about the deaths of children, a knowlege wv wicausui 1o speak. i

Our first knowledge of Bipin's illness came from my brother, who was
hanging around one rainy October day feeling mean and restless. He got in my
mother's way as she was trying to boil diapers in the steaming cauldron on the
stove; he woke our little sister who had been sick and was napping. He hid my
brand new pencil with the removable cap eraser. My mother suggested he go dowy
to play in Bipin's house or to ask him to come up. He said Bipin was sick and
hadn't been in school that day. The next day and the next when he was asked if
Bipin had returned to school he answered, "No." Although the weather had cleareq
he refused to go down the street. He pushed spools and boxes around for a while.
Then he read a book and colored a picture with the baby. Mostly, he hung around
like a tired little old man.

That afternoon the apartment complex was quiet. The women didn't talk
much. Only Chris Parker clattered noisily up and down the stairs of the apartment
complex. My mother must've known that Bipin was dying because he had finally
been taken to the hospital, but I knew nothing until my brother burst into the
apartment, tears falling onto his sweater, his fists clenched and shaking as if he
were fighting.

When we calmed him a little, he told us that Mr. Patka had come to see
him and told him that Bipin had died, that we would never se¢ him again. "What
does he mean, ‘never'? That I won't see Bipin again? What does he mean?" My
brother stomped his heels against the floor and punched the air with his fists. I
wanted to console him, but I didn't know what to say. My mother held him on her
lap, a big boy of nine who allowed this indignity because he was in terrible trouble.

That evening, when my father came home, he went straight to our bedroom
and saw that my brother was still crying. My father was lying on the bed with the
baby, who offered him her doll and conversation. He didn't respond, which made
her cry. That night my brother didn't eat. He slept deeply, shuddering every once
in a while.

Like our neighborhood, school was hushed the next morning. The news of
Bipin's death carried in whispers through the auditorium, in the playground, on the
stairs, in toilets. It was funerary garland that wrapped itself around the whole red
brick building of our school. Street life stopped--no ball, no marbles, no ropes
lashing at the sidewalk, no stickball, no fights, no singing on the stoop.

The day of the funeral was Saturday. We had seen funerals in the movies
and in the news, but they were of grand and old people, not of a boy, not on our
street. It was a cool, sunny day. The big garbage cans and the metal roof of the
Khan garage shining bright and hard. As we sat on the stoop, we heard stirrings on
the inside stairs.

The inner door opened and two men carrying a long, black box came into
the small hall where mailboxes lined the wall. My brother gasped and I dragged
him out from the stoop. We ran down the block. I looked back to see what was
happening. As the box was carried down the stairs, Mr. Patka, in a black coat and
Mrs. Patka, with a black veil over her head (and falling down her black coat)
walked slowly behind the box. Behind them was a woman inblack, holding the
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hand of the little Patka girl whose head was also covered with a black veil. The box
was carried down the stairs, followed by the Patka family, and the procession
headed toward Finch Street.

I told my brother that funerals were quiet and that he shouldn't make any
noise. | ran ahead and looked at Mrs. Patka from where I stood on the sidewalk.
She wasn't crying; she had died too, with only the clear drawing of her features left
on dull white paper.

As the family slowly followed the black box (held high by four arms as
black as burned tree branches), the children began to trail after, led by the two Khan
boys, both in their early teens. The Italian children who knew about funerals
followed; Rosa Silvestri and her brother Louis, Caroline and Petey Santini and the
Bianchi kids.

My brother and I ran into the gutter to join Petey. The Jewish kids who
were watching from the sidewalk began walking with us. Other people we knew
from our neighborhood joined behind the children.

My brother began to cry quietly and I went to him while Caroline
comforted Petey, whose face was quivering. There was more crying around me and
behind me that grew louder and louder every minute.

I couldn't understand why they were crying. My brother, yes. Bipin had
always been his best friend and he liked him more than anyone else in the
world--more than our mother. The other boys liked him too. He was an easy,
gentle boy who would yield to them rather than fight. But why were the girls crying
over a Greek boy who had never played with them? What did they know about
death that I didn't? What were they seeing? What were they feeling? Like them, I
knew that dead people were put in a hole in the ground and covered with earth.
Were they crying because the earth might choke Bipin? Because he might open his
eyes in the dark, alone, screaming and no one to hear him? Maybe then he would
truly die. Was that what they meant by 'frightened to death" Was there a saw in the
coffin to cut through the black wood and shovel to dig away the dirt? And once out,
how long would Bipin have to stand in the dark, alone before God sent the blonde
lady with the naked baby down through the windy night clouds to carry him back up
with her?

Seeing sick Bipin standing alone, waiting to be rescued from the dark
made me cry as fully--with my whole body--as the time when I wandered over to
Third Avenue in the dark, alone and lost, when I was five. Maybe my brother was
crying for the same reason that we hid our heads in the movies when we saw a child
wandering the aisles alone, or why we quickly skipped the pages in a book when
they threatened to tell us about an abandoned child. Like the women who went to
the movies "to enjoy a good cry," maybe we were crying for the relief that was not
often permitted us.

By the time we reached chh Street, my mother had caught up with us.
Taking us each by the hand she said she didn't think they would let us into the
Greek church and certainly not into the cemetery. "Come home. Stop crying," she
said.

We ate, we slept, we went to school and we asked no questions. One of the
block chroniclers said that the Patka family had goneback to Greece. Another said
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SUGIE BEAR by Elizabeth Caruthers

As she sits in the bathtub half full of water, playing with a plastic blue
and pink bubble pipe, my heart fills with joy. She is only thirty-two inches high and
weighs a mere thirty pounds. Her blonde hair is damp, but the ringlets still hand
down the middle of her back. She reaches for the bar of soap and begins to wash;
her legs, her privates, stomach, neck, chest and last, her arms.

As | attempt to wet her hair she stand and tries to pull away, toward the
back of the tub. Laughing, she shakes her head, "No." I notice, her skin is so soft
and smooth--not yet harmed by life's roughness. She has no worries now, except for
the shampoo coming toward her hair. She makes little devil horns with her hair
and says, "Hi, everybody" as she waves to an imagined camera. She tilts her small
head up and I rinse the shampoo away.

When I lift her out of the bath she kicks her short legs to get the extra
water off. I wrap her slim little body in a towel that is four times as big as she is.
She runs into the living room, laughing when she eludes me. I finally catch her,
hold her high and blow on her belly. She giggles wildly, squirming and trying to
push my head away. This is our favorite game and we play it every night.

The worst part of bath-time comes. I comb the snarls from her wet hair.
She does not like this one little bit. "The gremlins came and put knots in my hair "
she says while I comb the tangles away.

Now it is bedtime. She gives me a hug and kiss goodnight. I tuck the
Little Mermaid sheets and comforter around her small, innocent, fragile body.
Again we say, "Goodnight." One more goodnight kiss.

When I turn out the light and pull the door almost shut I pray she will
always be this sweet and adorable. All the while my heart fills with sadness
knowing how cruel the world can be, knowing she has to fall down to learn how to
get up again. But, for now, she is still my Sugie Bear.
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v by Otilia Sanchez%

The Closet

Doha Marillita was walking at a fast clip even though she knew that her

asthma could flare up at any moment. But she was in a hurry. She had no time to
stop at the town's only grocery store to let her son know that the Priest would be
visiting tonight. As she passed the store, she reflected about how hard her son had
to work at the grocery store to help provide food on the table for his three sisters;
and, he was only 14. She sighed, "Asi es la vida" (Such is life.).

She quickly looked in both directions of the highway to make sure no cars
were coming. Then she hurriedly crossed and entered the empty field - empty save
all the mesquites that absorbed every raindrop when the town was fortunate enough
10 be bestowed that precious commodity. Dofia Marillita did not even think about
her fear of snakes crawling among the mesquites, so absorbed was she about the
impending visit. She just made her way through the brush, not noticing that burrs
were sticking to her clothes. A branch even caught the bun at the nape of her neck,
and a long strand of black hair came loose.

She could see the road that led to the lone whitewashed house on the edge
of a city block. There, her three daughters would be waiting for
her, anxious to tell her of the day's events at school and of their needs and wants.
They would also want to know how her day had gone, whether she had worked too
hard and too long. But they would know - the strained features on her face would
tell all. Then, the girls would gather round to hug her and lament that their mother
should have to work so hard.

Another sigh escaped her small body. Dofia Marillita shook herself as she
scurried out of the field and half-ran toward the house. She could see the three
faces peering out of the one window facing the road. As she made her way to the
concrete porch, the door opened; and the girls greeted her in unison.

"iAy, mamacita linda!" To them, their mother was the most beautiful
woman in the world, and they quickly took turns hugging her until Dofia Marillita
began gasping for breath. Quickly, the girls let go as they realized that their mother
was on the verge of having an asthma attack. The alarm on their faces dissipated as
their mother smiled, sat down on a straight-backed, lightly cushioned chair near the
door, and began telling them of her day's events.

As Doiia Marillita talked about the rental properties she had cleaned that
day and of the different things that tenants had left behind, two of the girls
-Mercedes, 17; and Gloria, 13 - busied themselves with getting Dofia Marillita's
shoes off and propping her weary, swollen feet on the yellow hassock. Consuelo,
the youngest at 10, took her mother's shawl and struggled to hang it in the closet
near the door. The closet was packed with all their clothes, for it was only one of
two closets in the entire house. The builder ( in his infinite wisdom) had not seen
fiit to include closets in the bedrooms. Instead, he had put one closet in the living
room and the other in the back porch, where the washing machine was hooked up.
What was he thinking!
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As Consuelo slammed shut the closet door, Dofia Marillita made a motion,
as if to get up. But she was tired, and she did not resist as her three daughters
gently pushed her back down on the chair.

"Siéntate, mamacita. We have fixed supper for you. We will bring your
food to you."

Dofia Marillita smiled but shook her head. "No, no. Let's all sit in the
kitchen, and I'll tell you about our visitor."

"What visitor, mamacita? Is someone coming to visit us 7" inquired
Mercedes in wonder.

"Yes, m'ijita. The Priest will be here at 9:00 tonight. He wants to meet all
of you. It is already after 7:00; so, we must eat quickly and clean up before he gets
here."

Dofia Marillita and her three daughters made their way to the kitchen. The
girls had cooked a pot of f#ijé! pinto with salt pork and chile colorado, the way
their mother liked it; and they were ready to display the pot proudly before their
mother's eyes. Their eyes focused on the stove top, and the girls quickly began
fussing at each other.

"What did you do with the beans? Surely, you didn't put them in the
refrigerator this close to supper time." Mercedes looked at Gloria and Consuelo
accusingly, but the looks on their faces convinced her that they had left the pot
where it was supposed to be - on the stove. Gloria rushed to the refrigerator, looked
in, but no sight of the pot. As Gloria turned to look at her sisters and her mother,
her eyes followed Consuelo's finger, which was pointing to something under the
table. There lay their pot of beans, perfectly turned upside down, with not a single
bean or liquid spilled out! The pot was not broken, and it was still warm to the
touch from having been on the stove top. The girls crossed themselves at seeing the
unexplainable, and the girls huddled close to their mother. What was the meaning
of this? No one had been inside the house except them;, so, how could the pot have
ended up on the floor?

Dofia Marillita, too, wasperplexed. She would ask the Priest tonight, for it
must be a sign from above. She took the girls back to the living room, where they
sat silently for a long time - this time in total reverie. The knocking on the door
startled them, and they quickly arose. Dofia Marillita went to the door, and there
stood the Priest. She asked him in, and Consuelo offered a chair to the Priest, a
gaunt, severe-looking man of 50. Consuelo shuddered. The Priest scared her, but
she knew her duty. The Priest did not acknowledge her presence, however; and
Consuelo stepped back.

; "I thought you had four children, Dofia Maria." The Priest scemed
irritable.

"Yes, Father, I do. My son is at work; he should be here any minute now.
But these are my three girls." Dofia Marillita beamed, for she was proud of her
dutiful daughters.

The Priest turned to Consuelo, ignoring Mercedes and Gloria.

HaveyoubeentoChurchlatcly? ldonotrememberseemgyou Speak
up.”

"No sir, answeredConmlomabardywdiblevowe
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“No Father,” the Friest wiivww 1

"Have you been to confession lately?" '

"No sir," Consuelo answered in a louder voice. |

"No, Father," the Priest corrected her again,

"No, sir," insisted Consuelo, as she mustered courage. "You are not my
father." Consuelo did not notice her sisters' alarmed faces. Even Dofla Marillita
was not prepared for Consuelo's responses,

The Priest was enraged that a ten-year old could be so disrespectful. He
turned to Dofla Marillita and lashed out in fury.

"Is this the way you teach your children to talk? Don't you have any
respect for priests either? You are failing in your duty as a mother. But we shall
discuss this matter later. I came to see you for another reason.”

Dofia Marillita stood white-faced, not knowing what to say or do. She
turned to look at her daughters and saw that her son, Miguel, had come in
unnoticed. He was standing at the kitchen doorway, holding a folded tortilla,
probably wondering where the beans were. Dofia Marillita realized that the Priest
was talking again, and she forced herself to face him.

"Dofia Maria, [ found out today that you and your husband were not
married in the Church." Dofla Marillita nodded "yes," but the Priest kept on
talking. "That means that you have been living in sin for 20 years and that these
children of yours are illegitimate. You must talk to your husband and arrange toget
married in the Church immediately."

Doiia Marillita's daughters were infuriated that the Priest should accuse
their mother of being bad. Miguel, too, was furious; the tortilla had fallen to the
floor, soggy and limp from having been in clenched hands. They gathered round
their mother, as if to protect her. Dofia Marillita sensed their anger, moved closer
to her children, and gently placed her hand on her son's shoulder. She must say
something to the Priest.

" We were married by a justice of the peace. We had no money for a
church wedding. In the eyes of the law, we are married. We still have no money,
and my husband - my children's father - is in the hospital." Dofia Marillita
stammered.

The Priest could not believe the ignorance of this woman. How could she
believe that her marriage was valid when a priest had not officiated at the
ceremony? A justice of the peace indeed!

" You and your husband will be damned to eternal hell for living in sin
unless you do as I tell you. You and your husband must come to se¢ me as soon as
he is well. I shall be waiting." The Priest sensed the children's hostility and felt he
could take no more of this family's impudence. He grabbed the nearest doorknob.
The door slammedshut.

Dofia Marillita and her children put their hands to their mouths and
suppressed laughter. The door opened wide, and out ran the red-faced Priest
looking for the front door. He had just been in the closet! As he headed out the
door, the laughter broke out; and, Dofia Marillita, with only a smile on her face,
gently shut the closet door. It was time to go see about the beans.
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perspectives on Mr. Getzinger S & D by Richard Matthews 3

”Mr. Getzinger's out!" a child shouts, and a half dozen others drop what

they are doing--tossing a baseball, screeching at a cat, spying from a tree, running
through a sprinkler's rainbow--and tear across the narrow street, slowing down only
as they reach the blacktopped Getzinger driveway. They are excited to see how
calm he is. There is so much to do, so much, but he does what he does slowly, as if
each move matters.

A small, sad smile raises the corners of his mouth as he hears the
children's stampede cease, and the street they all share falls silent. But Mr.
Getzinger doesn't directly acknowledge the children. He only draws on his pipe,
tendering an intimate whistle. Then he drops one of the silver shafts he is carrying,
takes up the other with both hands, and sights down it at the ground.

Is he an ersatz father figure? An abandoned retiree? An untethered
intellectual?

It could be pointed out that the meticulous grooming of his lawn, the
absurd spotlessness of his motor car, and his every unhurried action seem to imply
Mr. Getzinger has no children of his own. It might also be said that the gathered
children's own parents are terse midwesterners whose faces turn hard and real,
cracking with the roads in the long winters and softening only by degrees with each
spring thaw. But isn't the unfinished Mr. Getzinger a midwesterner too? The
children don't consider the question, though the dullest of them guesses his age to
be fifty, and notes the thin gray hair combed carefully sideways and the way the
glass circles of his always turned-away eyes glint at certain angles in their plastic
and metal frames.

Even now, as the children have joined him on his lawn, Mr. Getzinger
doesn't look directly as any of them. Do they speak to him? Apparently, because he
bows his head when one of them steps tentatively forward. Then he seems to nod,
however slightly, but it is hard to discern whether his head is manipulated only by
nerves when he drops it into that severe angle. Perhaps this is what intrigues the
children, this seemingly reverential posture.

Mr. Getzinger doesn't seem to judge the children. His attention, if his
careful movements and monk-like countenance are any indication, is turned inward.
Or is he only self-absorbed and oddly distracted at the same time, plagued like most
of the country by television and the gap between the promise of any easy life and the
actual day-to-day? Maybe he understands more than most. Maybe he doesn't judge
the children because he is a genuine humanitarian. But, maybe he just doesn't care,
ugmply too tired, or too preoccupied by what he has come outside to do.

- He reaches down into the bottomless pockets of his trousers, and some of
the children start at the hopeful jingle of coins as he pulls out a dozen white balls,
dropping them in the thick grass on his little rectangle of lawn. (At least part of
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buu-sm()ldcnng PIPE 1s droppea inn » ~ w pldClice swing at an
imaginary ball, their Mr. Getzinger, wnh another swing, this one followed by 2

little "click," sends a real, dimpled ball into the feathered baby blue sky over 2 long
green house across the street. Hushed ejaculations, variations on oohs and aahs,
crescendo and echo the arching shot as it flies out of sight beyond the house toward
an empty lot the children use for football games. The metal shaft in Mr. Getzinger's
delicate hands glints like a magic wand, and in the wake of the children's concerted
gasp his held smile escapes this time, like a magician's dove, with a protesting flap
of wings followed by a demure tucking and a dignified readjusting of an original,
remembered stance.

Minutes later, after all the balls have flown and disappeared in the same
manner over the same house, Mr. Getzinger takes a little wooden tee from the
breast pocket of his seersucker shirt and scrapes the black dirt from the grooves in
his club face. Then he starts across the road, the children following in the cool
shadows between houses, until he reaches the vacant field. There they overtake
him.

"We'll get 'em for you," one of the little followers boldly and peremptorily
suggests, and Mr. Getzinger only stifles his sad smile again (or perhaps it is sad
because he stifles it) and the children accept this as an important sign, a call to
action, and stoop and scramble to corral the neatly scattered balls.

Mr. Getzinger then drops one of the two shafts he has carried with him,
and he again takes up a hitting position. Once more the children move back, the
largest of them directing their circle so that it opens this time toward a shining field
behind the local high school across the way, a much further distance. The children
hold their breath. They are quiet enough to hear the wind in the grass, a d they
hold very still; they can see that Mr. Getzinger now stands in the shadows they cast.

The shaft glides slowly back again, and then whips forward, slightly faster
this time. The children hear the ball whistle over over an adjacent field of weeds
(in the middle of which lies a stick and grass fort they have been building.) They
see it climb over an unpaved road beyond the field, and then gradually level out and
fall beyond a line of ancient oaks guarding the school and its trimmed fields.
Meanwhile, the shaft in Mr. Getzinger's hands comes to rest across the back of his
shoulders as he watches with the children. Some of them must move quickly to one
side to catch the tail end of the ball's flight.

Then, after a moment to let the oohs and aahs die down again, he hits
another ball to the same field, and then another, and by the time each lands, it
looks, in the thick waves of summer, like a flung stone tumbling into a silver sea.

When Mr. Getzinger has again finished hitting his whole bevy of balls, he
repeats the club cleaning ritual and then starts to that shining expanse, the children
following, now skipping and flashing to the incessant jangle of coins in his pocket.

Does he care one way or the other that they follow, eddying about him in
the tall grass like the fickle summer wind? Has he come outside to be alone, to
practice some private balance that the children's presence seems to threaten? The
questxons lmger as heand thc chxldrenﬁxgemto glinting shadows beyond the trees
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privileged Characters S &S by Jamie Quiroga

I stretched out on the narrow cot, wadding up the lifeless pillow in a vain effort

to raise my head higher than my chest. It was the fifth time I had been to bed that
night. My partner, Ben sat hunched in the corner; coffee, cigarettes and all-night
television being his chosen substitute for sleep three nights of every week. The
dispatcher slept in that decp, total way that only children and total idiots can. The
foot-thick concrete walls of the former slaughterhouse kept the room cool by oozing
a dingy dampness through the sheetrock that had been placed over them when the
building had been converted to an ambulance station. The chill forced us to sleep
under piles of itchy army-surplus blankets even during Houston's blistering
summers and contributed to the chronic hacking cough we passed around amongst
ourselves, smokers and non-smokers alike.

1 stared up at the high ceiling, searching in the dark corners for the rusted iron
brackets where the meat hooks had once hung. New medics were told that the
slaughterhouse had been the site of the murders that the "Texas Chainsaw
Massacre" was based on and then were treated to an all-night screening of the
movie. Even when you knew better, the images were hard to erase. The senior
medics who had instigated this ritual and the other initiations that sometimes went
with it had a sadistic streak that would have made them suspects in the original
massacre. It was rumored that the hooks had been removed because the seniors had
hung a new EMT from one of them and left him there, mummified in gauze
‘bandages, convicted of stinking up the bathroom. It was hard to imagine these
same guys baptizing a dying newborn or holding a senile old woman's hand, but
they did.

- The phone screamed. Three heavy-duty bells, a buzzer and flashing room lights
had been installed in an effort to wake the dispatchers who were all
nineteen-year-old narcoleptics. We called all of them Mark because they came and
went so fast that learning their names was a waste of time. The name Mark was
memorable because one by that name had lasted three months. This Mark didn't
even flinch when the phone "went off."

Ben looked at me, determined to keep his vow not to go on a call unless the

d climbed over Mark's comatose body and answered the phone.
ah, this is the P.D.." the police dispatcher said. "Y'all got a possible suicide
Oak Mill trailer park. You ready to copy?"
“‘l said ﬂatly, abandoning hope that the call would be in someone

a'h ue-hght special' on ambulance rides or what?"
a fu“ moon orsoming&thcpohce dispatcher answered, "we never
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that yesterday morning," I corrected, finally locating a pouuil With a flattened point.
"Okay, I'm clear to copy."

"Okay. You got an unknown possible suicide at one, two, two, two, seven Mill
Gap, number eight. Key Map three, eight, seven Alpha."

I repeated the numbers back to her, "What do you mean 'unknown' suicide?" [
asked.

"Calling party states her ex-husband was there and he left the house threatening
to kill himself about two hours ago."

"Drunk?"

"Aren't they all?"

"Okay, show us en-route. Would you mind keeping a listen for us, I think our
dispatcher is a ten-fifty."

"You mean he's dead?" she asked.

“No, he's just acting like it," I admitted.

"Oh, for a minute I thought y'all had hung another one. Y'all really need to hire
better people.”

"Do you want to work twenty-four-hour shifts for minimum wage?" I asked.
"Come on. We'll hire you."

"Forget it," she said. "Officer five fourteen is en-route."

"Will he beat us there?"

"If he doesn't get lost."

"Toodles," I hung up.

"Hey Mark, your jock strap is on fire," Ben yelled in the dispatcher's ear. The
dispatcher jumped up immediately at the word "fire", a clear indication that he, like
his predecessors, was a volunteer fireman.

"What a woo-wo0," Ben snarled using the derogatory term applied to over-eager
adrenaline junkies who entered E.M.S. just so they could drive around with lights
and sirens. "We've got a call, and you better stay by that radio and stay awake or
you're gonna start finding wet squishies in your turnout gear. Show us clear on the
call," Ben said as he started out the door.

"Uh, yeah. Okay. Where you goin'?" Mark asked stupidly as I closed the door
behind me.

Ben was already in the drivers' seat of the ambulance by the time I got down the
front steps of the station. "Come on baby, start. Pretty please you hunk of junk,"
Ben begged as he turned the master switch that engaged the heavy-duty alternator
required to support the electrical demands of the oversized vehicle. I went around
to the front and removed the trickle chargers that were kept on the two batteries any
time the ambulance wasn't running. I slammed the hood then went around to the
passenger side and pulled myself up into the cab.

"Keep your fingers crossed," Ben said a he turned the key. Surprisingly, the
engine immediately roared and the cab began to vibrate. "Damn, I'm good," Ben
said as he snapped his seat belt into place. "Where we going?" he asked at the same
time Mark's voice crackled over the radio.

"Where are you going guys?"

20
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1 unhooked the microphone from the dash and said "Seventeen-oh-one clear on
the unknown, possible suicide." 1 repeatedtheaddress and map location from the
dispatch card I had brought with me. "I forgot to leave this for Mark," I said.

"Screw Mark," Ben replied. If he doesn't do his paperwork, the board of
Wﬁﬂﬁnm They won't fire him for sleeping through calls or being a

- "But we'll have to start all over with a new Mark," I argued, wrestling my boots
~ "We'll get to do 'Chainsaw Massacre' night again," Ben reminded me.

~ "Maybe that traumatizes them and that's why they're so stupid,” I joked, pulling
off my boot to remove the toilet paper Ben had stuffed inside when I wasn't looking.
Mﬁn\mﬁemsmpnd,"&noo\mmed, switching on the lights.

~ "Then why are we out here at four a.m. with no sleep, after two years of training,
ﬂhmmtunhmnovermlmmumwage?"laskedulmhednpwtimon

~ "I've always hated you," Ben teased. "I want a new partner. Three years with
Mngtohaveabadammde"
as going to save the world and I got you for a partner."

'_ gladltoldyounottobother he replied grinning. "The world
nt to be saved. Besides, If it wasn't for me, you'd never have tried Sushi."
vasn't nice. You tricked me. I hate you."

't. I hated you first. Besides, it's your fault I'm like this."

e like this long before I got here," I said. "Do you think this guy's

d when we get there?" I asked, changing the subject, dreading what I
ady have learned to deal with. After all, if he was dead, there was

e could do for him. It wasn't our problem.
he'smtnow,hewnllbesomeday We're all terminal, just some of us

later BendledofLeukemlaattheageofzs
wasn't supposed to apply to us.
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Stranger
by David Wawrzyniec

He sits

on the esplanade

he moves not

trallic passes him by

on either side

like time to which he bears no notice
secured in dispossession
Sometimes | see him not
though I never see him go
[ look through tinted glass
as | too pass him by

and wonder for a moment

whose life is slipping by. Photograph by
Brenda Rogers Y’
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- He headed down the street with long, steady strides. An observer might
have noticed a change in him from that afternoon. His movements were smoother
now, more fluid, more confident. He cut through the crowds like a shark through a
schoolof fish, which in a sense is what he was. He headed down darker, narrower
streets now, but there was no uncertainty in his walk. He could see quite well in the
dark, and although this arca wasn't very safe for tourists, he didn't give a passing
thought to the possibility of assault. Any mugger who chose this victim would get a
few terrible moments to regret it. He stepped quietly through a stagnant puddle
covering a section of the sidewalk. His passing stirred up a cloud of mosquitoes, but
few settled on him, and of those who did, none bit him.

(Professional courtesy.)

He found what he was looking for soon enough, a man who leaned in a
doorway watching him approach. The business between them was conducted
quickly, and Tyler was led to a small, dirty room where she was waiting. She was
about eight, and Tyler smiled thinly. She was perfect. Just what he wanted.

When it was over, Tyler moved to the edge of the room and slowly dressed.
He didn't look at the body on the bed. It was nothing to him now, and he didn't like
to be around the remains of a meal. He truly hadn't meant to kill her. He was only
going to take a little of what she had to offer. She was just going to be an appetizer
before he headed out to the full night ahead, but once he had started to drink, he
hadn't been able to stop. Her bloodwas so rich, so thick . ... so. ... sweet. Oh
well. What's done is done. No use crying over spilled . . . . whatever. Still there
was the pimp at the door. Tyler didn't have the money on him to simply purchase
the girl outright. Although he had done such things before, it hadn't been part of
his plan for tonight. Enough money would buy the man's silence, but there was no
point in risking anything. No one would care about the fate of this trash, so why
save a loose end? w N
- Luring the ‘room was easy. Breaking his neck like a dry twig

er. S 1 on fire to cover what he had done was the final
dows. After all, the night was still young.
be had before sunrise.

LS TA L
ying to absorb the news he had been given
he man had calmly informed him that
ature who had rampaged through this area
bodies. Most of the bodies were dead, but
his eyes of that time: of being told that a
sed bysomething out of myth; of his
w-robed priests leading him to a village
ouse on the edge of the village and begun
pany several inside; of his shock when
and long sharp knives; and the worst
f a young man on the bed and, before
king all together, dismembered
murder had not beenbad
legs had continued to move; the

: Scanned with !
i & CamScanner’;


https://v3.camscanner.com/user/download



https://v3.camscanner.com/user/download

"Who are you? What do you think you're doing barging in here?"

Andrews shouted. He saw before him a thin, pale, rather unimpressive man in his
mid-thirties standing in the doorway, but then he saw the eyes. Andrews had never
in his life seen eyes like those. They were black, totally black, like the eyes of a

~shark, and they were shiny. He could see his reflection in them. Then the man

- hissed at him like a snake, and Andrews knew.

AW "Get out!" he screamed, "In the name of God, I command you to get out of

- this. .. ." Andrews didn't have time to finish before he went flying across the room
mmltmeﬁrwﬂl hard enough to crack the plaster. Tyler didn't have the time or
patience to put up with this foolishness. The man's noise would bring others, but he
intended to be gone with the child before more wittnesses could arrive. He moved
to finish the priest when he smelled it. Sweet blood. Sweet blood everywhere. His
sharp ears carried to him the sounds of children breathing and moving and it
dawned on him. This place was some sort of orphanage or shelter and was filled
with children, warm, sweet, helpless children. Why, he could drink his fill and

( tonight, and an idea dawned on him. Take as many ofthe young cattle as

he liked, and leave the priest to take the blame. There were headlines back in the

~ States about molester priests, so a little evidence planted here and there should be
\luethanenoughtomakepeoplebelieve. He smiled, this would be fun, but first

? Rt#pnzehehadcomefor

~ Shesstood in the corner looking up at him with a look of . . . . what? Not
%lt;_‘&moslty perhaps? No matter, she was his. Tyler movedtowardshcr and
surprisingly, she moved toward him. Good. No need to chase, although he

~wouldn't have minded that at all. It would help him work up a thirst. He closed in

mhandbmthedhersweetsmell There was that damn herbal scent again, but

catch her real essence now and there was something familiar about it.

~ The shock of recognition caused him to jerk back, which almost saved him,

too late. She was on him, her arms and legs wrapped around him, her

p teeth slicing his jugular vein. He was much stronger, but he had no

tonsehlsstrength;,andbeforeheoo\ﬂdnpheroﬁ'hnmshehaddrunka

Xpo;npn"-ehJs ood. With his blood went his strength, until, in seconds,

3 - one. Unfortuns ly for Tyler he had let his greed and lust

'.‘ ind usually recognized one another,but the

1 blinded him to the danger he was in.

-'2 gnphecnedouttothedarkgodofhls

pu hhndredyearsold! I can't die yet! I

" ‘m forgotten her real name) stood up now
dy beneath her. The features were drying out,
:-!bcenalongtime,butitwashardtoforget
en found ten years ago after his last
thchearttoklllher They had kept her
;i ‘"__ﬁ'omthelrownbodm They had loved
e last two years they even trusted her
hile telling her that one day the one
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The contractions were only five minutes apart as [ beeped Mercy. By the
time she returned my call, I had been in labor an hour. She told me not to worry,
that she was with another mother and would be with me in plenty of time. Relieved
that she would be with me soon, I followed her instructions and lay in bed on my
side.

What happened to the "easy” first stage of labor? What had happened to
cooking dinner, going for a leisurely swim and the other fantasies about this elusive
first stage? I wasn't even capable of making it to the bedroom without sinking to
the floor halfway there to ride out the effects of my muscles straining to release the
tremendous bulk I was carrying.

Bole was seated in the folding chair beside our bed. He was wearing his
grandfatherly reading glasses and was intensely studying the childbirth book he had
put off reading.

I raised my hand to signal him that I was having another contraction. Bole
asked, "Does that mean you are having another contraction?" Had he already read
the book, he would have probably been aware of the fact that women in labor hate
stupid questions. The absolute absurdity of his query spread through my veins like
fire, finally erupting in my head as I picked up the nearest heavy object (a book),
and finding new strength, hurled it in his direction yelling, "What the ___ do you
think it means?" Coming to the next chapter, hereadthewarmng,”lfyoudxsmct
her, she may snap at you."

- I had been in labor only two and a half hours when my contractions
became very intense. It felt as though even my thighs were in labor. It took all of
my concentration to remain clam, but secretly, I was afraid that I wouldn't be able to
take this for several more hours. Where was Mercy? It became impossible to tell
‘where one contraction ended and the next one began. My universe became one

{ breath. She spent her first forty-five minutes of life
educed belly, calmly lifting her head, doing what
“,Hl 12 forthemldWlfe
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"Playing the Part" S BB Brenda Rodgers

%0 ol caps

- Life'form'aﬂywomeilcallsuponthemtoplayamultimdeofmles. Like
the pages of a script, life contains an interesting array of characters, settings and
costume changes. Each role is unique in the specific knowledge it requires and the
challenges it presents. Suitable for each part, there must be available a functional

wardrobe; portable, wash and wear, and easily changed between acts. One must not

forget the smiling face, sometimes genuine, other times, merely a mask with which
to play the part. A woman may star in one particular role, but will act as
understudy for many others she may be called upon to play. Throughout the day,
she must be able to step on and off the stage, changing roles with ease. In a single
day, it is not unusual for a woman to play the parts of wife, mother, daughter,
MMW&MMmd,mdagemandmlm

~Set in the early morning hours, the first act begins as the wife takes the
stage. Wm&ewmthapleasantgoodmommghss,shebegms
organizing her day. 'lhmbﬁiershamthestagewnhthewdeasshewakwthc
children, dresses ﬁxesthmrhan makes breakfast and packs lunches. At this
pnd,lheltlvel mmtoremmdeachfamﬂymemberofthcday'smnerary
including depar ,,._qia@mnmw Finally, the children are off to school, the

'l'lnswhntlmstgunythewnfe, mother and cook off the stage as the
second act begins, set on the campus of the local university. Wardrobe is important
tothemied' student. Comfortable shoes, for running between classes, and a blouse

: ith the wardrobe of the professional, are necessities. The

essional takes the stage
eplaced with a business suit and heels. Books are
laced with financial reports for the board

istomes '.... and unexpected problems are
acy until around 5:30 pm., when the

xt act. The wife is joined by the

K. iﬁﬁﬁhat to pick up for dinner. The
nd cuts corners where necessary, as
ing act is exhausting. The resources
called upon during these hours.
idied, tableset, dinner served and
| ,,'rf-i;‘n. ework or counseling on how
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tudge: so, I spit on it to loosen its
grip. 1 twisted and pulled. The ring
suddenly came flying off as I fell
helplessly to the floor, the wind
knocked out of me. It felt as if
something had punched me in the
stomach, as if I were being
strangled, as if my lungs had been
removed. My lungs were starving
and 1 tried desperately to suck in air.
1 conldn't. T was panicking. The tile
floor was cold against my body.
"The ring, I need that ring."
And in an instant I realized, all the
mmors about Miss Percy were not
romors, but truth. The ring had
found her as it had found me. I
wounld choose my time to die as she
had chosen hers; and then, the ring
muld dmse someone else My

o ';f ?Ij// //,
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