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Yellow Confetti

fiction by Jeff Corey
L

The confetti fell from the balcony in primary colors. The red and the blue were unabashedly
patriotic. But the yellow was out of place. Like a daffodil in June, it playfully bobbed with the
wind before finally falling to the ground much later than expected. I asked a fellow festivalgoer if
he had any idea what the yellow meant. He didn’t, but he lived in the apartment below the lady
that was throwing it. She was a crazy old hag, he said, that was probably making some kind of

statement.

Some towns were built for train routes, and others for truck routes, but Marysville was built
for a parade route. The main street---State Ave---was lined with enough vacancy signs to avoid
the hassles of shutting it down for the procession. Yet summer had arrived, and vendors filled
the sidewalks with fresh strawberry shortcake and rainbow sno-cones. The crowd unfolded their
lawn chairs and unfurled their flags. The first troops were returning home from the war. Over.

Finally. Supposedly.

The troops marched along to snare drums and catcalls, while the yellow continued to fall. I
picked up a piece of the yellow confetti---which was cut from ribbon---as her voice, quivering yet
stubborn, began shouting from the balcony.

“The war hasn’t ended, until the past is mended.”

Others began shouting also.

They risked their lives so you could scream at them like that and Why don’t you throw

yourself off the balcony?

My older brother would've killed me if I didn't scream back at her too, but who knew when I

was going to see him again anyway. I hoped there would be another parade for his return.



I raised my head skyward and hollered.

“Hey! Down here!”

She was more interested in her own voice. I felt like a child screaming at a Popsicle truck,

chasing in vain as its music drowned me out. She finally noticed.

\\Yes?”

“"Why are you throwing red, blue, and yellow confetti?”

She gripped the second-story railing, leaned forward, and spoke like she knew a thing or two

about a thing or two.

“If you come up here I'd be happy to tell you.”

The door opened to a smiling face, slightly wrinkled, but far from needing an iron. The rest of
her body remained behind the door, not like she was hiding something, but needed to get back to

something.

"I throw the yellow confetti for two reasons: One, white is misleading. Two, I'm tired of

waiting.”

She began to close the door.

“Hold on. You can give me more than that.”

“Okay, I'll make it quick. Red stands for valor, which this country has displayed at times. Blue
stands for vigilance, which this country is obsessed with. But white stands for purity and

innocence, which this country lost the day that blood was first shed in its name.”

“So why yellow?”



“Yellow is the color of the ribbons, the ribbons I've been tying for forty years. But I'm done

now. They’re never coming home. Not my kids, not your kids, not ever.”

I walked back down to the parade. The strawberry shortcake was delicious.
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Power Failure

fiction by John Bruce

George was new at the bank, but he’d discovered he had a good group of guys to eat
lunch with. All he had to do was listen, and they'd bring him up on the oral tradition of
everything. The subject, soon after he’d started, had been Jim Torsion. The government had
recently decreed that any bank that didn’t have a plan to recover its operations following a
disaster, like an earthquake, hurricane, fire, or terrorist attack, would be declared insolvent. As a
result, banks needed to hire people in a hurry who had some idea of how to put such a plan

together.

Jim Torsion was the guy they wound up hiring to do this, or actually, they hired Jim
Torsion and two guys to work for Jim. This is to say that Jim’s job would be to go to meetings
and write memos while the worker bees did the actual job of putting a plan together — but that’s
how these things happen. Lorne Ballardash, the CIO, often picked people for how they looked to

the bank’s board of directors, and he clearly had a hand in choosing Jim.

“Once I was in a stall in the men’s room,” said Al Shultz, “when Lorne came in with some
other higher-ups. They were talking about a presentation that would need to be made at an
upcoming board meeting. The others were suggesting that new guy, the one with the glasses
and mustache who always seemed to be giving a military report. ‘Yes,” said Lorne. ‘That’s Jim

Torsion. Isn’t he really professional?’

“So Jim’s star was quickly rising,” Al went on. “Nothing was announced, but Ballardash
started informally treating him as if he were his number two and heir apparent. Jake, whose
cube was next to mine, and I noticed this one New Year’s Eve. Christmas Eve and New Year’s
Eve are officially full working days here, but the managers usually send people home at noon.

Even so, you have to wait for your manager to tell you it’s OK to leave.

“But that particular New Year’s Eve, it wasn’t Ballardash who told us. It was Jim Torsion,
who stuck his head in our cubes and said, ‘Better leave now, guys. That traffic will be bad later

on.’ I was ready to leave and didn't much care who told me. Jake saw things differently.



“'Oh,” he muttered after Jim had left. ‘I guess I can leave now. Mister Torsion told me I
can leave.” He started packing his things into his briefcase and putting on his coat. He kept
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muttering under his breath, *Mister Torsion says I can leave. . .

“But it was through some guys in Operations that I found out the result of Jim Torsion’s
disaster planning. I don’t think the real story would have ordinarily have gotten up as far as our
floor at headquarters, and it never got to Lorne. One night the data center had a power failure.
Everything was out, the only lights were the little emergency beacons in the corridors, and then

not for long. In fact, the elevators were stuck between floors, and people were in them.”

“Wait a minute,” said someone else at the table. "Aren’t you supposed to have a generator

backup in cases like this? Or a connection to another grid, or something like that?”

“Normally you would,” said Al, “but I guess Jim hadn’t gotten around to it. No, we didn't

have any generator backup.

“Anyhow, with the power out and the elevators stuck, that meant someone called the fire
department. The fire department doesn’t screw around. If they get a call because someone’s
stuck in an elevator, they don’t play mother-may-I. The captain in charge of the incident took
one look at the place, people wandering around in the dark, the elevators stuck, and he ordered

the whole building evacuated.

“And in nearly every case, that would be the end of it. Except the data center belonged to
a bank, and banks are squeamish about evacuating buildings with money in them. So the bank

had a policy that said no building can be evacuated without the approval of a vice president.

“"So someone at the data center called some vice president and told him that the fire
department had ordered that the data center be evacuated. The vice president had no idea if
this was a good idea or a bad one, but he was sure of one thing: he wasn’t going to be the one
who’d be blamed if anything went wrong when the building was evacuated. So he said he didn't

see any reason to evacuate the building, and he wouldn’t approve it.

“Meanwhile, the people who’'d been in the data center were gingerly feeling their way

down the stairwells to evacuate, just as the fire captain had told them to. They got down to the



ground floor and opened the emergency exit doors, which of course set off the alarm - probably
the one system in the building that had adequate backup power. The bank security guards were
there in a flash. Guns drawn. Leaving the building by the fire exit doors was a terminable
offense. Not only would the guards shoot you, but you’d be fired to boot. No vice president had

approved an evacuation. The employees were to turn around and go right back upstairs.

“Half an hour later the lights came back on. The elevators started working again before
the fire department had to pull the people in them out. All that the rest of us learned about it,
except for the guys in Operations who talked to me, was that Lorne gave Jim Torsion a special

employee appreciation award for how he’d handled the episode.
“The way you avoid problems like that, by the way, is to have language in your policies
that says employees are always to obey instructions from fire and police in emergencies. That

was the kind of thing Jim Torsion never had time to think about.”
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The River
prose by David-Glen Smith

The Mississippi runs black and thick under the bridges, where the Homeless
gather, walking over the muddy waves, over the ebb tides and stiff currents. While burying
empty bottles in the waters, they place tarnished coins in the mouths of the blue catfish that
swim up close to the surface with unblinking, gold eyes. As the Displaced wander, meandering in
the middle of water trails, they dodge fishermen’s lines, low kites hovering from the orphanages.
Sometimes they shuffle their remaining possessions between themselves, their backs
weighed down with cardboard suitcases and plastic garbage bags stuffed with
family histories. A waterlogged book occasionally opens, a rough hand thumbs through passages.
The Forgotten pass the dilapidated coastlines, following one another, thick as
bibles, into the Ponchatrain, down to the Gulf, through the Deltas. They gather at the edge, a
scattering of crows, waiting for a ferry to take them out into the warm hurricanes, to look for a

new island of their own, a land riverless and cool.
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My Father, Unaware He is Watched from the Other Side of the Room
prose by David-Glen Smith

When he sleeps, nothing can wake him. Not even the small black and white television in
the next room buzzing with mid-day news. Not even the blinds swinging back against the open
mouth of the window. Not even the horsefly trapped inside the room, sputtering out its own little
language on the glass, a dirty old man with only a trail of dirty words: jesus. trapped inside
again. christ. shit. locked between two worlds, neither hell nor heaven. neither sea nor shore. no
woman in sight; not even my fat wife around— she’s probably laying eggs on some road Kill, in
the mouth of a rabid dog, or in a rotten tomato smashed behind a copse of trees. damn. shit.

Dad sleeps, oblivious —as a mountain, —or as a Goliath, mumbling from submerged
depths of his dreams. —a ship-wrecked sailor, six fathoms under green-blue waves, wearing only
a faded t-shirt and boxer shorts.

My father transforms on a daily basis; he shape-shifts frequently, shifts into a different
understanding. My mother, I understand without question, it is the sameness of my Father that
disturbs; he is the mirror of my image, the woven replica which shifts in tides. Until this moment,
this now, my role was specific and on schedule: I could become the stray cat in the doorway, the
alarm clock ticking to itself on the back headboard, the radio, the television, the girl outside
singing on her back porch wrapping her damp hair in a towel.

Dad shifts in his sleep; the fly discovers an opening in the screen. In the other room,
someone turns off the television. Outside, the girl casually tosses a rock at a squirrel. In the
resulting silence, I curl up into the bed with him: parent and child. I am consumed in my new

role.
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