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-----------Wish 

I wish 

I could draw 

an illustrative sight, 

for halos are rainbows after the mourning lite. 

I'm trying. 

I wish 

I could play 

an innocent coup, 

for I am a crying virgin inside worried wordless moods. 

Oh, I'm trying. 

I wish 

I could write 

a positive view, 

but who can pen carboned truth? 

God, I'm trying. (god?) 

I wish 

I could compose 

a perfect sound for you, 

but your melody's improvised and my music can't be used . 

Still , I try . 

I'm always trying. (and I wish you knew) 

John Kirkmire 
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Your 

Tiffany 

windows 

were 

My 

Favorite 

better than 

banana-cream pie 

and 

soft 

blue kisses 

(mushed in on a windy kite day) 

Those 

colors 

Like clear 

penny-candy 

of 

my childhood 

Would 

melt 

all 

my 

fears 

into one comfortable 

(real rememberable) 

day. 

Laurie Ceorger 
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The sloop tosses 

uneasily at her moorings. 

Overhead, the gulls' incessant 

warning of the imminent tempest. 

A crack of light 

divides the lake 

and her spray engulfs 

the narrow shoreline, 

dragging it non-chalantly 

in the undertow. 

Kim Maibaum 

The world keeps running 

A nd we keep chas ing it 

Fo r fear o f los ing something 

W e never even had . 

Judi Friedman 
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Juliana Van Meter 
Pencil 8 

RIGHTEOUS 

Righteous, righteous might you be, 
If you'd only stop to see 
The destruction that could possibly 
Separate my orange from my vitamin C. 

Your wisdom is like King Solomon's -
A victor either way. 

You'd see things come out equally; 
Fifty for him and fifty for me. 
Oh, how righteous, righteous, righteous. 

Jon Stasko 

"Contradi ctions aren 't but serenity is ," 

spoke the gray-beard 

as the sticky air and mechanical sounds 

stifled, the child screamed, and my world 

turned in to a mosaic . 

Al Krupp 
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"As You Passed By" 

sitting on a toadstool 
watching the parade 

go by 
always passing me 
i come last 

bringing up the rear 
i bear a heavy casket 
it is for the dead 
i march 

i march on 
upfront are the trombones 
the bugles play 

i play the bagpipes 
a wailing song 
i play 

full of heartache 
with pangs 

of sorrow 
thrown in 

the casket 
is full 

right to the top 
with roses 

thrown in 

the drums beat out 
the rhythm 

in time 
marching on 
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the March of Dimes 
i'm only a nickel 

a penny for your Thoughts 

the soft parade 
made a lot 

marching in blue 
silently praying 

for rain 

Rain drops 
for flowers 

white roses for 
my grave 

water them 
twice a day 

but never 
at the same time 

you see i don't 
keep time 

where i am 
The cuckoo bird 

sings for me. 

Suzanne Fridd 



Reverence 

Only the old ones walk these days. 

Bundled in red mittens and 

worn scarves, 

they walk in the road 

because the city doesn't plow the sidewalks 

anymore. 

I swerve my car out 

to avoid hitting them 

and as I pass 

I say 

"stupid old bitch, 

why don't you take the bus." 

Tin a Dannenfe ldt 
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Blossoms arranged 
in perfect 
symmetry . 
Snap dragons and iri ses 
stretching up 
out of the 
middle 
of a co ld po rcelain crock . 

Oh how I w ish 
they had been 
w i Id fl owers 
pull ed from the ground 
in sloppy array 
w ith dirt still 
clinging 
to the stems ... 

Tina Dannenfeldt 



Linda Claffey 
Pencil 
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Remember 

If life grows heavy, remember I made you laugh. 

If time passes slowly, remember I gave you 

years in minutes. 

If pain does not heal, remember I kissed your soul , 

until you did not cry. 

And if you shed tears , remember I shed tears for 

you r leavi ng, 

and even more for you r not coming back. 

Take up your heart and al l my love, 

and go carefu lly, for all myself goes with you . 

And if you don't come back, don't fear for me 

because I was never home anyway. 

Jackie Connor 
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Coffee at the Goss' 

my soul is low, 
and very depressed, 
soi will go to 
the goss' 
and have some coffee 
there . 

the very best thing 
about their coffee, 
is that it is served with 
love, 
and after you drink, 
the love will linger 
for many days . 

this is why i think 
i love them, 
but you never know with 
love. 
it may have nothing to do 
with their coffee 
at all. 

cornelius robert eady 
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OlJT OF TOWN IN NEW YORK CITY 

by Mark Hennon 

Zack and Jerry fidgeted in the dingy, Spanish Harlem vestibule, 
waiting for the connection to return with the grass. He had gone 
up the gloomy stairs fifteen minutes ago, and during that time the 
heat had twice cruised past the tenement on the dark rain-swept 
street. 

Zack fumed. He had smelled a rip-off when the watery-eyed 
dude had offered an ounce of Panama Red for $12, for the street 
price had opened at fifteen that morning, and climbed to twenty 
by late afternoon, because of the shortage. 

He hadn' t wanted to have anything to do with the dude as he 
knew a junkie couldn't be trusted. 

Jerry, however, had repeatedly insisted that the deal was cool, 
and had joked and laughed with the junkie every step of the 
eleven block walk to this place . Then he had matter-of-factly 
asked Zack for the twelve dollars to front to the conr.~ction. 

Despite the voice in his head screaming, ' 'Burn! Burn!", Zack 
had given Jerry the bread, and Jerry had given the bread to the 
junkie. 

Now, in a cold rage, Zack whispered to Jerry, ' 'Cover the door . 
I'm going up after him. Don't let anybody up. " He was deter
mined, for once, to get some justice instead of the runaround he 
and Jerry'd received while trying to score a pound during the past 
week . 
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Zack had strained his ears listening to the junkie's footsteps 
and knew that he had stopped on the third floor. Peering up the 
stairwell , Zack counted three flights of stairs . Almost silently, he 
climbed the first flight, hugging the wall to keep out of sight from 
above. He leapt across the hall , pivoted, dashed around to the 
second flight, and took the stairs three at once. 

Halfway up, he heard footsteps above him, on the stairway to 
the roof, so he stopped at the third floor landing to appraise the 
situation. 

At the other end of the dark hallway a door cracked open . A 
fatfaced woman peered out, whispering hoarsely, "Go away. Co 
home. He's got a knife ." She shut the door silently. 

"Listen man," Zack called up the last stairway, " Why don 't you 
just throw my money down here, and I'll leave you alone ." 

No answer. Zack couldn 't even hear breathing. He repeated : 
"Look man, throw down my money and we won 't hassle any 
more ." 

Still no answer. 
Zack hesitated, unsure of what to do, determined to get back 

his money, afraid of a cornered man armed with a knife, feeling 
naked in a strange time and alien place. 

Hearing scuffling below, he peaked over the banister and saw 
two more Puerto Ricans, grinning confidently up at him from the 
first flight, continuing up the stairs . 

JERRY! thought Zack, is messed over or held up, and either 
way, here I am, trapped, with two hundred bucks in my pocket, 
and not too much choice. 

Might as well try for that first guy before the other two get here, 
he thought. 

He feinted a rush up the last flight, jumping to the second step, 
and leapt back to the stuffy hallway, hoping to see a knife whiz 
toward where he had just been. Nothing happened, so he grabbed 
a bottle from one of the garbage cans lining the hallway, smashed 
off its bottom against the banister as he took a sharp deep breath, 
and dashed up the stairs, hoping to increase his slim chances with 
speed and quick reaction. 
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Sweeping the dim hall visually as he burst upon it, Zack saw no 
junkie, only the roof door swinging on its hinges, open to the 
cool , wet, night air. 

Zack sprinted down the hallway to the door and broadjumped 
onto the roof to prevent any ambush near the door. He stumbled 
as he landed, falling to one knee, but came up instantly, wheeling 
to find his opponent, who was conspicuously absent. Scanning 
the roof, he found the fire ladder and looked over the edge, just 
in time to see the connection running out the alley five storys 
down . Zack cocked his arm to throw his weapon at the burn man, 
but checked his hand, remembering the pair on the stairs . 

"LOUSY COCK-SUCKER CHICKEN-SHIT PUNK" he screamed at 
the running figure, feeling the rage of his shout in the pain of his 
chest, and strode swiftly toward the stairs, there being no other 
roof to jump to. 

He left the roof door open, and cautiously descended the steps, 
but met no one on the way down, and found Jerry waiting in the 
vestibule, safe and sound . 

" I oughta stick this glass right up your ass" Zack snarled . 
Jerry quickly interrupted: "Cmon man - let's get outta here - a 

couple guys who live here came in while you were gone, and 
threatened to call the fuzz. " 

" That other guy got away with my money, damn his fucking 
ass . And YOU - motherfucker - you gave me no help at all . You 
didn 't even warn me, Shithead! Now get going yourself before I 
kick your ass!" 

Jerry hopped out the door and down the stoop to the sidewalk . 
Zack placed the neck of the ketchup bottle in a littered corner 

of the tiny lobby, suddenly weary, and trudged to join his uneasy 
partner. 

And they split, huddling for warmth in the cold drizzle; each 
upset by the big city hustle and grime, both aware that all they 
had was exactly each other. 
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Suzanne Fridd 
Watercolor 

BEAUTIFUL 

Spring had sprung early one chilly afternoon . 
" / love you . I love you. I love you so much!" she whispered 

at the top of her lungs into his loving ears while awakening 
the hazy lazy daisy field with a prancing, enhancing Strauss 
Waltz . 

"Honey," she laughed in the down pouring rain to her 
lover, " the heavens are cleansing my pored body, christening 
me to a new beautiful life . It 's Beautiful! " 

Even the water that trickled down her shapely face and 
collected in the creviced dimples of her beautiful smile 
created a microscopic sea of beauty. Everything was just 
beautiful. 

"Everything's beautiful! The clouds are beautiful! The wind 
is beautiful! The rain is beautiful! The slush is beautiful! The 
ground, the sky, the trees, the weeds, your mother, the rocks, 
the - THE WHOLE DAMN WORLD IS BEAUTIFUL!! ! " she 
exclaimed, splashing her way up and down in a knee-deep icy 
puddle while proclaiming herself the Queen of Love with an 
ooky gooky half-frozen mud crown, "Everything is so so so 
BEA UT/ FUL !" 

As the clouds dispersed and the sun brilliantly departed 
lending the scenic stage over to a glorious global 
grande-finale moon, the 'Queen ' collapsed and died from 
triple pneumonia (too much snifled snot in her loving lungs) 
. . ....... . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . ... .... . .. . Long Live the King. 

John Kirkmire 
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Tom Wilcox 
Pencil 



(opening the cavern door) 

You strike the nexus 
giving yourself the winning points . 

(The Inanimate Target of your archer's precision) 

who gave you the rite 
to spearhead stumbling virgins? 
(and lead them to the sacrificial volcano) 

who told you 
your camouflaged arrows pierce the night 

who told you 
you suck the venom from each star 

what high priest 
taught you that deadly aim 

You dehydrate minds 
while spilling violent sperm . 

carrying anonymous vaginas 
in your hip pocket 

denying intermittent impotence . 

j. widmer 
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The Stationmaster 

by Greg Kane 

It was, as he would later remark, a damned cold day. Early 
February sporting a bright sun that did nothing to take the sting 
out of a mean wind . 

I had wandered down to the river, hoping to get some sketches 
and praying to find a nook out of the elements. It was worse by 
the water. The wind would kick for awhile and then rest on the 
ice flows, where it would suck up all the cold that it could carry. 
Then off again, bitching like mad and unloading its cargo on 
anyone stupid enough to be there. 

I stuck it out and finally came on a spot that offered a view of a 
deserted railroad station . It was a harshly honest setting; austere, 
lonely, yet compelling in its dreary appearance. I always was a 
pigeon for melancholy scenes in twenty degree weather. Over the 
fence, through the litter of beer cans and wine bottles and on to a 
cement ledge where I perched myself. There, feeling more like an 
imbec ile than an artist, I began to work . 

I hadn't gotten far when I noticed him . He was standing on the 
pedestrian and bum crossing of the bridge, oblivious to the wind 
that was trying to tear him off. His jacket didn't afford him much 
protection, and looked as though this wasn' t the first February it 
had battled. It occurred to me that I was probably in his picnic 
area. I wondered whether he was a beer can or a wine bottle. 

His expression varied; puzzled, annoyed, at last reflective - as 
though he were weighing the consequences of one hell of a 
move. Despite his wardrobe, he appeared above begging. I hadn't 
ruled out robbery and murder. 
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He watched me for another five minutes. Then he released his 
grip from the cold steel railing and stuffed his hands into his 
pockets - pockets that could contain other things . He paused a 
moment, as though a long submerged memory had just surfaced . 
Look both ways before crossing. The area was deserted. 

The hard snow cracked with his approach but I didn' t look up 
until he was right behind me. I attempted to act unconcerned . 
Some years ago I had elected not to run today. Not while 
sketching. A foolishly romantic respect for the antiquity of my 
craft held me fast. I had a vision. Michelangelo's spir it would 
watch over me as I washed up on some forsaken beach in 
Canada, a bloated corpse. I felt the strong, adhesive bond that 
exists among artists. The cold was making me crazy. 

I saw immediately that things were worse than I had imagined. 
He stood large and lean, and gave every indication of having put 
up one ungodly fight with life. And so far he was still on top, 
knarled up but hanging on tight. He wore a scruffy beard or was 
long in need of a shave. It was all a matter of how you thought 
about it. Obviously he didn't give a damn how you thought about 
it. Half shut eyes, all bloodshot, gave the only clue that he was 
tiring. There was a long road behind this man . I sensed that the 
ghetto that spit him out was hell s worse than any I had seen or 
heard of. 

Trouble was no longer around the corner; it was at the door -
C.O.D. For a second I basked in the fleeting dream that I might 
just get lucky and win the coming war. One look at the combat 
ribbons decorating his face scattered this dream. 

He spoke. "Damned cold day for something like that, man ." 
Low keyed, monotone, not friendly yet not hostile. There 

almost seemed a hint of well disguised song. If he was trying to 
throw me off guard it was ages too late. 

" Yeah, you gotta keep at it anyway," I said, figuring that he was 
thinking about the same thing. 

There then followed a hideously long silence. While I 
continued to draw I could sense him looking over my shoulder. 
Mother of Christ, the wind was burning me alive. 

When he spoke again it was like breaking glass in an empty 
subway tunnel. Sharp arid impulsive. Like that he was all over me. 

" I remember when there's trains there all the time," he half 
yelled at me. Rough hands shot out in gestures across the grey 
water. "Shit, must a been twenty, thirty a day. Twenty, thirty 
easy. That whole station full a' people . Full. Always full! Before 
your time, man," he laughed now, " yeah, way before your time. " 
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Nothing would stop him now and I was already too intrigued to 
want to try. 

" During the war she'd be packed . Shit, trains coming and going 
all hours." 

He would look down at my p...iper, sti ll talking and saying, " Um, 
good . Okay, yeah, real good, man," then off he would go again. 

''Them trains leave right over there, see, an' run along the 
river . . . ," a scarred black hand retracing the journey. 

He kept me company for another half hour. I learned of 
schedules and routes, and soldiers that gambled, and conductors 
that drank. He showed me the spot where he swam as a boy. I 
began to smell smoke, smoke that had been stale for thirty years. 
The wind began to whistle and as it ran into the rock crevasses it 
echoed with the sound of a crowd milling about. 

In response to his tour, my careful eye became less critical. 
When my pen came to paper there was more freedom in my 
touch. The windows, not al! so haunting with their vacant stares . 
A short, decisive stroke of pride to a sagging roof. Some yellow to 
the brick face; it's really there anyway - there's just thirty years 
sitting on it. It was the only station house he ever saw and I had 
no cause to insult him with a nine by twelve sheet of less than 
honorable truth . I wasn't in technical error. I was still responding 
to a vision. 

" Yeah, okay, good," he nodded approvingly. 
Abruptly he stopped. He stepped back and crammed his 

leathery hands, which had been hard at work story telling, back in 
their respective pockets. He looked once at the sketch, then to 
the station house, then back to the sketch . I don't think it came 
easy to his world but he managed a smile. 

" Gotta go, man. Take care ." With that he turned and started to 
go. He took a few steps and stopped, as though he'd forgotten a 
hat he never owned. 

"Good luck," he said. I could see him turning hard again; it was 
a final goodwill gestured before he raised his shield. With that he 
was gone. It wasn't likely that he was going to rob or murder 
somebody. Judging from the haste, by appointment only. 

"You too! " I called after him . I couldn ' t be certain if he needed 
or wanted it but I said it anyway. There is, I have always felt, a 
strong, adhesive bond between artists and stationmasters. And it 
was still a damned cold day. 
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"OH MA, I LOVE YOU" 

Love, 

A Universal language, 

That is expressed by all. 

Like mother and her child, 

Through harsh, disciplinary action; 

"Freddie, put your jacket on." 

And yes he has heard it 

Oh so many many times. 

He really does not need a jacket. 

Still, Freddie passes through the door and sighs; 

He tells her with his action, 

"Oh ma, I love you." 

When he reaches the corner store, 

Freddie removes his jacket, 

And throws it over his arm. 

Joe Petracca 
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Peace Freak 

It seems opalescent ebony is oozing in defiance of nature 
and caressing his firmly planted lower legs. These shiny, tar-like 
boots give the impression of perhaps nobility. They hug the calf 
to just below the knee where they end in a strap and a flair of his 
navy blue riding breeches juts to idle attention in sharp contrast 
to the hobnails. The floppy appearance of these pants only 
suggests and doesn't outline the shape or form of his upper leg. 
Above the navy blueness is yet another area of black; this time 
opaque. His upper torso is only leather. His identity is shielded by 
leather, thick and snug at the wrist, throat and waist. You can 
gaze to his face for recognition but your reflection is all you 
receive from his mirror-finished glasses. A blue and white helmet 
covers his head and ears and is secured beneath the chin with yet 
another black leather strap. Nose and mouth are only fixtures; the 
one fuming ... the other gutterally uttering commands which all 
sound like "MOVE." Two massive arms are part of the black torso. 
Both hands are gloved; one gently caressing the action end of a 
varnished club, the other shiny black with the exertion of 
controlling a favorite toy. Objectively he is sleek ;ind utilitarian; a 
civil servant. Seek no bond of brotherhood with him for his only 
job is to keep the peace . . . at any means. 

Steven Paul Kolozvary 
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bursted 

by Mark Hennon 

New wine 
shook 
hard, 
hissed 
and 
tumbled , 
spurting, 
'twixt 
the lips 
and cork 
of the 
bottle 
and now 
I am sticky 
on the 
outside, 
flat 
on the insipid, 
bruised in 
a midsection. I 

my head. 
about 

blades 
with sun 

to sleep 
I try 

after dawn 
and 

any edge 
the ghosts 

to give 
I can 't afford 

because 
at night 

don't sleep 
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Midnight Embers 

The campfire is lighted and the children gather, 

With the darkness comes the brightening. 

The fire grows and glows while the circle of people settle themselves . 

Youngsters finish their marshmallows and find their sleeping bags. 

Adults converse and find themselves . 

Time seems to have no meaning 

The sleepy folks eventually wander away. 

But the glow of the fire is maintained by one who appreciates its effect. 

The fire is fed and the people rest 

While conter.tment settles in . 

Midnight comes and goes. 

The only signs of life are the glow of the fire and the brilliance of the stars . 

In between them is me. 

Pat LaRue 
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CLAVUSUN 

Lyda glided out 

of his life-sphere 

in the dark-time, 

before the dawn . 

Lightly she went 

stealing up the mountain 

to dance in Papa's Penthouse. 

To ease the fright 

to escape the night 

groveled the glittergrub. 

Making no sound 

the tangerine orb bounced 

into the basket of blue. 

The light 

played over 

the golden globe 

of which he was a part. 

Seeing her gone 

his face went long 

proceeded to fall apart. 

Ronald Jerrold Melville 
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god, am i freaked-out tonight 

i'm so tender, 

if you touch my arm , 

i will LEAP at least a mile, 

and scamper like a frightened deer when i land . 

why aren't you hip 

to my changes? 

You can't figure why 

I back away wi I I-eyed 

when you ask what's wrong. 

l'M SCARED 
OF MYSELF 
that's what's wrong. 

why can't you read my mind? 

You should tuck me 

under your love 

like a bird 's wing 

shit, do i need it tonight. 

cornelius robert eady 

42 



Egg-Timer 

Fragments 

Of an ocean shore 

Pour; 

Vessel to vessel , 

Through 

The narrow throat, 

Back and again. 

Perfect process. 

Leaders 

Darers 

Riskers 

Changers 

Crushed -

Beneath those who follow, 

And 

Again 

And We 

Karen Brandel 
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standing 
nearly naked 

to your gaze; 
reveal it all , 

solo 

a soul that's dying to rest 
· tells the writing hand . . . 

lennonian confession -
need for a scream 

in the cold of your love 
in the heat of success . . . 

i beg, 
my goals shiver 

as your forty-hour week 
of weakness 

hinders my art, 
my music, 

my love of these words -
that no one shall read .. . 

- c. dobner 
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