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Caroline Aksich

stigma

| oh, and will— are you any good
in the sack? i was
just wondering a bit lately

because since that night
we held hands, for

no reason, i've had you
in mind.

ii

P've been busy

seducing lilies,

they cost me enough to feed
ageneric child in a third world cou

for an extended period of time.
the florist forgot to remove the ant
1

we finally happened
| and i didn’t
want to touch you.

stretched out like a modigliani
| couple, on sheets thar haven’t been v |
since the queen’s birthday, you w

sunday morning the snow fell i
the last lily yawned, as
you told me I was beautiful




iv

oh, and will— william, are you any good
at removing anthers? the florist forgor
and now the white tablecloth is stained.

v

“saturday was fun”,

said the boy with the whole name,
and patted me on the shoulder.

Veronika lsabella Bryskiewicz

Portrait of an Uncle

You who have never heard of Led Zeppelin or
read the Holy Qur'an stand with a string

of toilet paper around your neck

fist in air, shouting Za rodinu, za Stalina!

with a trace of that self-deprecating Polish irony;
You who think you know everything

not knowing what you lack.

I remember your patient hands with carthen
patriotism beneath visionary fingernails
leaning over crops in lambskin cap

and polyester suit

(this one will survive, this one will dic)
declaring that Confession is nor for vou
because you never sin;

And in your laid back dub style you
lit a Blue Star American Blend
singing of Russian girl{riends who
shit behind wheelbarrows

because they ate rotten fruit.

Unele, your brown face is like a wrinkle |

and yet you ler me push you in rusty wheelbarrow
exclaiming Viva ['Arre!

until your kerchiefed wife chased yvou

the dirt road with frying pan

kicking up pebbles with her woodern

Bastal Basta! Uncle run!

Chest heaving you returned, as alw -
Wwith cigarette hanging sideways in
pouring German vodka (the glass was |
and we sat on a bale of hay warching
set over the neighbor's field of wheat




until you were drunk, laughing and swaggering
like you owned the entire world

and half of Poland

forgetting that in your chest a tumor grows;

One day, soon, you will fall, Uncle,
like a condemned building imploding
to the sound of a messa requiem

but, [ know, will return as

an enlightened sunflower

in a cabbage parch

behind an outhouse.

Ben Chaisson St. Andrews
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Kevin Halligan

Bilboa’s Room

The owners never ask us for the rent.

They're shy, they sleep a lot, they're hard to find.
Their children laugh and race across the balcony,
Taking no notice of us. They do not mind

Who comes and goes, the dubious company

We keep; our voices raised in argument.

The room contains a wardrobe made of teak,

A chest of drawers, a mirror behind the door,
The desk in which you find my diary.

The sink, though loose, is large enough to store
A kilo of ice quite adequately.

The fan is one reliable antique.

Bilboa liked the place, | understand.

His lewd roman a clef (still selling well)

Started within these walls tricked out in reds
And powder blues. The seedy, faded egg-shell
Whites of the chessboard tiles between the beds
Strerch smooth and polished as a no-man's-land.

You want revenge. You've left to importune
Strangers to take you to the worst bordello:

A master-stroke. | hear him in the room,

Whispering his urgings to a girl I know.

The strip-lights buzz. The wall-stains seem to bloom.
1 turn the pages of Soldier of Fortune.

“ 14

Kevin Halligan

Galleys

Bingham weathered the incident with the pistol
To vanish Srareside for abour a year.

He returned with rather a shame-faced leer
Andl, later, OD'd over the galleys of his novel

Pink Elephant Dave claimed not to miss Yorkshire,
Ran the bar quietly and loved his hoys

And his foothall. He made a small noise

When Big Tony shouldered his coffin into the fire

Slimming at an unceasing and alarming rate
Jason coughed his lungs up as expected.
Boasting of all the women he had infected
In revenge, he shivered in the evening hear

Whirwell drove past with both hands raised
In chains on the blue police lorry.

Happily, his father was a wealthy Tory,

Wias there to greet him as he walked our dazcd

Into the daylighr and later, confessing to 1 pecr
Spoke of the victim, the family hovel

But mostly of his lost pistol. His novel

(He lived to read the galleys) is expected next ¢




Marta. The nc
sight is not lost

as facing the
speaks or making

stumbling over

that are overcome
accomplishment.
wonld fawn over her, lavi ove
and concern mdall:hmcuii:etbings;ii
she lacks friends, sympathetic stnmguw
would suffice.

But then the inevitable occurs: The
haneymoon ends. The memory of sight
— like the memories of a perfect love or
A JOYOUS SUmmer or a pair of shoes that
go with everything — gnaws away at
the seconds of her day with the taunting




reminder that somerhing is absent and
that she will miss it. Marta is not keen on
an existence in which her television has
been reduced to a radio that broadcasts
extremely vague and uninformative pro-
grams. A trivial point, perhaps, but for
some it is the difference between life and
non-life.

Luckily for Marta, science has long
been ar work on her particular problem.
Such is the nature of progress: human
institutions unleashed upon human co-
nundrums until a singular event occurs to
redefine the dimensions of our existence
if even for a moment. Whether said event
is beneficial or detrimental is of no con-
sequence; just be glad there’s something
worth talking about. The details can wait
for later.

The details: A certain scientist by the
name of Alexandre Ducéppe — tall, con-
fident, a silver fox of a man — secures a
sizeable research grant in order to cure
blindness. The reason for his fervour is a
poignant one: Dr. Ducéppe once observed
a blind man from across the street and
— without even speaking to the man —
imagined that his life was a complete and
utter hell. A vessel of pure empathy, the
good doctor is.

Dr. Ducéppe believes strongly in the
idea of sharing: What's yours is mine and
what's mine is yours. His proposal to erad-
icate blindness is a seamless extension of
this philosophy, as is apparent in a much-
vaunted magazine interview: “Colours and
shapes are not personal blessings — they
are aspects of the universe that everyone
metely taps into. One set of eyes is as good
as another. So instead of wasting time and
resources attempting to restore sight to
the individual, why not simply provide
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them with a means to barrow sight from
others?”

That the doctor makes it sound all so
easy is a testament to his winning smile
and subtle French accent. In fact, the soly-
tion he eventually develops is anything
but. It involves a device that is similar to
a radio but with one crucial difference:

jr_nsta.d of radio waves, it detects and

amplifies brain waves — specifically, the
patterns confined to the visual cortex.
Implanted into one’s own brain, said de-
vice allows the individual to see through
the eyes of anyone with whom he or she
makes physical contact. Granted, the sys-
tem is not perfect. The perspective shift
takes some getting used to, the need for
skin-to-skin contact creates social dis-
comfort, and of course the whole shcbang
is entirely contingent upon the presence
of another person. But it's better than
nothing,

Within five years of the initial pro-
posal, Dr. Ducéppe and his team complete
a working prototype of the thumbnail-
sized device which they cheerfully chris-
ten the Welcome Sight System; all that
Temains is the clinical trial.

Re-enter Marta, stage right:

“Will this work with my cat?” she
asks before the surgery commences.

The doctors had' never considered
such issues before. Lacking definitive
answers, they choose to ignore the ques-
tion.

The procedure is done under only 2
local anaesiliesia. Since the brain lacks
pain recepiors, there is no need to render
the patient unconscious; besides, once the
system is ac tivared she must be capable of
informing the docrors that it is working

T
~ conscious control of said movements, the
- experience is at best disorienting and 2
: wmkt-naumﬁng. In addition, it turns our
~ the system does indeed work with co
- Martais forced to reluctantly give her pre

i ;-UﬂWy,Mm@esmnscious-
ness at the moment of activation. Being

blind for half a year only to suddenly be

assailed with the sight of someone jabbing
- your own exposed brain can do that
yu. Realizing what has occurred, Dr.
e instructs an orderly to block the
tarp. Then, theatrically, he lays

ceppe’s
i Tesounding success. If Marta
stice wishes to see, she need merely
rouch another human being and the world
For her part, Marta has some trouble
accustomed to the system, The
d the head move with surprising
andl frequency; for one who is nor in

cious Mr. Mittens up for adoption.

. Itdoes not take long for her to discos
eranother nuance with the device: 1ts per
formance is inconsistent. Marta notices
the inconsistency most clearly when she i<
presented with her own visage. Althoug!
the face is always recognizably her o,
it takes on different flavours dependling
on whose sight she shares. For exampl
through Dr. Ducéppe’s eyes she is alway -

out of focus, as much a part of the back-
ground as the wallpaper. Through the
eyes of others, she sees herself as drab, or
sickly, or as if bad lighting were always
in effect in her immediate vicinity. About
the only consistent element is the fact
that nobody looks directly at her for too
long, not even when she is speaking to
them; their eyes wander until something
more interesting comes into view, such as
a plant or perhaps a cleavage.

Marta is unfazed by her unflattering
appearance. At one time or another she
has seen each and every one of those faces
before, in her own mirror. As for the oth-
ers’ blatant indifference to her presence,
that oo is no huge surprise Its confirma-
tion serves as a bitter sort of vindication,
sness born of knowledge that the
s don't really have a leg to stand

However, Marta does recognize how
the quirks of the system might prove prob-
I She decides to bring it up during
her next meeting with Dr. Ducéppe.
‘Why does this happen?” she asks.

Dr. Ducéppe taps his chiselled jaw
“I suppose the system transmits
wkground noise along with the in-
nacion from the optic nerve. Mind you,
cific brain wave patterns are very dif-
ficulr to isolare. Some were bound to slip
rough the cracks.™ He waves his hand
iissively. “A minor glitch. It's of no

t whar if ! rouch someone who's
roxicated?” she asks. “Or delusional?”

[he doctor clicks his tongue against

teerh. “You'll see what they see, obvi-

y. The same goes if you touch some

ne who is dreaming, But surely you have

ough common sense to judge whether




the things you see are real or not.”
Marta furrows her brow. *How would
1 do thar? Judge, [ mean.”

Dr. Duceppe sighs. “Mon Dieu. You
touch everyone in the room and whatev-
er is visible to the vast majority must be
real. It's not as complicated as you make it
sound.”

During the last phase of the clinical
trial, a new technician joins the team to
make final adjustments to the device. His
name is Reginald Arthurs. Marta. heeding
the doctor’s advice, forms her opinion of
him based on consensus. Everybody agrees
that Reggie is an attractive if somewhar

Jumpy young man with a quick smile and
4 manner that screams barely restrained
passion.

Reggie takes an immediate interest
in Marta. He strikes up spontaneous con-
versations with her in the halls of the re-
search institute, periods of uncomfortahle
small-talk punctuated by occasional inex-
plicable compliments. At first Marra looks
for ways to weasel out of their chats; and
vet, she cannot help bur feel a flicker of
warmth when he calls her name. Soon she
begins to eagerly anticipate the sound of
his voice. If possible, she watches for him
through the eyes of Nurse Samson — ir's
the most flattering view. At all costs, how-

ever, Marta avoids touching his skin. She
does not know why, but she considers it

of the utmost importance.

On the final day of the trial, Reggie
makes his intentions known to Marta,

“ can't stop thinking abour you,” he
says. “All 1 do is dream about you"

"Oh stop,” she says but does not mean
it.

“Let’s run away together.”

v 20 v

“Now you're just being silly »

“l mean it. I think I'm in love with
you."

Marta frowns, “l wish I could believe
that”

“Look at me. Look at my face and
you'll know that I'm sincere”

“l can’t, Reggie. There's no one in the
room but us — and it would be awful
awkward to drag someone else in here 4t
the moment.”

Reggie begins to sigh piteously, but
catches himself short. Once again. follow-
ing the grand human tradition despera-
tion gives birth ro inspiration. “Look ar
yourself then,” he proposes exciredly. “See
yourself through my eyes, and you'll know
why [ have no choice but tolove vou ” And
before she can stop him, Reagie closes his
hands around hers.

And Marta sees:

Beauty. Grace. Kindness. Radiance.
Warmth

Not once in her whole life has she ever
seen this face. Not through her own eyes,
nor anyone clse’s. It is completely unree-
ognizahle ro her. The ugliness of mruth
— the truth of ugliness — dawns upon
her.

“That < not me,” she says sadly. “Nev-
erwas. Never will be”

“What are you talking about?” Reggie
demand- at's you, the real you, that's
how [ see you”

Gel but firmly — Marta pulls
her hand free from his grasp. “I'm sure
that's wl i you believe,! she whispers.
“Maybe 10 should seek professional
help.”

Andl - they part, forever and ever.

Dr. Diceppe’s Welcome Sight System

:.

is released onto the market and becomes
a runaway success. For the first time in
history (barring of course the miracles of
Jesus Christ and his ilk), the blind can see
just as well as the sighted.

Naorhing changes.

VRGN T ST




er the bed covers withme.




Time evaporares and you sail away
On the current of our shared breath.
You traverse the small sky above my bed
And are lost.

Peace settles like pollen in my pores.

This is what [ remember:

Five years old

In the green kitchen

Standing on a stool

Our hands knuckle deep in the dough
Flour en your cheek.

This is what | have:

The recipe —

A loose-Teaf relic,

Transparent with time and the rubbing
Of burtery fingers.

Mine, my mother'’s. Yours.

Like the gauzy wings of moths
I can sce my fingers through i,
Your spidery hand blurry bur visible.

Between the lines and inside the bites
Of biscuir flesh

You are still fat and efficient and brisk.
Not brittle bone and whire wisp hair
Like later

This is what [ know:

Flour shortening sal,
Baking soda and powder bath
Sugar. But not much.
Cut out with a glass.
Bake at 350
Eat with strawberry jam,













Benedetta Lamanna

fall-out

loss
lands one year later,
plucked from dead air
of Wilson Station
by the mandolin
of a brown-skinned man
slouched over,
Anonymous,
his half-gloved fingers
strumming Spanish heart-
strings, pulled
and teased],
diffusing your elegy
into the sunstone-coloured wall tiles,
grey shuffle of escalator,
my white bones
50 that you
bristle
against
windowpanes;
beyond this,
deft glimmers
of white and red city lights:
December night
that annihilates
with its numbness,
an x-ray of things brushed
under, semi-forgotren,

Beth Kates Amsterdam
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Julienne Lottering

[ Viadislav Malik

| Bathtub Fragment

He is in the bathtub,
soaking in that idle feeling,
The muffled sound of her voice
comes through the tile,
beating on hot air,

like droplets of Hirashima.

Commission 1
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James Papoutsis

Underwear models

I can’t explain the naked feeling of lying on concrete,
Open public square,

end of summer night.

Warching underwear models and cola ads

on digital billboards, monstrous and illuminating,
cold and full of wonder.

Sometimes weords are not enough,

and we need the gloss,

the bright lights,

the sense of ecstasy and christmas morning,

Sandy Pool

Tele phone

It must be that I have forgotten how o speak
or it must be that | have been silenced
by the weight of things.

Morse code into the receiver

Hove you, I love you, so what?

There is no room for sentiment here

The lines between us are so thin and dark
Your heart keeps pumping out love
asifall it knows is circulation.

I
If we set this ina pond, one of us would be [ eda
(IHlet you guess which one.)
A white rush, a sudden blow then
Static

11
And what is left to say?
The mounties are falling down
around us, the men are serring themselve
on fire. A tissue A rissue we all

fall down

IV

Weare collecting our silence like <
White noise on the sea floor.

Next time

Iwill revolutionize communication |
DXt time, I will use semaphore




.

I

























Keith Urquhare
Savings

There was a new lobster outlet open-
ing up across the road from Providence
‘Wholesale Religious Paraphernalia, or
across the four-lane divided main thor-
oughfare, would be a more accurate de-
electricians, foreign laborers obviously
without visas — were putting the finish-
ing touches on the place, installing the fi-
nal sheets of Plexiglas, painting the edges
of the bright neon yellow sign, hauling in
the last of the massive lobster tanks.

From her seat behind the cash register
at Providence Paraphernalia, Jane had an
excellent view of the entire construction:
“COMING SOON:" the sign said, “Larry’s
Wholesale Lobsters™ This had origtnally
struck Jane as absolutely absurd. Why
in the name of hell, she thought, would
someone decide to build alobster outler on
this desolate stretch of industrial-zoned
warehousc land. This was the middle of
Scarborough. There was never supposed
to be anything mildly interesting here.
Warchouses, paper-mills, outdated tech
centers, an occasional strip mall with a
porno-store, a cheap dermarologist and a
feeble-looking coffee chain with cigarerte

burnt wallpaper and inside, a tired look-
ing forty-year-old newimmigrant hehind
the counter wearily asking one-sugar-
or-two? These were the stores that lined
Warden Avenue, What right did a bright
neon yellow sign advertising fresh lobster
have setring up shop, disrupting the un-

262

checked, unmedicated depression of late. -

seventies urhan sprawl?
This store was doomed to failur,
thought Jane, and a spectacular one at

that. For surely, she reasoned, any poten:

tial niche market that a lobster whaolesaler

had would be complerely discouraged by

the obscurity and engorging drabness of
the location. and would take their whole-
sale lobster purchases to a cleaner, more
modern, and less dilapidated strip of com-
mercial warehousing. :

This wonder, like most things in her
life, this incessant speculation of Jane's
regarding the store, soon turned to idle
boredom. Larry's Lobsters, she surmised,
had just about as much right to exist as
Providence Religions Wholesale Para:
phernalia.

At least you could make a nice bisque
out of lobsters. All that Providence had
to offer was cternally delayed salvation
vis-a-vis the magic of lowest common de-
nominator hulk-store pricing,

The warchouse on Warden Avenue
was one of three Providence outlets in the
Greater Toronto area. Bur as Ted. Jane’s
boss and co-owner of the franchise, liked
to say, “This is our flagship store.” (Ted
was aman with teeth alitrle too white and
afacealittle too streeched, as if ro say, I'm
trying really hard here, and I'd appreciate
it if you'd clench your own butt-checks a
little tighter and try harder too — thanks
very much in advance.) The store was the

¢k upon which the entire Providence
in was firmly incorporated.

‘There were thousands of square feet of
nadulterared Christian bells and whis-

verything one needed to start up

| of any denomination or creed,
15 long as you “Liked Christ” (another
edism). There were stacks and sracks
crucifixes, at every level of gore (“The
lics love the gore, Protestants like
sm, the French love the gold™).
hristin books, calendars,
1l tapes. posters. The store
oly water, communion walers, in-
tion incense, and boxes and boxes
Bible in bulk. New items came in
ety day: Testamints (Halloween candy
ssalms inside), Christian rap, Chris-
ds’ videos, Christian bath soap, Je-
clocks, all packaged and sold in mass
rities without the shightest hint of
. This lack of ironic perspective ap-
Ted, the management, and the en-
pattonage of the store. They entered,
ordered, and purchased. without finding
single thing funny about the company’s
lity to make a mint through the pack-
rand commercial cannibalizing of our
lord and saviour, Jesus Christ, amen. They
¢ more interested in the savings,
Jane yawned and fiddled with her
wn crucifix, a small gold pendant her
grandmother, Baba, had given her on her
. thirceenth birthday. She appreciated the
cructfix for the heartfelt and misplaced
emotion that her old-world Greel grand
mather had placed into it, believ ing that
Jane was, like her, a flesh-and - blood prac
Hcing Catholie. True enough, she had gone
through the motions, did the first commu
aion, the Catholic high school, the Sunday
school classes. But these things she had

| i I
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treated like any other of her extracurricu-
lar activities, to her, learning the verses
and psalms of the Bible were akin to
swimming lessons. Except with the Bible
you didn't have to get wet.

Jane consciously wore the crucifix on
the days that she worked at the store,
and days when she felt like a real Catho-
lic; rainy days mostly, meditative spring
mornings near Lent or Faster. The rest of
the time the crucifix stayed securely in
the velvet case on her dresser.

God, how had she ended up here? No
chance for escape in months. A summer
job, yes, but one that scemed more like
a sentence, one that ran on and on, and
didn’t really go anywhere.

Jane had finished a year ar university.
More like spiked it. Thrown it down in the
end zone with disgust. Flunked one of her
courses, Introductory Sociology. cruise-
controlled through the others. Then fell
down in March complerely blank with
no friends from high school (didn't rerurn
calls) or university (didn't make any).

She had commuted from her basement
and kept to herself, except occasionally to
repel overzealous frat boys with bloated
necks who figured, what the hell, let's
take a shot off her bow.

And now she had lost the inner drive,
the motivation that had propelled her to
such heady heights in high school. Sec-
ond-to-none average, star history student,
number one in theology class. Potential
valedicrorian candidate. She had landed,
ass-down, in this ridiculous job, a job that
was her only structure in her life, her only
contact with the rest of the world.

[ used to take interest in things. I used
ro want ro do stulf. To make plans. To go
on trips. To be a teacher. I would rhink




1 suppose that the

R I

be gaudy, please excuse the pm:. they_
might even compromise the entire belief
systems of Christianity.”

He held up a particularly um!ﬂe item.
A “Jesus playing sports” figurine. Our Sav-
four, in skates, playing with two porcelain




Aryans, The statues had been featured on
late night talk shows as acomedy segment.
Providence was selling the entire set for
$69.95, once again, without irony. *But in
the greater scheme of things, they matter
lirtle, and they give some comfort.”

He placed the figurine back on the
shelf.

“You must come over to the store. I will
show you the tanks. They are very beauti-
ful. 1 will cook you a lobster.”

He smiled, the well-practiced smile,
and left the store. The exiting bells reso-
nated in the now near-empty warchouse.

Jane sat in the relevision room. The
basement. She sat on the leather lazy-boy
chair. Her parents sat beside her on the
couch. The television was on, loud enough
o stop any conversation. Except occa-
sions during commercial breaks that were
not used up by washroom breaks or Coca-
Cola runs to the kitchen. Jane wasn't quite
sure what television show they were all
now watching, a decorating show most
likely.

She got up and walked up the stairs,
through the kitchen to the backdoor,
opened it. The night was awake with the
sound of rushing cars. From the backyard
— one of many in the compound develop-
ment fifteen minutes from the Providence
store — she could see the pulsing neon
curve of Warden Avenue. The passing
cars, each like a Christmas light blinking,
and then sliding out of view.

The heat had not yet lifted from the
ground, and Jane thought she could see
waves coming from the direction of the
store. Or maybe it was smoke, No, waves,
surely it was waves being emitted from
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the dark warehouse.

In her mind’s eye, she could now see
the figurines and crucifixes in the store, all
syntheric, plastic limbs, sealed right and
sterilized, crupting from their packages,
bursting and vibrating in epileptic firs on
the floor. Like the prophet Mohammed
receiving messages from God, the objects
vibrated on the ground, emitting a faing
whine, a whinc of remorse, They praised
their maker while simultancously wishing
him dead, for the flaws in their design, the
cracks in their wood crosses, the shoddi-
ness of their paint job, the toxic chemicals
inherent within their plastics, the prices
sealed onto their sides with adhesives.

All this was happening on a gray strect
in the middle of the night. in an absolure
zero town.

They were calling out, waiting for
someone to touch them and ingrain them
with meaning, with emotion. Alone in the
warchouse they sang.

Jane almost wept. Instead, she went
back inside, and back down into the base-
ment.

Christima Wollensen
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Christina Wollensen

A6

outh is dry. My throat burns.
across from me has his elbows
- his knees and is glaring out
through a pair of sunken in.
Next to him there is a small.
woman with a mouth like a rose
ee from the streaks on her face
has been crying. Between us there
unconseious boy, his face pressed o
ng of the truck, his evelids splic
ttle so that [ can sec the whites
s, Patterns of dappled sunshine
s in the tarp up above us race

know” says the man, “They mean
£ 1§ a5 5001 as we ger there "
can't be sure of that” says the
cr hair out of
hite hand.

nean to do,

man sneers, “And why not?”

duse we've done nothing wrong!”
| WOman says passionately

"You read your history books?" says
the man. His voice is gravelly, dangerous,
‘Thut‘s never stopped anyone killing
someone.” He spits. “We've done noth

The Lak- ing wrongl™ he repeats in a falsetro. He

laughs.

“But that happened somewhere else,
not here." the woman replics
being told that this was a frec. e

ew up
10cTatic

ountry. It can't happen he:
will stop them [rom killing 1
get us down on our knees and |

R —

Someone

hey might
Ve guns

v HO v

pressed tothe backs of our heads, but they
will never pull the trigger. Someone will
come to their senses or they will receive a
command from someone else who knows
we've done nothing wrong..."

“Will you listen to this,” says the man.
He is addressing me now. “Can you be-
lieve this girh”

1 swallow. Slowly. My rongue feels like
cardboard. “I can,” I say:

He makes a face and snorts. “But you're
not going to get down on your knees, like
a little dog are you? Wait for them to just
kill you? You, girl, you look like a fighter.”

I think for a moment. My stomach is
turning inwards, hell bent on consuming
itself. It's been more than thirty-six hours
since [ last ate anything. 'm used ro three
full meals a day plus snacks in between. “
don't know what Fll do, to be honest.” 1
say. “I want to say that  will fight. but 'm
not sure | will. When do you decide to flee
or fight exactly? Right now I don't know
how it will go down. They might open the
back of this thing and shoor us all to hell.
Or they might escort us two feet and then
shoot us without warning.”

“If they do that, then no one can blame
you,” the man says, “What I'm saying is,
will you get down on your knees and just
wait for it to be over? Will you be obedi-
ent?”

“If you cooperate with them.” the wom-
an interjects, “You have a better chance of
survival overall. You'll have more time.
How would you feel if you decided to




n. They look bored
something about
“his shift left. Anoth-
like lemonade:

and fanning herself
nodding and shaking
“Mayhe it's all the
on her shoulder. “I'm ne
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