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Intercontinental
Ballistic Missile Boy
By Ray Vukcevich
20 May 2002

I hope it isn't raining, but if it is raining, I hope the
wind isn't blowing, but if the wind is blowing, I
hope there aren't a lot of puddles in the streets and
cars zooming by to splash me, but if there are cars,
I hope Karen isn't driving one of them, but if she is
behind the wheel, I hope she doesn't see me, but if
she does spot me, I hope she doesn't realize I'm
not wearing the goofy earmuffs she gave me for the
holidays, but if she does notice, I hope she'll stew
slowly in silence instead of boiling over and calling
her henchmen to snatch me off the street and drag
me back to the hacienda for torture by chili
peppers, but if it must be the heat for me, I hope I
can be manly and not break down crying, "Karen,
Karen, please stop feeding me those red hot
peppers," burbling, breathing fire, babbling,
begging for water, water, water, like I didn't get
enough out in the street where I hope it isn't raining,
but if it is raining, I hope there are no wet dogs
chasing me through the puddles, and cars honking,
and drivers yelling, "Hey, get off the street, you
moron," but if there are dogs and puddles and
honking and yelling and running and hiding in an
alley behind some garbage cans, I hope there are
no rats, but maybe I shouldn't have mentioned the
rats, I hope Karen didn't hear me mention the rats,
but if she is listening, maybe from behind that
curtain in the window high up in the alley, or maybe
she's actually inside one of the cans, hold on, let me
check, nope, but if she does somehow hear about
the rats, I hope she'll have too much on her mind to
remember to use them on me when her henchmen
finally find me and drag me back to the hacienda
for jalapeños, but if she remembers, maybe the rats
will be too smart for her, I hope they'll be too
smart for her, but if the rats are dumb, dumb and
mean, all teeth and no brains, easy to catch and be
transported back to the hacienda in little wire
cages, I hope they'll be gullible rats so I can make
a deal with them, something like you don't eat my
eyes and maybe I won't blow up and burn down
the place and everyone in it, which reminds me that
burning down the place with everyone in it would
not be such a bad idea, you didn't hear me say
that, it's just that they're always so mean, Karen's
henchmen and the other inmates, no, kids, call
them Karen's kids, her big kids, and the way the
grocery checker looks like she's about to bust out
laughing when she says, "Hey, more Kool-Aid, big
guy? So you're one of Karen's kids, right?" and the
way the kids can always get my goat saying, "I see
BM Boy," "What, you see BM Boy? Well, I smell
BM Boy," and they all laugh like donkeys, and I
run out into the street where I hope it isn't raining,
what do they all want with me anyway, it's not like
I'm making trouble, I mean I didn't go off when I
first got here and you know I could have, but I
didn't, I could have resisted arrest, made a scene in
this strange land where I fell to earth with my sad
story about how my parents had been eaten by
missionaries, and I could have said a lot of bad
words in a language no one around here could
understand, but I didn't, instead I went quietly and
had no snappy comeback when they called me a
foreign devil, not that I knew what that meant for
months and months of slow language learning,
Karen pointing and saying and me repeating and
she slapping and me struggling, already suspecting
the truth about her hacienda and her hot peppers
which were supposed to sweat the poison out of
my system, but now it really is raining and there are
puddles and barefoot cars with hairy feet and dogs
with monkey ears and sneaky smiles and windows
running down the walls and henchmen and lights in
the sky and bugs and bats and snakes and rats, big
butterfly nets, choke holds, tear gas and smoke
and people shouting and people screaming, and it's
finally my turn, everyone's looking at me, I can feel
a hum rising from deep in my works, here we go,
here we go, if life is a ride, you spend most of your
time just standing around waiting to get on, waiting
for a moment like this, right here, right now, no
past, no future, just now, your own parade that not
even the rain can rain on, oh wow, oh wow,
whoopee, I'm what you might call up to my ears in
this moment of mine, I can smell sunrise singing in
the daffodils and ships at sea honk because they
love Jesus and they think I'm not so bad myself --
but then my moment is over, and the henchmen
tackle me, and I want to know can I go again,
Karen, can I, can I go again, can I have another
moment, can I, can I?

"Don't be silly, ICBM Boy," she says. "It's time to
go back to the hacienda for a quick bite. Your ears
look cold. Where are your Merry Christmas
earmuffs?"

It's like from her point of view nothing has
changed.

"Get back," I tell her, "get back or I'll go kaboom."

She doesn't get back.

I go kaboom.
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It starts again. The
baby begins to cough
and choke.

Locked Doors

by Stephanie Burgis
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You can never let
anyone suspect, his
mother told him. That
was the first rule she
taught him, and the
last, before she left
him here alone with It.
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Pale as he was, it was
hard to believe he
would never rise from
this bed. Even in the
darkest times, she had
never really feared for
him; he had always
been strong, so strong.
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Nilufer raised her eyes
to his. It was not what
women did to men,
but she was a
princess, and he was
only a bandit. "I want
to be a Witch," she
said. "A Witch and not
a Queen. I wish to be
not loved, but wise.
Tell your bandit lord, if
he can give me that, I
might accept his gift."
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