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Friday Night att ll?aillomioo''S, 
Ted Anderson, Hopkins High School, grade 11 

It was, naturally, Friday night at Palomino's. 
The crowds there were well-off, doctor's sons and 

lawyer's daughters, the dark smell of money a heady intoxi
cant, a kind ofrich perfume. Everyone was in black or sil
ver or gray or satin. Candles burned brightly through the 
room, glinting with vigor off the silver and china and crystal 
that flooded each linen-covered rosewood table. Every res
taurant in the world has its own unique white noise; 
Palomino's was a musical hum like the undertow of the ocean. 

A woman in a dark-red suit, knee-length skirt and a black 
bag like a paperback novel in her hands, came up to the maitre 
d'."Sarah Bartlett?" she said quietly."Table for two?" 

The maitre d', aged and pithy, checked the table list and 
grandly waved an arm to the room."Right this way, Mrs. 
Bartlett." 

Her table, the usual, was near the back, almost up against 
the broadly sweeping picture window, looking out on the 
dark city below, lights burning in scores and in flocks fire
flies and diadems outlining the night-dark urban land;cape. 

Sarah Bartlett checked the wine list."A glass of white, 
please. Whatever you have open tonight." 

The maitre d' took the list from her."Very well, Mrs. 
Bartlett. Will Mr. Bartlett be coming late?" 

"I'm not dining with Kevin tonight, actually. I have a
a business meeting. With a client." 

He nodded and left. 
Mrs. Bartlett checked her watch, the gold one Kevin 

had given her last Christmas. It was five past eight. 
She reached into the bag at her feet, rummaged past the 

usual articles of makeup and pager, found a Rolodex card. 
She pulled it out and looked at it carefully, as she'd been 
doing for the past week. It read, in square-block gold-ink 
capitals, 'Dr. Gibbons' Clinic.' Underneath was a phone 
number, out of the country. Mrs. Bartlett tapped the edge 
against her water glass thoughtfully. 

"Mrs. Bartlett?" 
She looked up, startled, dropping the card on the table. 

The speaker was an older man, somewhat short, in an ashy 
sport coat, gray hair wispy on top, horn-rimmed glasses. His 
face did not look friendly; it was consciously trying to stay 
friendly. He smiled and stuck out a hand."Mrs. Sarah Bartlett, 
I presume." 

She rose from the table and shook his hand."Yes-yes, 
I'm Sarah Bartlett. You must be Dr. Gibbons. Please, sit 
down." 

Dr. Gibbons sat down in the other seat."Call me Arthur." 
"It's very good to meet you, Arthur." 

. His _smile dropped for a second, faintly, then rose again 
with a kmd of strange twist to its corners, a touch of some
thing half-remembered ... "It's nice to see you too, Sarah." 

42 

The maitre d' came with Sarah's wine and turned to the 
newcomer."And what would the gentleman like?" 

"Ah ... "Arthur looked at Sarah."! shall have a glass of 
what the lady is having." 

With a nod the maitre d' left the table. 
Sarah looked at Dr. Gibbons and smiled nervously. "So

Dr. Gibbons-" 
"Arthur. I like to think of myself as a young man." 
"Arthur." Sarah ran a hand through her hair."1-I'm sure 

you're wondering what this is about..." 
"I should say so. Your call was rather terse." 
"Well, that's the thing. You see ... " Sarah picked up the 

card, dropped it, picked it up again in thin fingers. "Two 
weeks ago, I was looking through my husband's Rolodex 
for a friend's number, and I found this card in there, with 
your number on it. And I can't remember him ever men
tioning you or your clinic." She was nervously flipping the 
card between her fingers. "Kevin- my husband- hasn't 
had any health problems for years, and we have our own 
doctor ... Anyway, I didn't want to ask Kevin, in case it 
was something serious." 

Dr. Gibbons tapped his fingers on the side of the water 
glass."There's nothing to be concerned about, Sarah. Your 
husband had a leg injury about two years ago and came to 
us for treatment." 

"But why didn't he tell me? And why would he travel 
out of the country for it?" 

"My clinic specializes in such treatments; it is one of 
the best in the world. Your husband wanted the best and 
thus he called me." His fingers kept up a steady rhyth~. 

"You haven't answered my question, though. Why 
wouldn't Kevin tell me about a leg injury?" 

"He received it on a hunting trip." Dr. Gibbons smiled 
knowingly. "I remember him telling me that you disapproved 
of hunting as a dangerous sport." 

"Ah." Sarah examined the card."And this was two years 
ago?" 

"Yes. In November, I believe." 
. Sarah handed him the card."But this is written in gold 
ink. Specifically, a gold-ink pen I gave him for his birth
day. Five months ago." 

Dr. Gibbon's smile froze momentarily on his face. The 
fingers stopped."I'm sure it's not the same pen, Sarah." 

"It is. I know it is. I bought it because he kept losing 
all his others." 

Dr. Gibbons sat back in his chair. 
"You don't have to lie to me, Dr. Gibbons. Arthur." 

Sarah leaned down and put the card back in her purse. "If it 
was only a few months ago, it doesn't -" 
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"I didn't treat your husband, Mrs. Bartlett." 
Sarah sat back up slowly."You didn't?" 
"No, Sarah. I treated you." 
The table was silent for a moment, the whispered mur

mur of other diners and the string quartet intruding just barely. 
Elsewhere in the room, someone laughed loudly. 

Sarah rested her hands on the tablecloth, her fingers 
quivering like flies."That-that's impossible. I haven't been 
in the hospital in years, much less your clinic. Nothing's 
wrong with me." 

Dr. Gibbons sighed."It was not a problem so much as it 
was a condition." 

"I don't understand." 
His fingers started tapping the glass again. "Do you know 

the work of John Locke, Mrs. Bartlett?" 
"What does that have to do with this?" 
"John Locke was a philosopher during the seventeenth 

century, specializing in politics and the natural man. His 
one great theory was that the human mind is born without 
innate tendencies, without preconceived notions or patterns 
of behavior, and that all of our personality, our intellect, ev
ery fiber of our being, results solely from our experiences in 
life. Our life shapes us and determines our selves-not our 
genetics. 

"I concentrated on neurology in med school, Mrs. 
Bartlett, and in my studies discovered something that sup
ported Locke. While every brain is constructed the same, of 
the same materials and in the same manner, the brainwaves
our actual thoughts-are just electric pulses, riding that struc
ture underneath, touching the neurons but never standing 
upon them, always moving." 

The wine came, and Dr. Gibbons sipped at it. He set it 
down with a light touch. 

"What I offer," he said, "is neural restructuring. The 
reasoning is simple-electric pulses can be neutralized, and 
replaced within the brain. The technology is even simpler
all you require is an EEG with a larger current and more 
sensitive electrodes. The only difficult part of the procedure 
is to locate what the patient has requested change in." 

Sarah's lips were dry."Change?" 
"To change the mind, Mrs. Bartlett. My techniques 

allow for the removal of unwanted personality traits, the re
placement of bad memories, or the correction of numerous 
neural disorders-though I've made it very clear to my pa
tients that I will, for ethical reasons, only perform such tech
niques on willing patients who understand what will be done 
to them." 
"Then I-Keith-" 

"You and Keith came to me four months ago, Mrs. 
Bartlett, with a wish to alter your personality." He attempted 
a smile. It showed an unfortunate number ofteeth."Before, 
you had a violent temper, low-level paranoia and a nasty 
stutter. As I understood it, you had both been unhappy of 
late due to these problems, and so the two of you came to me 
in the hope of changing them." 
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Sarah looked down at her hands. They were pale, 
deathly pale, dark fingernails showing like puddles of dark 
blood on the tips of her fingers. They looked like a stranger's 
hands. "And my memories ... " 

"I usually make slight changes to the patient's memory 
after the procedure, to reduce the chances of a relapse of 
the earlier traits. It is also standard to remove the memory 
of the procedure itself and the weeks leading up to it." His 
fingers moved up, down, like a crab's legs."It is the usual 
wish of the patient to make sure that, whatever changes 
have been made, to make them retroactive, to make it so 
they have always been this way." 

Sarah kept her eyes on her hands. They seemed to be 
moving back, getting further away even though they stayed 
perfectly still... 

Dr. Gibbons set down the glass and leaned over to 
her. "Look, Mrs. Bartlett, I can understand that this comes 
as a shock to you, but you needn't be upset. When you 
came to me, you and your husband both, you were unhappy, 
constantly fighting with each other, arguing over the most 
trivial things ... you both knew that this procedure would 
make your lives so much better. And I know it has; your 
husband called last week to thank me once again." 

Sarah breathed, a deep shuddering breath like one 
who's been underwater for years."I'm fine, Dr. Gibbons." 
She brought up her hand and studied the strange whorls 
and creases patterned across her flesh. "I'm fine." 

Sarah woke up only once that night. The night was 
dark and solid around her, tangible; she brought up her hand 
to her eyes and the darkness swirled around her strange 
fingers like a whirlpool. 

Keith was next to her, still. Sarah looked at him through 
the solid night. 

She left the bed, went downstairs. On the shelves was 
a box of old photos. This she pulled out and set on the 
floor. Her strange fingers flipped through the files. She let 
them fall forward, faster. They moved quickly, like movie 
film, turning little instants into a moving picture of her and 
Kevin, hiking, skiing, dancing, laughing. 

There's a term for it, scientifically, where instants seem 
like one long moment. Sarah tried to remember it. It's 
what makes moving pictures move. 

Persistence of memory. That was it. 
There was the woman in the moments. She looked 

like Sarah. She had Sarah's hands. She moved like Sarah. 
Her memory persisted. 

She looked happy. 
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To a Puppet 

Controlled by some great hand unseen 
And subject to his whim, 
The tasks perceived on you to lean 
Depend instead on him. 
Your limbs and lips the stipulate 
Of hidden master's heed. 
Your painted smile won't vacillate, 
Nor will your sightless, helpless need. 

You answer to another's call, 
Your choices compromised: 
For high above, the hand rules all, 
Your role simply implied. 
The unseen hands and strings provide, 
Beneath their thin veneer, 
The reason that your hands are tied 
By guides to which you must adhere. 

You are, 0 puppet, subject to 
Your cruel, strange puppeteer: 
Your image, reputation, too; 
To popular appear. 
You're tied, both hand and foot, simply 
A pawn in hands to fear. 

You vow you '11 be your own person, 
That things can change, and will. 
But all too soon you will become 
So firmly caught until, 
Another puppet lives, as change 
Comes from above you still. 

You represent the citizen, 
But serve your own interest. 
For power keen, the denizen 
Is left out in your quest. 
Control and greed create one more 
Sad puppet with the rest. 

The puppeteers, eventually, 
Will finish their long task. 
The puppets unnecessary, 
They take control at last. 
When puppets we have all become, 
Our freedom is the past. 

Jonathan Maurer 
St. Michael-Albertville High School, grade 12 

Poetry 

In the beginning, there were chickens and there 
were wheelbarrows to match. But then a change struck 
literature like a flash of lightning. And his name was 
Billy Shakespeare. 

He rocked the world like thunder, and as I said be
fore, he struck like lightning. I am no history or litera
ture major, but I know when someone has it, and by 
golly he had it. He bad everyone thinking outside the 
box. And the people of Earth lived in happiness for 
quite some time. 

But then another flash of lightning struck, but it 
wasn't the same. It wasn't a Shakespearian flash, but it 
was the kind of lightning that evil witches and war
locks made. It went by the name of modem poetry. 
And they had everyone back in the box filled with chick
ens and wheelbarrows. 

But people in my day and age cannot recognize 
what I am saying. They think that these modem poets 
are thinking outside the box, but really they have it flip
flopped around. Billy was thinking outside the box. 
He was writing about love and death and heartbreak 

' but these new guys are just writing about ordinary things 
that everyone experiences every day. Who wants to 
read about that? The answer is people who are just 
getting swept up in the hype of the situation. But let 
me tell you, world, I will not be swept away. 

I will stand up and tell the rest of you that these 
modem poets are not great thinkers or great men who 
are charging ahead. They are only bringing us back. 
And let me tell you that if Shakespeare would have 
lived today, modem poetry would have killed him. He 
would have never been rightfully famous. What if 
Romeo had not loved Juliet? Or what if their families 
were just crazy about each other? That's right Billy's 
stories wouldn't have been worth a continental. 

To really understand the piece you must know that 
my class was doing a poetry project, and we had just 
read William Carlos Williams' "The Red Wheelbar
row." I did not like this, nor did I like most other "mod
e~" poetry we read. That inspired me to write this 
piece. 

Kelly Molloy 
Annunciation School, Minneapolis, grade 8 
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Jen Fluke, Eagan High School, grade 11 

He had been walking dead for four days, or 
maybe five. In this Golgotha, time no longer mattered. 
Dawn broke the same as the past mornings-first, noth
ing but innumerable stars, then a dusky rose that shaded 
the horizon, and then finally the sharp, brutal glare of 
the sun. There was no surcease, no respite from the 
heavens, only the lifeless heat and the cacti. 

He slept next to the skeleton of the small 
Cessna. Earlier, on the day of The Disaster, the prophet 
had peered inside the wreckage, looking for water or a 
radio or a map, finding only the charred bones of the 
pilot. He had not stumbled back inside since. The 
shadow of the downed plane provided adequate shade 
during the early hours of the morning, but this soon 
faded as the sun rose to its apex. 

First it had been food-a ravenous hunger. His 
very insides had been tom apart, craving fresh meat 
and sweet greens. After four days, however, this had 
given way to a new agony. He needed water; this was 
the first thought on his fevered brain as he rose. His 
ministerial robes had been removed days ago, as the 
heat necessitated, and he now used the black cloth as 
bedding. Today he would find water, or he would die. 

He hummed "Amazing Grace" through blis
tered lips as he set out that morning to quench his thirst. 
The skin on his back had gone an angry red but was no 
longer painful. In fact, it was cool to the touch, his 
only relief from the sweltering heat. The clergyman 
thought of his convention. That had been his first 
thought after The Disaster, before he fully registered 
the gravity of his situation. His charter plane had gone 
down en route to Las Vegas, the City of Sin. There 
would be no convention for him, no soul cleansing with 
the other ministers, no giving testament to the wonder
ful Word of God. Of course, the infinite desert had its 
own ways of purging the soul. 

His undergarments had remained on; he clung 
fast to the last remnants of his culture, but today he 
finally slid them off. The heat was excruciating-ev
erything took on a glassy look as his mind played Ju
das to his wasted body. As he lurched through the sand, 
half walking, half crawling, he knew what Jesus had 
felt on the cross. This was the ultimate suffering for 
God-this was his own penance. He had been betrayed 
by technology and a half-drunk pilot-for-hire; when he 
died, his sins would be absolved into a million tiny 
grains of sand. 
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He came to a cluster of tall cacti. Somewhere, in 
some other forgotten time, he remembered reading that 
they retained water in their cores to survive this frightful 
arid climate. Having no instruments by which to sever 
the cactus, and not wanting to wade back to the downed 
plane for a scrap of metal, he instead used his fingers to 
claw to the moist center. His hands became bloodied and 
welted, his head a crown of thorns, as he pushed and 
scraped with all his strength at the leathery hide of the 
plant. Still, nothing gave. 

He stepped back into its faint shadow. His right 
hand, where he had been cut the deepest, was swelling 
rapidly to twice its usual size. It was red and tender to the 
touch. It seemed there was no water to be found here 
after all, no water to be found anywhere within this waste
land. 

He stumbled onward instead, mumbling scraps 
of old prayers. His mind had gone beyond the breaking 
point-this was all a vision, a message from Jesus. Savior, 
he thought, send me a sign. Lead me unto You, and I will 
teach the Word, for the Word is the Truth and the Truth is 
everlasting Life, amen. 

He saw something, a brown speck on the hori
zon. He walked toward it, not yet able to distinguish the 
true form of the blurry shape. It was not until he stood 
right before it that his brain comprehended what his eyes 
had seen all along. There it was: the Sign from God! 
Jesus had heard his pleas after all, hallelujah. Before him, 
amid the sea of sand and dust, was the Cross of Christ. 
He lay himself before it, weeping with joy at the Lord's 
infinite mercy, those tears the last of his body's moisture. 

The sun rose to its zenith and began its descent 
below the horizon, and still the holy man knelt before the 
cross. His feet were callused; he did not feel the scorpi
ons as they crawled over him, looking for shelter from 
the unforgiving sun. His body trembled, feeling the Rap
ture, feeling at last the loss of water and minerals from 
his bloodstream. He clutched the crucifix closer as the 
final spasms wracked his wasted frame. Finally, as the 
sun turned orange in the western sky over Vegas, he 
breathed his last. 

Later, the vultures overhead partook in their own 
communion. One, larger and darker than the rest, perched 
upon the cross after eating its fill. Just below his talons, 
on the horizontal bar of the holy icon, were the etchings 
of a faint but unmistakable last rite for the preacher- "Rest 
Stop, 1/2 Mile." 
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J';}ue Maltlly ~ of Ej[innia ~n 
Toanna Knight, Perpich Center for Arts High School, grade 11 

Joanna Knights story was the winner of the F Scott 
Fitzgerald Writing Contest for High School Students. Joanna 
was also a featured speaker at an earlier school-wide per
formance of poems and stories in honor of Fitzgerald, an 
event that was covered by CSPAN. 

The contest, sponsored in connection with the Sixth Jn
~ernational F Scott Fitzgerald Society Conference, was 
Judged by novelist Faith Sullivan, Journalist Mary Ann 
Grossmann, and poet John Minczeski. Judges, coriference 
attendees, distinguished writers George Plimpton, Norman 
Mailer, and others,joined Garrison Keillor at the Landmark 
Center to honor Joanna when Keillor presented her with her 
cash prize. 

Joanna's entry, "The Many Faces of Ejima Beynon," a 
story with a decidedly Fitzgerald-ish opening, "There was 
~omething about Ejima Beynon that had always inspired enry 
zn those around her, " was one of a number of excellent en
tries. Organizers of the local events for theFitzgerald Con
ference, Eleanor Heginbotham of Concordia University Saint 
Paul and Dave Page of Inver Hills, do not plan another con
ference, but they hope another group will come up with an
other inspiration for eliciting such talent. 

There was something about Ejima Beynon that had 
always inspired envy in those around her. She was decid
edly unlike the glowing debutantes of those years, her 
sophistication lying in her complete apathy towards any 
sort of palatial splendor. She was idealistic without the 
burden of ideals, moral without holding to any sort of 
morality. She believed that life was a succession of a few 
days, with the results of those days strung out in between 
as a bruise upon destiny, or a sort of golden floss lightly 
knit to uphold the rest. I remembered her always as the 
girl on the train from the city at that moment of each day 
when the windows become a brittle, livid yellow and the 
convivial blur of evening colors grope through the dusk 
to be sharpened into the lush, enchanting shades of night. 
She sank into the sway of the train as a singular person
age in the midst of Wall Street black and rolled news
print, with a tweed hat pulled to the delicate wisps of her 
brow_s and her coat falling sloppily about her hips in a 
certam way that made it quite clear that she did not con
sider the atmosphere to be one in which she would be 
constrained to impress anyone. This was the picture I 
would retain of her years later, her lap spread with fash
ion prints and her pocket lined with a small white paper 
sack of chocolate drops from the station. 

I. 

The vivid, gauzy stillness was peeled back with the 
slow rise of the curtain and the glorious heat of applause 
burned slowly across the stage, cooled only when the cur
ta_in ?ropped down for the last time and I found myself 
tnppmg through the dingy tangles of rope and ladder and 
to my dressing room. Jack was waiting by the cracked 
table. 

"There's a friend of yours waiting backstage." 
"Oh?" I slipped behind a painted screen and into a 

flesh-colored silk dress. "Who?" 
"It_'s an odd name." Jack tugged a folded program 

from his breast pocket, tearing it slightly on the sharp la
pel. "I can't quite make it out anymore, now that the 
pencil's been smudged. It was something real strange, 
anyhow." 

I emerged from behind the screen dabbing away cold 
cream and powdering simultaneously. "I suppose we'll 
?e forced to see who it is, if only to keep them from wait
mg." 

"I suppose." 
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I slipped into my coat and left the dressing room, 
Jack following. The woman seated on the couch was 
turned away from me, one hand wielding a cigarette 
which dipped with her gestures as she spoke, yet I knew 
who it was without ever seeing her face. Ejima Beynon 
rose, with a rush of perfume and smoke, from a deep 
cloud of beige satin, her diamond earring catching 
slightly on a diaphanous string of aqua stones resting on 
her collar bone, as she passed her cigarette to her com
panion. He was introduced as a friend from Prague, and 
we shook hands, he extending a cool palm which some
how managed to be unengaged from the task of balanc
ing a satin wrap and two cigarettes. There was an awk
ward rush of greeting and introduction, followed by a 
rather exuberant invitation, on our part, to the party be
ing given by our London set, a group rather more tran
sient than stable, but entirely able to furnish some sort 
of pleasure. 

Ejima's car was waiting in the cobblestone and brick 
alley behind the theater, which loomed with every in
tention, from the back angle, of presuming to be a ware
house of sorts. There was something vaguely exotic 
about the low, warm sky, all pearl and spire, and some
thing more sharply exotic about the leather and velvet 
nestled between the two banks of glass and chrome that 
were the car. We settled into them within the musk of 
the Czechoslovakian's cologne and the rigid vivacity of 
Ejima. The car started, finally, and the West End rushed 
by in one airy, breathless huddle, giving way to a sort of 
rushing suspension above the more complex network of 
lights that composed the rest of the city, cut through by a 
black, mute swath that was the river. The car made its 
way into a crush of other automobiles beneath the breath
less ornament of the club and in the slow, bright swirl of 
edging chrome Ejima began twirling the latch of the car 
safe. The little door sprang open lightly, to a plethora of 
stacked boxes, of silk and velvet. She selected a slim, 
pale blue box and shook her wrap lightly from her slim 
shoulders. "Here, darling," she leaned forward to her 
companion, "Would you be a dear and take this off? I 
don't think the color is right for tonight." 

The man complied, steadily unhooking the latch and 
dropping the aqua necklace as one smooth ripple against 
its case's bright lining. When we finally found our way 
to the smooth, warm rooms at the top of the club and 
had spent some time observing the mesh of slim, pow
dered arms and sleek suits, Ejima suggested, rather jaun
tily, that we go out for ice cream. I saw her eyes clearly 
in the stark lamps of the outside steps as we waited for 
the car, and I caught their flashing hazel depths for the 
first time, glimpsed the sheer paradox of their arrogant 
vitality. 
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The car arrived and we all climbed in, watching the 
city in a greater silence than before, as though the lights 
somehow transcended our mutual presence, vaguely pre
occupied with attempts at small talk. Then the bright little 
bauble of an ice cream parlour was before us, the kitchen 
windows dingy and dripping with steam, piles of sweet 
rolls pressed against the glass. We stood at the counter 
for some time, gazing at a painted placard listing the fla
vors, before a man came from the kitchen, wiping his 
hands on the front of his apron. The place was utterly 
vacant, with the exception of a couple seated in the back. 
Ejima started, and announced that she needed some air, 
and we all followed her back to the car, the ice cream 
forgotten for the time being. I suggested that we all go up 
to my rooms at the hotel, and no one moved in disagree
ment with such a plan. 

They were still serving supper in the lobby restaurant 
when we entered, and we decided to return to eat some
thing after freshening up. Once in the room, Jack and the 
other man poured brandies and set a pot of black coffee to 
steam on the radiator. Ejima collapsed into a chair in the 
room where I found myself changing into a lavender frock. 

"I can't imagine living somewhere where there are 
neatly arranged drawers in place of suitcases." 

Ej ima did not answer. Instead, she lifted herself tiredly 
from her chair, muttering something about a headache, 
and wandered over to the wine on the sideboard. Ejima 
urged us all to go on to dinner and assured that she simply 
needed to rest. As she spoke, her eyes took on their fa
miliar glow, which seemed something between apathy and 
interest, a sort of indefinable aloofness. 

Much later, Jack and the Czechoslovakian retreated 
to the dusky billiard bar while I went to find Ejima. I 
tripped into the darkened rooms, grasping along the pa
pered walls for a light to press. I gasped when the light 
came up in the frosted overhead orbs. Ejima had heaved 
her wine glass against the wall. I could see the point of 
impact, a bruising spot of wine, with long trails oozing to 
the base of the wall, where some vivid remnants shim
mered still and cool within the shattered glass. She was 
fast asleep now, her breath faintly bearing the hot, quick, 
repulsive scent of alcohol, her face damp and swollen 
under the pulsing pressure of old tears. I felt a sudden 
dislike for her and was surprised at the anger with which 
I snatched up her handbag in search of an address. The 
contents were very unlike that of any I had seen women 
of her position carrying: a soiled bag of ancient choco
late drops and a dime sketch of her younger face from a 
street comer somewhere, some time ago. I finally man
aged to extract a number in Primrose Hill from her card 
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and marched down to fetch her companion and hail a cab. 
Ejima was lifted heavily into the car by the now tight-lipped 
man. Jack slipped unobtrusively into the waiting taxi be
fore the car, barely pausing to demand a good-bye, disap
peared down the street. 

II. 

I kept the street number for several days, intending to 
visit Ejima again, but suspended my visit out of discom
fort. Finally, on one of my last days in London, I made the 
call which had become the sort that nothing short of deco
rum could induce. I took a cab through the rain and was 
received at the door of a large stone flat by a maid in an 
enormously old-fashioned cotton shift. I was shown into 
a bright, high, red hallway, quivering in the lamplight which 
cast a bright amber stain on the overall gloom of the day. 
A man in a darkly quilted satin smoking jacket and pleated 
trousers appeared out of one of the rooms then and when 
I introduced myself as Ejima's friend, he welc;med me in 
as her husband. At this I was quite surprised, and thought 
for a moment, that he meant it as a joke, but indeed, there 
was no sign of the gentleman with the accent from several 
evenings prior. 

The man lowered his voice considerably as we ap
proached an open door at the end of the entrance hall. 
"She's been quite ill oflate. She went out to a play several 
weeks ago, insisting that she go alone, and only to that 
particular production, and she returned after everyone had 
gone to bed. I returned from a business engagement in 
Paris the following morning and found her quite unlike 
herself. She's been this way ever since. You may want to 
prepare yourself; she doesn't seem to be anything like what, 
I am sure, you were accustomed." 

I could hear the four distinct voices of small children 
s?~ewhere above us in the house as we went in, but Ejima, 
s1ttmg behind a white and silver tea spread, seemed not to 
hear them. Her face was ashen cream and her stare as 
blank and ambiguously sullen as I had ever seen it. She 
wore a little black slip of a dress that gave her the appear
ance of being slight and limp which indeed I had never 
known her to be. Her gaze was fixed on the rain and she 
did not speak for some time. Finally, her husband excused 
himself and slipped out. She turned her hazel eyes slowly 
to mine. 

"I didn't think you would come back. I must have 
embarrassed you awfully." 

"Not at all," I said evenly. "It was no trouble." 
"I suppose you've wondering why I sought you out." 
"I have been, I suppose." 
"I've been living in London for a long time. I was 

married here." She pressed her fingertips to her temples 

as though to keep them from bursting from her head, 
and then continued, "I need to keep friends, you un
derstand. The world slows so quickly. I thought I 
wanted to settle in a foreign place, but London isn't 
foreign enough. I want to be among jewels and per
fume, not rain and furs." 

Her voice disappeared into a dressing gown col
lar of the latter. When she looked back at me it was 
with an utter lack ofrecognition. "Did you just come 
in, or have you been standing here all this time?" 

I backed away a bit. "All this time of course." 
"But I didn't see you," her eyes widened with 

something like terror, " and I know I've been sitting 
here just as I am." 

"Well, I've been here too .... talking to you." 
Ejima's eyes faded in confusion, and she slumped 

into her chair. I expected something more, some out
burst of recognition or anger, but there was nothing 
but the same empty despondence. Her husband ap
peared from behind me and led me out. 

I ignored the rain and walked back to the hotel 
without ventming for a taxi. I suppose it felt more 
natural, more young and unspent and spontaneous that 
way, lost in the water with the warm fog lifting from 
the grates in the street. The faint grey-shrouded col
ors in the sky, the buildings and the trees seemed to 
converge into a sort of faintly colored tower above 
me, melting into the hollow palms of my hands. It 
was my own private dawn, pulled on a strand of gos
samer gold thread from a bruised memory. 

Mirrors MN English Toumal 

Screaming With No Breath 
Creative response to the novel Speak by Laurie Halse Anderson 

A silent scream pierces the night, 
she was alone, but now he's here. 
He wants just her body, 
but he takes so much more. 

Her mind is desperate, fighting within, 
but all she can do is pray, for the will to live. 
Her desperate pleas go unanswered, 
as he pushes her harder down. 

"Help!" She screams, as loud as she can, 
before she tastes black earth in her mouth. 
Access to an arm is all she has, and she tries to fight 
but still he restrains her effortlessly. 

All she feels is pain while she struggles. 
There's not a chance to break loose on a wish or a prayer. 
"There's no use," she thinks, as she slipped away slowly. 
"It will be over soon," she tells herself, losing all she had. 

She stops fighting and lets the hurt just set in. 
A blackness settles through her head 
for a hundred years, while he hurt her. 
Until it was over and he whispered softly, 
"You're very pretty," and with that 

she died on the inside, degraded, 
never seeing a face, hearing only his harsh, rasping voice. 
She knows he's still out there still looking for someone, 
another girl, another day. 

She thinks that she'll forget some day, 
the feeling that she has, 
and the way it ached when her mother said that it was all a lie, 
and the dreams and the voice, they all come back, 
without a rest in sight. 

The girl knew then that this was her life, 
and knew what she needed to do, 
she pulled out the pistol from the drawer and let all hell break loose. 

His silent scream pierces the night 
and he goes unanswered. 

For a little girl has lost her life, 
in a dark and cold flurry. 
The pain will never go away, 
but he is finally exposed 
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