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Velocity

The velocity of a bullet
is computed by distance
traveled (also known as

space) then divided by time.

The velocity of being on the
receiving end of said bullet
can also be determined

but once received is hardly

worth the calculated effort.

Furthermore, the argument
that my bullet is faster than

your bullet hardly matters

if you are the one being shot.

Larry Jaffe



Independence Day, 1970

With young backyard drunks at dusk, we held sparklers and burned
glow worms. Then came the fizzed out collapse of the failed, big
show. Smoke filled the patio. To water we went caravanning to
seashore. I would have held anyone’s hand. Past the rail we fished,
an ice cream stand, and candy store where kids chewed and chewed
taffy, two men tumbled down a flight of stairs and landed in our
path. My father gathered me. One man tore the other’s face open.
Their white, summer shirts turned red. Between punches, two
women arrived. They pulled each other’s hair.

The drunks and I, twisted away from the direction we came,
watched. I perched against my father like birds on the stump in
Brueghel’s painting. In it and from above, immobile tropicals
observed others fly or crawl without aim toward the ark. To them —
unthinking — the cypress, motion, and uncountable pairs felt like
signs of an incident to come.

The next day I was sure both men had died. With legs still around
my father’s waist, memory became docked in the rotting, wood pier.
The holiday let me see all in one eyeful, and I understood myself far
from being spared.



Camille Dungy

Commute

You remember the harp in your pocket and the tune

to a time winding blues. Baby, I'm tied to you

forever. I’'m tied to you forever. I can’t quit you, baby.

I can’t even put you down. This tunnel looks like love

gone hurtling into darkness. Across the track

a couple nods, appreciating something they can’t

put their fingers on. You tuck the harp back in your pocket,

and we’re all quiet for awhile but the wind.



The Abattoir

Who was he to think that because we were once friends,
before the glasses, and the neck-gear, and the growth
so fast even his new clothes hung short, that we would

risk the shoot of laughter dropping us beside him?

Who was he to think his gentle invitations,

the dance his grace-poor father risked embarrassment
to afford, could inspire our mercy? We were
butchers, knives unsheathed, our cleavers at the ready.

We were young and strong and starving. That thing, that bone

and skin and meat behind the altar? Just one girl
went, because she had to go. Her mother drove her
to the temple and watched her walk inside. But us?
The winter of adolescence was upon us.

Who was he to think his was a life we would spare?



Mary at the Shops

When his hands only had her to hold, and he sought something
more practical (perhaps some sturdy shoes?), Mary found them.
The perfect pair.
The box she held held the shoes the man she wanted wanted
and everything she would not say about the ways she would change, the secrets
she could keep, the articulate and inarticulate desires of his heart
she would make manifest and, finding, give to him.
She placed in his hands the shoes

and thought that everything was understood.

He thanked her,

opened the box, and inside found just the pair of shoes he wanted.



it had been months on months

so how it surprised her,

with $4.68 of Mr. Brown’s Chicken,
one thigh left in the bucket and
grease glowing on lips and around
them and hands lardlined

and crumbed and paper napkins not
paper but a limpness in one palm,
to find herself at Mary’s mother’s
stoop. and there was Mary sitting
with her head also sitting (it sat

in her hands. she sat in the almost
dark beside the ivy wall lining

the stairs that would have walked
her to the bell, the door. she would
not ring). even after cleaning

as best she could the mouth that reminded
her of another time when Mary sat
in bed with silly sticking all around

hair and looked at her with what Sarah



only hoped meant thank you, Sarah
did not say anything. and Mary did not
lift any part of herself (not like

that other time when her whole self
she lifted up to Sarah). not even,

not especially, her head, to see Sarah
standing where she never knew

not to go, so close to the doorbell
Mary couldn’t ring. (the mother
didn’t think women should ever be
like that). together Mary and Sarah
only were still. and then, not

because she wanted to but because
she knew she could never take

any chance again, even to stand

at Mr. Brown’s Chicken and say six
special seasoned thighs please

if Mary didn’t answer right, Sarah
took her body further down the street

and finally and without a doubt away.



Andrew Kozma

Meanings

Her eyes are called her hands,
the table is labeled a limestone quarry, this pen
a cubic foot of air, hearts are shelled
pecans she is cracking.

In the library she hunts
dust-eaten shelves
for dictionaries. On their ink-fattened pages,
death is the moment
rain hangs in the air.

Her father died a simile.
She burns her grief page by page.

She dreams the coffin shut,

her father angled against the wall,
Until you say the words,

1 am still alive.

His voice congeals the air

like full-scented flowers.



The coffin becomes the wrinkled edges of the carpet,
the bright faces of the mourners.

When she was little, her father, stiff-backed,

paper before him open as a plate,

looked, unmoving,

on weekday mornings.

Her relatives ignore her,

the corpse closes its eyes.



The Funeral
He died in the English way, quiet and unassuming.
The car was found arranged by the roadside,

the body inside decorously sprawled, all evidence
of wounds soaked into his black jacket.

One arm politely covered his face. His joints rested
at embarrassed angles. The seatbelt sagged

like a guilty child when the door was pried open,
when ambulance lights lit through unbroken windows

to reflect on the moving hands of his watch.



After the Cremation
Morning peoples the kitchen with thin shadows.
Trees stand at the windows, their bark polished

to a mottled gray as breakfast curdles
among the white bouquets cluttering the table.

Cradling the urn, I feel the awkwardness
of the bones inside and miss the dissonant

scent of ash. Coffee suffuses the air.
I drink it scalding, as if to label myself alive.
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Mercedes Lawry

Roaming Summer

We were sweatballs. Watched it drip

behind our knees. Pushed hair off our necks.
Coveting shade and the front porch, we knew

time as a long, thin line that wavered

just above the horizon. The future was invisible,

our own selves grown and careful, who

would we love? Little did we know how delicious
those summers were, our brown legs perfect,

our hunt for dimes that took us up three blocks

to the corner store and Dreamsicles that made us
truly happy. The whole world was interesting

and even though we were afraid of Mr. Khrushchev,
we felt mostly safe even while telling the same

scary stories when we slept outside and watched for Sputnik,
our heavy eyes fastened on the spaces between stars.
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Help, I'm Running Backward and It Feels
So Good

Little or no reason for the sugar plantation.
Happiness gave up and went home.

Something about a pepper tree or cheatgrass.

The elderly man is trying to pray, but whispering

in his ear is a badly dressed ghost.. “Too late,”

1t says, its voice like broken zippers, “too late.”

I was in third grade once though no one will believe it.
I have the valentines as proof, and none of those cheap,
corny little ones, a hundred in a pack.

There were too many candles. I sent out invitations.
They said NO CANDLES in 16pt. Book Antiqua.
Oh, the days I myself feel like an old book,

it’s not too bad. Keep your eye on the moon,

soon it will be gone and you’ll be called a liar.
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Leopard, snake, alligator

Take the meat on your tongue
and talk its language: wind,
thunder, death out of nowhere.

Prison of flesh, shell stretched and folded,
eager to fail. The fame has invisible rules.
Go to the zoo and laugh. Touch

your own face, arm held out,

hand open. Supplication takes small
breaths. There is no eye to eye,

toe to toe, love, hate, misunderstanding.

Dream the gorillas take you in.

Of course, you're grateful, you’ve never

slept so well. But you're still the outsider
babbling useless syllables while the fierce rain
cleans your skin and leaves you shivering
under a pale, white sun.
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cactUs may

my brother owns a boat

my brother owns a boat

he’s probably in it right now
floating on the bird-blue water
the biggest boat

on the shimmery lake

not a cloud in the sky

a drink in his hand

the ring on his girl’s finger
sparkling large enough

to cause fishermen on shore
to squint into the distance

right now

1am crowded into a one-room apartment
with a graduate degree, a thousand

dusty tomes and

a cat with fleas

there’s a drink in my hand

sweaty beads of light cling to the glass
glittering in the florescence

like the stars of an obscene

constellation

’m not sure this means anything
if anything means at all
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beyond the simple fact
the quality of light
matters only

to the living

25



i am still trying to decide

1am still trying to decide

whether my mother was a slave or an angel
and whether my father was master of his house
or just a drunk stuck in his chair

1am trying to figure out how to lay my head
so that 1 do not wake up my father

and whether my father is a chair

or my chair a type of father

my mother is trying to find her feet

she is too drunk to fly but someone must make dinner
and i am unsure whether my father is motioning to speak
or for another drink

and every time i draw near i wake up behind his red eyes
with an ashtray tongue and my pockets turned out

the oven is never turned on and the casserole is served
the flowers are mowed over and
a load of colors are bleached to threads

the meatloaf is raw

my mother weeps and my father catches himself
on fire
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my mother does not yet know that 1 have become my father
and looks at me sidelong as if i might save her

the meatloaf is raw and father is motioning for a drink

eat it he says

and i pray to my mother on the patio smoking
1am still trying to decide if that prayer was answered
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Ravi Shankar

The New Trancendence

The last time I was blindfolded, led from the city
by Mitzvah tank, Venus in retrograde eclipsed the moon.

Silicone was up, the Dow down, the season’s rage reality
television. Later I would learn there was Teffillin on board,

but by then it was too late, more Republicans had ascended,
wiry hairs had begun to peek from my palms, the spring

breeze chockablock with burnt wieners and aerosol.
When squads of surgeons quit Mount Sinai to practice

laser vaginal rejuvenation, there’s bound to be a fuss
that reaches far enough into Florida to upend bingo,

to turn the links into a place Camaros go to rust.
See: we’re all in this together. It’s up to us to insure sailors

have less to spend during Fleet Week and more time
to perfect salvos that can turn heads. Indeed,

the current rate at which both manifestos and limericks
are being produced is precipitously low, plus no one

besides those daft with reenactment thinks to wear
a tricorn hat. Instead, stitched for three dollars a day
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in refurbished bunkers off the coast of Saipan,
sneakers that enhance support without compromising

breathability leave sole marks on the reflective floors
in the new line of gastropub’s paperless bathrooms.

Remember when all we had was our wits and a piece
of jagged shale? When a keening in the bloodstream meant

to hunt? Now click a mouse and dinner’s at the door.
Not that I’'m against evolution, but in a certain sauce,

progress tastes like regression, the construction of space
with natal ease of access, everything amniotic and near

at hand. In fact, I recently stuck velcro to the universal
remote control and installed a beer jockey in the couch.

Charity after all, like gingivitis, begins at home.
Plus, toys have become the new transcendence:

mp3s, dvds, leds, SUVs, palm pilots, Pentium processors,
rechargeable digital megapixel flat screens, they’ve all

conspired to replace heaven with a notion that daylight
is a zero-sum game, fodder for the latest distraction.

So it spins and as they say in Malta, to destroy the web,
squash the spider. I’d rather drink beer and bust caps.

Hedged in by nudniks on all sides, what’s a blade to do?
Moshiach, it turns out, is no fan of hot dogs or klezmer.
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Ode to Quickies

Lunch hour. The time it takes
to meet in anonymity leaves
no more than forty minutes.
All preamble be damned:

hike up, hunker down, flush
the color of bruised peaches,
fall against casements in knots
of garment, tilt towards me,
so I’'m exposed while you rove
a grove that grows in plums
with each sucked-in breath,
while wordless communiqués
flash between us, rapt to be
here, so roused beyond

the mere scope of skin,

only skin can suffice to hold
the charge of the rash

dance that fits the wan light
upon these chalky walls—
perfectly.
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Blue Circus, Oil Paint on Canvas, 1950

“Mine alone is the land

that exists in my soul

T enter it without a passport

like I do my own home”
-Marc Chagall

Polymorphous saturation
oh blue
space, river without banks
speculum mundi
there’s a cock in the corner
banging a drum
fish with a sly eye
head a bed for supple coupling
horse in green, coquette
lovingly decapitated
by cerulean shadow
mane preened
cooping up a man
delirious moon on violin

flecked orb, yellow orchestral
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depthless dancing
to horn, cello, accordion
ring-wrangling Mediterranean nymph
oh blue
lumieére liberté
in a diagonal swath
a trapeze-artist swims
upside down, rouged
peacock crowned
belly round, breasts round
like purest prayer

it all ends in laughter
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Sean Thomas Dougherty

Pas De Deus
“David Lehman and I do a little dance.”
--John Yau
Do you Merengue to the marimba, Salsa to the zither,

waltz to the wah wah co? Maybe you two

tango the two step to the Mississippi Watusi? Mash the potato,
holding onto the ladle as you belly up Break Out

in Electric Boogaloo? Or do you put on your red shoes
and Shock the Monkey, wear the carpet thin Running the Man

in perfect Funky Chicken? Do you Shinto on the roof
of a pinto? Look spooky as you bless the Kabuki?

Or do you both swivel your hips, side by side Boot Scootin
Boogie, or Tush Push a Cajun Jive, a Cadger’s Caper,

a Jockey’s Jig Yale’! Ma Navu listening to I’m going
back to Cali, Karim the Sota or polish up on your Pappa Joe

over Kilbasa and Kimche? Maybe you go Skinny Dipping
with the Chelmsford Assembly while sipping martinis,

a last Night Cap through a Fan? Unhook the clasp pins
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on Ms. Pike’s Cockle Shells. O Row Well Ye Mariners

for the Sham Hareh Golem is Tango Poquito—do you Lindy Hop
Limbo to Rag Time? Or dress drag to Texas ChaCha

all the way up to Contra? O Grinding the Green Corn,
O shimmery scaled Dragon Fan. Do you Stroll

in cerulean blue Cumbia and Mazurka the Morcamba
Bay Zenska Siptarska Igra Krozek Farmer’s Quadrille?

Do you grind your Fandando? Do you Freak the Flamenco
on down to the Butterfly ground? Bumping Kinka

on Kpanlango? Takeda equal rights for Kenya, Zulu apartied
to the beats of the Pharcyde? When one is caught in a Twist,

blame it on the Bossa Nova, my brother. For tonight
is Louisiana Saturday Night and the beer is iced Polka

with Cotton Eyed Joe twirling Tamourine Une Piassi Ici.
Do you let go your Scalps? Do you take turns leading?

Do you shimmy, shimmy, shimmy?
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Jazz You

“There was beauty and longing, and Love run ...” Lorenzo Thomas
Jazz You with candles

Singing

A delicate ballroom
Of praise, a piazza

Of fountains, breathing
The whole weight

Of You: my mouth
Pulls deep to love everything

You: Schumann, Bach, Ella
Olives, a jeweled egg,

A sweaty polka. You:

Abandoned
Eden.

You: xylophone
Triumphant
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Metaphysical
After hours

A-train bolero/ your spine
My fingers trace

Like drumsound/ like humming
Rhapsodies

Of Galileo.
You: legendary

B side: midnight ride,
Spinning

In the kitchen with a broom,
Methadone metronome mid-chorus

Kiss:
You: Paris in Spring, Sentimental Mood,

Slit

Sunlight, sadness, transcendental
Despair

In repair. Sequined
Circus

High wire butterfly, O my Polish parasol—
My orchid.
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My thimble. My One

Syllable—
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Construct of a Building
in the house there is a sideways k
and a sideways j and a sideways p

- each is about to be sawed off to
make room for other functions -

sideways because they are about
to be sawed some - not in half exactly

either - they are your application
and your supplication for emotion

of any kind - just take the dust
and the shavings with you when

you leave - will you do this to
night too, unto night
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“U” of the Shadow

My friend Mary Hackett had a brother

who died when he was very young. Mary’s daughter Wendy

was telling me and Maryalice the story one morning -

Mary’s family was in New Jersey - it was a Sunday - her brother
Wendy recalls Mary telling was eating dirt - I thought that

detail was going to have something to do with his death -

but no - the dirt didn’t come up again - as the day wore on

he wasn’t feeling too good - he started sweating and trembling

and had a fever - they were in Orange, New Jersey - he was

rushed to a hospital that evening but it was too late - today

my memory says it was his appendix which had burst - T am not sure.
Mary later did a painting for him called Unknown Boy since he

was so unknown to her - Mary used to Wendy says always wonder
and also was convinced how much different her life would have been

had he lived.
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Negative Space

I think Genine could write something today

or tomorrow or the next day called “Negative Space”
because last night at Sarah London’s talk on the

history of the picture book “Firehouse Max” Genine
drew attention to the slide of one of the early drawings

in which the negative space of the firehorses’ legs
matched that of the milkcan near a couple in the fore-
ground. Sarah said she had never noticed that before.
This morning while climbing the stairs Genine says I

look like a man walking an invisible dog - I have my jump
rope and I am just about on the street. We quickly conclude
this would be a good way to get a reputation and also
would be much cheaper than having to have a real dog.
Genine goes in #8 and I am on the street thinking Genine
seems to be in negative space and maybe could write
about it.
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Nightman

for Eli

I eat two schools.

I eat everyone after it rains.

Eat half of #12 positioned on the blackboard
like a door, still at school school.

Soundlessly eat a tenth of Vallejo’s brightness.
One of the two schools attempts to eat me,
but like Eli I feign puking in the little

yard I am hiding from.

I eat the g in night

and the # in Jupiter.

I eat likewise the blackboard my father gave
silently to my heart, I eat it as a witness to your heart.
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Crossdreamer

Pat and I are talking about the past.

I tell her about Tomas Transtromer’s poems

and “The Blue House” in particular. Pat

hears his name in the cafe wind as Tomas
Crossdreamer. She says it once or twice

before I hear what she is saying. And I

tell her even as I correct her that she is

right, her hearing is right, he is a crossdreamer,

that describes something about him and his work

I had never thought of and never would have

if it hadn’t been for Pat and Tomas and the wind..

I tell Malena that same night - it was last night -

she thinks this is amazing too - this new word

now, this new concept. I am late for the next

a.m.’s meeting but I take the book on Mary Hackett
to show C. who is struggling Mary’s painting
“Standing in Front of the Big Me.” I want to give her
the book or loan it but she says no everything
disappears in her house as if it is in a black hole -

I tell her that’s okay, she can keep it for a long time -
she says no, really “You won’t see it again.” But

she looks at the painting and looks and looks.

Not before too long I have this old feeling maybe

I am the one who is supposed to look at this painting,
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the big me in my own life, the mental me, the memento
me (hey perfect - me - men - to) - no wonder I had mis-
spelled it for years a momento - as if it was uno momento -
or give me uno momento more - as if by talking about

my poem “A Raincoat” again I could become both a
crossdresser and a crossdreamer - as if the difficult rain
had nowhere else to fall. Sometimes when I go away

from myself it might be that I am going to myself in a way
which I do not recognize at all. I really wanted C to keep
the book also for my poem which closes it, it talks to
Mary, it’s about the moon, it is child-like to me, it wrote itself,
but I am beginning to sense a wanting of something else

in this connection to C. As if I could be the rescuer again,
something particular about me, but this is something not
to trust when one is hiding it or unaware it is sitting on
the back porch like a dog which won’t return home

until you feed the dog something you don’t really want

to feed it.

Can’t duplicate Pat’s wonderful hearing today

even if I tried. In Mary’s “Big Me” there’s a”Dog Died”
gravestone to the right of the bridge before the bridge
begins. It’s just a few feet from the empty bottle.
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Very Difficult Rainfall

The song said something close to “I want you more than anything.”

I couldn’t tell because of some overheard conversations.

Windows too looked out on the city like the words did.

But I wouldn’t be there until rainfall hit, sounding like “anything” too.
It’s your word against mine.

This isn’t the anniversary of the song being written.

This isn’t an isn’t.

Just because of my mother leading me to write a poem called “A Raincoat”
isn’t any real reason to have to talk about a raincoat any more.

But it becomes - doesn’t it - a kind of place.

Rain falls on the history of a raincoat doesn’t it.

You don’t have to answer that.

One time I was convinced her sister was about to turn up in the next door
or the next town - in any case just ahead of me.

That thought was so insistent it was like a plot:

many times it’s as if the sister was riding with me.
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Suddenly while walking

There is a gloss
To the world

A pling

At the side

Of the head
With the ears
Set ringing

And the leaves
On the trees
Gone from green
To yellow

To red—then
Back again

The mountains
Made dusty
The sun

On the flowers
And vines

Loud and bright

Beneath me

And all the way
Through the city
The pavement

Is slick
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With gesso
The color
Of egg white

Across the street

A woman

Leads her daughter
Along while reading
From a book

The air wavers
Smells
Of warm dirt

It is Monday

I think

The middle

Of October
And 80 degrees
In Salt Lake City

Muriel is home

The apartment

Only one block away
While I am here

At the corner

Of 1* South

And 12% East

Where for a moment
The world is made
Of glass
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And there is
Nothing

But a mother
And her daughter
Crossing

The street
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Found Poem
No. 9

which may be considered a special case of tactfulness, involve

topics that are potentially embarrassing or other
reader, or both. In contrast to typical cases of
individual persons, taboos often concern topics

8
culture.

In nearly half the scriptures mentioning women, there is a more discrete silence broken.
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This Sentence Is Giving Credibility Because
Freda Jackson Is Beautiful But Turns Ugly

Alma Vidovic

The first dusting of snow along the window ledge

A line of children led single-file through downtown
This means that sometimes we need to let ourselves be afraid and express feelings of anger
The song refusing its measure moving toward largesse
Ourselves talking to ourselves

How it is

Alma

An orange rind drying on the edge of the kitchen sink
The ache of a jawbreaker

The breaking itself

By this statement he is making us feel daring and unafraid
Neon wheel above the Gateway Inn

Horizon the color of cilantro and pumpkin seed
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Lightning

Alma

The mountains surely in their standing still

A single red balloon rising into the storm

In this statement be is using logic to get to the conclusion
Saying—what

Alma Vidovic

The very air

A-L-M-A

The moment in the moment’s apostrophe

Abandoning the apostrophe
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languages I cannot understand.

A low cloud conceals the top floors of the Towers when I arrive
early for work this morning. From my cubicle I can see nothing but
particles of fog. I want to file a report on the fog, a report on the
Towers in the fog, a report on the enemies of the President, a report
on the rumors of her impeachment, her dismissal, rumors of her
assassination. But the fog lays its gray glove over my thoughts and I
can think of nothing except the Towers.

These buildings are their own raison d’etre, the President once
told me, and I was left to make of this statement what I could. Was
this on my first day at work? The second?

I was told to explore the buildings by myself for an hour, so I
began in the basement. Black leaves swept against my feet as I
wandered this dark chamber where thick pillars blocked my view
into its depths. Stacks of insulation breathed in the corners.
Somewhere I thought I heard the bleating of a goat, and I left the
basement in a hurry.

The elevators rumble, as if they were the Tower’s throat, and
the building hums with its own meaning while the staff and
professors and students hurry about their business of learning and
making and forgoing the inevitable day when they must leave the
University, that dreaded day when they must leave the Tower and
find a purpose that is not pre-ordained.

On any given day the Towers direct us into our respective
spaces, to the S Tower’s third floor where measurement fields are
being maintained and inscribed on the calendar, or to the fourth
floor where the ladders that will rest at the base of the Head-in-
Progress are tested for resiliency and rapture, or to the History

101



Department, das Historiche Institut, for a class with Herr Professor
Dr. Zuricksinken called Von der mittelalterlichen Fest- und
Fastenspeise zur modernen Fast-Food-Kultur. Eine Geschichte der
Ernébrung, or to Room 11HT where a conference on Missing and
the Constituents of Its Avatars has just concluded, or to the fifth
floor of H Tower where a delegation of education ministers from
Brazil are being shown the balloon prototypes, or to the 11th floor
where the prototypes of mental hospitals are on display, each
display no larger than a mousehole, no larger than a matchbox, a
marble, a thimble.

On 4aHT I overheard one Professor Dunkelbach discussing a
bit of Merrittean metaphysics with three coeds. “Goddess of the
Inexplicable! Madonna of the Metal Babes! The Nursery of the
Metal People!” he read to them, and the students scribbled away in
their official notebooks. The madness of memorization, as you see,
can never harm them, Dunkelbach said. They are immune to what
afflicts us: loss of memory, of mystery, of delight in the mundane.
Take this away, and what do you have? A music box the President
can wind and rewind until the end of her days.

I wrote all this down, even though I did not know what it
meant. A message in code? A message at all? And what did
Dunkelbach’s text under discussion have to do with the President?
Strange words, I thought, but the President I am sure can decipher
them. I pocketed my notebook and, without looking further into
this curious niche of HT, continued my tour of the Tower.

I had read about the Towers in the University’s pamphlets, had
read: “Despite their geometric conformity and the grayness of their
walls, the air in the Towers often is a greenish haze. When you raise
your hand, the air clings to the hand’s outline for a moment, before
dissolving into itself again. Students and staff entering like
windswept leaves, the morning swirling in behind them, voices of
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construction workers above the clangor of the city, tram sounds,
buses, the underground trains, an artist asleep on a park bench, the
bench in search of the sun, of warmth, the Tower fills itself with
books and protons, draws into its arms the city’s dissonance, awakes
attentive and without alarm.”

But the pamphlets did not help me as I wandered through and
between the Towers, hoping to understand the scope of the
buildings, the dimensions that I would have to work within, the
limits of my responsibilities. These dimensions I would only begin
to understand when I better understood the character of the
President, understood her own limitations and strengths, though
when I think of her limitations I see an open plain stretching out to
the horizon beneath which zebras and topi and kudus graze without
fear of predators.

I know this is fancy, but it is fancy the President instills in me.
She has her enemies. Predators loom just beyond the horizon. The
herd is restless, they cock their heads, sniff the wind.

Only the custodians roam the Towers at this time of day. Her
enemies are asleep; they are the ones who drag into work, refuse to
meet their students. I am only assuming this to be the case, I have
no hard evidence it is the case. The world wants us to acknowledge
it even when we are asleep. The President’s standards are of the
highest of any employer I have ever worked for. At my university in
Arkansas we had no such President. The president of my university
was never seen by us students, whereas the President is on the cover
of each issue of the University’s newspaper, Der Turm, and the
students have read her books, have heard her speeches.

When I am alone in my white cubicle and sense the President is
not in the Tower (though she may, for all T know, be in the other
Tower this morning, may, for all I know, have never gone home,
worked all night in her office planning strategies to make the
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University a better institution of learning for the students and the
State), I sense the power of the Towers as they face one another,
mirror one another, so that sometimes I mistake S Tower for H
Tower and take the elevator to the ninth floor of the Sciences Tower
only to discover that where my cubicle should be, there is no door,
no window, only a hallway that stretches farther than my eye can
see. And when, as now, the tops of the Towers are covered with low
clouds, I can imagine that they rise far beyond the eleventh floor, to
the twentieth, the hundredth, higher.

Plans perhaps are in the works for the extension upward of the
University. The President might like this idea, but, no, there are no
new ideas I can give the President. I am not here to present new
ideas. There are no ideas the President has not already thought of
herself. Of this I am sure. The Towers are themselves filled with
ideas that I shall never understand. I imagine them staring at one
another at night and during the day the Towers are asleep; they
dream while we work, they work while we dream.

I wander the veins of the sleeping HT. A custodian sweeps the
fifth floor. Birds flutter against the window, but the Tower does not
let them in. Has the fog confused them? I pass the office of the
Dean of the University Archives. His door is locked. I pass the
office of the Dean of the The. His office has no door, only a curtain.
I want to part the curtain. I want to talk to the Dean of the The. It
was he alone who smiled at me when the President introduced me,
her new assistant, to her deans. Not the Dean of Misalliance, or the
Dean of the Seamless, or the Dean of Surveillance, or the Dean of
Surgery, or the Dean of Misoneism (whose fearful visage and bloody
beak I will never forget), or the Dean of Misprints, or the Dean of
Heavenward, or the Dean of Constriction and Construction. The
curtain is velvety. Behind it T hear nothing. Is there an office there?
An auditorium? A screen?
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It is the fog that has led me here. I had other matters to attend
to this morning. I had come to work to file my daily report that the
President will read, I am sure she reads my reports, each day I file a
report or write a speech and I am sure that the President reads every
report I give her. Why else has she hired me if not for me to file
reports that will at least amuse if not inform her of the University?

The curtain hangs heavy before my eyes, heavy as the eyelids of
students at a Ringvorlesung on infinity delivered by octogenarian
economists. A hand reaches to part it. The Dean ushers me in.
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