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Jack Cole

underwater glass
I was there.
And you were there.
And we were both under water
and you looked at me scared
And I looked at you
and you said in my mind
that you couldn’t breathe
and I opened my mouth and could breathe
and then we both could breathe
and so then we walked on the bottom of the ocean floor together
smiled
and then I fell apart
or disintegrated into a million shards of glass
and the swirled mad whirlwind of fortune somehow built me back 
   together
and then I decided to disintegrate again,
and did this numerous times.

It was a million years before I saw you again.

 

Katherine Fischer

Until the Fat Lady Sings

“Her name was Lola, she was a showgirl.”  As long as Henry kept 
it to Barry Manilow and Garth Brooks, they were all right with 

him at the Rainbow Lounge on a Friday night.  But as soon as he 
shifted into “Climb Every Mountain” in his best Julie Andrews 
falsetto, the rotund guy at the end of the bar nursing his glass of 
Rebel Yell stood up and cruised over to the stage.  “If you ain’t 
gonna sing like a man, then you ain’t welcome here,” he spat his 
words at Henry who winced under the gripping of his collar.  

The Rainbow was a place where real men and real women 
went to hang their sorrows on the mike, singing along with 
Tammy Wynette and Johnny Cash.  They had no time for irony.  It 
wasn’t Henry in particular.  Tom Fischer, one of the regulars, had 
also been removed from the stage for singing “Edelweiss.”  By the 
time Henry walked out the door, a top-heavy blonde was belting 
out, “Make the world go away.”  He didn’t even pause for one more 
bite of cheesy fries, the chief gastronomic delight at the Rainbow.

Henry was pleased by his success. Getting the boot at the 
Rainbow was the highest compliment he could hope for.  When 
he signed up for songs like “Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, I’m beg-
ging of you, please don’t take my man,” he was courting it.  This 
had happened before.  Frequently.  He kissed two fingers on his 
left hand and transferred the gesture to the neon palm tree on 
the window outside the bar.  It was his signature farewell for an 
“efficacious evening” at karaoke.  Although there were such joints 
closer to his loft in the loop on State Street, he preferred the long 
El ride up to Lincoln Square.  Drinks were cheap.  With a cop 
shop within a block, the neighborhood was safe enough.  Best of 


