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Shorn

She first notices she is becoming her mother when she runs out of shaving cream 

and the bar of soap seems to blink at her like a threatening crab: come on, come closer, I 

dare you.

It covers the crease in her calf muscle in a thin layer and bubbles up like clouds, 

and the razor sweeps it away as a strong breeze sweeps the sky clean to deep blue. Tiny 

red slits and pock marks burble up in its place, and she remembers hearing about jungle 

peoples who shave with stingray spines, the same spines used in ancient ceremonies for 

bloodletting, for rulers’ blood is the most valuable and is needed to keep the sun moving 

around the earth.

Quinta sees her long-ago mother, her leg poised over an avocado-green sink, her 

toes pointed. “You need to be very careful when you use the razor,” she says. She is half-

naked and pinches the razor between her fingers, moving as a sculptor with clay. “If you 

cut yourself, you will bleed for a long time.”

She watches her mother grab the thick white bar of soap and turn it in her hands 

like pottery, working up lather. Quinta, too, has been born with too much hair on her 
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body, and will grow up hating it, and this is her lesson in shaving it off,  so she can deny 

from whence she had come.

“Why can’t we use shaving cream, like Daddy?” Quinta asks.

“Because they don’t make shaving cream for delicate skin. That is only for men. 

Besides, soap smells very pretty, and you can see the hairs raising from beneath it. If you 

use shaving cream, the layer is so thick you’ll miss spots.”

And Quinta thinks this very unfair that it’s 1968 and they do not make things for 

women to shave.

It is thirty years later and she stands in a cool shower on this Honduran day at the 

fringe of a Caribbean sea that sparkles like blue champagne; she realizes that although 

now there are rows of pink and blue lady-friendly shave creams, she doesn’t want to 

waste one moment going to some shop to look for any. She is with him, and moments are 

for drinking at El Mussol and lying naked on the beach. She likes to watch the sun shine 

on her smooth legs, and she likes knowing that when he caresses them, he feels 

something like warm silk beneath his fingers, because that’s what he deserves.

For he, Corwyn, is a ruler in her mind, her 18-Rabbit, the 13th ruler in Copan. It is 

not known if he had a queen. Once, there were experts who dubbed a skirted, beaded 

figure “Lady Turtle,” for it would have been customary for a ruler’s wife or mother to 

play the role of the great creator in a religious ceremony. On further examination, it had 

turned out to be 18-Rabbit himself, costumed as the maize god.

Quinta had first become obsessed with 18-Rabbit in college. She had slogged 

through archaeology requirements, noting provenience, exposing grub worms, sifting dirt 
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unearthed from beneath crisp Connecticut autumn leaves in vain hope of finding a pot 

sherd or fire pit edge.

Then came an expedition, to the ruins at Copan, where she’d beheld the splendor 

of its Main Group. There, 18-Rabbit, son of Smoke Jaguar, had commissioned his own 

likeness in stone, a likeness of him proffering the double-headed serpent bar and letting 

his blood with the spines from his belt. There, 18-Rabbit was a man so great he went 

about clean-shaven, unlike his forefathers, who sported goatees as was societal. He used 

ritual and religion as the focal point of his rulership; he built a house adorned with killer 

bat statues that could lock from the outside; he built another house whose cornices were 

crowned with sacrificial knives. He was good and mighty and sacrificed his own blood to 

keep the forces of the world at equilibrium.

Surely a man this great would have loved her even in her hairiness. He was so 

great and without wicked judgment that Copan feasted beneath his headdress like the 

Rafflesia plant until May, 738.

When he met his brutal end at the hands of Cauac Sky, one whom he’d installed 

as ruler in the sixty-kilometers distant Quirigua. One who was named the black lord.

She had always wondered if spiritually their qualms had been laid to rest, or if 

they were still battling somewhere in the swirling beyond; or, if 18-Rabbit, who had seen 

through the God’s eyes, was reaching out to her from twelve hundred years past, to claim 

her as his Queen.

Corwyn is her 18-Rabbit. He is fearless in protecting her and contemplates all 

religions as though he is a priest of each; he writes long texts and studies the stars each 

night with a scientific eye. He meditates and imagines building perfect worlds, monoliths 
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that overshadow pain and suffering.  But most of all, he builds great hieroglyphic

stairways in her mind that lead to gilded halls filled with so many words and ideas she 

could never have written them all down.

He is willowy, with hair like the feathers of black birds, and his fingers are 

tenuous and prodding like a sandpiper’s legs, and perhaps the patterns of black hair on his 

chest that remind her of tufts of wild grass is the reason he loves the hair on her body.

He smashes into the bathroom. “What are you doing? You are taking so long.”

“My time,” she says. “You can join me, if you like.”

She reaches up and smoothes soap down her arms, frosting a cake.

She hears him set his whiskey glass on the edge of the sink, watches him shake 

out his long hair through the clear curtain that separates her cocoon from what is out 

there. He stretches behind him and knuckles the center of the back of his T-shirt and pulls 

it over his head in one swift motion, working it down his muscled arms. He drops it in the 

sink, turns on the faucet.

The water in her shower drops a degree.

“What are you doing?”

“It’s hot out. Sweaty,” he says.

His back and buttocks are white and his legs and arms are shadows from deep tan.  

He pulls back the curtain with a sweep of his arm and lifts his leg to step inside with all 

the grandeur of someone entering the great depths of a baptismal pool.

She sinks below the spray of water, her hands lace curtains blowing in the breeze, 

working, tickling their way down the insides of his thighs, stopping at his knees.
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She does not care that he does not like it in the shower, for it makes his legs weak, 

and he is as afraid of falling as 18-Rabbit had been of decapitation in the great square by 

all of his former supporters, the men who had competed in his great athletic coliseum and 

had read his books and climbed his stairway.

She backs beneath the spray of the shower, the cold water needling her back. She 

touches him and it is the velvet that lines the inside of a petal of a Jack-in-the-Pulpit, 

swelling in spring.

His legs shimmy.

“Stop,” he breathes.

But she feels it rushing within him now.

Water trickles into her ear and blocks it. She hears her own breathing, loud in her 

chest.  Beads of water drip from his chin, fall into her eye, cloud her vision.

“Stop!” he commands. The echo bounces off walls, fills her with excitement.  She 

tastes soap. A monsoon pours on her head, the water drives into her mouth, and she can 

not breathe but can not stop, and he becomes a rain god; she wants to worship this man in 

a shower someday they will share, and she works it with her tongue, thinking it should be 

rising up out of the dirt from beneath palm fronds, searching for droplets of coconut milk 

to flood its empty belly –

Now there is nothing but the sound of his exasperated breathing. “I’m sorry,” he 

says. “It’s not you.”

She nods in the familiar awareness that she cannot satisfy him, and again there is

that thought she should leave him. She has had this thought visit her three times today, 

but on other days it is as many as six times she is forlorn enough to see their 
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incompatibilities like the sun in mirrors. At this moment she feels nothing except every 

hair on her body, a festival ugliness, laughing at her. She lets the water beat on her head, 

feels her knees, raw and scraped from the shower floor. She climbs to her feet.

He kneels down before her and rests his head against her naked stomach. She runs 

her hand over his head. She does not like her stomach, but he has told her it is the most 

voluptuous part of her. “I could stay like this against you all day,” he says. “I could let 

you hold me like this all day.” He weeps.

She turns her back to him. She reaches for the soap and kicks the razor to the edge 

of the stall by the drain. 

“I’m sorry,” he says again. “I can’t help it. You know that.”

She wonders sometimes if he’s not 18-Rabbit, because he doesn’t come and surely 

that must be because secretly he does not love her hair. That he isn’t strong enough to 

force his body to follow his heart; that he is too soft for her. He is a warm blanket with a 

drinking problem: a man who weeps when he drinks too much, remembers too much. 

This makes him tolerant of her, makes him lie in adoration of her warmth, but at the same 

time makes her long for something harder, makes her long for violent storms that could 

shatter skies and insides.  She will not ask for more lest she be dubbed “nag,” and she 

does not want to drive away a human when she can have a cock at any time, from anyone.

She lies awake at night sometimes and listens to him breathe, feels the thin sheet 

rippling in the breeze from the fan above them.

She wants to ask him if his being without a goatee means he doesn’t love her hair.

She doesn’t.

“We’ll be late for Carnival,” she says, stepping from the stall.
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~~~

The path is dark, the ground slightly damp. Everywhere, there is the smell of burnt 

leaves and over-ripe bananas. Distant, twinkling lights line the square, winking in the 

dark like so many fireflies, for it is May here in La Ceiba, a time of celebration of the 

city’s patron saint.

She can hear his footsteps behind her in the muddy earth, and under her feet she 

hears the crunch of nuts or shells; she imagines the meat inside them, mushy and soft, 

squished and flattened under the pressure of her own small feet.  A cry sounds from up 

ahead, a great whooping.  She parts a palm frond; raindrops fall onto her pale blue sarong.

The square is full of people, bobbing their heads like confused turkeys, the kinds 

she used to see back at home in the New England woods; they walk proudly; they do not 

know they are at a disadvantage, ignorant and stupid. Their plastic shopping bags full of

trinkets are over their wrists: on the women looking like delicate handbags adorned with

sequins and fringe, on the men looking like burdens, items they carry because their new 

lives with their families dictate they carry these and wear shirts with their offspring’s

handprints. It is to her like an open-air dungeon, partying contained under a deep indigo 

sky and fruit lanterns with faces leering at her, challenging her to come in and be 

maddened.  

“My God,” she hears Corwyn murmur.  “I think I need another drink to deal with 

this.”

She turns and beholds him, and she wonders why parties of this magnitude bother 

him. They always have. “Oh, come on,” she says, holding out her hands, small doves on 

telephone wires.  “We’ll find some alcohol.” She thinks she wants wine, too; her body 
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cries for it like it cries for a drink of water on a hot afternoon – the drink at a party she 

never quite gets to because she is usually locked in a conversation she isn’t quite ready to 

end yet.

He hangs back. She sees his thin white pirate blouse brush against a wet leaf. It 

leaves a tear-drop-shaped stain on his left breast, and she wants to suck it off, blow it dry.

She turns from him and skips in the dirt, wishes she were racing on a scoured 

beach to the water to cleanse herself. She plunges into the throng of people. The scent of 

Sangria drifts on the breeze.

Breasts, around her there are breasts. Women who have not taken care of them, 

their bodies brown and cumbersome.  Women who do not have any breasts, because they 

are starving. Crème-skinned American women whose breasts swell not from 

voluptuousness but from baby fat, still looking like they are thirteen.  All these women, 

all these bare breasts.  She jumps up and down in the sand and wants her breasts to be 

loose, free; they are sore, heavy, swollen from that time of the month and it is the most 

amazing tender thing when Corwyn suckles them, makes her back writhe and lift off the 

sheets damp with sweat and musk.

She reaches around behind her back to unhook the clasp on her bikini top.  She 

has to stop moving, but does not want to waste any more time –

-- fingers, fingers behind her. They are like small spiders, and she turns on one 

heel and Corwyn is gone.  There is instead a diminutive girl with long black hair and 

black pits for eyes who tucks her hands behind her back as though she has been caught 

stealing cookies.
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Quinta’s bikini top falls away, to the sand, and she thinks for one moment it 

would be terrible to wash it again when she has done that only today, because it is not 

expensive material and shrinks every time.  Hastily she bends to pick it up, crouches to 

the little girl. “Thank you.”

The little girl nods, then lifts a clenched fist and rubs her grimy, gray shirt.

Quinta looks around in the hopes of seeing a parent to this child, or Corwyn. But 

she sees neither. “Do you speak English? Hablas Ingles?”

The child nods.

“Where are your parents? Your Mom and Dad?”

The child points slow and vacant as though she were an accusing specter.

“Can you bring me to them?” She holds out her hand.

The little one seizes it, and Quinta feels a shiver up her spine, the same shiver that 

comes to her when she knows she holds the hand of the man she loves and it is a loud 

proclamation of all that she has: for five minutes this is my child, something I made with 

my own body, and see her, she is beautiful.  If you look closely, you can see her father in 

her, and I am privileged enough to mate with that man, to have him want to be with me 

and smell my skin because I am beautiful, I am worthy.

The child tugs on her hand, and she concentrates only on staying close on the little 

girl’s heels, digging into the sand, sidestepping the wine-splattered feet of dancers and

oppressing pieces of clothing. She shudders at the thought of wine, footprints, worms 

smashed into the remnants of garments, and then the child stops abruptly, and she 

stumbles, and in front of her there is a tower of rock that soars into the sky.
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A woman is covered in black, bulky weeping garments that remind her of 

Palestinian wool wraps. Wraps to drape her, protect her from burning sun, but Quinta

thinks tonight there is only a burning moon that cannot shine brighter than the white 

lights and the sparklers. The woman is drawn like a Munsch painting, thin and gaunt and 

in need of water, maybe, and her breasts are shriveled and for some reason Quinta thinks 

this is what she wants: to be lithe. Not to bounce, not to tumble, but to be lithe and feel a 

breeze could push her over –

-- the woman wrenches the child from Quinta’s hand, clutches her rosary to her 

chest. Her eyes, full of threat, bore into Quinta. Her eyes are full of you cannot have my 

child, she is all I have and you, you who run topless, you should go home from whence 

you came and stay there in your safe little world of microwaves and refrigerators.

The woman moves away, recedes into the sea of brown faces.

Quinta stands before a monument in the square, one set there each year to honor 

San Isidro, but to her, it is the tomb of 18-Rabbit, for tonight is the glimmering of a 

search for him in this crowd; for tonight she thinks she has let herself be mislead. She 

feels compelled to touch it --

Peace. Peace wells up and spreads through her legs. She feels like this when she is 

stoned, loose and free and able to see all colors in the night, together but separate, or 

standing on beaches in Canada and the Northern Lights are clear and the sky is endless 

and there is nothing in the world save where you are standing.

“I am open! I am exposed!” A woman cries behind her.

Quinta turns, expecting to see a river of hair like corn silk, but there is no one, 

only men with their backs turned. A pond’s length from her, through the throng of 
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swirling skirts, a red-headed woman with a pencil neck throws her head back in some 

false orgy of pleasure.

“I can see where they butchered him from here,” the woman’s voice whispers, and 

then Quinta knows it is coming from inside the rock, that  perhaps there had been a Lady 

Turtle and she has been blessed to have her reaching to her from beyond the stars!

“Do not let go of what is tender and yours simply because it is not perfect.” The 

rock hums like a plucked violin string. “Keep him; he is for you.”

Quinta does not wish to make a promise to a dead queen that she cannot keep. She 

knows the queen does not have to go three times, six times a day with that same haunting 

thought. “I will try,” she says.

Something warm and wet caresses her neck. A shiver shoots through her. “What?” 

Corwyn murmurs in her ear. “What are you doing?”

“I’m talking to her,” she says. “Here. Put your hand on top of mine.”

She is surprised when he doesn’t hesitate, and he settles his clammy hand on hers. 

“She is happy – well, perhaps not happy, but settled,” she says. In the shadow of 

the firelight his swarthy skin is a light crème color. “Feel it?”

Hesitation. “I  -- I can’t,” he says. “I can’t. I’m sorry.”

She sighs and gathers the edge of her sarong skirt; a strong breeze rips through it, 

separating it, parting it at her legs just below her crotch. “You don’t have the gift.”

He pulls his hand away, holds it up in the firelight, studying it as though he is 

examining strange sand fleas, beetles on the beach. He is looking for residue, she thinks, 

or a glow.  She giggles and takes his hand. “You won’t see anything.”
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He settles a hand on her breast and leans down to kiss her, and she is aware of one 

thousand eyes on her, watching them, and then splashes on her bare feet. Cold sangria 

spatters her with watercolors.

She jumps back and someone shoves lit sparklers in her hands. She wants to write 

both of their names in the sky, and she wonders how long the shimmying green shadows 

of them in the air will last, for things of such a nature never last an eternity, as it hadn’t 

with an old boyfriend down at Jones’ Beach.  They had written their initials on a sand 

dune, and she had wondered how long it would be fore the sea had swept them away.

He fastens a lit sparkler in her hair, and it sprouts and shimmies with every avian 

tilt of her head.

He laughs, sets his hands on her waist. She has not seen him laugh in a long time. 

“You look like a bird,” he says, and he leans down and kisses her, and the silk of 

his thin white shirt brushes against her bare skin.

A brown arm snakes from behind her and she turns, startled, and Corwyn snatches 

a handful of lit sparklers from the dark. He jumps, dancing to the music of three or four 

bands that play simultaneously, mariachis and trumpets, bongo drums, pianos, jazz 

organs. She is moving against the musical Picasso painting.

Corwyn settles his hand about her waist and clutches her to him, lifting her like 

she weighs nothing. She touches his chiseled jaw, and in the firelight she sees how 

handsome he really is, and she feels that magic she’d had the first moment she’d met him, 

talking about how he believed in faeries, how he wished the whole world did, and how he 

had set out to find some to fill his world. How he had combed the hillsides in Wales and 
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Scotland, hoping to find gossamer wings flitting about toadstools and resting atop heather 

and dandelions.

She closes her eyes, feels his heat, and lets it run through her in small rivers; he 

looms over the heads of the people around her, bobbing about and pecking like chickens, 

the feathers on their hats waving in the heat of the bonfires that dot the square.

But even in this physical moment she still feels lonely with him, that she still 

dances the listless tango of a woman who really belongs to no one but herself, herself and 

her desire for her elusive 18-Rabbit. Sand digs its way between her toes and she twirls 

about and closes her eyes.

She feels a prod on her back, something sharp, and then something scorching on 

the bare flesh of her waist. She glances over her shoulder.

Corwyn is gone and there is a man in his place.

She stops dancing and turns to look at the aggressor. He is the same height as she 

and she meets the ice of his peacock eyes with surprise and recognition. His bare chest 

heaves and glows pale cream in the fires and shadows.

“Look lost,” he says, his thin lips working as they would work the mouth of a 

woman in a kiss. She can tell he has smothered many women beneath his hard, firm 

smacks, or has sucked them so far into his mouth they forgot where they were, who they 

were.

“I am looking for my 18-Rabbit,” she says, running a hand through the thick 

tangle of her long, dark, curly hair.  She knows it is not black. It is dark brown. Like her 

mother’s. But she had always wanted black hair, and in the darkness of the square she is 

sure it will look black.
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She sees his gaze fall to the bells of her breasts. She is aware they are low-hanging 

and not at all still in the jostle of people that bump into her as they kick up sand with their 

bare, dirty feet.

“Am I him?” He asks.

His eyes meet hers again, and they are clear as the sky. She sees something in 

them, like maybe he is 18-Rabbit’s killer, Cauac Sky. She sees the beginnings of a goatee; 

a man who would meet an ally under unscrupulous circumstances.

“I don’t think so,” she says. She rubs her upper arm with her hand. The ring that 

Corwyn had given her gleams in the light.

“But you know me,” he says.

Every word is a fist slamming into a desk.

He steps closer to her, and his breath smells like something she smells in her own 

shower when she opens her legs to wash them, sweet, pungent vanilla. 

She reaches up to touch the soft crop of his curly brown hair, short and close to 

his scalp.

“Dance with me,” he breathes, raising the palm of his hand to her, and she finds 

her own hand coming up from beside her waist to meet his. He pulls her and sweeps her 

into the crowd, and her heart is full of heat and color and throbs with something that 

comes from between her legs and leaps on her skin like jumping bugs. The smell of sulfur 

from flaming matches and sweat fills her body, and she looks at her captor and is grateful 

for a lust that is different from that which throbs for Corwyn. Her lust for him is 

protective; her lust for this stranger is wild, uncontrolled, and she thinks she can hear her 
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companion howling as though he has conquered the Tower of Babel and now dances 

around in his victim’s very skins.

She cannot look away from his eyes; they are full of glimmers of happiness, eyes 

that make all the other senses fail to hear and smell and taste and touch, and his fingers 

wander up her bare back.

He leans closer to her, closer to her neck, and she feels his hot breath bathe it, and 

a small bite, somewhere near a place where Corwyn insists she has a tiny pink birthmark.

  “Tell me something,” he whispers.

She wants to eat his ear, to look at his special freckle, that place that he doesn’t 

even know exists.  She wants to taste it, smear it with caramel so it will taste like a flesh 

dessert.

“What?” She whispers.

“What makes a beast?” He presses her body against his and she feels it, hard and 

welling, growing beneath his clothes.

“A beast?”

“A man who kills another with reason. A man who kills another without. A man 

who kills. A man, no intelligence enough to think. What.”

She traces her fingers down the bulge of his upper arms. She feels the prickle of 

two small hairs that grow from a mole, and she wonders what the hairs beneath his arms 

and on his chest would feel like, if they would be warm and ticklish or solid and 

unyielding to the muscles beneath, or if they would be liquid…

“Why?” She whispers.
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“Man who killed 18-Rabbit. Some say he was an animal, a beast sent by the Gods 

to kill a man who thought he had preceded them.  If he were a beast, they could shoot.”

She wonders what lies between his thighs. If he is sensitive beneath the bulges, if 

he will burst into laughter if she tickles him there with her hair.

“If he could think, clearly, he was a man. He had rights. He should not have been 

disembowled for killing.”

Pressure mounts inside her. She is on a cliff over a waterfall, and she senses she 

shouldn’t dive despite how crystal lime the pool looks. Still, this man knows 18-Rabbit.

“I can show you that I am not a beast,” he says.

She pulls away from him. He sways clumsy against the swirling carousels of 

people. 

There is something in his eyes that makes her curious to know whether or not he 

is true to what he speaks. A conquering calmness, a lead hammer that smashes her 

sensibilities and sends the small cries in her brain that whisper, this could be dangerous, 

back into the depths where she had buried memories of things like the day she had almost 

choked to death on a pretzel.

She looks about her but does not want him to know she is not here alone; she 

cannot see Corwyn, and thinks perhaps he is chasing faeries in another part of the square, 

and perhaps, just maybe, he will not miss her should she follow this man into the jungles.

Only for a minute, she thinks. Only for a minute.

~~~

His shack is deep in the woods, with gaps between its gray boards and windows 

that harbor a thin layer of bugs that died monsoons ago and have disintegrated into tart. 
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An orange glow burns from one of the windows. It looks warm and safe to her, and yet at 

this moment there is a small glitch of panic in her stomach. She hears her mother talk at 

her: “You have known this man one HOUR!”

“Two,” she argues back.

“You know nothing of him. He could have killed women just like you in this 

shack, brought them here to conquer them with his taste, his touch, his poetry about the 

rights of men and beasts, and then conquer them with his cock. His scissors. His God 

knows what else.”

She swallows, touches her neck, runs her fingers down the smooth slime of sweat 

that covers it.

Her new 18-Rabbit holds back a palm branch that droops over the pathway, 

pulling it toward him. A frond covers his crotch. “Walk,” he says.

She lifts the corner of her sarong and pads ahead, up to the door.  It smells like 

jasmine and coconuts, mud and animals.  She touches its surface, strokes it with her 

hands as though feeling for heat of fire.

A splinter embeds itself in her index finger.

She does not tell him. She only watches him work the heavy latch, wrestle the 

door open with his foot.  It creaks like a boat smashed by a wave.

“Home,” he says. He strides over to the small sink in the corner, digs into a small 

refrigerator. “Beer?”

She shakes her head.

He flips the top off the bottle, knocks his head back and guzzles half of it. “Sure? 

Don’t know what’s good for you, then.”
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She notices a pile of dishes in the sink, and a stray chicken bone on the counter. 

There is a small fireplace in the corner, and several candles of different heights and colors 

blaze inside. They are thick, maroon and dark green, vanilla and black cherry colored.  A 

great black one rises high in the center. On the other side of the room, a cushion sprawls 

on the floor, an indent in its center, blankets thrown roughly about as though someone 

with fits from high Malarial fever had slept there.

A piece of mosquito net films over another gap between boards near a rusty metal 

patio chair.

“Built this place myself,” he says.

She folds her arms.

“I like it here,” he says. He pulls a stool from the corner.  One of the connecting 

rungs hangs precariously from its center, the ends of the dowel split, as though it had been

smashed in a bar fight.  He knocks the chicken bone from the counter to the floor and sets 

his beer there, then stands on the stool, reaches up to the roof. “Come here,” he 

commands.

She does, hugging her arms, wondering if perhaps there’s a woman up there who 

will peer down at her and implore with her dead, open eyes to run, run now, get out.

Something creaks like a mattress and there is an ominous thud.

She looks up. The great trapezoid of stars called Corvus the Raven rides on the 

back of the Sea Serpent. She doesn’t know many constellations, but she knows those two, 

because Corwyn had pointed them out and said they’d be even easier to see if she were 

closer to the Equator.

“I sit up there,” he says. “Think. Watch the stars. Write.”
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She thinks she would like that. She wants him to get a ladder and let her up to his 

strategic place, but he reaches up and slams the cover down, and the stars are blotted out, 

the sealing of a coffin or the burying under hot ash.

“Where are you from?” he asks.

“I told you. The North.” she says.

“Got sick of that.” He drags the stool away, throws it back in the corner. “Sit,” he 

says. He pulls a swatch of Native American rug to the center of the room, in front of the 

fireplace that burns tiny flames.

She steps onto the rug, kneels, and crosses her legs; he sits across from her and

reaches for her hand. She lets him take it, her fingers trembling against her thigh.

“I don’t like it up North,” he says. His gaze falls to her hand. “Everything dies 

once a year.”

“It comes alive again.”

“Never the same,” he says. He makes small circles on the back of her hand. 

“Every love’s the love before in a duller dress. Ever heard that? Dorothy Parker.”

“Don’t read much,” she says. She looks down at her bare, shiny calf. There is a 

small birthmark that her mother had thought was dirt and spent so much time trying to 

wash off. “I used to in college, but I was studying a lot and had to read for my work.”

He reaches over with his other hand, squeezes a curl of her hair between his 

fingers.

“What did you study?” 

“I majored in archaeology,” she says.
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He takes his hand away.  His eyes are the murky bones of animals melting in hot 

tar pits. “Why?”

She touches the delicate bone of her cheek.

“I wanted to know about a man called 18-Rabbit.”

His eyes change.  Bones rise to the surface of his cheeks, jut out like rib cages on 

a starving rhinoceros.  “A man who loved too much and did not watch his back,” he says.

Her lips part. “No. He was a great artist, athlete, ruler.  Friar to those around him. 

It was those who were jealous who destroyed him.”

“He was beheaded for his controlling ways.” He swills more of his beer, slams the 

bottle down on the earth floor. “There were demands and taxes and mandatory 

attendances at the unveilings of his columns. Cauac Sky had his reasons for whacking it 

off at the top of the court stairs. Kicked his head around in triumph in a game, you know.”

Quinta licks her lips. “He shed his blood at every ritual. Would you do the same?”

His eyes close and his savage mouth is deep on hers, and she bends beneath him, 

the wood of the floor smacking into her back. He forces his tongue in her mouth, devours 

her chin, bites her lip.

She tastes blood.

She hears the knocking of his teeth against hers. She pants and hears him moan 

from the back of his throat, and floods come up from inside her: memories of Corwyn, 

crying against her belly because he cannot come. The sea of black hats at her graduation 

from college, flitting back and forth like flocks of ravens that had settled on an 

unattended lawn.  Her father screaming that her mother is a bitch. Slamming the front 

door, running out into the night.
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The beer bottle dumps its contents on the rug and rolls across the boards, clinking 

to a stop against the leg of the rusting piano chair. “See each other.” He gasps. “No 

commitment. I want to take you to the jungles to a volcano in the middle of the fucking 

sweating, seething deserts of Java.”

This excites her. He speaks of Merapi, which raged and buried the Borobodur 

temple in volcanic ash but left it intact. She doesn’t know why they hadn’t all hid inside 

of it to try to survive the onslaught.

He demands what he wants in a hail of words, Fs and Cs. Her mouth burns and 

her head aches and when he knocks over a low table a tome whacks her leg as pencils, 

pads of paper, and a slim, dark green volume flies like debris.

“I want to be in your fucking mouth.” He growls.

In some ungodly abandonment of reason, she wants to be raped. Raped by his 

mind, his mouth, his fingers. She wants to be hurt. She wants him to swell inside her and 

rip things apart.

His frantic fingers are hungry ants working at the ties of her sarong, but they are 

thwarted by the tight knot that Corwyn had crafted.

“Dammit.” He grabs both sides of the skirt and splits it like an angry sea. He 

shoves his tongue back in her mouth, jams his fingers into her doorway.

Oh, delicious hurt. She feels more than she has felt on her back in a long time. Her 

need for him is desperate as the craving for cold alcohol after hours of ansty, bitter words.

“Do you like fingering?” He breathes.

“Yes,” her voice quivers.
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His fingers poke and there is squeezing inside her. She wonders what the animal 

smell out front is from, if it belongs to his animals, if they are hiding now, or if they are 

just used to him, doing this, bringing women home and sticking himself inside them.

He bites her neck, and it is like he tears pieces of flesh from it.

“You’re not wet enough. I want you wet. Tell me how to make you wet.” He 

commands.

His skin is like a scouring pad, and he tastes like beer and salt and she licks sweat 

from his earlobe. It is like warm gin.

“Would seeing me naked make you come?”

“Yes,” she gasps. She wants to come because she has not come in a long time. 

Because Corwyn does not satisfy her, and she is tired of satisfying everyone, including 

herself.

He satisfies her. He hurts her. He slams into her body as a monsoon pounds mud, 

rain and wind and heat and hail. He pulls away and her flesh prickles with the fervor of 

one hundred mosquitoes sucking her liquids; he pulls down his dirt smudged khakis and 

she imagines his thickness will taste like pine needles.

He grabs it, touches the base of it, rolls his eyes back in his head,  turned on by the 

power of everything that is in him, that which had made him swollen. He opens his eyes 

and looks down at her and she sees the eyes of a stuffed animal that would have to be 

burned because it has been exposed to infectious disease.

“You shaved!” He gasps. “I’ve never BEEN with a woman who shaved before!”

She lifts her head, looks at her barren pubic area.

“I don’t like hair,” she says. “I don’t like it anywhere on me.”
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His eyes are hot coals now.

“More.” She cries.

“No.” He turns on one heel and goes to the kitchen. Glass dishes plummet to the 

floor, careening like oversized, dropping coins.

A drawer flies open. There is the tinkle of utensils inside.

She does not ask what he is doing. She watches the flames of the candles in the 

fireplace. They leap and dance, faeries in the breeze that has forced its way through 

mosquito netting.

He returns and his body is a Greek statue towering over her.

“God,” she breathes. “It’s like an instrument, the way it trembles.”

“They’re wonderful, aren’t they?” he says.

And then she sees what’s in his hand: The biggest pair of scissors she’s ever seen, 

shears, and his face is disfigured, like Mayan statues that have been chipped away in 

years of jungle rains and biting winds furying off seas.

“I want to cut your hair.” he says. “You don’t like hair, we’ll cut it off.”

She hears him down the wind tunnel of her own scathing terror and sits up, using

her feet to scramble away from him, pulling frantically at her torn skirt to cover her 

breasts, her stomach. Her sex is still exposed; the skirt is not big enough, and she wishes 

it were made of wool to keep her warm or of metal to protect her from this man.

“No fear,” he says. He moves, one step at a time, a Cromagnon man pressing

his footprints in plains not discovered until thousands of years in the future. “You’re tired 

of your hair.”

He kneels down across from her, and the scissors are suddenly not weapons in his 
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hand but long needles with which to mend tears in straw hats: perhaps he only means to 

heal her, make her different, make her better. She sets her shoulders back.

He advances and touches the blade to her cheek. 

Snip.

Over her tan shoulder a lock of hair flutters to the floor, the stray feather of a Bird 

of Paradise.

“Look at that,” he says. His fingers fondle the edge where he’d snipped.

“Disrobing you. Setting you free.”

She stares straight at his exposed it, balled like a pomegranate. That musk and 

acrid smell that reminds her of heathen fills her nostrils. He is a mountain, and she is the 

queen of it, a cosmopolitan firefly in a starry ethereal city, gossamer wings sprouting from 

her back. So this is what manhood is, true manhood, thick and powerful, conquering and 

liberating.

She thinks, Make me hurt.

Scissors again.

Snip.

Another feather to the floor.

She runs her fingers along the tender white flesh of his inner thighs. More. Make 

me lighter. Make me slim, make me smooth…make me a glass ballerina…she kneels 

down and lays her back on the floor, and his fingers wander her breasts.

Her mouth works open like a fish’s, for there is a thought barely there, like before 

a black-out from suffocation: This man will hurt you. Get away from him…
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…but his touch sends electric eels through her soul. She touches him. He stands 

and faces the window and she lays on the floor and stretches and extends her legs and 

runs them over his solid, firm knees like hunting snakes.

She can’t breathe. He is on top of her, kissing her, touching her. He mounts her; 

she lets him. She is someplace else. Fill me, hurt me, she thinks.

He enters her.

Pain sears her entire body, for she is dry. Cries escape her mouth and she knows 

no one else can hear her, that they are simply plastering the shadowed ceiling.

He grabs her legs, holds them up in the air by the ankles, thrust himself into her 

ears. She is exposed, her soft under parts at his mercy and it is coming, roaring down her 

insides like a glowing chain of boilers, trembling in the backs of her thighs, her calves. 

Swelling in her stomach, tightening the muscles in her buttocks.

No! She feels it, going back up inside her, retreating to the safe places in her heart 

from whence it had come. She would not have an orgasm.

Her heart breaks up and cling-bleed like blood in a spiral drain.

“Stop.” She gasps.

He does not seem to hear her. He moves above her, jamming into her, and she 

feels sadness because he has given her the violating gift of fullness and she is unable to 

accept it. His smooth chest glitters like wet sand in moonlight.

“Put me in your mouth and I’ll stay hard,” he breathes.

“Stop!” She does not want it in her mouth. She does not want anything smooth 

and hard. Not a chest, not it, not forearms, not ankles.
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What she wants is softness, warmth, and she knows who her 18-Rabbit is now.

His face morphs in fire hot enough to sear her hair. Hair. Locks of her deep brown hair on 

the floor beneath her back prickle, like the legs of ants, and she can feel her skin bubble 

up, melt, run beneath her…

“Stop!” She cries. “Stop!”

The rickety door flies open.

“Let her go.” Corwyn towers in the doorway like a monolith. Relief floods 

through her. “Get up.”

The aggressor leans back on the balls of his feet, hikes himself up to standing. 

Dirt from the hut floor clouds up about his ankles.

Corwyn straightens his back when he sees her, his eyes furrowing with a flicker of 

hurt, flash of concern, hint of confusion. “Move away, honey.” He is stripped bare but his 

chambray shirt hangs about his waist, shirt sleeves colliding like wind chimes on an 

actor’s belt.

She edges back, scrambles for her clothes, afraid for her life, afraid for the one she 

may have just lost.

The aggressor pivots on one heel and faces him.

“What did you think you were doing?”

“Taking over your turf,” he murmurs. “I won.”

“You haven’t won yet.”

The aggressor stiffens. Wind roars through the mosquito netting that covers the 

holes in the walls of the shack; they rattle, nails scraping against wood.

“I think I have. Got her to fuck me.”
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In one swift motion Corwyn steps forward and socks him in the gut.

The aggressor doubles over, clutching his stomach. “Cut her hair. Changed her 

life.” He croaks.

Corwyn kicks him.

The aggressor falls to his knees.

“Think I’m lying? I saw the spark in her eyes. That fairy spark of wistfulness.”

Corwyn grabs the aggressor from the center of his crop of curly brown hair.

The aggressor picks up the sand, throws it in Corwyn’s eyes. He collapses. 

“Bastard!”

“Stop it!” Quinta shrieks. Strands of her slain hair stick up in between Corwyn’s 

toes. She runs a hand through her hair, feels how uneven it is, a half-mown cornfield. It 

lands in her eyes, curls and twigs of it making her eyebrows itch. “Stop!”

The aggressor stumbles to his feet, lunges at Corwyn, knocks him into the far 

wall. “I will deface you!” He breathes.

She screams. Knives shower off the kitchen counter and dagger into the floor. 

Dishes and glass shatter like pottery.

The aggressor has the knife and he is moving after Corwyn. The wind outside 

picks up; the trap door he had shown her before slams like the mouth on a marionette, and

he lunges as Corwyn leaps back, the knife barely scraping his stomach –

She can’t watch. She closes her lids and hears grunting; she opens them and sees 

the flashing of the knife like broken glass on a beach. Corwyn howls and there is a pool 

of blood and small exploding stars and the aggressor swoops at him again –

-- and collapses.
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His hand falls across her calf.

She twitches, scrambles away, kicks up clouds of sand from the floor. The stool 

that he had used to climb up and look at the stars tips over and careens into the corner.

Silence. Corwyn’s shoulders sag and his long arms hang limp at his waist. Blood 

drips off the end of the knife, landing like maroon button candy in the sand, and he pants, 

rasps, wheezes. 

She is crunched up in the corner, her lower lip trembling, her eyes wide. She 

clutches the material of her skirt close to her.

Corwyn seizes a coil of rope off the counter, kicks Cauac’s body, flips it onto its 

stomach and feverishly binds him by ankles, wrists. In the window, the red ribbons flutter 

like headdress feathers. His chest swells with an enormous breath, and he turns, his eyes 

melting to sympathy. “Oh, God.” He whispers. “Honey.” He crawls over to her twitching 

form, gathers her against his chest.

“He cut my hair.”

“I know.” He soothes.

She inhales his wood and incense smell and sucks air into her lungs, wanting 

more of it, wanting his smell to fill her so that it would be all she could smell.

“I’m sorry.” She swallows. “I was – looking for something. I just thought I needed 

something -- ”

“Shhhh,” he rocks her back and forth, his arms encircling her back.

She runs out of air.

“I didn’t mean it…” she pants. “I didn’t mean it. I didn’t mean it…”

“It’s okay. It’s all right.” He whispers.
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And she nuzzles into his neck and tears spill from her and dampen his shirt. She 

had imagined the warmth of his smell despite the smells of the other, but this sensation is 

different from the one she had expected. This is not relief.

This is cleansing.

She pulls away from him, sweeps her fingers across his cheeks. He smiles, tight-

lipped, and he hears something she has not heard at the cabin before: the chirping of 

crickets, and the distant rumble of drums from Carnival.


