














































































































reached back as if they were trying to grab my ears. All the anger that I felt the 
moment before ran off with my sweat. 

She walke4 away before I had· a chance to speak to her, leaving me 
in the middle of a busy downtown intersecti6n with a huge smile on my 

face. 
Connie Tiggs, 27, of Phoenix, a banking secretary, died June 17, 1994. 

Survivors include her parems, Howard and Elizabeth Tiggs .. : It saddens me to 
learn her· name this way. I t>ften wondered who she was and what she was:like, 
this woman who stepped .up to an extremely angry mall:, not knowing who he 
was or wpat he might have Qeen capable of, and. made. him smile. 

Each time the heat or the walk or the smelJ of exhaust fumes started 
getting to me that day, I would think of·her, and there that smile would be. 
Even five years ·later, whenever something upsets me, I hear her words and 
she's standing there with one hand on her hip and the other one pointing at me . 

. You better smile! . 
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Wll..LIAM SEDLMA YR 

CARELESS 

Dear Fran, 

Your upper lip is aU I can remember; Stiff, unforgiving, and always 
beautiful., A terrifying love. 

You said I do like you was announcing it to the whole world. It was 
aU I would hear beneath the rain and scatter shot of instant rice. The rain was 
free. We paid for the rice. Remember? Five bills to an old Ukrainian woman 
on crutches. She ,fell down twice in great heaving motions trying to toss the 
rice. We laughed and all I could see were your clean white teeth. 

, 'It was pouring and the cabs had gone' uptown. We sp.lit a pint of 
Southern Comfort and ran through streets as rain turned to sleet and you to me, 
teeth chattering, breath thick as an embrace. Baby stop, stop I'm freezing, I 
can 't run no more, I gotfa pee honey. We took an alley beside a Vietnamese 
take-out, its gutters spilling over with trash and fishheads, rain splashing down 
off the rooftops smelling of wet cardboard and cat fur. Your lips sweet with ' 
liquor as you backed up proud against the wall fighting to unbl.;ltton your wet' 
jeans. Oo'ohl1 hOlley, I'm ,\:0 damn cold you said through a smile as you took my 
hand deep between your thighs and I felt you go warm and slack with relief until 
all I CQuid find was your perfect 'kiss melting in mascara and rouge. 

That night we stayed in a fancy hotel. We spent hours on that thick 
furry carpet" sitting Indian style" going through the cOIitents of your water­
logged suitcase. You pulled out each pair of underwear one at a time like they 
was Christmas presents - 1)le black ones with funky trim, the frilly purp.le pair 
with holes in them, the elastic metallic powder-blue" the white cotton with red 
dancing bears. And we made love on that ca,rpet and all I could taste was your 
brave tongue. 

At a quarter past three you begged me to sing Gene Vincent's "Love 
is a, Bird" just one more time and you jumped up on the bed and'shook your 
hips like some aging stripper. And me, 1 watched you, Fran, the warmth and 
softness of your throat swelling and subsiding until I was swallowed. 

Later you sat on the toilet, naked except, for that smile, brushing your 
hair back, eating luxurious hotel candies and making up names for a ·child. 
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She'll be strong as all iron horse. He'll be tall as the Eiffel Tower, you said and 
giggled just loud enough for me to hear. 

The T. V. test pattern played against the first struggle of dawn as you 
leaned back into the huge wooden headboard. Tucking your legs safely inside 
your arms, you looked up for a moment in ragged suqender and whisperyd' the 
word careless again and again. 

That morning while you slept, I took an impression of your mouth on 
wax-paper from a chocolate bar. I folded it twice as I walked out of the lobby 
and it was familiar by tl}e time I felt the. sun on my face. 

Your upper lip is aU I can rememb~r. 
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WILLIAM ABERG 

MY REAL MISSION 

Sometimes they ask me how [ put 
the mayonnaise on the table, let alone 
milk or bread. I touch my finger to my lips 
and point tQ a set of blueprints 
open on the desk. DOll 'J let this get arou,nd, 
1 tell them, .but Jhose belong to the Mexican Navy: 
it's the diagram of the world's first adobe submarine. 
And if doubt curls their eyebrows 
or lips, J point to my frog mask and fins 
to prove my passion for sinking. 

Sometimes I even reveal 
facets of the trut,h: how life as a bona fide 
medical experiment entitles me free hours 
to patrol the cosmos, drink 
mead with Aphrodite on Mt. Olympus, 
and pour vinegar into the goblets of the gods. 
And more. But b¥ and large I mumble 
something humble, how if I were more worthy 
I might now be a broker on Wall Street, 
a welder, or a lawyer. Yet my eyes 

shine as I say it. I have the balls 
to repeat tha.t I have seen 
tiny glimpses of eternity beyond the city lights, 
here, over the mountains, something 
at the edge of vision. It hasn't ruined me, 
I mean, I'm still in awe, still impressed. 
Dinner with wine and hors d'oeuvres 
will never distract me again. 
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s. T. LEWANDOWSKI 

, FORGIVENESS 

She was a ~mall woman, young, but the few years of her marriage had 
worn away her luster. 

Each day her husband would try to'l?etter their marriage. "When will 
you learn to iron my shirts properly? Why don't you fix yourself up in the 
mornings? Why have you not given me any children? ' Why don't you smile 
like you used to?" 

Her transgressions hung heavy about her neek, heavy as a sigh .left 
silent, heavy as a .lik without dreams., 

, One night at prayer before the luminescent altar of images, sheJorgave 
herself all her sins. Then without a word she rose and left ~he house, walking 
towards the horizon. With each step the night grew a little brighter. 
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