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something like a sigh 

The stoop was all noise 
with people's mouths 

slapping like bat wings 
shooting at each other 

like machine guns 
on this hot 
street angry day 

Grass soft and green 
grew somewhere 

and in a small section 
of a lost soul 

spring sang quietly 
while cement and stone 

and black tar 
reflected blazing-sharp 

sunlight back 
into the day 
and vacant eyes 

Among the dark elbows 
and knees 

a frail, bony child 
imagined 

a forest 
of brown weathered bark 

The sweat soaked 
skin of leaves 

glistened and sparkled 
over veins and pores 

The odor 
of decomposing life 
was so pungent 

and real 
the child 

snapped 
back. .. 

The cry from her heart 
was not heard 

or was it? 
As a giant oak fell 
to the forest floor 

Linda Pinto 

the sidewalk 



White sheet of wall 
blank and lonely across the room 
silence, peace, perfection. 
Cockroach scurries 
into this off-white heaven, 
like a rock 
crashing into a mirror pond. 
All is dead and shattered, 
peace writhes in pain 
and vanishes down my spine. 
I lash out, I strike, I destroy. 
Perfection dies with 
roach-
stain on my wall. 

Mark Goldwert 





REVENGE POE STYLE 

There is a breaking point that once crossed over, one cannot emotionally nor physically stand 
anymore. The smallest step beyond this border and action must be taken. Whatever the 
circumstances and no matter how the sufferer has allowed the situation to progress, it must be 
stopped. The perpetrator must be shown his evil, feel it, live it, and end with it. All evidence 
and shame must be buried with it to procure absolute freedom from sentimental and legal guilt. 

I had been carried, albeit not kicking and screaming, past this point, and since had been 
calculating and devising my plan. It was Rob's own deceptions that afforded me this time to 
prepare and his character, or lack of, that provided my means. 

His capricious contact supplied sixty-eight days for my crafty design before he called. This 
call came on a Monday evening; earlier in the week than I had anticipated. Rob was not one to 
make dates for the weekend so far in advance; he preferred to keep his options open. To 
implement my plan effectively, I spoke as though nothing had changed. "It's so good to hear 
your voice," I recited as he ejaculated his foul, slick rhetoric. "You've been on my mind lately, 
too. As a matter of fact, you're all I've been thinking about," I went on. "Get together Saturday? 
That sounds great ... no, I don't have any plans," I replied with a smile I could not suppress. 

With this our date was set for three o'clock Saturday afternoon. We would begin with a drive 
in the country to see the autumn foliage, then have a romantic dinner, and the rest of our evening 
would be spent in a quaint bed and breakfast in the neighboring state. This sounded too extended 
and poetic to be true. If I did not know this man as well as I did, I may have doubted the 
necessity of my project, I may have seen it as overreacting, I knew better. 

When my phone rang at two-fortyfive Saturday afternoon, I was not surprised that it was Rob. 
I stood in my robe, my hair still wrapped in a towel, as I listened to his expected, pathetic 
discharge of excuses. Again I answered him with devotion. "No it isn't a problem if we get 
together later tonight .. .it's fine that you can't pick me up ... of course I'll meet you at the river at 
about ten-thirty." He must have met a better prospect and decided to postpone our date and fit 
one in with her first; after all, I had always been convenient and reliable. Tonight, however, I 
would no longer be his handy victim, and he would no longer be on the prowl. He believed 
himself a hunter, but now this hunter would be my prey whose own predictable nature would 
help me snare him. 

I made my way to his secluded river front home via the back road I discovered during my 
planning phase. ·This aged, yet paved road was considered a main thruway before the highway 
was constructed, but since had become barely detectable through the thick brush that bordered it. 
I took a minor access road that ran directly from this protected trail to the river bank and was 
equally camouflaged. From this spot it was only a short walk to the hole and then another brief 
stroll to the dock. I arrived early to observe the house. In the darkness of the desolate area, the 
actions inside shone from the lighted cabin like a movie. I watched as he and his latest conquest 
dressed. He checked his watch, then poured himself another glass of Cutty Sark; already 
unsteady, he nearly dropped the bottle. He laughed at himself, and somewhere deep inside I 
laughed; too. 

A few minutes of saccharine coated deceptive promises and his newest amusement was sent 
on her way. He busied himself by discarding evidence of her presence. I knew he did this for 



my sake, but there was no need; I would not be entering his lair--he would be coming to me. I 
allowed him sufficient time to tend to his business and down two more glasses of Cutty. 

At ten-thirty five, as if on cue, Rob met me as I walked down the ramp to the back door. He 
greeted me with his usual. "Oh, Babe, I've been aching for you." I accepted and reciprocated the 
customary kiss that followed. Although the feelings it stimulated were no longer of desire but of 
disgust, I played my part with convincing, award winning precision. Rob had no intentions of 
wasting time, as he immediately began to do the things that would normally have driven me 
wild. I persuaded him to wait until we got to the dock by teasing, "This is going to be the night 
you've been begging foe" He went back into the house long enough to grab his liquor bottle. 

Two more drinks and I began to satisfy Rob's cravings for the kinky. I tied his wrists behind 
his back and handcuffed them, as well. I bound his ankles together with thick rope then tied that 
rope to the one around his wrists. I gagged him by stuffing a small cloth in his mouth then 
wrapped a scarf between his lips and knotted it behind his head. I brought my mouth close to his 
ear and whispered, "I want you in the dirt." All the while, he moaned with rapture. I led my 
stumbling captive into the woods. We reached our destination, and as he stood with frenzied 
anticipation of our forth-coming act, I revealed the hole. Not quite sure of what I had planned 
and feeling the full effects of his drinking, Rob's excitement did not wane. Even as I pushed him 
into the cavity; I believe he thought I might join him. I shone my flashlight into the deep crevice 
and saw the first shimmer of fear in his eyes. I spoke to him as I started about my work. With 
each shovel of dirt, I explained the depravity of his life to him. With every pail of water used to 
help settle the earth, I described the countless hearts and spirits he had shattered; and the lives he 
would continue to destroy if I did not destroy him first. I apprised him of the fact that he would 
never be found, because no one would search for him. He had no ties or obligations to anyone. 
It would be months, maybe years, before anyone took notice of his absence. After all, he came 
and went on a whim, he was a care free spirit; never caring for anyone or anything besides his 
own pleasure. When reality finally set in, his inebriation wore off instantly. In anguish and terror 
he squirmed and groaned; trying to knock away the heavy mud that covered most of his body. 
He stretched his neck; trying to keep his face above the level of incoming dirt, but all his 
attempts were in vain. High above his head, I held the pile of dirt that would obscure his face 
forever from the sunlight. Looking down into his pleading eyes, I smiled as I sprinkled it into 
the hole. 

I have since grown old and have not thought about that night in many years. Yet, upon 
reflection of my life, it still has the same effect; I smile. 

Maureen Silver 



Awake my love, and shed your foggy night, 
Behold yourself through eyes that cannot lie, 
Nor trick your heart to any waiting sigh, 
And let your soul be captured by the light. 
Arise my love, and in my loving sight 
You live as new to let your wishes fly 
To skies beyond your dreams which never die. 
That keeps our love together with the might 
Of many years that stronger always grows 
To depths and heights the younger never see. 
And age with richness like the oceans flow 
To love's fair seasons in life's constant plea 
Forever answers like the wise man knows, 
That love to us in age is always free. 

Charlotte W oodill 



Thoughts 

Take my hand 
Oh how I miss your touch 

My love 
Your love quenched my thirst 

Loneliness deserves no one 
Only the insight and 
Vision of our love 

Endures 

Nick C. Cicchino 





WHO IS THAT BOY? 

Who is that boy? I don't know him and yet he keeps on watching me. Why does he keep 
staring at me like he is? Maybe he thinks he can steal my pocketbook; well let him try there's 
nothing in it. Wouldn't that surprise him! All my money is hidden away in my sock and he'd 
never find it there. I have quite a bit, too, Three dollars and fifty-four cents. 

Oh, that boy m(lkes me very nervous. I do wish he would tell me who he is and what he 
wants from me. Or better yet, I wish he would just leave me alone! When I get home from my 
walk I'll tell my husband of this young man's behavior. Harry will put a stop to his shenanigans. 
A person should be able to walk up and down the street without being stared at and harassed all 
the time. 

He has his back to me now, but I know he's still watching and following me. Why does he 
look at me that way and why does he follow me up and down the street? Maybe I should just 
turn around and ask him. I know, I'll introduce myself to him. I'll say, "Hello my name is Ethel 
Winfry. What's yours? Isn't it a beautiful day to take a stroll? I have never seen a more lovely 
morning." Yes, that's what I'll do. Oh no! That strange boy is approaching me. What shall I do? 

The young man asked the old woman, "Where are you going and why do you keep walking 
away from me?" "Please come with me I have Something for you. "Ethel, more agitated than 
ever, answered in a high-pitched squeal. "Who are you and why do you keep following me? I 
have done nothing to you. You have no right!" Sadness came over the boy's face. The old 
woman looked so pitiful standing there in her ill-fitting dress, carrying the purse of a small child. 
He remembered how happy and alive she had once been. He took her by the hand and reassured 
her that he meant her no harm. When Ethel had finally calmed down a little, the young man said 
to her in a very soft voice, "Please, come into the house Grandma. I have your tea and breakfast 
on the table for you." 

Patricia Keating 





Organic Matter 

trapped in organic matter 
aching of the singular 

the hungry soul 
grasps at solitude 
gasps at union 

the struggle to merge 
often just 

heated coupling 
to fertile seed 

fragile attempts 
at internal harmony 

the isolation of flesh 
and form 

the separation of soul 
and mind 

dismembers and contains us 

some feel the maddening 
and suffer ... 

pen or brush outlets 
others run 

from the reality 
from death 
the finality 

or is it 
just freedom 
from these cellular walls 

.................. '""" .... Pinto 





RECOLLECTIONS OF YOUTH 

When I recall the events of my childhood, some are barely remembered, as though 
they never happened, others are easily envisioned by my mind's eye but the feelings that 
accompanied them have been dulled to the point of nothingness. Yet there are some 
memories, the ones that involve my grandfather, that are constant and sparkling. These 
are the memories that one holds dear for a lifetime. 

The relationship I was fortunate enough to have with my mother's father, 
"Grampa," was unique. An Irish immigrant who did not make his journey to America 
until his mid-thirties, he was raised to believe that men did hard labor outside the home 
and only dealt with the children while punishing them. 

However in 1977 , this gentle yet Herculean man abandoned the chauvinistic 
beliefs instilled in him for over half a century, in order to raise a newborn baby girl. .. me. 
It is a truly remarkable man who can enthusiastically embrace the task of parenting an 
infant when he is seventy-eight years old. However, that is exactly what Grampa did. 
From the time I was two weeks old until I started school when I was five, I was 
constantly by my grandfather's side. Most of our time was spent in conversation; the 
kind of easy comfortable conversations that only seem to occur between young children 
and old men. The center of these lengthy chats was often Ireland. Grampa was able to 
keep me quiet and enthralled for hours, just by talking about the home he loved. This 
sparkling blue-eyed Irish gentleman was a true raconteur; he had a story for every 
occasion and they were always entertaining; one could never find Grampa' s stories 
boring. 

Through the years, my grandfather and I formulated a plan. When I was thirteen 
years old, we would take a trip to Ireland. this would not be any ordinary tourist junket, 
this would be special. I would take the year off from school and we would go to County 
Fermanagh, where Grampa was born and bred, to stay with a legion of family members I 
had written to innumerable times but had yet to meet. It was a great source of distress to 
my grandfather that I had to be raised in America; he felt I was a true Irish lass (complete 
with Irish accent; seeing as Grampa taught me to speak, it was unavoidable) and I was out 
of place in the United States. Our excursion was completely mapped out by the time I 
was eight years old and it became the center of our lives. Not a day went by when we did 
not mention the trip, and we were often prone to bouts of jubilant dancing brought on by 
just thinking about the wonderful year we would have together and all the things we 
would share. 

In 1988, when I was eleven years old, my grandfather became ill. There was no 
particular illness, his eighty-eight year old body was simply worn out. In spite of his 
steadily declining health, Grampa was still determined to take the trip we had dreamed · 
about for so long. He called his siblings in Ireland and told them we would be arriving 
earlier than expected; two years earlier, actually. They were, of course, sad and worried 
about the circumstances that were hastening our trip, but were unbelievably excited at the 
prospect of seeing me and my grandfather so soon. 

After a tremendous amount of work (making arrangements with my school, 
buying the airline tickets, and instructing neighbors on how to look after our house) we 



were finally making our trip. It was bitter-sweet for me to realize that these were going to 
be some of the last memories I would make with my grandfather before he died, but I was 
grateful that we would be able to reach our goal and he would see his family again. 

After years of waiting, our dream was becoming a reality; it was the day of our 
flight to Ireland. While at home I was reserved, even melancholy, because I was terribly 
afraid that if I showed too much excitement something would go wrong and we would 
not make our journey. Grampa, who always understood my little peculiarities, 
understood this as well and gave me reassuring hugs throughout the day. Feeling his big 
arms squeezing around my shoulders comforted me and I gave in to the well of 
excitement growing in my stomach. 

By the time we were in the car on the way to Kennedy Airport, the anticipation 
was almost unbearable. It seemed that every few minutes we would grasp each other's 
hand as tightly as we could. The happiness of knowing we were finally going to travel 
together, to a place where we felt we belonged, was so intense that both of us were 
broken down in blissful tears before we reached the airport. 

After pulling ourselves together we began the walk from the car to the plane that 
would take us to paradise, or so it seemed. It all felt so unreal. I had hoped for this 
moment to come since I was a tiny child. Once my grandfather fell ill I had assumed it 
would never happen, yet there I was. I cannot recall a moment when I was happier. 

We were both quiet on our walk through the crowded airport. My silence was 
directly related to the awe I was feeling at the masses of people rushing through the 
enormous building, and I assumed Grampa was not speaking because he was 
concentrating so hard on finding our elusive gate number. 

It seemed like hours had passed when we were finally settled in the hard plastic 
seats anxiously waiting for our boarding call. I placed my cheek against his, a sign of 
affection I often showed, and was shocked at the cold \vetness of his face. He was not 
crying, he-was sweating. "Are you okay, Grampa?" I asked, hoping he was just 
experiencing pre-flight anxiety. 

"I'm fine, Pet, fine. Just a wee tired." 
I was satisfied with his answer; after all, in two weeks we had made all the 

preparations necessary to spend a year in another country. "He'll feel better as soon as 
we're in the air," I thought optimistically. We were too close to reaching our dream for 
anything to go wrong. In my naive mind, any problems at this point were just not 
possible. 

At long last our flight was, called. Grampa and I smiled our huge dazzling smiles 
at one another, picked up our bags, and walked to the gate. There was a lengthy line of 
passengers in front of us, and the only worry in my head was that there would not be 
enough seats for everyone who wanted to travel to the majestic Emerald Isle. As we 
stood, out of the comer of my eye I noticed my grandfather swaying from side to side 
while holding a hand to his chest. 

"Grampa? You okay? Grampa ?" 
"Pet ... " the name he often called me was barely audible. 
"Grampa? Oh, Grampa, are you okay? Please ... are you okay?" 

"'-



There was no answer this time, just a gurgling sound coming from deep within his 

chest. As I reached out my arms to hug him, the only thing I could think to do, he 

collapsed. 
When I look back on that night, I can see myself sitting on the filthy linoleum 

floor cradling his head in my small lap and crying huge sobs that wracked my body and 

tore at my grandfather's heart. Both of us were unable to speak, I, because of my 

wretched crying, and he, because of fluid building up in his lungs, drowning him. Even if 

we could speak, there were no words to express the fear and heartbreak that were running 

rampant within us. · 

The following weeks, which were to be spent rolling down lush green hills in 

Ireland, were spent by the side of Grampa' s hospital bed. We never spoke of the dream 

that had seemed to be in our grasp. The doctors made it clear that the trip would never be 

made. Neither of us wanted to admit that, it was too hard. From my bottomless well of 

youthful optimism I got the idea that, in a few months, we would find ourselves at the 

airport again, and this time we would make it onto the plane. 
Since then the number of planes which have departed the United States for Ireland 

have been countless, and I have been on none of them. When Grampa died, a few months 

after that night in the airport, the dream of going to Ireland faded with him. I will 

infinitely treasure the memories I possess of this most important person in my life; they 

are of the few things I consider precious in this world, yet at times the idea of so many 

new experiences without him by my side, sharing in them, is unbearable. However, I 

have found a way to avoid this empty, lost feeling that, at times, overwhelms me. On 

clear warm days when the air is filled with promise and hope riding the ecstatic cries of 

childhood, I nestle myself in the long backyard grass and fix my eyes on the cloudless 

sky, watching the planes pass overhead. In my mind, I see an airport swarming with 

anxious travelers and amid these voyagers I see a wonderful blue-eyed Irishman lovingly 

grab the hand of an adoring blue-eyed girl, and board the plane that has been awaiting 

them for so long. 

Mary Wolverton 





Part One 

It is well past two in the morning, and this city street is for the most part dark and 
lifeless--for the most part. At the comer beneath the glow of a street lamp is a single 
man. He is a sixty-six years old and has the company of only his shiny silver trumpet 
which he blows with all of his will. The man truly believes that it is this will and the 
arrival of the new day's sun that enables him to get out of his bed. The trumpet player is 
dressed in a shabby brown suit with an even shabbier black fedora perched slantedly on 
his head. There is not one thing in all the world that makes this man happier than 
blowing on his hom and filling the black night with his blue, blue sounds. It is the blue 
sounds that the old man loves so much that will be at the very center of his story. 

Our king of empty avenue jazz is beginning to play a new tune which has been 
swimming around in his head like a shooting star in the night sky. Our man was lucky 
enough to catch a hold of its tail and send it shooting out the end of his trumpet as a 
couple walks by. The gentleman tosses a quarter into the Jazzman's open trumpet case at 
his feet and is rewarded by a smile, the best the trumpet player can manage with his hom 
in action. The quarter thrown by the gentleman lands in the company of another quarter, 
one nickel, and three pennies that the trumpet player has put there himself. 

One block away a man of twenty-one emerges from a bar and begins the long walk 
home to a tiny, empty apartment. Within moments he hears the sound of a trumpet in the 
air and thinks himself fortunate to have walked in the direction from which the heavenly 
sounds seems to be coming from. The trumpet player is now in the young man's sights 
and soon the two are face to face. At this point the Jazzman lowers his hom and decides 
to have a cigarette. The young man drops a dollar in the trumpet case and speaks. "I 
could hear you from the next block. You're excellent." 

"Thank you, thank you," says the old man, "but it's not hard when you have a magic 
trumpet like I do." 

"Magic trumpet, huh? Well you have a nice night." The young man begins to walk 
away. 

"Now hold on, son. Don't you want to hear the story of this here hom? This is a story 
that every man should hear." 

"No. I really have to get home. It's very late." This time the young man begins his 
departure from the old man's company without any protest from the trumpet player and 
has moved to the other side of the street before he begins to realize that he has no stories 
to tell and nobody ever wishes to tell him any. He stops and turns around and walks back 
to the old man who has resumed his performance. 

"I'd like to hear it," he says to the old man and drops another dollar in the trumpet 
case, "please." 

"Well, all right," says the ancient Jazzman, "first let me tell you that my name..is Isaac, 
and I play the Jazz trumpet as you can plainly see. What is your name, young man?" 

"Max," is the man's reply. 



"Well Max, the story begins exactly forty-five years ago tonight. At that time I was 
playing a nightly set at a super little club downtown called The Blue Lion. Now you'll be 
very sad to hear that the little piece of heaven on Earth of which I have just spoken no 
longer exists. Yes, yes it was destroyed by fire some years ago and at the time no one 
thought it important enough to rebuild. But, my son, as you will come to learn, the world 
needs places like The Blue Lion if for no other reason than the extraordinary feeling one 
would get when walking down those steps and finding yourself in that smoke filled 
paradise. I used to take the stage with my band each evening except Sundays at precisely 
eleven-fifteen. We followed my dearest friend in this entire blue world and his band. 
name was Malachai and, just like me, Malachai blew a trumpet. Well, to say 'like me' is 
really an insult to my old friend. The real truth is that he was the finest trumpet player 
the world has ever seen and, I promise you, the world will ever see again. I used to 
Malachai that God, Himself, musta kissed him on the lips and blessed him with that 
divine way he could blow that hom." Isaac lights another cigarette. 

"Now you'd think that old Malachai would be a happy soul, being so blessed in the 
way of the hom an' all of that, but the truth was that Malachai wanted only to love and be 
loved in return. This was Malachai' s one true desire, but as this world goes Malachai had 
only my friendship to bring any sort of fulfillment to his life. And that, my friend, is not 
sayin' too much. I was a good friend to old Malachai, but what that sweet soul of a man 
wanted was love. 

"It was late one night in the dwindling hours after our sets were finished that 
Malachai said to me: 'Isaac I'd play a set for the devil himself if I could find love in this 
blue world,' and those words, my young friend, would change old Malachai' s life forever 
because Satan himself had come to The Blue Lion that night to hear some jazz and had 
heard what Malachai said. 

"It was at about this time that I patted old Malachai on the back and told him good 
night. I was departing with a sweet young thing whose name I cannot remember. So 
went most of my nights back in those days. I couldn't play the hom like Malachai, but it 
was me, not my dearest friend in the world, who would leave each evening with someone 
new on his arm. Malachai just waved as I disappeared up the steps and sunk his head 
back into his drink. At the time I hadn't noticed the gentleman in black seated at the table 
in the far corner of the club. 

"I didn't see Malachai again until the next evening at about nine. The usual musicians 
were starting to arrive at The Blue Lion to begin drinking and preparing for our sets later 
on. I was startled when Malachai'opened up his trumpet case and began to polish a silver 
hom I had never seen before. 

"'Where's the golden beauty?' I asked Malachai. 
"'Oh, I came by this sweet thing last night after you left. I think I'll be using it from 

now on,' was Malachai's reply. I was a little surprised because old Malachai loved his 
gold horn, but I figured it hardly mattered seeing as my best friend in the world could 
make sweet music with a rusty bugle if he really wanted to. 

'"Where did you get it, Mal?' I really had to know. 
'"I promise I'll tell you later, but now you simply must buy me a drink because I am 

just so full of anticipation for the night we are about to have, my dear friend, Isaac.' 
"-



"This was Malachai' s answer and I decided to leave it at that until the time when 
old Malachai decided he wished to let me in on whatever might be goin' on inside that 
wonderful head of his. I brought him his drink, and the crowd began to fill up The Blue 
Lion all around us with a little less than a half hour before the first band would go on. 
Malachai just smiled and smiled, and all I could do was smile back at my dearest friend 
in this blue world. 

"I made sure to sit at a table right up front near the stage to watch Malachai and 
his band because I just knew tonight would be a night that no one at the Blue Lion would 
soon forget. At around ten o'clock Malachai's drummer, Eddie, began to tap gently on 
his cymbal and the musicians around Malachai began to play. Old Malachai strolled on 
stage slow with that silver hom shining at his side. He raised it slowly, seductively to his 
moist lips and blew a single note so sweet that my eyes began to fill with tears. The 
crowd seemed collectively to settle in their seats and became mesmerized by the sound, 
as if God had been playin' that trumpet. Malachai's eyes were fixed on a dark haired 
beauty at the table to my right, and back with her mouth slightly opened. She raised her 
hand slowly and gently touched her cheek; it almost seemed she was trying to convince 
herself she was not dreaming the whole experience. By the end ofMalachai's set his 
entire band had ceased playing because the only sound anyone wished to hear was the 
sound of old Malachai and his shiny silver hom. 

"Before tonight Malachai was known by all around The Blue Lion to be the finest 
hom player in the city. But now I could not begin to guess what people would say about 
Malachai. When Malachai was done, and the music had died, the crowd seemed to 
awaken form the sweet coma Malachai had put them in. Drinks were ordered, cigarettes 
were lit. I stood to go and shake my friend's hand, but before I reached him the dark 
haired beauty from the next table had put her hands on Malachai' s face and kissed him. 
They kissed for what must have been a full minute, and when Malachai pulled his lips 
away he took the girl's hand and pulled her close to his side. She wrapped her arms 
around his and rested her head on his shoulder with her eyes closed. Malachai found my 
eyes and smiled. I watched as the two of them went to the back room where all the 
musicians hung out. I couldn't wait to question my dear friend, Malachai, on matters 
concerning the lovely girl, his divine set, and, most importantly, his shiny new silver 
hom. 

"After my set was through, and I must mention that there was not a sadder job in all 
the world than to have to follow what Malachai had just done on stage, I rushed to the 
back but could not find old Malachai anywhere. 'Eddie, where did Malachai go?' " 

"'Oh, he left with that doll right after you went on, Isaac,' said Eddie, 'Hey did you 
notice anything different about tonight? I thought Malachai was pretty sharp, must be 
that new hom huh?' " 

"'Pretty sharp? That's how you would describe Malachai? What I heard tonight ~as 
simply the most amazing display of jazz the world has ever seen' 

"Oh, I was ranting. 
"'Yeah, all right Isaac, see ya latter,' Eddie said as I rushed out the back door of the 

club into the alley. With my case in my hand I rushed down the streets to Malachai's 
place in search of some answers. Yes, yes, answers I would have. 



"I ran all the way to Malachai's apartment and bolted up the two flights of stairs. I 
banged on the door which Malachai answered a second later with a broad smile on his 
face. I looked at him with my eyes wide and just waited for him to speak. But old 
Malachai simply moved to the side and beckoned me in. I sat on his ratty old couch and 
Malachai went to the fridge to get the two of us a couple of beers. He moved across the 
room slowly and gracefully. Malachai was wearing his black robe and brown fedora, and, 
of course, that smile. 

"We opened our beers and I said to my friend, 'Malachai, you must know what 
about to ask .. ' 

" 'Isaac, when you left The Lion last night I played another set.' 
"'Another set? What are you talking about? I don't ... ' 
"Malachai interrupted me, 'Last night I played a set for the Devil and he gave me a 

gift. The Devil gave me a silver Trumpet that was molded in the fires of hell.' 
"I drank beer and lit a cigarette. 'Malachai,' I said, 'What the hell are you talking 

about?' " 



"Your name is Max, right?" 
The boy nods. 

Part Two 

"Well, what do you think of the story so far?" 
"I'd like you to keep going if you don't mind," was Max's response. 
"Well, good," said Isaac, "because as you can see, this is where the story really 

gets interesting. 
"Me and old Malachai just looked at each other while he was workin' oil an 

answer to my question. So for a few minutes the two of us just kinda sat there and 
smoked and drank our beers. Finally, Malachai finds it in him to go on. 

"'Isaac,' said Malachai to me, 'the Devil heard what I said to you. You remember 
what I said to you the other night?' 

'"Yes, I remember, you said that you'd play a set for the Devil if you could find 
love. If you could be loved. That's what you said. You mean to tell me, Malachai, that 
the Devil was eavesdropping on me and you? I don't know too much about Satan, but 
I've always imagined that he had better things to do than try to hear what I was saying 
after hours at The Blue Lion. Am I to assume that you are going to tell me different? 

"Malachai looked at me with a face lacking any expression whatsoever. He 
puffed on his cigarette and said, 'Yes, my friend. That is exactly what happened. The 
Devil said he wanted to hear me play and when he heard what I said to you he decided 
that we could help each other out.' 

'"'Wait a minute,' I said to him, 'what makes you think he was the Devil? What 
did he look like? Was he red? Cloven feet? What?' 

'"No,' said Malachai, 'nothing like that, he looked like a normal guy.' 
'"Then how can you be sure it was the devil?' I asked. 
'"When you're face to face with the Devil, you just kind of know that it's him,' 

was Malachai's response. I must tell you that my dearest friend in this blue world was 
scaring me to death. I thought I was watching him go mad right before my eyes. I was 
fumbling around in my brain for something to say, but I could not come up with one 
single word. 

"Then Malachai said to me, 'You saw what happened tonight. This hom makes 
my music magical. It made the girl in my bed want me. All I did was look her in the eye 
and blow on my hom. I could have picked anyone and that would have happened. My 
music is magic now and I can make any woman want me. This is what the Devil gave me 
in return for playing for him.' 

"I just kept staring at old Malachai, waiting for him to start laughing and slap my 
shoulder to let me in on the big joke he was having with me but it didn't happen. I 
wanted to cry in his smiling face. 

"'I'll see you tomorrow,' I said to Malachai, 'we'll talk some more.' 
'"You'll see,' said Malachai, 'tomorrow night will be the same. Then you'll 

believe me.' 
'"Good night, Malachai.' I walked out and decided that my friend would, no 

doubt, have control of his senses by the next night. As I lay in bed that night I convinced 



myself that Malachai had simply let a bad dream get the best of him and all would be 
well with the new day. 

"I was very nervous all day. I didn't speak to Malachai until I saw him at The 
Blue Lion. It was right before he was to go on, when he arrived. Backstage he just 
looked at me and smiled. 'Watch.' he said to me. 

"On this night I watched from the wings so I could observe the crowd properly. 
stage lights were off. Malachai and his band stood in the darkness. From the very 

depths of the black room came a white spotlight that illuminated the silver hom and 
blinded with its reflection. The only thing that could have possibly been more 
stimulating to any sense was the magnificent sound that followed. 

swear to you, my knees trembled, and my breathing seemed to stop. When 
Malachai was done, the lights came on and somewhere someone was weeping. His band 
had never even picked up their instruments. 

"I watched him walk off the stage and lost him in the crowd. When I saw 
Malachai next, around his neck was the arms of a girl whose beauty at the time, I could 
not believe. I approached my friend and he watched me as I neared. 'Do you believe me 
yet?' 

"I didn't answer. I almost believed the nonsense he had spouted to me the 
previous night. 

"I said, 'Please, Malachai, enough of that.' The girl hardly stirred, she rested her 
head on his chest, her arms clinging tightly to him. 

"'If you don't believe me why don't you look over there?' Malachai motioned 
with his chin. I looked to where I thought Malachai might be motioning and saw, without 
a doubt, who he meant. In the far comer of The Blue Lion stood a man. Never had I seen 
such a man before and never have I seen such a man since. The man seemed to possess a 
glow of his very own even in his black attire. His hair was black, his eyes were black, the 
thin cigar in his mouth was black. Then I became sure of one thing. I can say with 
confidence that there is nothing to be sure of in this blue world save for the rising and 
setting of the sun and maybe the tides. But of this, I was sure. I was sure that this man 
was the Devil himself. I looked at Malachai, his eyes were closed as he kissed the hair of 
the beauty in his arms. When I looked back across the room, the Devil was gone as if he 
had never been there in the first place. But I knew he had been there. I had seen the 
Devil with my own eyes. 

"I left the club that night without speaking to Malachai again. I assume he left 
with the girl. I sat up the whole night smoking and blowing my hom a little. Now I 
thought I was going crazy. The idea of going to The Blue Lion the next night was 
frightening. Malachai seemed to be taking an encounter with the Devil very lightly. I 
just knew there could be no good in this for my dear friend. How could he be so foolish? 
I mean after all, this was the Devil we were talking about. 

"Well, let me tell you that things continued this way for the better part of two 
weeks. Malachai kept playing his hom and it seemed like everyone came to listen-
movie stars and politicians on some nights. Through the whole thing Malachai just kept 
smiling, and of course, going home every night with girls that just kept getting lovelier 
and lovelier. It was around the beginning of the third week of the horn when I saw that 
Malachai was beginning to change. It was a Saturday and it was a packed house. The 



line to get in went up the stairs to the street and half way around the block. It was some 
night. Even the heavyweight champ was there and some movie stars. 

"As the days had gone by, Malachai and me, we didn't discuss what was going 
on, not one bit. The two of us just had this kind of unspoken understanding about 
everything until this Saturday night. Malachai came through the back door with no smile 
and sadness in his eyes. 

'Malachai, what's wrong?' My friend just looked at me and lowered his eyes. He 
wouldn't tell me, I knew this, but I also knew that whatever it was it had something to do 
with the hom. Oh, that magic silver hom. I wanted to cry as I watched Malachai depart 
that night with another beauty on his arm, still slouched over with sadness. 

"The next day there was no holding me back. At around three in the afternoon I 
went to Malachai' s apartment to get the truth out of him. 

"'Malachai,' I blurted at him when he opened the door, 'what the hell is goin' 
with you? Don't tell me nothin' because it'd be a lie and you're a bad liar anyway, so 
you're way outta luck here.' 

"'Listen, Isaac, the truth is that the Devil forgot to mention something,' said 
Malachai. 

"'What, what? What didn't he tell you?' 
"'These women, Isaac, all these women. They love me so much, but as hard as I 

try, no matter what I do, I can't love them back.' 
"If things weren't bad enough for my dearest friend in this whole blue world at 

that very moment I stood in front of him in his doorway, then on Monday night at The 
Blue Lion things got worse. Malachai took the stage after my band because management 
decided that my friend had become a much larger attraction than myself. No sooner had 
he started into the saddest little number these ears have ever heard, then he spotted a 
vision sitting in the front row. She was indeed the loveliest thing I had ever seen. Truth 
is that to this day I can still picture her face and warm my heart at the thought of it. The 
instant Malachai spotter her his eyes became fixed on her eyes. I think he played the 
entire set staring into those gorgeous eyes. When Malachai was done, he hopped down 
off the stage to talk to all the fans and to have a drink with me. To be truthful the real 
motive for this was just to give an opportunity for the girl of the evening to approach 
Malachai and for her to fall in love with him on the spot. 

"She came right up to Malachai as the two of us knew that she would and said, 
'Hi, my name is Eve. I wanted to tell you how much I enjoyed your playing.' Malachai 
waited for me. We waited for her to throw her arms around Malachai, or kiss him, or 
anything. But Eve only smiled and then walked away. I thought I could hear the sound. 
ofMalachai's heart shattering into a thousand pieces. I was stunned, but Malachai just 
looked sad. Sadder than he had even before this amazing incident. 

now?' 

"'Malachai,' I said, 'she didn't. .. ' 
"'Yes, I know,' he said, 'and I know why too.' 
"'Why?"' I insisted . 
'"Because,' said Malachai, 'I'm in love with her.' 
"'What do you mean you're in love with her? What the hell are you talking about 



'"I mean that as I was playing and looking into her beautiful eyes, I fell 
completely in love with her. I was more and more sure as she came closer, and the 
second I heard her voice I was happier than I think I have ever been.' 

"'Well, go over there and talk to her some more,' I said. 'You have got to go over 
there and talk to her.' 

He did. As I watched Malachai make his way across the room through a crowd of 
admirers and-handshakers, I was scared for my friend. He approached Eve and she 
smiled when she saw him. They seemed to be chatting, hitting it off even. But then she 
frowned and shook her head tapping her watch. Malachai seemed to be in the middle of a 
sentence when she turned and walked up the stairs. 

"I stayed with Malachai late into the night backstage at The Blue Lion after 
everyone had left. We didn't talk much, just drank and smoked. At close to three in the 
morning Malachai looked at me and said, 'So I guess this is the game. This is the Devil's 
work, all of this. He found a way to torture me, make me sacrifice love for this hom. It's 
all his joke on me.' 

"'Listen, Mal,' I said, 'tomorrow night just use the old hom. C'mon, polish the 
golden beauty and show us what magic really is man. Remember the way it was before? 
You were still the greatest.' 

"And that is just what Malachai decided to do. He left the Devil's silver hom at 
home the next night and hopped on-stage with that sweet gilded trumpet that I loved to 
hear so much. Another room gilled with anxious fans. all on the edges of their seats 
waiting for the true soup.d of God. Malachai raised the hom to his lips, closed his eyes, 
and blew. Now let me tell you, the sound that came out of my dear friend's hom that 
night was so foul that glasses fell from hands and cigarettes fell from mouths; I myself 
choked on an ice cube. 

"Malachai looked at me immediately and we both knew what must be happening. 
He tried once more. The result was a sound even more vvTetched than the first. Poor old 
Malachai leaped from the stage and rushed for the back. 

"'Can you believe this?' Malachai gave another breath into the hom. This 
produced a very short horrible sound. 'He wins,' said Malachai, 'I can't believe it.' 

"'Now hold on Malachai,' I said with vague hopes ofconsoling him, 'there's got 
to be a way around this.' 

'"No,' said a voice, 'there is not.' 
"And you know who that was don't you? Yes, the Devil appeared before us and 

glared at poor old Malachai. 
"'You may have any woman you want,' said th.e Devil, 'you are the greatest hom 

player the world will ever know, but you will never find love. The hom will not work on 
those you love and they will not love you. Nor will you love those that the hom works 
on. This is how it is and how it will be always. Oh, and by the way, nice show tonight.' 
The Devil grinned, puffed his cigar, and disappeared before Malachai had a chance to say 
anything. 

"That, my friend, is really the end of the story. All there is left to tell is that old 
Malachai left his trumpet and a note outside my door the next day and I never saw or 
heard from him again or knew anyone that did. So that is the story of how I lost my 
dearest friend in this whole blue world and this is the hom that did it." 

i· 
I 



"That? That's the horn?" asked Max, staring wide-eyed at it. "Does it work for 
you?" 

"Oh no, no," said Isaac, "I can play it, but this hom has never done anything else 
for me except to make me think of my old friend. It don't work for me, it don't work for 
anybody but old Malachai. That's why I still have it. I gotta take good care of it in case 
my dear friend ever shows up and decides he'd like to play a little number." 

Isaac raised the silver horn slowly to his lips and began to blow a sad, sad number 
into the black night sky. Max stood and listened for a while, then dropped another dollar 
into the open trumpet case on the sidewalk, and walked away. 

Mark Goldwert 


