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Body

landing in LA at night
it’s the slow anticipation
of descent, the rhythmic
whir of recycled air.
my heart pumps mixed
warnings about the air down
there—thick and overshared.
as i demanded i take
position while we dip, dive and drop.
wheels thump on the strip:
gasps—the sudden
shudder of arrival.
- jena ow
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New Year
All day the cats were quarreling—
vestigial sex and irritability—
but just now, toward midnight
at the end of a catastrophic year,
I looked up from my book and saw them,
Russian Blue and Tabby, together
on the sofa, licking each other.
I saw them for the first time
as if I were losing them, and thought
what greater proof could I want
of earth’s improbability
than these two, descended from steppe
and forest, evolved to this
simple speaking in tongues, this
form of affection? Tomorrow
they’ll be at it again, no doubt.
All I ask is to remember this night
with two live beings in my house
loving each other, if this is love,
wholly indifferent to my happy gaze.

			

- David Mason
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Smoldering Bits
				

by Jacob Mercer

Again Exit 40E. He passed the off-ramp to Tacna the
second time that night, passed the two towering century plants
he couldn’t see for the waxing sliver of crescent moon but knew
were out there, the blue sign with white words advertising gas
and food and beds, and thought to himself, only forty-five minutes more. When Vernon drove the stretch of I-8 from Yuma
to Gila Bend and back, he never used cruise control because
keeping his speed somewhere between seventy-five and ninety
helped him stay awake. He took his foot off the gas and coasted
the white Tacoma a little, realizing he was going almost a hundred. Not like cops cared who broke the speed limit on the
highway at three in the morning. Not like, even if they did care,
they would ever pull him over. I-8 was more his than theirs, they
knew that.
He put both hands on the wheel and hunched forward,
blinking heavily at the highway. The day before, he’d gotten only
two hours of sleep and now he was feeling it. The speedometer
kept him awake, as did the road and the thermos of coffee he’d
brought and the couple of cups he’d grabbed at truck stops
along the way to break the monotony, but now he was feeling it.
The caffeine was all that kept him upright, which must be how a
cat feels, he thought—a cat held up by the nape of its neck, just
hanging there in space, that can’t see what’s behind it carrying it.
The day before, he’d been at the Department of Transportation headquarters in Yuma, one of four offices in a white,
stuccoed strip-mall on the eastern edge of town. Vernon was
normally asleep at three in the afternoon, but that day he had a
meeting with Chuck, the Yuma-County director. The door to
Chuck’s office was made of artificial wood and had an artificial

Bitter Winter 2008

Leviathan

wood placard screwed onto it which read, Charles D. Lambert,
Federal Highway Administrator. The office had one window to the
left as one walked in, next to an artificial-wood desk, and white
walls and a framed certificate hanging next to the window. The
certificate read, Charles D. Lambert, Master of Arts in Federal Highway Administration.
Vernon sat in Chuck’s office “He got
on a squarish chair with turquoise
arrested on the job
upholstery, leaning forward, elbows a couple nights ago.
on his knees and the fingers of his
Got into trouble
coarse, heavy hands locked in front
with the Border
of him. He was almost forty, tall
Patrol.”
and broad-shouldered. He wore a
pair of stonewashed blue jeans, a
jean jacket, and a pair of brown, leather boots. On one knee,
under an elbow, rested a red, sweat-stained Sun Devils cap. He
had worked for Chuck, driving that white Tacoma five nights a
week, for three years.
“Vern, I called you in here because we’ve had some
trouble with another one of our drivers,” said Chuck. He sat
behind his desk and wore a blue, collared shirt with the sleeves
rolled up and a tie the color of cornmeal. He was the same age
as Vernon. His hair was black and buzzed short.
“You know Doug LaMotte?”
“Yeah, kind of,” said Vernon. “I know what he looks
like.”
“Well, we had to fire the guy. He got arrested on the job
a couple nights ago, out on Highway 95. Got into trouble with
the Border Patrol. They’d set up one of their mobile checkpoints a few miles south of I-10 and caught him with some crystal meth. Apparently, Doug’s been smoking that stuff to keep
himself awake.”
“Wow.”
“You know, personally, I don’t care what you guys do
to stay awake. As long as you do your job and you don’t fall
asleep at the wheel and wreck our trucks, I don’t give a rat’s ass
Leviathan
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whether you smoke meth or crack or do lines of coke off the
dashboard. But we had to fire him.”
“Sure.”
“You know, we had another guy working for us a couple
years back who got arrested driving one of our trucks, too. Steven Billings. You remember him?”
Vernon didn’t remember him.
“Same thing. They caught him at one of their mobile
checkpoints with a wet runner in the cab. Turned out that for
a while, he’d been making quite a bit of cash sneaking runners
past the Border Patrol. Nobody really checks DOT trucks, so
that’s a pretty smart idea, if you ask me.”
“I’ll say.” He glanced out the window, past the blacktop
of the parking lot and into the desert. It was almost summer
again. Orange flowers were sprouting on the barrel cacti.
Chuck looked at Vernon fixedly and frowned. “Don’t
do shit like that, Vern,” he said.
“Shit like what?”
“Like smuggling illegals in my trucks.”
“Alright.”
“If I were you, I’d start smoking meth on the job before
I did shit like that.” Chuck was silent for a moment. “Anyways,
I was wondering if you wanted Doug’s old job. You’ve been doing I-8 for a while now.”
“It was almost
“Going on three years.”
“Most people don’t stick with this summer again.
Orange flowers
job that long,” Chuck said. “On account
of the hours.” He grinned. “I’m surprised were sprouting
your wife hasn’t left you, yet.”
on the barrel
“I don’t have a wife.”
cacti.”
“Lucky bastard. So what’s it going
to be? Do you want the Highway 95 route? It’s from here up to
Parker and back. You can start driving it next week.”
“How’s it different from the job I have now?”
“It’s a different route.” Chuck thumbed through a stack
of papers in front of him. “It’s a promotion, Vern.”
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“Do I get paid more?”
“I thought you’d appreciate a change.”
Vernon was silent for a moment. “I drive when it’s dark.
I wouldn’t notice much of a change.” He put his cap on. “I’ll
just stick with I-8. I’m used to it.”
“Suit yourself.”
“You know, I applied for a position here as maintenance
mechanic a while back.”
Chuck glanced up. “Oh? How long ago was that?”
“Over a year-and-a-half ago.”
“I’ll renew your application for you.”
The Tacoma’s high-beams hadn’t worked for almost
a year, so all Vernon could see, aside from the ochre glow of
Yuma on the horizon and what little the slender moon illuminated, was what fell under his headlights—blacktop over to the
edge of the left shoulder and a strip
“Lighted limbs
of desert to the right; buckhorn cholla
and ocotillo, creosote, lighted limbs of of saguaros
saguaros flashing by; mile markers and flashing by;
mile markers
speed-limit signs. By now, the dead
animals and twisted strips of retread
and speed-limit
looked nearly identical to him, and it
signs.”
took heavy concentration to tell them
apart. He wondered if there was much difference, anyways.
Again the Adopt-a-Highway sign. Again the saguaro
with seven arms Vernon knew was in the desert somewhere,
maybe twenty-five yards out. He spotted a chunk of retread
too late and swerved out of the way and passed it. It was a big
piece. It curved across half of the right lane, half in the dirt, in a
near circle like a black rattlesnake after its tail, too big to ignore.
He pulled over to the shoulder and pulled a lever next to the
steering wheel, turning on lights that were round, orange disks
in a row on the top of his truck. A tractor-trailer sped eastward
on the other side of the median. No one else was on the road.
He backed the Tacoma to where the strip of rubber was and
Leviathan
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grabbed some brown, leather gloves from the passenger seat
and got out of the truck, which he left running, out into the
orange light. The retread was awkward but not heavy, and he
dragged it to the truck and threw it in the bed onto a pile of
others. The pile would be added to a bigger pile at the Yuma
headquarters and shipped to a plant outside of Phoenix, where
old retread would be made into new retread. Reretread. Rereretread.
He was about to climb back into the truck when he took
off his gloves and froze. They were damp and gummy in his
hands. This happened sometimes, usually during the day, in the
summer when the sun hit the blacktop so hard that tar melted
and stuck to the retread—but this was strange. He rubbed his
fingers on the brown, leather gloves
and held his fingers up, next to the
“Old retread
roof lights. The stuff was crimson; he
would be made
thought it was blood. He walked to the
into new retread. back of the truck and looked into the
Reretread.
bed. There was blood on the chunk of
Rereretread.”
retread he’d picked up, still wet, shiny
in the light. Vernon grunted and wiped
the blood on his jeans and walked to the edge of the road. He
was glad he wasn’t one of those other DOT drivers, the ones
that had to scrape up dead animals at night. What happens to
the road kill they collect? he wondered. Maybe they just dump it
in the desert or burn it or grind it into fertilizer; maybe the pile
of bodies is added to a bigger pile at headquarters and shipped
to a plant outside of Phoenix, where dead bodies are reformed
into new bodies.
He squinted into the desert and spotted something, legs,
sticking out from behind a creosote bush maybe fifteen yards
down the road, near the shoulder. He realized it was a man
and he let out a cry and ran over, boots sliding on the gravel
and dirt, and when he got close enough to see whole thing, he
looked away. The retread had to have hit him. Right as it flew
off a truck. It had to have hit him square in the face, because
10
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there wasn’t much left but a jaw broken open and blood and
tattered meat like a mass of cold carne adovada. The man was in
the dirt on his side, his back to the creosote. His skin was dark
brown and he wore a dirty pair of khaki pants and a grey t-shirt
that was mostly red down the front. Upside-down next to him
was a green, canvas bag with a plastic jug of water tied to it. He
wasn’t breathing.
Vernon’s hands were shaking as he grabbed the cell
phone that was clipped to his belt. He turned it on—for the first
time since they had issued it to him—and pressed 1 and Send,
just like they had told him, and waited for whoever was at headquarters at this godawful hour to pick up. A sports car sped by
on the eastbound lane.
“Arizona Department of Transportation, Yuma County.
This is Omar.”
“Omar, this is Vernon Crawford. I’m collecting retread
out on I-8, and I’ve just found a body.”
“A body?”
“A dead body. A man. I think this huge piece of retread
hit him.”
“Holy shit.”
“ ‘A dead body. A
“Yeah.”
“A hitch-hiker?”
man. I think this
“I think so. Or an illegal.” huge piece of retread
“An illegal. By the freehit him.’ ”
way? That’s not normal.”
“I can’t tell.”
There was brief silence on
the other end. “What are you calling me for, Vernon?”
“Well—”
“What does this have to do with me?”
“I don’t know. I need to know what to do with it.”
“With what? The dead guy?!”
“Yeah.”
“You don’t do anything with it! Christ, man! You call
the cops. You don’t call here.”
Leviathan
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“Sorry. It just shook me up, that’s all.” He looked at the
body and looked away. “I didn’t know what to do. This guy’s
pretty torn up—a real mess.”
Silence again. “I’ll give the police a call for you. Where
are you?”
“It’s like his whole face was ripped off.”
“Where are you, Vernon?”
“About fifteen miles west of Tacna.”
“Don’t go anywhere. Wait for the police to get there.”
“Thanks.”
Vernon hung up and stood staring at the dead man,
at the blood in the brush and dirt, for he didn’t know how
long. He’d seen cars with windshields
“All of the
smashed to all hell from flying rubber.
desert’s moths
People—whole families—died, swerved
and flying bugs off the road, glass going everywhere.
But this was different. It was repulsive,
were flying
insulting. He walked back to the truck,
around him,
slow, hands in his pockets, through the
throwing their
buffel grass growing along the blackbodies at his
top and past the orange barrel-cactus
lights.”
blooms in the orange glow around him,
feeling sick and tired and knowing he
needed to sit down. The truck was overheating, so he turned it
off and left the roof lights on so the police could find him. It
was warm enough outside, so he put the tailgate down and sat
on it.
Twenty minutes passed and the police hadn’t arrived. He
wondered if Omar had really called them. Maybe he should call
them, too, just to be safe. Headlights expanded towards him and
taillights shrunk away eastward and none of them were cops and
all of them seemed like only a few cars on a racetrack, the same
ones going past. He nodded off for a second and jerked awake.
All of the desert’s moths and flying bugs were flying around
him, throwing their bodies at his lights. Again, he nodded off
and jerked awake. He noticed the dead man was sitting next to
12
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him on the tailgate, and Vernon scooted away so he wouldn’t
get blood on him, but he blinked and the man was gone. Still no
cops. And the dead man came back.
They sat on the tailgate together. They watched the
headlights and taillights together and waited for the cops.
Vernon tried not to look at the man because of the dirt and
the blood, and instead looked at the road and watched the cars.
There weren’t many this time of night.
Vernon turned to the man. “They’re not going to show
up, are they?”
The man shrugged then sat in silence. His jaw hung
open in a permanent yawn. It was black inside.
“You’re not real.”
The man shrugged.
Vernon shrugged. He spat into the dirt. “I doubt they’ll
show. They’re going to leave me here with you by the side of
the freeway.”
The tractor-trailer was in
“Vernon scooted
the lead and the sports car was
away so he wouldn’t
gaining. Vernon didn’t care who
won; it didn’t matter. The semi
get blood on him,
thundered past and blew back his but he blinked and
hair, blew back the flittering bugs
the man was gone.
that flittered back and threw their
Still no cops. And
bodies at the roof lights again.
the dead man came
“You think Omar even
back. ”
called? I can’t stay here forever.”
He looked at the dead man. “You
can stay here, but I can’t.” The
man shook his head and his jaw shook, too.
“True. The cops have to pick you up eventually.” He
hopped off the tailgate and looked at the dead man sitting there.
“They have to. You belong to them now.” He checked his belt
for his cell phone and realized it wasn’t there. It must have
fallen off by the creosote bush. “Like Steven Billings or Doug
LaMotte.”
Leviathan
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The man sat motionless.
“You know Doug LaMotte?”
Vernon found his phone by the body, by the creosote.
He clipped it onto his belt and looked at the dead man lying in
the dirt. Cold carne adovada. He shivered, turned and looked
at the road, and looked back. It was repulsive, insulting. He
grabbed the man by the ankles and dragged the body through
the dirt and brush and cactus spines towards the truck. The
body wasn’t heavy but it was awkward and snagged on the cacti
sometimes, but Vernon kept pulling and pulling and wrenched
it loose, marching forward. It was easy. Orange barrel-cactus
blooms were all around him and buffel grass latched to his legs.
A sports car slowed down as it passed him, then sped off. He
heaved the body into the truck, onto the pile of rubber, and
closed the tailgate.
He drove towards Yuma, going ninety. The body
bounced in the back of the Tacoma, and Vernon hoped he
could stay awake until he got to town. The crescent moon was
sinking, and soon the sun would be up and would burn the
desert and the blood in the dirt roughly two miles west of the
seven-armed saguaro. Again mile marker 35, then 34, 33, and 32;
again the exit for Old US 80; the white cross with fake flowers
in the median, the coachwhip and century plants in Yuma’s orange glow like rifles, pointed to the sky to blast down goldfinches and helicopters. Smoldering bits recycled into the Sonoran
Desert. Rererecycled.

14
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Spew
I.
Tonight, I drift down the shiny silicone banks of the Mainstream, a cockeyed and wily captain searching for something gold or fried or flesh to stuff in my
hole.
The steering wheel tugs me through the gates of a bloated cinder-block fortress.
In the parking lot, a mother is pushing her baby and popping
her gum, the clop of her heels ping-ponging against muffled concrete.
A mauve combovered man is in the tiny-mirrored elevator, going down,
his perfume humping my nostrils. I stare at the slow morph from
9 to 8 to 7 to 6 to
The faint screech of metal on metal, a rumble—my stomach makes plans for
survival—car keys—straight to the Adam’s apple—dry old skin—
not too nutritious—What level are we on now?
II.
What kind of perverse playground have I found myself in? A greasy-necked boy
is climbing the massive neon cheeseburger, leaning against the tomatoes,
slipping on the pickles.
Skin is screeching on plastic, as a girl with bulky pigtails rides the bacon-strip
rodeo. A patch of saliva left over on the handlebars, the faint smell of baby oil and
urine.
I try not to see the women sitting next to me, stuffing fried chicken mayo wraps
into their faces, try not to hear the slop and crunch of their tongues against well-oiled
inner lips.
Are they staring at me?—My pen is shrinking—I clutch my book and feel the
burn— Am I sick?—Them?—Sick of me?—Am I green? I turn
and drift, out past saran wrap faces and open piercing, out into
the indigo afghan air. Still, in the night, I can hear the soft, inner moans.
							

Leviathan

- Adam Goldberg
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Reflecting Identities: Responses to the Performing Identities
Exhibit in Colorado College’s Coburn Gallery.

Performing Identities was on display in the Coburn Gallery from
January 11th-Februrary 16th. The exhibition, featuring the art of
Pushpamala N., Albert Chong, and Coco Fusco, explored the ideas
of self-representation and the construction of personal identity.
Performing Identities was funded through IDEA, Colorado College’s
program for InterDisciplinary Experimental Arts.
Responses by Penelope Morgan and Tara Menon
with an introduction by Whitney Conti

Left: Albert Chong’s
Self Portrait with Eggs.

Right: Pushpamala
N.’s Lady in Moonlight.
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Introduction
			

by Whitney Conti

As a photographer interested in issues of cultural
representation, I have had Performing Identities marked in my
calendar for what seems like weeks.
The works of Chong, Fusco, and Pushpamala use
photography and film to explore the imagery of identity. Each
piece displayed in the Coburn gallery walked the line between
an examination of how minority identity has been constructed

Above: A still frame from The Couple in the Cage

by popular and academic American culture and how that may or
may not maneuver the artists’ sense of identity and self.
Fusco’s film The Couple in the Cage: Guatinanaui Odyssey
(1993) inspires a sense of depressive hilarity by reversing typical gaze and making the spectator the spectacle. The film is a
documentary about a series of live performances in which Coco
Fusco and Guillermo Gomez-Pena dress as recently discovered
South American Indians. However, by taking this performance
26

to multiple museums across the U.S, the object of the piece is
in fact the audience, as the piece is presented as an educational
display rather than as a critique of the exoticization and animal-like treatment of indigenous people throughout U.S. history. The exhibit particularly draws from popular state fair and
anthropological exhibits that literally caged indigenous people to
be displayed as objects of scientific and popular gaze in the late
18th and early 19th century.
Pushpamala N.’s The Native Types also draws from anthropological and ethnographic photography of the 19th century. The pieces comment on the classification and placement of
Indian women within visual typologies, a form of photography
which has historically been used to classify and bind understandings of culture with the objective documenting powers of the
camera. Pushpamala also imitates the anthropomorphic photographs of the 18th and 19th century by placing people against
plain backgrounds and using measuring devices to analyze the
physical differences. These visible differences were later used for
justifications of racism and social hierarchies which persist to
today.
Although Fusco and Pushpamala N. successfully comment on visual traditions of classifying identity, Albert Chong
works in a slightly different space of identity.
Instead of strictly calling upon visual clichés used to
stereotype Jamaican identity, Chong’s work is more about his
own identity than a strict critique of how it is represented.
When I spoke with Chong about the line between propagating
stereotypes and deconstructing them, he explained to me that
his work was based more on intuition than conceptual critiques
or social commentary. Although he does political work, he emphasizes the importance of beauty and self over complexities of
statement.

27
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Performing Myself
			

by Penelope Morgan

When I am alone, I dance. Each type of music corresponds with a style of dancing. I swear it is logical somewhere.
The Decembrists get ballet. Flogging Molly gets belly dancing.
Since I am alone I am, naturally, fabulous. Of course, I have
many, many other less stereotypically cute habits that express
themselves when I am not in the company of others. For obvious reasons, I will not mention these.
In some ways, this unsavory, ridiculous, and ultimately
very boring person is my truest self. It is me without presentation. Without performance. The girl I am in the dark. And yet,
my private identity is intrinsically linked to my various public
selves. In the world, outside the private space I carve for myself,
I play many roles. Friend, student, sister, daughter, or even the
most basic: woman. These are roles that society has defined for
me. I am within them, whether by my own choice or not. And
yet, it is unclear to me how much I define myself by these roles
and how much I am defined by them. I am glad to be a friend,
and thus I do for my friends what is expected of a friend. I am
performing as a friend, and yet those actions are utterly genuine;
they come entirely from my heart. When I dance alone, I do not
leave that behind.
Perhaps the larger question, the question of gender, is
more complex. Although our society tends to link gender to
biological sex, it remains a performed identity. I have long hair
and wear long earrings. I love clothing and absolutely detest
football. Sure, ridiculously stereotypical, but I’m not lying. I do
not secretly go home, take off my earrings, and watch sports. I
actually did genuinely want to be a ballerina as a little girl. I still
do, in secret. So how do I separate where I was trained to be
a girl from who I am in my soul? Is there a separation? Society projects the role of “woman” onto me, and I reflect the
role back. I do it partially by choice, and partially because that
28

is who I am. In performance, there is truth. It is a testament,
I think, to the power society has over us. It defines us, affects
us, informing who we are in private as well as in public. As we
perform identity in public, it forms us as whole, affecting who
we are even as we hide alone in the dark.
To classify identity into the simple categories of friend
and student—even gender—neglects the painful complexity
of performing socially defined roles. To be defined by race,
gender, class, nationality, even, for goodness’ sake, weight, is to
force one into a multitude of both negative and positive societal expectations that simultaneously complement and conflict
with each other. And so one must constantly define oneself in
pieces, in roles to be played for each expectation, and yet the
private self—the one that dances alone—that one is constantly
affected and changed by the varied masks of performed identities.

29
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Sanjeevani
He wasn’t her lover.
How could he be? He was ape-limbed,
though he had played soccer with
the rising sun and held the wind’s breath and
bent the sky to his will. She
was the goddess with the pink earlobes, and
all leaves were her earrings.
Still, he lived in the heart of that other
leaf-lit one in the forest, whose
blue skin melted into hers.
A heart is comfortable, though cell-walled
as leaves in microscope-glare.
All living things are made of cells,
like monasteries and
prisons.
He never left that heart,
locking himself in,
casting away the keys because anyway
the world has too much metal.
When her flower-limbs were wilting,
it was he
who carried back the mountain since,
unerudite, he could not find
among those grass-blades
the life-reviving herb.
And you? Exiled to this forest, have you ever
looked at a green leaf ? Have you noticed
the cell-bars are tree-trunks,
and you can still play?

30

I ask because there is no improvidence
in your smooth eyes. No one ever told you
that if you swallowed a seed
a fruit-tree would sprout
inside you, and so you never saw
tendrils curling
from the orifices of your face;
you never looked upon this
with happy trepidation
as I once did.
I know this isn’t the typical
rainforest landscape. I know
if you examine the leaves too closely,
their veins are computer-print,
and ink is no panacea.
In these mountains
Sanjeevani is the way
the blinds in morning sun
dapple your skin with leaf-light.
			

- Tara Menon
(Sanjeevani is the life-reviving herb in Hindu mythology)
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Dusted Red
Outside the greasy spoon at the end of the world, the sun
is setting burgundy to the face of a waitress.
She stands with a sturdiness handed down from her mother,
her coarse red hair is pulled into a bun. Her dress
is a dark red, her apron is a dark red, her arms, her hands,
her face, all dusted red as well, by the sand that comes
with the weighted Utah wind. She waits, as if that were
the only thing she could ever do. Cars go by, station wagons,
SUVs, semis. Some look at her as they pass. Some
don’t, but children, masters of the wide-eyed stare, always
turn their faces until the highway bends around
the next fold of mesa.
Outside the greasy spoon at the end of the world, the sun
has been doused in a bucket of water somewhere
beyond the western horizon, and the waitress is still standing.
Her reds are stained blue by the Utah twilight. The light
in the diner extinguishes, and another waitress, younger,
and smaller, locks the door behind her. The two of them
watch the west, the stars slowly turning, one by one burying
themselves into the distant mesas. The smaller of the two
wipes the skin beneath her eyes, wraps her arms around
herself, and walks to her car.
Outside the greasy spoon at the end of the world, midnight
has long since passed. A waitress stands, as if it were
the only thing she could ever do.
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Big Suit
In the morning I saw him standing by the bandstand
wearing tomorrow’s clouds,
and all day he was walking about
trailing little drops of rain into everyone’s teacups.
By nighttime there was a steady downpour
of nervous whispering
and, yes, a low grumbling thunder
from the places where people had formed small, tight
groups.
I send this to you, leader:
one man by the bandstand
wearing tomorrow’s clouds.
		

- Angela Eastman
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You harbor pieces of me
(I didn’t know existed)
and, lover,
forlorn.
I’m torn
Your(e) enigmatic
Wide-eyed-sideways(d), your(e)
Too-much-glances
Have overwhelmed me in a spinspinningi keepthinking
I keepthink ing
I wish I could harness
These sprints and runs of
Terrified/vulnerable/uncontrollable.
I would be your
Perfect fit.
(am I your perfect fit?)
		

- Julia A. Sick
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Like Plums
I love her imagination, want it
on a plate, fruit to eat. Something drippy,
like plums.
She would eat them with a knife and fork,
she’s that exact.
Just as the plum tree flowers,
		
snow starts to fall and flakes land
in the mouths of blossoms,
tiny sips of water.
And the writer
		
looks up and realizes hours
have swept past.
		

Her words are steps.

We sit by the bed with the clock, waiting
for her to come, snow in her hair,
from that other world.
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fleuve
before the oil tankers and cargo ships
the ice breakers come
to split the river in chunks
great as whales.
the rime creaks open,
a husky, purring thunder
and
in the mornings
the seaway glitters like night.
		

- Dominique M. Delisle
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Samson
The growth, derailed, in pale,
splintered pieces, falls
to feather the floor. Down
they drift, the shards
of strength shorn, unmoored,
bereft in disconnect. I’m torn
as tuft after tuft is untethered,
dead weight cast off, passed off
to past battles, where the length
laughs around me, the burden
I bore. After, I stare
into a face not there
before. She, bereaved, and I,
relieved of the loss
that was lopped from this head,
this head that is heavy enough.
- Anne Marie Kelley
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Bodies in Motion
The Leviathan Dance Shoot
Photos by Eli Horowitz and Bill Starr

Danced by Rebecca Siegel, Bryndon Tarafa,
Colin Epstein, Caroline Janeway, and Madison Moross

to trust
we trust like fog,
thin at first
but then
thick and thick
and thicker and heavy until we
hear
our bodies splitting
the atmosphere
every time they move.
it clings, tenuous and frightened and glittering
as hoar frost on winter grass.
but more
real and there
than whatever lies amoebous
between gas and solid.
like icicles, perhaps
cold, fragile, slow to
build
easy to break.
- Dominique M. Delisle
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The Wood Spoon
				

by Bryndon Tarafa

Mama says we don’t have no daddy. But that don’t right
make sense ‘cause one time I asked my big brother Levee where
babies come from—what like that little baby Jeremy that Mama
just got—and Levee said it take a mama and a daddy to make a
baby. Levee’s real smart, but he’s always tryin’ to trick me into
believin’ one thing or another. So, if Levee tellin’ the truth, I
figure we must have some kinda daddy somewhere.
It makes sense that Jeremy came from where me and
Levee came from. And all I know about where I came from is
I musta started small, like Jeremy. Cause I remember one time
way before Jeremy got here I saw Mama washin’ the dishes, but
when I tried to look in the sink and see ‘em, I couldn’t ‘cause the
sink was too tall. So what I did was I took a chair and climbed
up next to Mama and looked into
“It was her brown,
the bubbles, but when I did it, I
wood spoon as thick bumped my head on Mama’s arm
and maked her drop one of her
as two a Mama’s
favorite glass cups. I remember
fingers and long as
like it was slow-motion. The cup
Mama’s fingers to her fell from her hands, spinnin’ in
elbow.”
the air. When it hit, it exploded
makin’ bits of glass spread all
over the kitchen floor. What Mama did, since she couldn’t
reach real far without walkin’ on glass, was she took a spoon
outta the dishes in the sink’. It was her brown, wood spoon as
thick as two a Mama’s fingers and long as Mama’s fingers to her
elbow—thickest spoon in the kitchen. It was only good for stirrin’ because it had a big crack in it. The spoon was still wet and
drippin’ with water when she raised it high above her head and
started smackin’ me on the butt. I started screamin like a ban54

Bitter Winter 2008

Leviathan

shee on the first hit. She smacked me hard three times before
I thought to cover my butt with my hands, but then she kept
along smackin’ at my hands and my legs. When she was done
she sent me to my room and I remember my butt had three red
spoon-shaped welts, all with a crack in the middle.
I ‘spose it’s my fault Mama use
that wood spoon to spank us ‘cause that “The change jar
was a dusty, old
was the first time she thought to use it.
Most the time she jus’ use her hands, but pickle jar where
after that, whenever she get real mad she Mama saved all
take the wood spoon out the dishes and
the change she
we know we’re in big trouble.
I know I growed bigger since the got from the
day she first used that spoon ‘cause now grocery store.”
me and Levee wash the dishes every day,
and whenevers I get tired I can rest my chin up on the sink and
still see the dishes so’s I can put soap on ‘em.
I guess that’s how the whole story started. One day before dinner, me and Levee was puttin’ soap on the dishes. Mama
was standin’ next to us at the stove usin’ the wood spoon to stir
a pot a noodles with one arm and holdin’ baby Jeremy with the
other. But me and Levee was scared ‘cause Jeremy done been
cryin’ and wrigglin’ for at least an hour. We could tell Mama was
gettin’ mighty angry and she was holdin’ the spoon right in her
hand, so we wasn’t talkin’ just incase we said somethin to make
her mad.
Finally, Mama yelled at us so’s we could hear her over
the baby cryin’, “Your brother just ain’t stoppin’ his cryin. I
need y’all to take the last three dollars out the change jar an’ get
Jeremy some baby food at the Piggly Wiggly.”
We knew she was mad, so right quick we said, “Yes,
Mama,” Me and Levee washed the dishes up quick and climbed
on top of the counter so’s we could grab the change jar off the
refrigerator. The change jar was a dusty, old pickle jar where
Mama saved all the change she got from the grocery store.
Whenever times was rough, we reached into the change jar and
Leviathan
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took out what money we needed. Hopefully, we never needed
none more than was in there or else we was gonna eat nothing
but beans and rice.
Once we got it down, we dumped all the change into my
pockets seein’ as Levee didn’t have no pockets. It weighed me
down a bit but it was funny ‘cause whenever I took a step my
legs maked a noise like chink-chink.
All the way to the bus stop, I had to keep my hands in
my pockets so to keep the coins from fallin’ out. Once we got
there we stood around watchin around the corner for the city
bus to appear.
Across from the bus stop is the dog food factory. It’s
a white tower that touches the sky with smoke coming from
the top and a giant picture of a puppy’s face on the side: one
of them long-eared puppies with sad, wrinkly eyes. I hate that
puppy ‘cause one time I asked Mama if we could get one and
Mama said we couldn’t ‘cause we lived in the apartments. Every
time I see the dog food factory, it reminds me of how I can’t get
one of them puppies.
When the city bus rolled up, Levee helped me climb on
and we paid the bus driver twenty-five cents each for the ride.
There wasn’t no seats left on the bus and it was full of people
standin’ in the middle holdin’ on to the
bar above their heads. When the bus got “Every time
to movin it was swingin me and Levee
I see the dog
back and forth seein’ as we couldn’t
food factory, it
reach the bar, so what the bus driver
reminds me of
did was he stopped and asked two of
how I can’t get
the people at the front if they would let
one of them
us sit there. They did, and when we sat
down to our seats, I started thinkin’ on a puppies.”
few things what bothered me.
“Hey, Levee. Why you think we can’t get one of them
puppies at the apartments?”
“I don’t know.” Levee said. “Prolly the same reason
there ain’t no daddies in the apartments. They just don’t let black
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folks have ‘em.”
“Not everyone’s black folks. My friend Clayton is white
as a piece a paper.”
“Yeah, and why you think he still see his daddy?” Me
and Levee was talkin’ over the sound of
“I asked, ‘Mama
the tires bumpin’ over the road. Suddenly, the bus took a sharp turn so me
what is we
and Levee had to hold on real tight to
waitin’ for?’ and
our seats or else we’d fall on the floor.
right then a man
“I don’t know. Come to think of
drived up in a
it, I saw Clayton’s daddy bring a puppy
to the apartments once too. Maybe only real shiny green
car.”
white folks do get to have ‘em. But, I
thought you said it take a mama and a
daddy to make a baby. If none of us black folks don’t have no
daddies, where you think Jeremy come from?”
“He come from Mama and he musta come from a
daddy too. My teacher told me that’s how it goes.”
“But we don’t have no daddy. Mama says so.”
“Dontcha know? We do have a daddy. I seen him.”
“No you didn’t.”
“Yes, I did. One time when you was playin’ at Clayton’s
house and Mama’s tummy was still big and round, Mama took
me with her and told me was goin to the Piggly Wiggly. But
when we got off the bus, instead of goin’ inside, we just wait
on the street corner watchin’ the clouds go by. Finally, I asked,
‘Mama what is we waitin’ for?’ and right then a man drived up in
a real shiny green car. Mama told me to go inside the store and
wait, but I wanted see who she was talkin’ to so I hid behind
a bush when Mama wasn’t lookin. Mama leaned her belly up
against his car and they talked for a bit. And before he drove
away, he gave her a wad a money. After that, I asked Mama if he
was my daddy and she wouldn’t say nothin’. We just walked into
Piggly Wiggly, bought some groceries, and went home.”
“What’d he look like? Was he white or black?”
“Black. And he was bald because he shaved all his hair
Leviathan
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off. But no matter what Mama says, I know he was our daddy.
His eyes looked exactly like yours and mine and baby Jeremy’s.”
“Dang! I wish he was one of those white daddies, then
maybe he could bring us a puppy.”
“No one cares about no puppy.” Levee said. “I just want
someone to teach me how to throw a football. Or how to put
on cologne and stuff.”
“My pants
Nowadays, Levee was always
wasn’t chinktryin’ to act like some kinda grown up. I
chinkin’ no
remember last year he wanted a puppy
more.”
for his birthday, but when he asked for
one, Mama just laughed and laughed.
After a while, the bus stopped in front of the Piggly
Wiggly, but me and Levee didn’t notice at first. When the bus
pulled away, me and Levee jumped up and yelled at the bus
driver to let us off. He was real nice about it and stopped right
away. We waved him goodbye when the bus drove off, but when
we stepped on the sidewalk I done noticed somethin’ not right.
My pants wasn’t chink-chinkin’ no more.
“Uh oh, Levee.”
“What’s uh oh?”
We stopped on the sidewalk next to the Piggly Wiggly. I
reached into my pockets and pulled ‘em inside-out but nothing
fell from ‘em. Levee looked at me like he done seen a ghost and
I bet I looked at him the same way.
“I musta dropped ‘em out of my pockets on the bus
ride! What’s Mama gonna do to us if we come home with no
baby food and no money?”
Levee looked real sad even though it wasn’t his fault. “I
don’t know,” he said and kicked a rock across the street. “She’ll
prolly give us the spoon. But we can’t get home no way anyways
‘cause we don’t have no money for the bus.”
Right then, I sat myself down on the sidewalk. I hugged
my knees real tight and I felt my eyeballs gettin’ all heavy. I
thought about how old folks was always tellin’ me I had to grow
up quick ‘cause life was tough. But my eyes didn’t wanna grow
58

Bitter Winter 2008

Leviathan

up, and they made me cry. I wasn’t cryin’ only because I knew
me and Levee was gonna get a whoopin’, but also ‘cause I knew
baby Jeremy was hungry and he wouldn’t get no food if we
didn’t come back.
Levee jus’ sat there next to me. He didn’t say nothin’. He
didn’t cry neither. Ever since I can remember, Levee never cried.
But I could tell he wanted to cry now.
As we was mopin’ there on the sidewalk, the sun was
gettin’ low in the sky, makin’ mine and Levee’s shadows real tall.
My eyes was blurry and my nose was leakin. I was curled up,
lookin’ at my feet when a blurry shadow passed over my toes,
and all of a sudden, Levee jumped up and ran into the middle
of the street and put his hand up by the side of his face to block
the sun..
“What is it?” I asked.
“That was our daddy’s car.”
I wiped my nose and my eyes with my sleeve and
dragged myself over to where Levee was standin’. I blocked the
sun with my hand and looked down the street but I didn’t see
nothin’. “Are you sure?”
“Yeah. I saw him in there. It’s the same shiny, green car I
saw the day I was with Mama.” Levee took his hands away from
his face and turned toward me. “I
“I knew baby Jeremy got an idea, Elijah. Let’s ask our
was hungry and he
daddy for money.”
“But you don’t even know he’s
wouldn’t get no food
our
daddy,” I said.
if we didn’t come
“I’m sure he’s our daddy. Besides,
back.”
he gave Mama fifty dollars, so I bet
he’ll give us money too. Come on!” Levee yelled running himself up the street.
I don’t know why, but somethin’ in my stomach told
me we was doin’ somethin’ bad. But since Levee was older and
smarter than me, I trusted him. I tried to catch up but I couldn’t
‘cause my legs were shorter than his. A few blocks ahead, I saw
Levee turn right, and by the time I got there, my chest felt like it
Leviathan
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was gonna catch fire, so I took myself to walkin’.
When I caught up to him, he was standin at the front
door of a tall, white house. It was two stories tall with a fence
and a tire-swing and a front yard and everything. The green car
Levee talked about was there too, sittin’ in one of them special
car-houses.
Levee rung the doorbell, and I walked up next to him
still huffin’ and puffin’. When the door swung open a lady was
standin’ behind it. She was a black lady with long hair and she
had a real pretty white dress on.
“Hi boys,” the lady said with a
“He done been
pretty smile the same color as her dress. the tallest man
“We’s lookin’ for our daddy.
I ever seen and
Have ya seen him?” Levee said tryin’ to
his arms was
look past her into the house.
“I’m afraid I can’t help you boys. thick like trees.”
What are your names?”
“I’m Elijah,” I said. I pointed to my left. “And this is my
brother, Levee.”
“You’re so adorable. Where do you live?”
Me and Levee looked at each other for a second. Then
Levee started talkin’, “if you take the blue bus past the Piggly
Wiggly, all the way down over the bridge, we live in the apartments by the dog food factory.” Levee was always real good at
talkin’ to grown ups, but the woman looked confused once he
done said that.
“You’re so far from home. If there’s anything else I can
do for you....”
“We just lookin’ for our daddy.” Right after he said that,
a big man with his head shaved walked past the door. Levee
pointed at him and whispered in my ear, “that’s our daddy, Elijah.”
The lady musta heard him whisper to me ‘cause after
that she wasn’t smilin’ no more. The man came up an’ stood
next to the lady in the doorway. He done been the tallest man
I ever seen and his arms was thick like trees. He was wearin’ a
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business suit and collar shirt with a tie.
“What you boys want?” he said. His voice was real heavy
and low and it maked me shake.
Levee looked scared too, but he piped himself up anyway. “I saw you give my Mama a wad a cash when you drove up
in that green car ‘a yours. I know you’re my daddy ‘cause you
look just like me and my two brothers. We lost our money, and
we was wonderin’ if you would give us some money for baby
Jeremy’s food and the bus ride home.”
The lady looked at the man, looked at us, and looked at
the man again all angry. And before he could do or say nothin’
the woman slammed the door shut. Me and Levee could hear
‘em yellin’ at each other back and forth: first the lady’s voice and
then the man’s heavy voice. It was so loud the door was buzzin’
in its hinges. Me and Levee was fixin’ to walk home when all of
a sudden the door opened wide and we
heard the woman yell, “take ‘em home.” “He wrapped
The big man stomped outta his house
us up—one in
and lifted me and Levee up off our feet.
each arm—and
He wrapped us up—one in each arm—
and carried us to his green car where he carried us to his
threw us in the backseat. The whole way green car where
home the big man didn’t say nothing. Me he threw us in
and Levee was scared and we didn’t say
the backseat.”
nothin’ neither so’s we didn’t make him
any madder.
He drove us right up to our apartment and followed us
all the way to the second floor. When we opened the door to
our apartment, baby Jeremy was sleepin’ in Mama’s arms and
Mama was goin’ back and forth on her rockin’ chair. But when
Mama saw the big man, she was more scared than I ever seen
her. She handed baby Jeremy to Levee, and Jeremy woked up
and started to cryin’ again. The big man started yellin’ at Mama
in the living room. Then they stormed off into Mama’s room.
When he was yelling it seemed like the whole place was shakin’.
Meanwhile, me and Levee tried rockin’ baby Jeremy back to
Leviathan
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sleep. By the time we finally got him sleepin,’ everythin’ had got
quiet and the big man was gone.
When the big man left, Mama came back, took baby Jeremy and put him away in his crib. Me and Levee was preparin’
for a mighty big whoopin, and apparently Mama was itchin’
to give us one because when she came back she had the wood
spoon in her hand. When she came in, she told us to bend over
on the couch and we did what she told us.
When she made the first hit on my butt, I started to
bawlin’. The whole time I was screamin’ and cryin’ and hollering
“stop stop stop” and Mama kept yellin through her teeth, “you
don’t have no daddy, you don’t have no daddy.” When she finally
got to Levee she had to switch arms ‘cause her other arm was
tired.
Levee didn’t make no sound. No matter how hard Mama
hit him, he always bit his lip and kept himself quiet. I wasn’t
totally sure ‘cause my eyes was blurry, but when I was bent over
on that couch bawlin’ and I was hearin’ the thwappin’ sound of
that spoon on Levee’s butt, for the first
time in my life I saw two drops a water “Mama kept
yellin through
runnin’ from each of Levee’s eyes.
By the time Mama finished, the her teeth, ‘you
sun was gone. Mama sent us to bed
don’t have no
early without no supper. It was mostly
daddy, you don’t
dark in the room except for a little light
have no daddy.’”
shinin’ through the window from the
dog food factory, but that didn’t bother
me none. I was rollin’ and movin’ in my bed ‘cause whichever
way I layed down, my butt hurt. I figured Levee couldn’t sleep
neither, so I looked over and saw him layin’ there with his eyes
open.
“Levee, that’s the hardest whoopin’ Mama ever done
gave me,” I said.
Levee didn’t say nothin’ for a bit, then he pulled his covers over his head and said, “It wasn’t for me. I done had much
worse than that one.”
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Levee was always tryin’ to be a macho man.
“Nuh uh. You lyin’. I saw water comin’ from your eyes.
You ain’t never cried before!”
“You dummy!” Levee pulled his covers down and
looked me in the eyes.
“What!?” I said.
“I wasn’t cryin’ ‘cause it hurt so bad. I was cryin’ because
of our daddy. I always figured if I found my daddy, he would
stop Mama from hittin’ us so hard. Or maybe he would buy us
candy or a puppy or somethin’. But he didn’t do none a that. All
he did was get us into trouble.
“What you tryin’ to say?”
“I’m sayin’ for all the time I wanted myself a daddy,
the daddy we found wasn’t all he was cracked up to be. I figure
daddies ain’t nothin’ but trouble, Elijah. Now a daddy’s the last
thing I want.”
Levee’s smart but sometimes he don’t convince me
none. I still wanted a daddy, and I still wanted a puppy. I rolled
around in my covers and found a spot that didn’t hurt so bad.
My stomach was grumblin’ from goin’ without no dinner, so I
closed my eyes real tight until I falled asleep.
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I.
The animalsMales fight for females
the notorious peacock with his plumed tail.
dancing,
showy,
cocky.
		
(although he can be forgiven – He – is a peacock)
What about us?
Swirling groups of women,
		
tight shirts in a dark room
Men
		
around the edges, watching
		
washing down their thoughts with beer.
A girl
swaying curls
		
eyes closed
			
music pounding through her.
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Overheard Heathenistic Hubris
And what about
your wife?
Is she a Buddhist too?
No,
she started going to church
when I left her.
After me,
apparently,
the next best thing is
Jesus.
		

- D.V. Dubler
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A Conversation with Sandra Bernhard
Performance artist, actress, and comedian Sandra Bernhard received a standing ovation after her one-woman show in Colorado College’s Armstrong Theatre on February 6th. Before
her performance she spoke with the Leviathan over the phone about the body, identity, the
American experience, and learning how to get what you want.

Leviathan: What, to you, is the most expressive part of the body?
Sandra Bernhard: Off the top of my head, the hands. I know
for myself when I’m performing if somebody tied my hands
together I think I’d have to walk off stage. Energy flows out
from your hands. You create with your hands, you touch with
your hands.
Where in the body does beauty reside?
What automatically attracts me about somebody is the
comfort they have in their body. A certain kind of swagger, or
the way they look at you. Whether that’s genuine or not, that’s
yet to be revealed because you don’t know the person. Once I
get to know someone, like a long term relationship, the beauty
becomes transcendent—a soul connection and you love the
person inside and out.
How do you hold an audience, especially in a one-person show?
I think it’s important that you have your center. When
you walk on stage you want to engage people and be completely
comfortable in your space. You need to be a great storyteller,
somebody who picks up on the vibe of each experience. Every
time I perform, it’s a unique kind of energy. If you’re on autopilot, just running in and just doing it by rote you’re cheating your
yourself and the audience.
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What makes a character on stage convincing?
You have to be committed to the material over and over
again, and somehow find something in it that resonates night to
night and keeps you engaged and therefore the audience. When
you can break the fourth wall and actually talk to people, it’s an
easier accomplishment.
What part does clothing play in your performance?
You need to separate yourself, even though it’s me on
stage it’s not the me that’s talking to you right now. It wouldn’t
engage the audience. Once I do my hair and my makeup and I
put on my clothes, I transform. Hold on a sec, my daughter’s
walking through the room. [Aside] Girls, I’m doing an interview.
I’m back.
How old is your daughter?
She’s nine and half. She’s quite the lady. [To her daughter] Everything alright? Something wrong?. OK, I’m back.
Have you every gotten any performance tips from your daughter?
[Laughter] Oh, sure. She’s quite a critic when I’m not
giving her what she wants. Sometimes I’ll do something and
she’ll say ‘That’s not interesting’ or ‘that’s not funny’ or ‘that
didn’t sound good’. In general, she likes my work, and I like her
work too.
In your performances, is playing to people’s stereotypes a way of attacking
those stereotypes?
I don’t know if that’s necessarily what I’m trying to do
with my act. I go after stereotypes verbally, I don’t necessarily play a role in my live stage performance. I go from thing to
thing but you kind of know that I’m in on it. The show I’m doing at Colorado College is more off-the-cuff social commentary.
I’m a little more direct, and not hiding behind characters per se.

67

i
n
t
e
r
v
i
e
w

i
n
t
e
r
v
i
e
w

Is that what people do in everyday life, living behind a created identity?
I think it depends on who you are and how comfortable
you are and how you deal with yourself and the people around
you. I think for some people, yes, it’s much easier to be a persona but eventually you gotta crack that shell or somebody else
is gonna crack it, and whoever you are is going to come out.
So would that mean people are always playing to an audience?
It depends. If it’s going to be for my business, I’m going
to be more forthcoming in a professional way, if it’s with somebody socially and there’s nothing at stake, I’m conversational
and relaxed. Or walking through the airport and I get to security
I know it’s going to benefit me to be nice to those people and
they look at me and they recognize me and if they’re not going to look through my bags I’m going to engage them, maybe
make them laugh. I genuinely like to make people feel good in
those situations, but if I can get something out of it, I’ll take the
next step. I’ve been pulled over by cops in L.A. for speeding and
I roll down the window and they recognize me and they laugh
and they go ‘OK, you were speeding’ and I go ‘I know’ and they
go ‘Well, I’ll let you go this time’ and I go ‘I really appreciate it’.
Cause you can roll down the window and be a bitch and they
can say ‘Fuck you’ and slap you with a ticket.
Many of your performances revolve around manipulating people’s discomfort
with multiple and often contradictory identities within a single individual.
Why do people find this uncomfortable?
I don’t think people want to take their different parts
apart. Everybody has worked it out in their own lives and family
dynamic as to who they are and where they are in the pecking order and I think they try and take that out into the world.
I grew up learning how to get the attention I needed by being
charming and funny and crazy. I took that route in various periods in my life. Along the way I’ve managed to take that original
mode of being and make it work for me all through my life.
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Your performances are often steeped in American pop culture. How does
this translate in your performances outside of the United States?
I think with the internet and the larger cross-cultural
experience people can have the same relationship to the pop
culture here as they do there.They’re disappointed if I don’t talk
about things in my day-to-day life that relate to the American
experience.
And what is that American experience?
Well, it’s self-effacing. Certainly now in the past eight
years it’s a mutual disgust where we’ve come politically and
culturally. Between George Bush and the war in Iraq, reality
television, and all the rest of the mediocrity it’s a bummer. A lot
of that has come back and forth across the Atlantic. A lot of it
reflects a deep concern over the future of entertainment at the
very least.
How has American humor changed?
I think it’s been dumbed down. I think a lot of people
think they can be famous and funny and successful with very
little work. They get on American Idol and a lot of people get
rewarded very quickly for doing very little. I depends on what
you’re after. Every performer wants to be successful, but how
you go about getting it matters.
Is there such a thing as apolitical art?
You can say that it’s political or that it has no reflection,
but art is a reflection of the time that you’re living in. If you
paint a beautiful painting, maybe it’s just a beautiful painting. If
you sing a pretty song, maybe it’s just a pretty song. But for me
if I don’t paint the whole canvas with all of my experience it’s
not rewarding for me or rewarding for the audience either.
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Do Americans move in and inhabit their bodies in different ways than
other peoples?
I think every people in every part of the country express themselves differently in how they move. I think weather
informs it and your family background informs it. Every cultural background has its own abilities and disabilities and we’ve
become such a mixed bag in this country there’s really no way
to point at one thing that Americans are unless you want to be
cliché. We’re all different here, that’s for sure. But George Bush
sums up the worst of Americans: his shoulders are up, he’s all
twisted, pointed finger and pissed off. The smug thing can be
very American in a very ugly way. He’s got the posture of a
drunk: he’s fidgety, he’s angry, all balled up and frustrated.
Who of the current presidential candidates has the best body performance?
Obama has a relaxed, athletic confidence that is very
pleasing. Hillary Clinton in her own kind of mom way has
transcended, you know—she’s in her sixties but comfortable,
she looks powerful and robust. There’s nobody else who really
impresses me. I think Hillary and Obama should just get together and run together and stop fighting because together they’d be
fantastic.
What part of the body projects confidence?
Wherever you sex organs are, the groin [laughs]. Your
chest, your groin, your ass—your walk.
Are Americans uncomfortable in their bodies?
I think the majority of Americans are very puritanical in
their sexual mores, and very religious and the Christian culture—it betrays every desire people have and I think it’s totally
hypocritical.
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The Feat of the Foot
The foot is quite an odd appendage,
The wrinkled start or knobby endage,
It can be clean and pink and soft,
Or noxious fumes can soar aloft
From a sweaty running sock
Used yesterday when you climbed rocks.
Good Lord! Why did you take it off ?
With little toes that nod and wink
A little arch, you wouldn’t think
That this twisted, stinky part
Could support both head and heart,
And all that lies there in between,
From buttocks, elbow, lungs and spleen.
A warning to all bedding lovers:
Beware cold feet beneath the covers!
Scaly, sweaty, heel and toe,
Before I die I want to know,
Just who thought it would be neat,
To make this nature’s crowning feat?

		

- Anne Marie Kelley
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The Women of Vagina Monologues

Photos by Sarah Lee and Allyson Proske
with an introduction by Joanna Sylwester, this year’s Director of
the Vagina Monologues
V-Day is a global movement to end violence against
women and girls that raises funds and awareness through benefit
productions of Playwright/Founder Eve Ensler’s award winning play The Vagina Monologues. In 2006, more than 2700 V-Day
events took place in the U.S. and around the world. To date,
the V-Day movement has raised over $40 million and educated
millions about the issue of violence against women and the
efforts to end it, including international educational and media
campaigns. V-Day has also launched the Karama program in the
Middle East and funded over 5000 community-based anti-violence programs and safe houses in Kenya, South Dakota, Egypt
and Iraq. In June 2006, V-Day launched the UNTIL THE VIOLENCE STOPS: NYC festival which invited thousands of New
Yorkers to stand up and join V-Day in making New York City
the safest place on earth for women and girls. The ‘V’ in V-Day
stands for Victory, Valentine and Vagina.
These photos and the Monologues are part of the Colorado College V-Day campaign. All of the proceeds went to help
the Women of Katrina and the local organization TESSA.

Remove Reality If:
A Found Poem

Source: Reality Female Condom “Helpful Hints” pamphlet, 1990s

Remove reality if
Reality rips or tears during use
The outer ring is pushed inside
Reality bunches up inside the vagina
You have sex again.
Use more lubricant if
Reality rides the penis
It is noisy during sex
You feel Reality when it is in place
Reality comes out of the vagina.
		

- Jessy Randall

(Reprinted from A Day in Boyland, Ghost Road Press, 2007)
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To Love Your Body
Photographs and introduction by Alison Rogers

These photos are from second annual “Love Your
Body” campaign. The idea started last year in honor of Eating
Disorder Awareness week. We wanted to motivate people to
love and appreciate their bodies and to recognize how it boosts
our lives and makes us who they are despite the “flaws” we
let get in our way. FemCo spread the word, encouraging CC
women and men of all shapes, sizes, and comfort levels to strip
down to their knickers in front of the camera. The atmosphere
was fun and lighthearted, and no, it’s not easy at first but it’s one
of the most rewarding things you can do for yourself and those
who will visit the display in Gaylord during sixth block.

Loving my body isnt about appearance.
Real fitness is when I ask my body to
do something and it responds. Our bodies are designed to perform and when we
are fit we can skate faster, board better,
and play harder.
- Lawson Yow (Pictured)

My body likes a lot of things...
She likes the smell of grapefruits, and mulch, and cloves...

She likes to be barefoot, sandy toes, seaweed and wet...

She likes audiences, but gets stage fright...

She likes to be strong, muscular, flexible...

She likes to sweat, slippery, salty, drippy...

She likes poses, like Eagle, Crow, and Dancer...

She likes crowded places where she can
look at all the other strange and interesting
bodies.
She likes airports and amusement parks,
for the same reason.

- Greta Murphy (Pictured)

Without Asking
It snows a great deal where I live. I say this
only because in my backyard, I had
this huge old red oak; you know the type,
was planted by someone eons ago, maybe
god or somebody. I don’t know. Anyway, it was
big and beautiful, and all that.
It had its drawbacks,
I mean, though. It wasn’t perfect or anything.
But this isn’t about the tree.
Whatever. So last spring
I used one of those old fashioned saws, you know,
where you need two big strong men to saw through
a trunk. Don’t ask me why. That’s some other story
that I’ve told or don’t want to tell or something like that.
I don’t remember.
Anyway, I cut down the tree. All beautiful and stuff.
Crazy and all that. Okay. But here’s something. You
know that saw, well I didn’t have two strong men,
or one, or anything. Just me. Cutting with that big
saw for hours and hours until a whole season had gone
by, just little by little, every day I’d go out and take
a few pulls. So finally it fell. So much relief, you wouldn’t
believe. But it was down, and as I looked down
at the trunk, and the stump, and all this disaster, I was
really confused all of a sudden. But whatever. Focus.
So the next morning I was drinking my coffee
(I don’t put anything in it), and I looked out
my kitchen window at the backyard, and the trunk
was gone. The whole tree disappeared. Weird.
Yeah. There was just the stump left, and all the green
grass, and all that. But that stump was so ugly. Fuck,
just this thing in the middle of the yard
that I couldn’t take my eyes off—you know, like they
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say about a train wreck. Some kind of morbid fascination
or disgust or something.
Anyway. So the tree was gone.
Magic or something. Whatever. So months passed by,
and like I said, it snows all the time around here. Like it’s
the fucking arctic or something. So year round, this stump
kept getting covered by snow, and when it was all hidden
beneath the white, all was well, I’d forget
about the tree,
life went on. It was a little bit too sunny without the shade
on my kitchen, but I got along. I couldn’t see that
goddamn stump, so all was well. Okay well it snows
a lot here, but it melts a lot, too, I forgot to say that. So
about every other day I’d go out to the backyard
and there’d be that goddamn stump I thought
was gone, but it was back from under the stupid snow.
And like I said— it was ugly, but I couldn’t stay away
from it, couldn’t stop staring at it, and here’s the fucking
thing: I’d sit on that stump any day it was there. I’d
just go out, and sit on the stump, and think about how
ugly it was, and think about that tree I cut down, and
think about how beautiful that had been, and feel guilty
and miserable, and macabre and all kinds of terrible things.
Right. Just really bad. Like shit, really. I don’t know why
it affected me so much, but it really did. And sometimes,
I’d look out at the yard, and see the awful lump in the snow,
and know that somewhere under there was that stupid
fucking stump, and I’d be furious. It was like it was
this awful brown tumor beneath the skin of the snow.
And I’d think that the next time it came out from under
the snow, I wouldn’t care—oh well. But then it’d come
out, like it did this morning, and I’d feel the same goddamn
way I felt the other day when the snow melted, and I’d start
all over again.
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Okay.
So it’s been something like nine or ten months since I cut
down this tree, and one’d think that the snow would start
falling a little more regularly, with a little more consistency
or something, but it’s just as sporadic as ever, and so I just sit
and sit and sit on the stupid fucking stump, like I’m doing right
fucking now. Maybe I should move. Live somewhere else or
something.
I don’t know. Maybe I should dig up the stump. Maybe— maybe— maybe—,
I don’t know. I’m running out of ideas, and it’s really bothering
me, to the point where it’s running my life. Not ruining, just
running. Almost as bad, though. So until I figure something out,
I’ll just sit here on this goddamn fucking stump, and think
and miss and sigh and be sad and all that. In a thousand years
or whatever,
the stupid thing will rot and decompose and wash
away in a wonderful thunderstorm or something, and it’ll be
gone.
		
			

- Jeffrey Glenn Hansen
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I dreamt that you undrew me—
first my clothes, then my skin,
and down to my bones.
With your green crayon you swept
the lines from the page,
subtracting me one layer at a time.
I’ve had this dream twice—the
first time it ended there,
undrawn in glowing green wax.
The second time it continued,
with a fountain pen
spouting all shades of blue.
Instead of undrawing my bones,
erasing me from the page,
you drew yourself into my chest,
your energy flowing circles around
my marrow in neon ink.
Then you redrew me the way
you see me, and I woke up feeling
the strength of plutonic bond
coursing through my veins.
			

Leviathan

- Sarah Murphy
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The Bedroom Mirror
Again it was winter, the world
suddenly slow, and everything you said
I learned to believe.
Upstairs: our neighbor shuffled, always dusting—beatific. I
knew
already her reprimands. Lucky enough
to be here. That was her
philosophy. But Neighbor!
What of the tasseled bikes, the mitts and bats
assumed into dark garages?
What of the empty street spreading away
like something spilt?
Indifferent, clear, too clean—
Oh, she didn’t believe in drivel.
People just won’t be pleased.
True, true. But what I saw
mornings there in the mirror
was first my body,
then moving over it, your body,
then above us,
in sky, the highest reaches of the elm,
stripped branches
which birds sailed through sailing by.
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- Kate Northrop

Submissions deadline for
Spring 2008 Issue:

April 16th, last day of block
seven

Poetry. Prose. Paintings. Drawings.
Photography. New Beginnings.

l

l

What’s your medium?

leviathan.magazine@gmail.com

L

