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Chapter 1 

A DISTURBANCE OF LIGHT 

By Neal Chandler 

This is the first installment of a short-short story, 
which will ultimately be written by six authors. 

J ENEAL SAT out on the deck in the 
Kennedy rocker Larry had bought 
on credit in 1986, brought up 

to the summer cabin to stain and to var- 
nish for her birthday, but then forgotten 
and never looked at again. Now the 
naked pine was smoke yellow except 
where it was gummed and charcoal be- 
neath her hands. She liked to sit on the 
shabby, neglected wood and rock slowly 
for perspective. Sun was warm through 
the thin air, the sky clear, the mountain 
hushed with bird song, but Jeneal was 
working. That's what- she'd told the "Among other things, things like politics and sexual intercourse, 
bishop on the phone. She was con- Jeneal war reassessing religon. " 
ductiig an audit: which she hadn't told 
him exactly, but if he wanted to talk, had time for ru- 
mors and for nosing into private business, then he'd 
have to come up to her office. She sure wasn't going 
down to his. She wasn't even going to get dressed. 

Among other things, things like politics and sexual 

the road that climbed up through the canyon. She 
stroked the deer rifle in her lap and studied things out 
in her mind. The establishment was coming to have its 
say She was calm now She was looking forward to the 
conversation. ~3 

intercourse and family values, Jeneal was reassessing To be continued. . . Next issue? installment by Margaret Young. 
religion. She kept on rocking and squinted down over 
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T H R O U G H  A  G L A S S  D A R K L Y  common, and this was the first I've seen in a 
month in Moscow. 

Misha leans over to me and says, "Do you 

MESSAGE FROM MOSCOW: 
RIDING THE BUS 

By Cherie Woodworth 

Misha rides the bus without a ticket out of principle-bus fare 
would take up exactly half his government salary. 

ATURDAY MORNING I talked my 
friend Misha into going to the histor- 
ical museum with me. The museum 

and its neighboring square in central 
Moscow have just had a major renovation 
(the square has been rebuilt as a deluxe 
shopping mall). And just imagine! Misha, a 
native Muscovite, hasn't seen it yet. 

So we go out early Saturday morning. 
Usually I walk to the subway, but today we 
get on the bus. We sit in the last row of seats. 

Misha asks me, "Do you have a ticket?" I 
am thinking: as always, Misha is being solici- 
tous in making sure the foreign girl is fully 
provided with all the necessities of living in 
this monstrous metropolis. 

I dig out my last bus ticket, show it to 

CHERlE WOODWORTH is a graduate student 
in history at Yale University currently living in 
Estonia. 
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Misha (no need to worry about me; I know 
the ropes, see!), and I punch it in the ma- 
chine by the window. (In Moscow, you buy 
tickets ahead of time, and then punch them 
when you get on the bus. Each bus has a 
unique design in the punched holes.) I put 
the punched ticket in my shirt pocket, and 
start to drift into my typical absent-minded 
daze (a useful state for bus-riding). 

Just then, we pull up to the next stop. A 
whole crowd of little kids swarms into the 
bus, all carrying backpacks and fishing poles 
and other stuff. They fill all the empty seats 
and completely clog the aisle, a munchkin 
battalion. 

We ride a couple more stops, and then a 
ticket checker gets on the bus. The ticket 
checkers roam the city bus routes, randomly 
boarding buses and checking that each 
person has paid the fare and holds a (cor- 
rectly) punched ticket. They are not very 

still have your ticket?" I follow  ish ha's eyes 
and see the ticket checker. Misha doesn't 
even have to say it; I know the system, and I 
know who that is. 

I'm trylng to remember where I put the 
ticket, and the ticket checker is already 
leaning over our seats when I finally find the 
ticket and show it to him. So then he looks at 
Misha. 

I look over at Misha, and I'm surprised to 
see that he is loolang rather sheepish and 
pained. He pulls out his wallet and hands the 
ticket checker a fifty ruble bill. Without a 
word, the checker tears off a receipt and gives 
Misha back forty rubles in change. 

Ten ruble fine for riding the bus without a 
ticket. 

1 am trying to figure this out. So I say to 
Misha, "If the fine is ten rubles, and the ticket 
costs only two rubles [which is equal to 
about forty cents], then if you can ride only 
five times without getting caught, the sixth 
time you come out ahead." Since Misha is a 
mathematician and a physicist, I imagine that 
he will be impressed that I have figured this 
out. 

"So riding the bus is like casino for you," I 
conclude. 

"Actually," Misha tells me, "this is the 
same bus 1 ride to work. They don't check 
even every sixth time. When I ride to work, I 
never punch a ticket." 

Aha! I see. Misha is a mathematician. He 
is smarter than me. He rides this bus every 
day He has this all figured out. 

But it is not what I think. 
"I ride without a ticket out of principle. 

Because I work in a government-owned 
physics lab, the salary is really low-only 
about one third of what, say, a salesgirl in the 
grocery store makes, because the stores are in 
the capitalist sector of the 'new' Moscow 
economy If I were to pay my bus fare every 
time I ride the bus to work, it would take up 
exactly half of my salary. 

"So at first I walked to work every day," 
Misha tells me. "But it took too much time. 
So then I decided that the government 
could pay for me to ride the bus to work, so 
that I could work in the government lab. If a 
ticket checker comes, I show him my official 
pass from work, and it says right on it what 
my salary is. And I tell him how it would 
take half my salary just to pay for bus 
tickets." 

"And then they don't make you pay the 
fine?" I ask. 

"It's not in the rules, but they understand. 
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And besides, what can the ticket checker do? "I saved my punched ticket for you." And now it is my turn to look sheepish 
He can see right there what my salary is." "It's been the same bus for over a year," and pained. Because I realize that Misha 

Now I understand. Except that I don't. Misha answers me. knew this all along. P 
Why did Misha pay the fine this time? I am 
thinking, I hope it wasn't just because I was 
here. 

"But when I ride the bus on my own busi- 
ness," Misha concludes, "then I punch a 
ticket. Today I didn't have any tickets, be- 
cause I wasn't expecting to go anywhere on 
the weekend." 

I realize that while Misha was still making 
sure that I had a ticket, all those little kids 
had gotten on the bus and packed the aisle. 
And then he couldn't get up to the bus driver 
to buy a ticket from him. Bad luck-it was 
just this day that he should run into a ticket 
checker. 

So, in good conscience, Misha paid the 
ten ruble fine. 

W E went into the city center, saw 
the new deluxe shopping mall. 
Misha told me it had been built 

at a cost of three hundred million dollars 
from the city budget. We walked around a 
bit, I bought a book of Dostoevsky. But we 
didn't go to the museum, because it was also 
full of school kids. 

Then we split up-Misha had some er- 
rands to run, and I went to the library. 

I came back on the same bus later that 
day And I realize, it is not just the same bus 
route, it is the very same bus that we rode in 
the morning. I know this, because I re- 
member the graffiti that some kid had 
written on the back of the seat. 

It is the same graffiti, the same seat, the 
same bus. 

1 check in my shirt pocket. If I still have 
the ticket I punched this morning, then I 
won't have to punch a ticket again, and I will 
save two rubles. Because all the punching 
machines on the bus are the same, and it is 
impossible to tell when you punched a ticket 
on that bus-whether it was right when you 
got on, or two hours ago, or two weeks ago. 
And the ticket checker would never know 
But I don't have my ticket from this morning. 
I punch a new ticket, and this time I carefully 
save it in my wallet. 

I get home. I am excited that I am so 
clever. "Look Misha," I say. "All your bus 
ticket problems are solved. That route al- 
ways runs the very same bus. I could tell be- 
cause I recognized the writing on the back 
of the seat. All you have to do is punch a 
ticket once, and hold onto it. Then if you 
are checked again, you have a ticket to 
show to the ticket checker. Here-" I show 
him. 

GOLDEN CALVES 
(ln memory ofthe BW Committee to 

Promote the Status of Women) 

On Friday night when israel goes out of egypt 
to varsity cinema where the ten commandments 
plays at midnight for its fortieth straight year, the daughters 
skip aerobics and drink their weight 
in diet soda. Not everyone is in love 
with charley heston. The sons see themselves projected 
large, ready to rock the walls of jericho but not everyone 
craves honeycomb and grapes or wants to be somewhere 
she's not. Barren and foreboding 

loveliness of wilderness makes you forget the fleshpots. So 
let it be written: the chosen shall have Canaan, leaving no stone 
unimproved until they flourish safely 
wherever they look. No green heathen groves. Even 
pharaoh's firstborn infidel dead, brynner's well-oiled army 
washed out of the picture only to slip through admissions 
with faces that threaten to be anyone. 

Dinah, in the daylight you may find your furtive tribe 
leprous with anger at the back of a classroom. You know too much 
about sackcloth and ashes since the revelation 
that you are not everyone. Yet in the desert you become 
blooming fountains and roses from rocks. You are gathered 
gently and taste like honey Finally 

at night when israel goes out to see 
its images glittering in the dark, demillek god dubbed 
in a tornado fresh from the enemy's trailerpark, 
let it be done: unveiling. This tabernacle filled 
with your holiest secrets stands in the eye 
of a sinai sandstorm. You bum like a pillar; 
who can stand in your presence? Not everyone. 

-EMILY FISHER 
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