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A parade of proud 
piltdown men, 

proceeding 
with 

phallic­
shaped silk 

around our necks, 
conveys compulsory 

compliance to this 
economic experiment of 
Titanic proportions. We 
hasten our pace. Only 
Arlington could claim to 
possess a more immaculate 
display of the lifeless. Some 
among us are pulling ahead. 
The jock strap of society has 
nurtured us for this privileged 
role of sacrificing our lives to 
the maximization of profits for 
our fickle investors at the 
expense of proper wages. I 
must go faster I must keep 
pace. The only yet toxic 
remedy for the routinely tragic 
remorse we feel for being ever 
absent Mileage Plus Premier 
Executives is the strategic 
salve of proffered personal 
comforts, interior-designed 

office, expense account, ladder 
ascending to retirement 
"heaven''. I am utterly 
exhausted. I suddenly stop 
midstride. My colorful 
adornment has grown 

suffocatingly tight. I grasp 
for its binding tug 

pull breathe 
smile. 
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Faith tried to con 
the wall kept reminding J 

random symmetry of the 
quilt, and the goat-head 1 

tions, even if she didn't n 
begged for answers. 

"Are you listeninE 
drift off, and her recent t1 

"What?" Faith sta 
blot:' She pointed. 

"Oh, the Rorscha, 
prints I have back at horr 

"How come you\ 
"I don't like them 

to. The logic was this: ifs 
thought he wanted to he< 

"Why don't you li 
"They can be ... " I 

guity. They're always lool 
"It raises uncomft 
The goat-headed 
"ExactlY:' 

Blue's funeral was 
expected, but she knew a 
ties, always introducing l 

Then she noticed 
long hair, pale skin. Like 
more than anyone else, e· 

The pallbearers b 
The casket had been dos• 
final viewings. 

Faith thought of I 
of narrative. Everything's 
would hand him the mar 

"Tell me what y01 
"You want me to ' 
She'd laugh and h 
"A suicide. A writ 
"At least it's not r< 

meaning is what matters. 


