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Overall View 

In this paper I am looking at a number of poems by E.E. 

Cummings and using them as a basis for a group of short stories. 

Hopefully this will help the reader gain a better understanding 

and enjoyment of both the story presented and the poems 

themselves. 

The works will be presented in the order of the story, then 

the poem on which the story was based, then a brief explanation of 

how I translated the poem into story form. Hopefully the reader 

will be able to see the poem reflected in the content of the story 

without the need for the explanation. However, due to the nature 

of poetry, and the fact that no two people will receive the same 

meaning from a poem, I feel that the explanation will hopefully 

make things clearer to the reader. 

In general I tried to take Cummings' themes from the poems I 

chose and translate them into a short story form. Cummings' 

poetry is filled with very vivid, and often confusing imagery. In 

my stories I tried to find the heart of what Cummings was trying 

to say and expand it, make it easier to understand. The 

intersections between the stories and the poems are often fairly 

obvious. I hope that seeing the poems, in a story form, will help 

the reader get even more enjoyment from the poems themselves. 

The first story, "Something Mysterious", deals with the 

exploration of the unknown, specifically in the form of 

relationships. This is also what is at the heart of the poem I 

chose. The exploration of something new and fragile, and how 

carefully it must be handled. 



Story two, "Possession", deals with the first sexual 

experience between Sara and Corwin. It also looks at the bond 

that develops even further by this act. It also shows the promise 

that Corwin makes to her saying that he will always love her. The 

poem's main focus is the actual act of sex itself. The most 

important point in the poem is the last line. This really points 

out what the entire thing meant and was leading up to. 

Story three, "The Lengths We Go To", shows Corwin's darker 

side. It also shows what he is willing to do because of his love 

for Sara. Even up to almost killing someone. The poem is full of 

violent imagery of some of the darker elements of society. The 

intensity here is also in the last line, while the people in the 

poem might be "unrefined" they still have power. While the do not 

operate like the rest of society the can still cause change. 

Story four, "Paper Flower", skips ahead in time and gives the 

reader a look at what time has done to the characters and to 

Corwin's promise to Sara. It also deals with the loss of a 

friend's health, and ultimately, his life. The poem gives images 

of what occurs right before the suicide. The subject thinks back 

on what he has lost and how everything suddenly seems easier now 

that he has decided to die. 

Story five, "Dominance", brings Corwin and Sara back together 

once more. It also has Corwin's reckless side coming out in his 

desire to skydive, and shows the folly this recklessness leads to. 

The poem for this story has a person trying to rise above what he 

is, trying to find something more in his life. At the end of each 

stanza, though, he says that he has never loved his dear like he 



does now. He doesn't realize that he has everything he needs. He 

just needs to look inside himself at the love he feels. It is not 

until the last stanza that he finally comes to realize this, as he 

is dying. 

It is my sincere hope that these stories will help the reader 

to enjoy the poetry to its fullest extent and that the poems will 

do the same for the stories. By pulling out the heart of the poem 

and shaping it into a story I hope to explain some of what 

Cummings was trying to say. 



Something Mysterious 



I met Sara at a an out of town party that a friend of 

mine insisted that I come to. I was bored, and considering I 

was the only one of us with a car, I decided to go. When he 

introduced us I was drawn to her very quickly. She was one 

of the first goths I had ever met. Pale skin, dark eye 

shadow and lipstick. Her hair looked short and slicked back. 

She was dressed mostly in black and she wore a spiked collar 

around her neck. My first thought was "So this is the girl 

mothers warn their sons about." She and I shook hands, the 

touch lingering, and separated, wandering in different 

directions. While Tony and I wandered through the darkened 

house, music blaring over the stereo, my thoughts kept 

returning to Sara. As the party wound on into the night, I 

lost track of Tony and found myself sitting on a couch in 

what had become a relatively empty room. There were only one 

or two people left, and the music had shifted to something 

softer. I checked my watch and realized that it was pretty 

damn late, close to one in the morning. I shrugged it off; I 

had told my mother I'd be back really late. I leaned back 

and listened to the music, closed my eyes and let my mind 

wander. 

"Not going to sleep on us are you?" The somewhat 

familiar voice snapped me out of my thoughts and back into 

reality. "Enjoy the party so far?" I turned to see Sara 

lowering herself onto the couch next to me. The collar was 



gone and her hair was hanging loose, it was dark brown and 

much longer than I had first thought. 

"I was just enjoying the music, actually; letting my 

mind wander." I stared at her as I spoke. I knew it was 

rude but I couldn't help myself. I found her facinating and 

wanted to take in every detail about her. "So, how do you 

know Tony? He said he had met a pair of beautiful women I 

just had to meet. That's how he got me here, told me I just 

had to meet you." 

"He's dating my best friend-more or less." The candle 

light gleamed off the silver rings she wore as she brushed 

her hair back from her eyes. The gesture seemed so damn 

graceful when she did it. I noticed that one of the rings 

she wore was a pentagram and filed the information somewhere 

in the back of my mind. "He's not a bad guy I don't think. 

I'm usually a pretty good judge of people. How do you know 

him?" 

"He practically lives with me. Goes home long enough to 

get clean clothes, tell his mom hi, and try to get more money 

out of em. If I lived there I'd probably do the exact same 

thing he does." Sara had curled her legs up underneath her, 

and turned sideways on the couch to face me. "And yeah, he 

is a pretty good guy." She took off a few of her rings and 

laid them on an end table. "So, whose house is this anyway?" 

"Mine, my mom is out of town and said I could have a 

party. So here we all are, though there don't seem to be all 

that many left." She glanced around and I followed her gaze. 



The rest of the people that had been in the living room were 

gone. 

"It is getting kinda late," I said. 

"Planning on leaving already? You get bored with us so 

soon?" Sara asked, looking somewhat hurt. 

"I plan on staying until I get tired of being here, and 

I'm not tired yet." I smiled at her and was rewarded with 

one in return. "Not to change the subject or anything, but 

have you seen Tony around?" 

"He's in my bed with Kheresa. They've been in there 

quite a while." Almost like they had been cued I heard a 

moan come from somewhere back in the house. I laughed and 

shook my head. 

"How long have they known each other anyway?" I asked. 

"About a week or two I think. I'm not even sure when 

they met, I wasn't there the first time." 

"I don't know either. I didn't even know they were 

going out until you told me. Of course I've been out of town 

for a few weeks, so I'm not surprised I haven't heard about 

them yet. I'll find out later tonight though, I'm sure." I 

noticed that the space between Sara and I had become a great 

deal smaller since we had started talking, but I wasn't about 

to complain. I took a chance and slipped one arm around her. 

She leaned against my shoulder and made herself comfortable. 

This was getting better and better. 

"So tell me about yourself, Corwin, what do you like to 

do? I love your name by the way, is it Celtic?" 



"Well you're going to have to ask me a bit more specific 

question than that, I need to know what you want to know 

about me." I leaned back into the couch enjoying the feel of 

her lying on me. "And I'm glad you like my name, it's 

Welsh." 

"Are you dating anybody?" she asked turning her head to 

look at me. When I turned to answer her our faces were 

almost touching. 

"Not yet," I said and leaned in to steal a kiss. I'm 

not sure how long we stayed like that but it felt good. I 

hadn't had a date in a long time much less a good kiss. "So 

what do you like to do for fun around here?" 

"I do a lot of things," she said, sitting up and staring 

off into space. I took the opportunity to slide behind her 

and start rubbing her shoulders. 

"Like what," I said, leaning over and resting my chin on 

her shoulder. 

"Do you really want to know?" 

"Sure, let's hear it." I leaned back and wrapped my 

arms around her, letting her lean back on my chest. 

"You asked for it. I smoke a lot of pot lately. Do 

some other drugs. Drop acid, stuff like that. You do any?" 

"Nope, not really something that I'm into." 

"So does this mean you're leaving now? Don't want to 

hang around some little druggie bitch?" I felt her stiffen 

between my arms so I just hugged her tightly. 



"Am I moving? It takes a bit more than that to scare me 

off. Just because that's not what I'm into doesn't mean I'm 

going to hate you because you do it." 

"What if I told you I'm doing cocaine now. Would that 

change your mind?" 

"What the Hell? Are you trying to get rid of me? I've 

never known anybody who tried to scare me off like this." I 

leaned over her shoulder and looked into one of her eyes. 

"It doesn't matter to me." She finally relaxed in my arms 

and leaned back into them. 

"So, are you just looking for sex then? Is that why 

you're here? Most people who aren't scared off by the drugs 

are just looking for sex. Is that what you want?" She had 

leaned forward again and now turned around to face me. 

"Look Sara, I'm not here looking for sex. I won't have 

sex with someone until I know I really care for them." I met 

her gaze and held it. "Is that what you're used to? People 

just using you for sex? I won't do that to you. I promise 

you that." I meant every word I said, and apparently she 

decided the same thing after staring into my eyes for a few 

minutes. 

"You're not like any guy I know Corwin. Nothing at 

all." She returned to her seat, and I proceeded to continue 

with her back rub. 

"I'll take that as a compliment. Is there anything else 

you want to unburden on me?" I asked. 

"Would you believe I'm a witch?" 



"Sure would. Anything else?" 

"Not right now. I think I've said most of the major 

things." 

"Good, then lie down on the couch and enjoy your back 

rub." I rubbed her back until she fell into a deep sleep. 

I couldn't hear anything from the back of the house, so 

I got up to go investigate. I passed one of the rooms and 

heard someone whispering inside. Knocking on the door, I 

heard a quiet invitation to come in. I opened the door. 

"Hey Tony," I said quietly. "You in here?" 

"Hey Corwin come on in. Come here and meet Kheresa." I 

made my way slowly across the floor. I wasn't too sure about 

the footing and didn't want to fall or break anything. A 

small lamp clicked on and I saw Tony sitting on the bed and 

someone else curled up in a blanket. "Corwin, this is 

Kheresa, Kheresa, Corwin." She leaned up and hugged me. 

"Nice to finally meet you," she said lying back down. 

"Tony has said a lot about you." 

"Well most of it's probably true. I haven't heard 

anything about you, but then I've been gone a while." I 

noticed that Kheresa had the most beautiful eyes I had ever 

seen and told her so. 

"Thank you. So did you and Sara get a chance to talk?" 

"We did. She's really sweet, and really messed up. I 

like her a lot. She's sleeping on the couch right now and I 

need to get Tony and get going. It's damn near four in the 



morning and we still have an hour drive." Tony looked over 

at the clock in surprise. 

"Oh shit," he said. "Is your mom going to be pissed?" 

"I doubt it, I told her we'd be home late but either way 

we need to get going. I'm exhausted and need to find 

someplace to get some caffiene in my body so I can keep awake 

on the drive home." I smiled at Kheresa and stood up. "It 

was nice to meet you." 

"You too," she said and pulled Tony down for a long 

kiss. "I'll see you later good looking." 

Tony and I headed for the front door and I stopped to 

say good-bye to Sara. We kissed again and she got up to make 

her way to bed. 

"Good party?" Tony asked as we headed for the car. 

"Very," I said and climbed into the Grand Prix, leaning 

over to open Tony's door. "I think we will be coming back 

here quite a bit. Give the Ghost here a good workout." I 

reached up and patted the dashboard. "And no sleeping on the 

way back, you sleep and I'll go to sleep and we're both just 

dead at that point." 

"I'll keep you awake. Anything you want to talk about?" 

"Tell me how you met those two," I said and started the 

car. Tony was still talking long after we had gotten home 

and were crashed out in my room. 



somewhere i have never travelled,gladly beyond 
any experience,your eyes have there silence: 
in your most frail gesture are things which enclose me, 
or which i cannot touch because they are too near 

your slightest easily will unclose me 
though i have closed myself as fingers, 
you open always petal by petal myself as Spring opens 
(touching skillfully,mysteriously)her first rose 

of if your wish be to close me,i and 
my life will shut very beautifully,suddenly, 
as when the heart of this flower imagines 
the snow carefully everywhere descending; 

nothing which we are to perceive in this world equals 
the power of your intense fragility:whose texture 
compels me with the colour of its countries, 
rendering death and forever with each breathing 

(i do not know what it is about you that closes 
and opens;only something in me understands 
the voice of your eyes is deeper than all roses) 
nobody,not even the rain,has such small hands 

e.e. cummings 



Analysis of Something Mysterious 

This poem deals with the uniqueness of trying something 

new, this time in the form of a relationship. The story 

shows how a person can be so completely taken in by the 

uniqueness of another person, so as to not see the other 

person's faults as faults at all, merely as another aspect of 

their personality. In the end Corwin is entranced with Sara 

without fully understanding his reasons for feeling that way. 

It is here that the bond between Corwin and Sara is born. A 

bond that will follow them throughout their lives. 



Possession 



Sara and I lay alone on her bed. Her mother was at 

work and I happened to be in town, so I decided to stop by. 

It had been a few weeks since we had seen each other and we 

had been making up for lost time. The curtains were drawn 

putting the room into darkness that was only heightened by 

the curtains she had strung around her bed. 

"I've been wondering something," said Sara in a pause 

between kisses. "I don't know your full name and it's been 

bugging the hell out of me." 

"You don't even know my full name? I feel so hurt, 

really." I leaned in and bit Sara on the neck. "It's Corwin 

Michael O'Shae. And yes, it's about as Irish as it can 

possibly get." 

"I love your name, it's so cool." 

"I think you've said that once or twice, but thanks 

anyway." She punched me in the arm then leaned up to turn 

the music down a little bit. She had put Enya in the tape 

player, and I was quickly falling under the relaxing spell of 

the music. 

"You're pretty full of yourself aren't you?" 

"I try to be," I said, and kissed her to prevent any 

response on her part. "So what have you been up to these 

past few weeks? Drunken partying?" 

"You really want to know?" she asked. I nodded. "I 

don't think you'll like it." 



"Probably not, but try me anyway. I'd like to know," I 

said. 

"Well, I went to this party, and well..." 

"Go on." 

"Well, we all got really messed up. I had a really bad 

trip, and spent most of the party curled up in a little ball 

trying to hide. I don't ever want to go through that again." 

"I don't blame you," I said and stroked her hair slowly. 

"Is it really worth it to go through all of this? What you 

get out of it?" 

"No, it's not. I hate it. I don't know how to stop 

though. It's just something I do. That's where all my 

friends are. I don't know anything else." She turned away 

from me and stared at the wall. "You hate me now don't you?" 

"We've been through this once. Just because I don't do 

stuff like that and don't really like you doing it doesn't 

mean I don't like you. I really care for you Sara." She 

turned back toward me and I kissed her cheek. "I wouldn't be 

here if I didn't." 

"You aren't like anybody I've ever met Corwin." 

"I'm not like many people I've met, so don't feel too 

bad about it." 

We went back to making out and it soon progressed well 

beyond any point I ever thought it would. We were both 

naked, and I being one of the few seventeen year old virgins 

I knew of was at a bit of a loss. 

"Put it in me," she whispered. 



Well that much seemed fairly obvious to me but I was 

still at a loss. I positioned myself between her legs and 

fortunately, she helped from there. It was over with before 

it had even really started, but it had been a really fun 

twenty or so seconds. 

"Well gee, that went quickly," I said. The slight smile 

on my face held no amusement and I was feeling down about my 

performance, or lack thereof. 

"It's OK," she said hugging me tightly. "We'll do 

better next time." This made me feel better immediately. I 

knew there would be a next time now, and she had said we. 

"You think so?" 

"I know so," she held me tightly and we lay there naked 

for a while. 

"I hate to spoil this but I need to get going." She 

pouted a little and I kissed her. "You going to be around 

next weekend? Tony and I can head up to see you and 

Kheresa." 

"We'll be here. I know I'm not doing anything and I'm 

pretty sure she isn't. What day?" 

"How about Saturday. We can come up and stay all day 

and leave late. Sound good to you?" She nodded and I 

started to look for my clothes. 

"We'll be waiting for you guys here. Just swing by." 

"We will. Try to stay out of trouble in the meantime 

OK?" I finished pulling on my pants and just picked up my 



shoes. "I'll see you later, good looking." I leaned down to 

kiss her then headed out the door and to my car. 

Six months later, I was miserable. Sara was trying to 

get off the drugs by going cold turkey, and it was killing 

our relationship. I couldn't take the emotional strain it 

was putting on me. Tony and I were throwing a large party at 

my house this time. My mother had left for the weekend and 

told me I could do whatever I wanted so long as the house was 

clean when she got back. The lights were turned off and the 

room was lit by candle light. We had put something soft on 

the radio and Tony had joked that with the mood set we could 

just start without the girls. I had thrown him on the couch 

when he threw his arms around me. 

"Down boy," I said to him and dropped into a recliner. 

"I can't keep this up Tony," I said as we sat waiting. "I'm 

completely drained, and I don't really even want to keep my 

relationship with Sara going at this point." 

"I can tell, you look like hell and you're bitchy all 

the time. Do what you have to do man. If it means breaking 

up with her do it." 

"I don't think I can though. I don't know what it will 

do to her." We both stopped as we heard a car door shut in 

the driveway. 

"We may be about to find out," he said. "I think 

they're here." Sara and Kheresa came to the door shortly 

after that and we heard the car start up and pull out of the 

driveway. 



"Where are they going?" I said. 

"That was a friend of ours," Sara said hugging me. "He 

agreed to drop us off here but he can't hang around." 

"So any idea how you are going to get back to Amarillo?" 

"We were hoping you could take us back tomorrow. We 

have to home by seven though." We went inside and Tony went 

to get us drinks. 

"You want us to take you home at seven tomorrow 

morning?" 

"Please Corwin?" Kheresa said throwing her arms around 

my neck. "I haven't gotten to see Tony for three weeks and I 

want to have the whole night with him." She leaned in and 

put her lips next to my ear. "You also need to talk to Sara, 

she's had a really bad week" I leaned back, looked at the 

two of them and sighed. 

"OK, I'll do it. I'd like to see you two for a while 

too. So how have things been?" I looked at Sara who took a 

sudden interest in the coffee table. "Want to go talk about 

it Hon?" She nodded and I led her back to my Mom's room. 

Her waterbed was more comfortable than my fold out couch. 

"So tell me what's up." 

"I tried to kill myself earlier this week. I just got 

to the point where I couldn't handle it anymore." She stared 

down at her lap as she spoke, and I could see tears falling 

onto her bare legs. "Kheresa talked me out of it. She just 

kept asking me if it was worth losing you." I was too 

stunned to speak. This was not what I had had in mind when I 



decided to talk to her. "I just couldn't bear losing you. 

That was the only thing keeping me alive." She was sobbing 

now and I put my arms around her and held her. I still 

couldn't think clearly enough to say anything, so I held her 

until she stopped shaking and I had regained my powers of 

communication. I heard a long roll of thunder and smelled 

the moisture in the air as a storm rolled in. 

"It's OK Hon, you're here now. You're safe, nothing is 

going to happen to you here. I won't let it." So much for 

ending the relationship. I couldn't just leave her, 

especially not after this. We made love well into the night 

to the sound of falling rain and explosive cracks of thunder. 

"Sara," I said brushing the hair back from her face. 

"You awake?" 

"Yes" 

"Hon, I need to know. Why did you try to kill 

yourself?" I hated asking her this. I didn't want her to 

have to deal with it, but I had to know. 

"An old boyfriend of mine stopped by. I haven't spoken 

to him in months. He asked me where I had been and whether 

or not I wanted to come to a party. I told him about us and 

that I really didn't want to go to anymore of his parties. 

He's the one who got me started on coke. Well he started 

yelling and screaming at me. Called me a whore and a 

pathetic druggie bitch. Said you were probably just using me 

for the sex and that you would throw me away when you were 

finished with me. I believed him. I still don't understand 



how you can love me, but I think that you do." I held her 

tightly, feeling her tears drip down onto my arms. 

"I do love you Sara. Don't you dare believe what he 

told you. I'm not going to leave you. I will always be here 

when you need me." As I held Sara one thought kept running 

through my mind. The son-of-a-bitch who did this to her was 

t£oing to pay. Somehow he was going to pay. 



may i feel said he 
(i'll squeal said she 
just once said he) 
it1s fun said she 

(may i touch said he 
how much said she 
a lot said he) 
why not said she 

(lets go said he 
not too far said she 
what's too far said he 
where you are said she) 

may i stay said he 
(which way said she 
like this said he 
if you kiss said she 

may i move said he 
is it love said she) 
if you're willing said he 
(but you're killing said she 

but it's life said he 
but your wife said she 
now said he) 
ow said she 

(tiptop said he 
don't stop said she 
oh no said he) 
go slow said she 

(cccome?said he 
ummmm said she) 
you're divine!said he 
(you are Mine said she) 

e.e. cummings 



Analysis of Possession 

This poem, while obviously relating to sex also hints at 

the consequences of the act. While it is only in the last 

line of the poem, it shows how sex can forge a bond between 

two people. The story deals with this in two parts, the 

first being the couples first sexual encounter and the second 

being the long term consequences of that encounter. 

In the second half of the story Corwin is having trouble 

dealing with this relationship. It is only after seeing 

Sara, and the trouble that she is in, does he put aside his 

personal problems with their relationship. As he does this 

he puts Sara's well-being above his own, and makes his 

promise to always love her. 



The Lengths We Go To 



"So you're really serious about doing this aren't you?" Tony 

said from the passenger seat of my car. We were on our way to 

Amarillo to pay a visit to someone. I didn't even know what the 

guy looked like but I was going to hurt him. 

"Damn right I'm serious. This bastard is going to pay. Sara 

tried to kill herself over what he said, and I'm not just going to 

sit around and put up with it." I pushed the accelerator a little 

closer to the floor in anticipation of what was going to come. 

"So what exactly is this little surprise you have for him?" 

Tim said from the back seat. Tim was a rather large Native 

American and I had brought him along mainly as an intimidation 

factor. "Do I get to scalp him?" Glancing in the rearview mirror 

I saw him fingering the other passenger's head and examining his 

scalp. Danny batted his hands away and Tim laughed. "Hair's too 

thin to make it worth while." 

"Maybe we'll let you scalp him after it's all over with but I 

want to get the hell out of his place as soon as possible. Need 

to get to a phone after we beat the hell out of him." Danny 

leaned forward from the back seat so we could hear him over the 

radio. He was the youngest of the group. Just a freshman, but 

Tim said he was alright so I had decided to let him tag along. 

"So what are you going to do to him? Break his legs, what?" 

Danny said. 

"Nothing quite that nice. This is the guy who got Sara into 

drugs. I figure after we beat the hell out of him, we'll look 

around and see if he has anything there. Kheresa wants to come, 



she's been to some of his parties and is pretty sure she knows 

where he hides his stuff." I had everybody's attention at this 

point. None of them had heard this part yet. "We just move some 

of it into the open before we leave; then we stop somewhere and 

call the cops. Tell them we saw him making a drug deal on his 

front porch. I figure if they show up quick enough they'll find 

him and the drugs, figure a deal went wrong and he got beat to 

hell. He gets arrested and we don't have to worry about him for 

quite a while." 

"Who knows, maybe he'll get bubba for a roommate in jail," 

Tony said, an evil grin on his face. "If he's lucky maybe he'll 

still be able to sit down after they're done." I smiled to 

myself. I had bloodthirsty friends, but they we're pretty good 

guys once you really got down to it. 

I drove along and listened to the three of them talk about 

things they hoped would happen to our little dealer once he got 

arrested. I didn't have much else to offer up, mainly because I 

was going over all the things that could go wrong. What if he 

wasn't alone? What if someone else saw us and called the cops 

before we could get out of the house? What if he had a gun? I 

began to think that this wasn't going to be nearly as easy as I 

had first thought. 

"Hey Corwin," Tony said. "What are we gonna do if the guy 

has a gun or something?" 

"Pray he doesn't use it, I guess. Hell, I'm not really sure. 

We'll just have to deal with it as it comes." I looked over and 

saw Tony was playing with one of the knives he always carried. 



This one was about eight inches long and double edged. While not 

the biggest he had, I still bet it would hurt like hell. "Nice to 

see you came equipped, but we're not here to kill him." 

"He pulls a gun out you damn well bet I may kill him. He 

does that shit and the fucker had better be willing to pay the 

price for it." Tony's eyes had a strange look to them that I had 

never seen before. I was glad he was on my side in this. He 

always seemed a little bit crazy to me, but this just bumped him 

up a level or two. I checked the mirror again, Tim looked like he 

was ready to do whatever needed to be done and Danny just looked 

sacred. 

"First thing we're going to do is stop by and pick Kheresa 

up. She's going to get us to the guy's house and make sure that 

we get inside. She knows him and is pretty sure he'll let her in. 

I think she's going to tell him we're interested in buying from 

him or something." 

"What if the guy describes us to the cops? If he knows 

Kheresa won't that make us a pretty obvious group if they come 

looking for us." This came from Danny who had been fidgeting in 

the back seat. "I mean, then it'll be his word against ours." 

"Hadn't thought about that." I chewed my lower lip for a 

while trying to come up with a solution for this newest problem. 

"Exactly," Tony said. "His word against ours. One of him 

versus five of us. And I'm sure we can get Sara to lie and say we 

were with her. No problem." Tony slid his knife back into its 

sheath in his coat pocket. 



"Well, yet another problem taken care of. Anything else?" 

No one else said a word and I let it stay that way as we drove 

into Amarillo. I put in a tape of AC/DC and turned it way up. 

Nothing like loud rock music to get you pumped to go do something 

violent. 

We pulled up to Kheresa's house at around 5 o'clock. She ran 

out to the car and sat on Tony's lap. She was wearing black 

jeans, a black vest, and a black velvet tophat. I thought it 

would have looked stupid on anyone except her. On Kheresa it 

looked simply familiar. 

"So you boys ready to teach this bastard a lesson?" She 

handed me a black pillowcase. "Here, if one of you gets a hold of 

him fast enough you can stick this over his head. Can't get a 

good look at you that way." 

"You must have been reading my mind. I still wasn't sure how 

we were going to take care of that part." I pulled off down the 

street and turned toward the interstate. "Which way do we need to 

go?" 

"Just head for the mall. I'll tell you where to go from 

there." I nodded and headed in that direction. Tony, Danny, and 

Tim filled Kheresa in on what we were planning on doing and she 

squealed with delight. "Oh that's just too good. I'd love to see 

that asshole get put away. It couldn't happen to a better guy." 

We arrived at the mall and she directed me where to go from there. 

We pulled up into the gravel driveway of an ugly yellow two 

story house. Kheresa hopped out of the car first, followed by the 



rest of the group. I sat behind the driver's seat for a minute 

attempting to calm the butterflies in my stomach. 

"You coming?" Tony asked as they walked around to my side of 

the car. I handed him the pillow case. 

"Tim, you grab the bastard. Tony put this over his head. I 

get to hurt him first." I swallowed and took a deep breath. 

"Anybody have a problem with that?" They all shook their heads. 

Even Danny seemed to have gotten into the mood. "Well then let's 

get this over with." We strode toward the door, Kheresa and Tim 

in front, followed by Tony and me. Danny brought up the rear. 

"Just one other car here," Danny said as he looked along the 

street. 

"That's his," Kheresa said. "Now shut up and let me do the 

talking." She rang the door bell and we stood there for what felt 

like forever. Tony got a good grip on the pillowcase and Tim 

swung his arms, making practice grabs. 

"Who is it," came a muffled voice from inside the house. 

"Hi Jeff, it's Kheresa. Remember I told you I had some 

people who wanted to meet with you? I brought them." There was 

no answer for about thirty seconds. 

I watched a wasp buzzing outside one of the window frames. 

The place needed a coat of paint, but it had the makings of a nice 

house. I was brought back to the present by the sound of the 

deadbolt scraping open. I shook my head and smirked, it's amazing 

what your mind will do to take itself away from what the body is 

doing. The door swung inward, and I caught a glimpse of a dirty, 

scrawny guy a little older than us. 



Then all hell broke loose as Tim rushed through the door and 

grabbed him up in a bear hug. Jeff's eyes went wide as two 

hundred and fifty pounds of Indian slammed into him and tried to 

crush him. This clearly wasn't what the guy had been expecting. 

Tony threw the pillow case over his head and wrapped a piece of 

cord around it to hold it there. 

"Where the hell did you find that?" I asked looking at the 

pathetic thing flailing about in Tim's grip. 

"Was on your floorboard," he said. I nodded and moved 

directly in front of Tim and Jeff. 

Tim got him turned around so I wouldn't be hitting him in the 

back and I proceeded to pound the hell out of the guy. I'd never 

considered myself a violent person, but that evening I took joy in 

this man's pain. I beat him until my knuckles were bloody and he 

was screaming for help. Tim dropped him at that point and the 

rest of the group began hammering on him. Tony picked him back up 

so he could get a few more good shots on the guy's face. After he 

dropped him again Danny and Kheresa took turns kicking him in the 

ribs. I thought I heard a few of them break. After that Tim 

threw him around the room a little bit. I looked around the room 

and saw we wouldn't have to find any drugs. This guy had 

apparently been enjoying himself before we got there. On the only 

upright table in the room was a mirror with neat lines of white 

powder spread across it. I walked over to Jeff and checked to 

make sure he was still breathing. I finally got a good look at 

the damage we had done and began throwing up. I had wanted to 

teach the guy a lesson, but we had almost killed him. I heard 



someone else vomit behind me and was glad I wasn't alone in how I 

felt about this. 

"Let's get the hell out of here," Tony said pulling me up and 

pushing me toward the door. I stumbled out the door and we all 

got in the car. 

"I don't see anybody around," Kheresa said. "I think we got 

away with it. I stopped at the first convenience store I saw and 

dialed 911. 

When the operator answered the phone I gave her some story 

about how we had just seen a group of five black guys beat the 

hell out of Jeff after what looked like an unsatisfactory drug 

deal. I gave her the address we had been at and slammed the 

receiver down on the phone before she could ask me anymore 

questions. I got back in the car and drove straight to Sara's 

house. No one said anything during the ride. We pulled up in 

front of Sara's house in a few minutes and got out. 

"Nobody say anything about what just happened. Understand?" 

I looked from face to face. Danny still looked slightly sick, 

Tony looked disappointed that he wasn't going to get to brag, 

Kheresa and Tim just nodded. We all turned and walked toward the 

door. My last thought before Sara opened the door was to hope 

that I never had to do something like that again. 



the boys i mean are not refined 
they go with girls who buck and bite 
they do not give a fuck for luck 
they hump them thirteen times a night 

one hangs a hat upon her tit 
one carves a cross in her behind 
they do not give a shit for wit 
the boys i mean are not refined 

they come with girls who buck and bite 
who cannot read and cannot write 
who laugh like they would fall apart 
and masturbate with dynamite 

the boys i mean are not refined 
they cannot chat of that and this 
they do not give a fart for art 
they kill like you would take a piss 

they speak whatever's on their mind 
they do whatever1s in their pants 
the boys i mean are not refined 
they shake the mountains when they dance 

e.e. cummings 



Analysis of The Lengths We Go To 

This poem showed not only the lows to which some people in 

society are drawn toward, but also to what lengths a person will 

go under the proper circumstances. The poem conjured images of a 

dirty bar with a rowdy group of men who came in with equally rowdy 

women. It showed everyone involved as being some type of risk 

taker. Corwin and his friends take the risk of beating Jeff 

almost to death. Jeff's risk is just in his lifestyle. I'm not 

sure whether the poem is more suited to Jeff, the drug dealer, or 

Corwin and the rest who nearly beat him to death. I leave that 

judgment purely up to the reader. It does show the extent to which 

Corwin is willing to go to protect Sara from harm. The bond 

between the two of them has completely solidified. The beating of 

Jeff shows what Corwin is willing to do to save Sara from her own 

life. 



Paper Flower 



"Come on, Danny, you have got to pull yourself together. 

This has gone on long enough, don't you think?" I said. 

Danny sat on the couch staring at a crumpled paper flower 

that he turned over and over in his hands. "You've been 

sitting in this apartment since you heard the news. This is 

not healthy. Come over and hang out with Kheresa and me, 

It'll do you some good." I put myself directly in front of 

Danny to get his attention. "Hey, are you listening to me?" 

Danny's eyes finally focused on me and they narrowed 

slightly. 

"Yes, I hear you. I don't want to hang out. I just 

want to be left alone. Hasn't that gotten through yet? I 

don't want to be with people." 

"We're just worried about you is all. You haven't left 

this place for two weeks. You just sit there staring at 

nothing an-" 

"I'm looking at her flower. It's all I have left. A 

gift from one dead person to another." 

"Oh bullshit, Danny. You still have your friends. We 

love you and Sara does too. She is not dead and neither are 

you. It hurts her to see you like this. She thinks you 

blame her." 

"Maybe I do. I wouldn't be like this if it weren't for 

her." 



"You don't mean that Danny. She didn't know any more 

than you did. She would have told you if she did. She 

wouldn't endanger a friend. Sara's not like that." 

"You don't know what she's like. You've been gone too 

damn long. Now get the hell out." 

I looked around at the apartment and shook my head. 

Unwashed clothes, piles of dishes and empty pizza boxes 

littered the place. "I'll be back tomorrow to help you clean 

up. It might make you feel better." 

"Get out." Danny leaned back into the couch and began 

to stare at the flower once more. 

"All right, I'm leaving. The food I brought is in the 

microwave. Just heat it up when you get hungry. I'll be 

back tomorrow." Danny didn't respond, but I didn't expect 

him to. "Call if you need anything." Danny just twisted the 

flower in his hands and said nothing. I picked up the bag of 

trash I had gathered up and pushed it out the door ahead of 

me. 

I picked up the bag and threw it into the complex's 

dumpster on his way to the car. Andy was waiting for me. 

Andy didn't like going to see Danny, especially not when 

Danny insisted that he was dead. It had been like this since 

I had come home for the summer. I had just graduated from 

college and was taking a summer off before I entered grad 

school. When I had come home I found that Sara had been 

diagnosed with HIV. 



"Is he any better?" Andy asked after I climbed into the 

car and started it up. 

"No. He's still just sitting there, staring at nothing 

and insisting that he's dead." I shook my head. "He hasn't 

even been tested yet. He doesn't know if he was infected or 

not." I turned the corner and accelerated onto the highway. 

"Do you think he's going to be OK? I don't know how 

long I can deal with him being like this." Andy shifted in 

his seat to look at me. 

"I really don't know. I hope so, but I can't say for 

sure. I've been gone for five years, it's like I don't know 

him anymore. I've never seen him in a situation like this so 

I don't know what he'll do." Andy and I sat in silence for a 

while and watched the lights flash by as we sped down the 

highway. 

"Are you going to be OK man?" Andy asked looking over at 

me. 

"I'll survive. I always do." I turned to catch the exit 

that would take us to Andy's house. "Any idea when Sara will 

be able to come see us?" 

"I'm not sure. I haven't heard anything more than you 

have." I nodded slightly as I pulled into Andy's driveway. 

We went in through the kitchen and walked into the living 

room. 

"Hi guys," Kheresa said and smiled at the two of us. 

Kheresa was Andy's wife. She sat in the floor playing with 

their five year old son. 



"Hey babe," Andy said and leaned down to kiss her. 

"How's the little one?" 

"He's being a pain in the rear as usual. He doesn't 

want to go to bed. Would you see what you can do with him?" 

"Sure hon, I'll see what I can do with him." Andy bent 

down and picked his son up off the floor. "Come on little 

one, it's time for bed. Want me to read you a story?" 

Andy's voice faded as he walked toward his son's bedroom. 

Kheresa watched him walk down the hall then turned to me. 

"How's Danny doing tonight?" 

"The same. I'm not sure how much longer I can keep this 

up. I get so angry and depressed while I'm over there it 

makes me want to punch him. Either that, or join him on that 

damn couch." I sat down on the couch and leaned back. 

"His mom called while you two were over at Danny's. 

She's going to come up tomorrow night and clean for him. 

She's also going to try to get him out of his house for a 

while." Kheresa leaned down and hugged me. "Are you going 

to be OK, Corwin?" 

"I'll live, I always do." I smiled up at her. "Isn't 

it weird how things work out sometimes?" 

"Like what?" 

"Everything that's going on. I keep thinking that it 

could have been me that was having to go through all this. 

Or damn near anybody but Danny. I just can't see him and 

Sara dating. I've just been gone too damn long. Missed out 

on a lot of stuff, I guess." 



"Well her marriage to Matt wasn't going to well, then he 

left her. She and I had been fighting again, so she turned 

to Danny." Kheresa sat down on the couch beside me. "The 

two of them started sleeping together and it just went on 

from there. There isn't a whole lot else to say about it." 

"Who do you think she got it from?" I asked. 

"I really don't know. I think Matt was cheating on her 

toward the end, but I don't know if he picked it up and gave 

it to her or not." The two of us sat in silence for a little 

while, listening to the hum of the ceiling fan. 

"I think it was Danny." 

"Why?" 

"Just some of the stuff he was into. I don't think any 

of us really know how far he got into the drug scene or who 

he was sleeping with at the time." I shook my head. "But, 

then again, I could just think that because I don't like the 

thought of the two of them together." Kheresa put her hands 

on mine and I realized they were balled into tight fists. I 

sighed and relaxed them. 

"That was actually one of the things Danny and I talked 

about. He and Sara were both worried about what you would 

think. They do both still care about you." 

"I've been gone so long I guess I really don't have 

anything to be jealous about. It's not like I really have 

any claim to her anymore. Still pisses me off though." I 

shook my head trying to banish the thought. "So what are we 

going to do about Danny? He's convinced that he has HIV and 



is going to die. The only reason he even eats is because we 

take him food. This is not how I want to spend my summer." 

"Just think how you would feel if it was you in this 

situation. How would you react?" 

"Hell, I don't know. I've never had to deal with 

anything like this. I do know I'd go get tested though. I 

wouldn't sit on my ass like Danny is." I stood up and walked 

toward the kitchen. "You want a glass of wine or something?" 

"Sure, the glasses are on the top shelf." I returned 

quickly with two glasses of wine. 

"Here you go," I said, handing one glass to her. We sat 

in silence as we drank. "Any idea when Sara is going to be 

back? I really want to see her." 

"She should be done with this batch of counseling in a 

day or two. She wants to see you as soon as she gets back. 

I got a letter from her the other day." 

"How's she doing?" 

"Pretty well, all things considered." I nodded and 

finished the last of my wine. 

"I think I'm going to go to bed now. I told Danny I'd 

stop by in the morning." We stood up and I pulled the couch 

out into a bed. "I'll see you tomorrow." Kheresa smiled at 

me and gave me another hug before heading back toward her 

bedroom. 

I lay awake for quite a while before sleep claimed me. 

With it came disjointed images and dreams. Sara and me on 

campouts at the lake. Holding each other under the stars. 



Making love to her, having her mother walk in one the two of 

us. Me watching her cry as I left for college. Me crying as 

I watched her marry Matt two years later. I saw her wasting 

away before my eyes. Her body being destroyed by disease. 

Then Danny's, then mine. I awoke early the next morning, 

feeling worse than I had when I went to bed. 

I got up and went into the bathroom for a shower. I 

performed my usual morning ritual then got dressed and 

grabbed a glass of juice from the refrigerator. Andy and 

Kheresa were still asleep, so I wrote them a note telling 

them I'd be back later in the day. I grabbed my jacket and 

walked down the front steps to my car. The air was still 

damp as I unlocked my door and got in. I took comfort in the 

familiarity of the car and reached up to pat the dashboard. 

"Well baby, it's time Danny and I really talked. Even if it 

kills us." I turned on the ignition and the car came to 

life. Pulling out of the driveway, I turned and headed for 

Danny's apartment. "I'm scared, baby," I said to the car. 

"I have a really bad feeling about this." The car just slid 

along the streets, not answering. It made me feel better to 

have something listen to whatever I had to say. Something 

that wouldn't judge me in any way. Inanimate objects always 

make good listeners. I parked in front of Danny's apartment 

and got out of the car. The last of the morning's mist was 

gone from the hood and I could feel a comforting heat 

radiating from the engine. I patted the hood for reassurance 

then walked up to Danny's door. 



The door was unlocked when I went to open it. I pushed 

it open and saw that the place had been cleaned. The trash 

was gone, the clothes were washed, the dishes were clean, and 

Danny still sat on the couch. 

"Hey Cor," he said, without looking up. "What brings 

you back this early? I didn't think you believed in 

mornings." 

"Yeah, well, things change. I just decided it was time 

for us to really talk. Is it all right if I come in?" 

"Go ahead, it's not like I'm really going to stop you." 

I walked in and joined Danny sitting on the couch. 

"You know I had no idea until I got home that you and 

Sara had been dating." 

"We didn't tell you on purpose. We were scared about 

what you would think of us being together." 

"I know. If I'd know about the two of you I wouldn't 

have been too happy. But then, I would have dealt with it. 

It feels like I've watched her go to so many others I've 

learned to accept it. I've learned to accept a lot of 

things." 

"I remember you saying you'd fight tooth and nail to 

keep her for yourself. To hell with anyone who tried to take 

her away from you." Danny shot me a sidelong glance. 

"You've changed quite a bit." 

"So I have. For better or worse I'm not sure, but I've 

sure as hell changed." I smiled slightly. "I still remember 

the first time I met Sara, like it was yesterday. At a 



bizarre out of town party while her mom was gone. Hell of a 

way to start a relationship." 

"We had some good times. Not a care in the world. I 

wish we could go back to them. This life sucks, Corwin." 

Danny turned and looked at me. 

"How many times have I said that and had you tell me 

that the past was the past and to learn to live with it." I 

stared at Danny then smiled. "Damn, we sound like two old 

men." 

"Eh, what's that you say there sonny?" Danny said. 

"OH my God! He does have a sense of humor left!. Nice 

to see that decided to remain." 

"Yeah well, I figured I needed a good laugh." Danny 

stretched and looked over at me. "Would you do me a favor? 

Go grab us something to drink out of the kitchen." Danny 

stood and walked toward the mirror hanging on the wall. The 

paper flower sat just below it. 

"Sure man no problem." I walked into the kitchen and 

pulled two Dr. Peppers out of the refrigerator. You want 

this in a glass?" I asked from the kitchen. 

"Sure," came Danny's muted reply. As I shoved things 

out of the way to make room to break the ice I noticed a slip 

of paper with a hospital logo on it. It looked like it had 

been crumpled and unfolded a number of times. As I read I 

slowly began shaking my head. It was the results from an HIV 

test. The word that kept drawing my eyes was "reactive". 

Reactive, positive, it all meant the same thing. I set the 



paper back on the counter and leaned my head against the 

cabinets. 

"Oh my God," I said quietly. I poured the drinks and 

slowly walked back into the living room. 

"Here you are man," I said. I paused after that, unsure 

of what to say next. "Danny, I'm sorry. I just saw the test 

results. I'm sorry man, God I'm sorry." Danny put one hand 

on my shoulder and looked me in the eye. 

"It's OK. I've know for about a week now. Did you see 

the other sheet of paper. The one that is going to take care 

of it for me." 

"What the hell are you talking about? What's going to 

take care of everything?" 

"Just go look at the other piece of paper in there and 

you'll understand. Just go look." I eyed him carefully but 

Danny's face betrayed nothing. No anxiety, no deception, 

nothing. I rose slowly and walked into the kitchen. Moving 

the test results I began looking for the other sheet of 

paper. Finding one I began to read and suddenly realized 

what Danny meant. I let the handgun license flutter to the 

ground and began to turn back toward the living room. 



in the middle of a room 
stands a suicide 
sniffing a Paper rose 
smiling to a self 

"somewhere it is Spring and sometimes 
people are in real:imagine 
somewhere real flowers,but 
I can't imagine real flowers for if I 

could,they would somehow 
not Be real" 
(so he smiles 
smiling)"but I will not 

everywhere be real to 
you in a moment" 
The is blond 
with small hands 

"& everything is easier 
than I had guessed everything would 
be;even remembering the way who 
looked at whom first,anyhow dancing" 

(a moon swims out of a cloud 
a clock strikes midnight 
a finger pulls a trigger 
a bird flies into a mirror) 

E.E. Cummings 



Analysis of Paper Flower 

This poem cuts deep into the realm of someone attempting 

to deal with a great loss. The story deals with this as the 

loss of a loved one as well as the loss of ones health. 

Though for Danny the loss of Sara occurs only in his mind 

because of his inability to accept that she is still alive. 

The characters reflect on their memories of the one who is 

gone as does the character in the poem. In both, in the end, 

death is seen as an easy alternative to having to deal with 

ones problems in life without regard to the effect suicide 

will have on others. 

While the poem most closely parallels what is happening 

in Danny's life the main focus of the story is on how his 

friends deal with what is happening. In the end Corwin is 

left with the decision of whether to try to stop Danny 

because of his love for his friend, or to let him die because 

of his relationship with Sara. 



Dominance 



"Damnit Corwin I wish you wouldn't do this," Sara said 

as she stared into my eyes from across the table. "You know 

how scared I get when you jump." Our waitress chose that 

moment to walk over and check on us forestalling my reply. 

"Can I get you two any thing else? Dessert perhaps? 

Something else to drink?" the waitress asked, as she stood 

there with a smile plastered across her face. I hadn't seen 

her smile waver the entire night. I was willing to bet it 

never changed, that her face was stuck like that from some 

strange accident at birth. 

"I'm fine, anything else for you hon?", I asked looking 

across the table at my fiancee. Her long hair fell well 

below her shoulders and waved gently as she shook her head. 

"I'm fine too, thank you." Sara fixed her green eyes on 

mine again. Damn but it was hard to deny her anything when 

she looked at me that way. "Please don't do this Corwin. I 

don't understand your need to jump out of a perfectly good 

airplane." 

"Hey cool, you skydive too?" the waitress said breaking 

in. "Where do you jump?" 

"Wherever I can usually," I glanced up at the waitress 

who appeared to be warming to the conversation, at least she 

was until she saw Sara staring at her. Sara's looks could 

speak volumes, and I could read her temper building in them. 

"Can we get our check now," I asked. "It's about time we 

were going." 



Fortunately, the waitress took the hint. She dropped 

the subject and handed me the check. I paid the cashier then 

Sara and I were on our way, out the door and to the car. I 

hated to see innocent bystanders, like the waitress, sucked 

into our arguments, just because people were too stupid to 

know to stay out of them. Sara was the archetypal redhead. 

Lightning fast temper, and she wasn't too picky about who she 

turned it on. 

"Sweetie, you know I've been planning this jump for 

months. I thought you were OK with it. Yo-" 

"You know I don't like you doing those crazy stunts. 

What if something happens to you? What would I do without 

you?" Sara pushed out her bottom lip in a pout and crossed 

her arms. The vulnerable look signaled the beginning of an 

often tried method to talk me out of making my jump. The 

pout was the beginning, and, if carried to its extreme end, 

she usually threatened to kill me if anything went wrong.. 

"Can we discuss this at home hon? It's a little chilly 

out here." I opened the passenger door for her and she slid 

into the seat. 

"This conversation isn't over yet Corwin," she said as I 

closed the door. 

"I never thought it was dear," I said to the now closed 

door. I walked around to the driver side door and sank into 

the driver seat. 

Sara didn't say anything the entire way home. She just 

sat and stared at me. I hated this part of the argument, the 



long silent treatment. The drive seemed to take about twice 

as long as usual with her staring at me. It wasn't until we 

were in the house and getting ready for bed that she spoke 

again. 

"If you loved me you wouldn't jump tomorrow." Realizing 

that the silent treatment was getting her nowhere she had 

finally moved on to the next phase. This I knew how to deal 

with. 

"You know I love you sweetie," I said, gathering her 

into my arms. "But, you know I need to do this jump." I 

held her close to me and nibbled on her neck before speaking 

again. "We have this same conversation every time I plan a 

jump." I crawled onto the king size waterbed and beckoned 

for her to join me. Time for this argument to end. "Come 

here, I'll make you forget all about this jump." She slid 

onto the bed with me and we forgot about every thing but each 

other for the rest of the night. 

I woke up early the next morning and found that Sara was 

up before me as usual. While she hated the idea of me 

jumping she insisted on being there every time. I walked 

into the kitchen and she was there, drinking a glass of 

juice. She just looked at me without saying anything. This 

is how it was every time I jumped. She was up and ready 

before I was, and she said nothing until after I jumped. The 

only exception was right before I got into the plane she 

would kiss me and tell me she loved me. I just smiled at 

her. 



"Ready to go hon?" Sara just nodded. 

I skipped breakfast, jumping out of an airplane and 

scrambled eggs just don't mix well. The drive out to the 

airstrip didn't take too long, Sara kissed me as I was 

walking out to the plane and told me she loved me. Her 

ritual had become some sort of talisman to us both. 

Something to insure that I made it back down safely. I don't 

think I would jump if she wasn't there. In no time I was in 

the air making the final preparations. This jump was number 

twenty for me but I could still feel the adrenaline starting 

to pound in my veins. By the time the pilot signaled back 

that we were over the jump site, I was completely pumped and 

ready for the leap. 

The side door of the small plane slid open and I leaned 

out getting a good look at the earth below. It seemed so 

small from this height, all the fields laid out in neat 

rectangles of differing colors. I threw back my head and 

yelled as I leaped out into the grasp of the sky. The free 

fall was exhilarating, the wind whipping by me as I fell 

closer and closer to the ground below. I looked down at the 

ground below feeling a sense of power rushing through me. It 

was all there, laid out beneath me. The entire world, and I 

was above it all. I felt like a god. I checked my watch and 

realized it was almost time to open my chute. Time to slow 

my descent and take a more relaxed look down on the world as 

it came up to meet me. That was what is was about. Being 

able to see everything as insignificant below you. To become 



part of the sky and to soar over the earth, free from worldly-

concerns. Smiling I puled the cord to open my chute. It got 

about half way out of the pack before the cords tangled. 

Frantically I pulled the cord for the backup chute I wore. 

Somewhere between the handle I held and the chute the cord 

snapped. I looked at my watch and saw I was about thirty 

seconds from hitting the ground. That brings me to now, 

thirty seconds from my death. 

Sara and I Found each other again right after Danny's 

suicide. It shocked us all and we clung together for 

support. She and I spent almost the entire summer together 

dealing with what had happened. It was in that time I 

realized that no matter what had happened to her, I still 

loved her. She followed me to grad school and started taking 

courses herself. We lived together and nothing before had 

ever felt so right. 

Twenty-five seconds from death. Sara and I walked 

barefoot along the beach. The sun was lying low over the 

water, sinking slowly toward the horizon. It's rays turned 

Sara's hair into brilliant red flames that wreathed her face. 

"I love you," I say turning and staring into her eyes. 

"I love you too," she says. I slipped the engagement 

ring from my pocket and held it up in the fading light.. 

"Sara my love, marry me," I said slipping the ring onto 

her finger. She never said anything, but she made love to me 

there on the beach. I took that for a yes. 



Twenty-one seconds to death. Sara and I are in bed 

together, she is sitting up staring wide eyed at me. 

"You like to do what? Why in God's name would you want 

to throw yourself out of a perfectly good airplane?" 

"Its a rush, that's why. You feel completely free, it's 

like being a god almost. The entire expanse of earth laid 

out for you to survey. It's awesome I-" 

"It's horrible is what it is. How could you want to do 

something so stupid? What if something happened to the 

parachute? What then? Then its just splat, that's what. 

Just a splat on the ground, a victim of that you were just 

surveying." 

"Hon they have spare chutes in case something does go 

wrong with your primary one. There is some element of risk 

involved, but that's the rush. If it was completely safe 

that would take the edge off the excitement." Sara hauled 

off and hit me in the head with a pillow. I heard her 

muffled voice say splat as she lay down on top of me. When I 

finally wrestled her off the top of me she sat staring into 

my eyes. 

"This is a dominance thing with you isn't it Corwin? 

This need to jump out of airplanes." 

"What are you talking about dear?" I said, propping 

myself up on one elbow. 

"It's a dominance thing; you're trying to rise above 

everything that you don't think you can control." 



"That's the craziest thing I think I've ever heard, 

dear." I pulled her down to me and kissed her. I held her 

through the night thinking about what she said. 

Nineteen seconds away from death and I can see her 

before me, crying. Everything I love, everything I hold 

dear, lost to me in the blink of an eye, killed by something 

I had so long tried to dominate, tried to rise above. I saw 

how insignificant we are against something as vast as the 

planet, and I also understood how we were truly able to rise 

above it. It seems ironic to me that after everything that 

happened, I might be the first to die. I guess it was 

something she had considered all along. I finally understood 

how deeply I felt for Sara, how much I loved her. For that I 

wouldn't stop fighting. I worked at the cords from my chute 

trying to get them to play out. If this didn't work I could 

only dare Heaven to match the joy I felt while I was with 

Sara, and to taunt hell to do its worst. The earth might 

take my life but I will always have my love. In that I have 

already risen above everything. 



a clown's smirk in the skull of a baboon 
(where once good lips stalked or eyes firmly stirred) 
my mirror gives me,on this afternoon; 
i am a shape that can but eat and turd 
ere with the dirt death shall him vastly gird, 
a coward waiting clumsily to cease 
whom every perfect thing meanwhile doth miss; 
a hand's impression in an empty glove, 
a soon forgotten tune,a house for lease. 
I have never loved you dear as now i love 

behold this fool who, in the month of June, 
having of certain stars and planets heard, 
rose very slowly in a tight balloon 
until the smallening world became absurd; 
him did an archer spy(whose aim had erred 
never)and by that little trick or this 
he shot the aeronaut down,into the abyss 
-and wonderfully i fell through the green groove 
of twilight,striking into many a piece. 
I have never loved you dear as now i love 

god's terrible face,brighter than a spoon, 
collects the image of one fatal word; 
so that my life(which liked the sun and the moon) 
resembles something that had not occured: 
i am a birdcage without any bird, 
a collar looking for a dog,a kiss 
without lips;a prayer lacking any knees 
but something beats within my shirt to prove 
he is undead who,living,noone is. 
I have never loved you dear as now i love. 

Hell(by most humble me which shall increase) 
open thy fire!for i have had some bliss 
of one small lady upon earth above; 
to whom i cry,remembering her face, 
i have never loved you dear as now i love 

e.e. cummings 



Analysis of Dominance 

In reading this poem I was overwhelmed by a sense of 

futility at man's attempt to dominate the world through 

physical means, to rise above his animal nature. The main 

character in the story, like the character in the poem, 

attempts to rise above the fact that he is mortal and will 

die sometime by distancing himself physically from the earth. 

Sara attempts to explain what the poem reveals, that while 

man cannot rise above the world by purely physical means he 

can rise above it through his emotions. Finally in the story 

as well as in the poem, the main character comes to realize 

this only after his death is certain. 

In this piece Corwin has become the risk taker instead 

of Sara. Sara's life has cleaned up, she and Corwin are 

engaged, and now she is forced to watch as Corwin risks his 

life time and again. Up to this point Corwin has been one 

that has been calm and in control for most of his life. Now 

that his life is finally stabilized he has become restless, 

and that has led him to recklessness. 


