
vi:
his name was mr harder and he was wearing a gray, seersucker 
suit with stripes and his yellow soft straw hat and it was 
that hot summer somebody fainted and i was running across 
the street to get candy at the hills' store and he was in 
the big old car coming like a shark's mouth down the street 
he was going to the baseball game his one pleasure in life 
said he didn't have children a baseball game the pelicans a 
minor league team they tore down the ball park years later 
to make a motel with swimming pool and he didn't see me runn
ing in front of him unable to stop in time suddenly lying in
the street and when he carried me back to the house a block
away it was still hot and there were wet spots on his suit i 
could smell them as he laid me on the sofa saying still say
ing oh god oh god all the way down the street and into the 
house saying oh god oh god but mr harder it was only the leg 
and it's healed up fine and i can run and dance and play
football and tennis and even though i never saw you again i
want you to know i am all right i'm all right my life has 
been growing good and lucky and there was no need for you 
never to go to a baseball game again.

vii:
this is where the novel ends.

21: From Termination Journal

the world outside my window tonight
is in the shape of a woman
the world outside my window tonight
is in the shape of a woman
i can hear the wind
i can hear the leaves
at the door
scratching like a cat
to be let in
the world outside my window tonight 
i could hold her for centuries 
i could hold her for centuries 
my face against her face 
my chest against her chest 
i could hold her for centuries 
the world outside my window tonight 
is in the shape 
of a beautiful woman 
i could hold her for centuries 
i can hear her walking 
i could hold her for centuries
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20: From Termination Journal

i go back as far as i can go
until it seems i have reached
that point of entry
and then a face
hidden by bells
strikes the fierce hour
of suggestion.
we were staying at my grandmother's house
while my father was away.
the hurricane that came and went
and came back again the next year
was yet another year away,
and when i stood there
looking at my foot and the broken glass 
i did not know of that other madness 
that sits on the head of excuse, 
to this day
i don't believe i kicked the window in 
it must have been an accident 
or a change of heart.
the next part is part
of another day perhaps another season 
but those are the only two days 
i can remember from mama's house 
and our being there when daddy wasn't 
except i remember it being very sunny 
because the shadow of the car was in the 
street before the car was. as the car 
rolled backwards down the driveway 
i knew this time i was going to get it 
i had no business playing in the car 
doing with the brakes and shift 
what i had seen daddy do many times 
and it all happened at once and over 
before i could run from the spanking 
but in my mind, after all the years, 
it plays back a little slower 
each time
my mother and aunt fanny in slow motion
as they came barrelling down
the steps like fishwives,
then i'm turning my head to see
the car coming down the street
streaking to finish another race.
and just as it's about to hit the car
i'm in. i stop it and run it backwards,
doing several instant replays.
i can even see myself standing
in the front
like Washington crossing in his boat
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i can barely see over the seat
turning my head
at the shrieking ladies
turning my head at the other car
seeing something in the shadow
of the car as it moved like bedtime
across the sidewalk and into the street,
seeing in the shadow
a face that was my own
fiercely smiling,
smiling through the crash of metal
and the shattering of glass
like a thousand bells,
seeing in the shadow
a face that was my own
smiling fiercely
even through the spanking and
through all the hysterical nights
we spent at my grandmother's house
waiting for her to die
until the smile itself
became a point of entry
for all the terrors
that followed.

—  marcus j. grapes
New Orleans LA & Los Angeles CA

the great railsplitter 

once
when i was 
making love 
to her 
i
thought of myself 
as abe lincoln 
and
that's as close 
as this 
mad 
merry 
mexican 
motherfucker 

will ever 
come
to being 
president

taoist toddler

my daughter 
dragging 
her toy 
that makes 
plinkety 
plink 
plunk 
sounds
as the evening wind 
a weary traveller home 
from mt. fuj i 

folds the curtains 
of my bedroom window 
in rhythmic patterns 
swaying 
to the song of 
ancient wind chimes 
played by 
happy buddha 
in diapers

leroy quintana
Las Cruces NM


