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Time goes fas t ; 

worry surrounds us. 

N eve r mind -

to night, 

we' ll forget . 

In a bed for two, 

with space for one, 

w e' ll bl anket ourselves 

with ourse lves, 

until t he d awnin g 

reminds us: 

we' re a lo ne; 

we must searc h. 

If w e fail , 

I' ll meet you 

here 

once more. 

by Darlene Lacagnina 
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Joe Gilligan 
Collage 
20x 15 

Flickers Of Time 

This day I took for thoughts of you, 
And memories came like winds. 

My candy melted with mellowed rhymes, 
And my shoestrings tied their ends. 

The trees bowed down and laughed at me, 
As tears came to my eyes. 
My cups filled with forgotten love, 
And lavender hued my skies. 

The flowers danced for the silent moon, 
And the crickets held their song, 
As I sat down in my memories, 
And watched the night grow long. 

Then my dreams broke like shattering glass, 
Whilst the wheels of change rolled on. 
I saw it once, the love of times, 
And quickly ... it was gone. 

Rene Miller 
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HE NEVER KNEW 

Like the clown in the parade masquerading 
With a silly face and a baggy costume greeting the world, 

He danced loud, 
He sang louder, 
And he laughed loudest 
To the brassy honk of snorting trumpets, 

Until his frozen smile melted, 
And the streets lay deserted. 

He never knew that the frenzied pounding of his dance 
Drowned the bell-like sweet music of the water; 

That he killed the soft, shy melody; 
That each note, now high, now low, 
Fled at the approach of his tramping feet. 

He never knew that his loud, brash song 

Chased the winds, crying, back to the mountains, 
Taking forever-whispered secrets of life and love, 
Who felt insulted by his impudence, as 
He deemed himself wiser than they. 

He never knew that his forced, raucous laughter 
Echoed emptily between the great steel buildings, 
And fell heavily on the grey streets below, 
Causing all to pause, and listen, 
And , with hands in pockets, heads lowered, collars upturned, 
To slip away. 

Joe Gilligan 
Pen and Ink 

10½ X 14 

He tried to mean something, 

So he danced faster, sang louder, 
Until he lay exhausted, motionless, mute; 
But he never knew. 

Eva Lanyi 
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Mary McElligott 
Pencil and Ink 

7x7 

untitled M.F.er 

The pain of leaving her was not so great 
that he should yet be hurt and need to heal , 
but freshly bleeds the cut of lonely wait, 
when whiplash reminiscing wilts his seal. 

She came at first as if to smoothe his wings, 
and spread her salve to soothe his shredded soul; 
instead : injected salt still sears and stings 
in gaping, razor-bladed-bandaged holes . 

And so the days grind on like shards of glass 
that gently grate his insides into gore; 
and her he thanks for barbs that do not pass, 
but burrow ever deeper, ever more. 

He snarls in anguished, impotent disgust 
at treachery that's put serrated screws to trust. 

Mark Hennon 

9 



Walt Ayer 
Pen and Ink 

26x 20 

Misfortunes 

I never meant not to be a rainbow: 
brilliant cascade, 
arc of beginnings, 

Stewing my colors beyond your grasp, 
Twining through the sky, 
Encapsuling allness. 

I never meant not to be a star, either : 
glory monger, beckoning admiration 
from below, 

.Gazing and groping, 
Begotten, not made, 
For destiny unknown and unneccessary. 

I never meant not to be your love, 
to wind my hues around your life, 
shine my brightness under your feet, 

And be 
What you had always thought 
I would. 

Kay Abraham 
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a past painting day 

Painted day, 

you passed along 

and left us dark. 

Where are your colors? 

that we should see, 

that help us be. 

captured in bitter 

absence of white, 

Others like 

me 

feel 

and hear 

the smel I of rot, 

At not living anymore 

in light. 

Di ck Bryant 
Felt Tip Marker 

14 X 17 

Ed Hettig 
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Sun-up (down) 

Fine time, 
as minutes 
and hours 
pass 
from dark 
to dawn, 
missing 
shut-eye 
to live 
awhile 
longer. 

The sunlight 
came, 
after ceded 
hours gulping 
cool coffee. 
Jittery fingers 
fidgeted with 
pinochle cards. 
They stop 
when 
one of 
them 
wins. 

Ed Hettig 



HEADLESS HORSEWOMAN 

heavy hanging clouded pitch. 
time-warped love-bleached eyes. 

the iris opens wide 
to take in the demented blackness . 

held within the womb-safe covered bridge 
she closed her ears 

to the incessant echoed laughter. 

she pulled back on the reins 
the laughter grew hideous 

her hand froze on the whip 

faffing, dragging 
she hit the wooden floor 

tearing bloody fingernails across the 
slivers of ancient oak . 

she reached, desperately groping 
for some pagan salvation 

"Pull yourself up!" 
"The Horse! " 

grasping the horse's hoof, then ankle, then thigh 

back up on his bare back now 
he laughs and rears up 

she pulls back on the reins 
the laughter grows ____ hideous 

her hand freezes on the whip 

faffing , dragging 
she hits the splintered floor . . . 

Mary Trabert 
Pen, Ink, Watercolor 

18 X 21 

j . widmer 
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The Man 

Bitch heat in my womb -

An addict's want. 

Needing relief from primeval feeling; 

Using your drug. 

Skin: new-dried clothing sweet, 

yet softer. 

Hair: cigarette and bar smell, 

yet arousing. 

Body: strong long-yeared animal -

The holding things of my addiction . 

The need in my veins 

(An addict's craze) -

Wanting your fix, 

Knowing it can' t cure. 

Peggy Hertz/in 

16 

Luis Torres-Bohl 
Photo 
4x4½ 



THE ORIGINAL THOUGHT POEM (or: PLEASE READ WITH FEELING) 

narrator, the man w ith the friendly voice : 
Once upon a time 
Back in the good o ld dazes; 
Before the generation gap 
People from the other side of the tracks 
W ere promised a chi cken in their pot, and told 
That Prosperity was around every corner. 

enter 
Our hero: 
One of the strong silent type from the 
Sunny side of the street, a poor but 
Honest, ninety-seven pou nd (the before pi cture 
In a Charles Atlas ad) weakling who couldn't 
Fight his way out of a mixed (bag) . But 
A rea l nice kid just the same, a good Joe. 
Now 
Being faced with t he cho ice of becoming a 
Doctor, Lawyer, or an Indian Hemp plant 
Ou r hero began seeing th ings he hadn't seen 
Before. After he saw the wolf in sheep's 
Clothing rounding the hen house corner 
He knew that peop le couldn' t count their chi ckens 
Before they hatched, and that you 
Can' t always tel l w hen you might run in to a 
Rotten egg at the bottom of the barrel ; 
O r is that reds? 
Well we all have our ups and downs . 
He also wondered if the grass is rea lly greener 
O n the other side of the fence, or just over
Pri ced at forty-f ive dollars an ounce. 
So with this in mind, he went out to face the world. 

II 
the voice of wisdom speaks : 

" Go west young man, there's go ld 
In them there hills! 
Prosperity it be just arou nd the corner 
And a penny saved is a penny earned! " 

Isn' t money the root of all ev il? 
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" No, No!! It' s just down the yellow brick road 
And over the rainbow to you r pot of gold. 
Don't be a poor loser, every c loud has a silver 
Lining, and silence is golden, and diamonds; 
Ah yes, 
Diamonds! are a girl's best friend. 
So go out t here and stick it to em kid! 
Remember who you are kid , go for broke! 
Prove to t hem that they still can be 
Made, the way father did down on the farm, way 
Back w hen. Don' t be a stick in the mud 
Stick to it kid - you're guaranteed 
Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of (gr)ass! 
Come on k id, lace up your blue suede shoes 
And get a move on! 
Get it on kid !" 

Yes, but who' ll mind the store? 

Ill 

The Ru ss ians are com ing! The Reds are coming!! 
Remember the A lamo! The ve lvet glove and t he iron 
Fist, don' t forget to walk softly and carry your 
Big stick; since Uncle Sam wants YOU to save the world 
For democracy. 
It's a sure thing! 
The sky's the limit! 
Think of it, bombs bursting in air, airplanes fa lling 
Out of space, the pen being mightier than the sword . 
But not the bomb. Get those yellows kid! 
Don't let it worry you 
Old so ldiers never die 
They just fade away in to the 
Wild blue yonder 
And liver happ ily ever after. 
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IV 

the black box is brought in and laid 
on t he stage 
mourners and other assorted nuts gather 
exchange glances and phrases : 

" Well we shouldn' t cry over sp ilt milk" 
" He was a good boy, a real pi ll" 
" We all got to go sometime. It's his just reward" 
" Looking down from those pearly gates" 
" And someone said you can't get blood from a stone" 
" Little Bennie told him that a Red a day 
Kept the doctor away" 
" There was nothing to do to save his li fe" 
" Well a stitch in time saves nine you know" 
" Yes, but what's done is done" 
" Just kicked the habit, so to speak" 
" But he was just a kid" 
" You know how sorry we all are" 

as the man of the c loth steps right up to 
deliver t he eu logy, friends of the poor 
unfortunate sou l are seen getting ready for 
t he twenty-one gun sa lute; the big shoot up at 
horse city, the last big smack, even al ice dee, 
the o ld hag, popped up. the man in black speaks : 

V 

" A lthough every cloud has a si lver 
Lining, it is true still , that 
When i t rai ns it pours and you 
Never miss the water until 
The well runs dry, and 
M any, I say many can' t see the forest before 
The trees, and people who li ve 
In glass houses can't see behind c losed doors . 
But we' l l all c ross those bridges when 
We come to them, if we do n't burn 
Them behind us. 
For still water, between the devil 
And the deep blue sea, run s deep and 
No one likes to go jump in the lake. 
Just as the sands of time blow on for eternity 
Of yel low smoke, we may be seen flying 
Our kite, on an ill wind 
And watching the sun sinking slowly 
Into the west. 
And we sti ll always remember 
That a very reliable source once sa id that 
All 's well that ends . 

man carry ing a 'killroy was here' sign walks 
across the stage and hands it to, the man in 
black 

. .. W ell?" 

by Neslo 
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Chris Vick 
Pen and Ink 

11 X 15 

Indian Summer 

Someone's making applesauce 
down the road . 
The scent of it 
is so potent; I can taste 
its warm sweetness 
on my tongue. 
My stomach yearns 
for its substance. 

The odor's gone now, 
gently di spersed 
in the golden air, 
that makes almost yellow patches 
on the ri ch, leaf-spatte red 
lawn, where the sun has left 
dark shadows 
as it crossed the sky. 
The dee pest shadows 
cove r the lawn 
in cool greenness, blades 
of grass still bent 
from the long-abandoned 
morning's dew. 

The leaves on the 
fluttering trees and bushes 
make games with the 
almost yellow patches, 
and turn their dew drops 
into glinting jewels, 
that match the red-gold 
of the overhanging branches. 

The afternoon grows old 
like lengthening shadows. 
Rabbit lovers have tired, 
and rest now in the last 
warm rays of the sun . 
They, too, smell the new batch 
of applesauce, and take it 
with them to their dreams, 
where they savor it 
a littl e longe r 

than the golden air 
would permit. 

moonunit 
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i've changed. 

the saddest part, of course, 
is to inform you that i'm no longer 
residing in that 

used, old shell anymore; 
and that the phony, 
happy smile has flown over 
the horizon; 
and that the old act 
of closing my eyes 
and turning the other way 
when you treat me 
slightly less than human, 
has been reformed -
to keeping them open, 
and telling you 
when you are being a prick . 

it's too bad. 
i know you used to really enjoy 
seeing my smile, 
but it's all over. 

- Cornelius Robert Eady 
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Walt Ayer 
Ink and Watercolor 

17 X 14 
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all craft warning 

We lie with loving's gold distorting lens 

when seeing scenes that always hold this way, 
and, shuttered in our separate rosy dens, 
develop expectations of more today; 

for change has wings that blow typhoons in scorn 
of everything that anchors in one place, 
and gales to ravage any now untorn, 

and time to flop and savage every face. 

Some sing some subtle scintillating tunes 
of how it is, it came to be, or was; 

a11d others lilt, harmonicaed, of ruins, 
of lyrical arrangements blurred to fuzz. 

And so it goes: next comes again so fast, 
that all you see this year will seldom last. 

Mary Trabert 
Pen, Ink, Watercolor 

26x 20 

Mark Hennon 
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Jay Goodspeed Stories (or : How a budding young guitarist finds fame 
and serenity in one neat package.) 

Jay Meets His Destiny. 

One day, Jay Goodspeed heard a knock, knock knocking 
at his door. "Who's that? Who goes there?" said Jay, as quiet 
as a mouse. 

The door flew open. In walked a gu itar, made out of rose 
wood . It had platinum strings. 

" Baby," the guitar said, standing in the hallway, " I've 
come to make you a star!" 

"O, BOY!" said Jay, " I've been waiting and wishing all day 
to be a ROCK STAR! 0, gee, will I be able to gyrate my ass?" 

"Of course." said the guitar, giving him a sexy look. 

"Somebody pinch me! " cried Jay, " It must all be a dream!" 

Carole Goodspeed Catches Jay In Bed With His Guitar . 

For the longest time, Jay, who was usually a very talkative 
person, said absolutely nothing to anyone. Carole Goodspeed, 
his mother, started to worry about his new habits. Every 
afternoon, after he got off work, Jay would go up to his room 
for hours, and no sound would filter downstairs except Jay 
going to the bathroom once or twice. 

When Jay would finally come downstairs, he would always 
be flushed in the face, and picking splinters off his hands. 
Whenever Carole asked Jay what was going on, he always 
blushed, and quickly changed the subject. 

One day Carole (half out of need, half out of curiosity), 
brought up some laundry Jay had forgotten to pick up. 
"O Jay," she cried as she opened his door, "You've forgotten 
your . .. " 

Her voice trailed off in shock. 
There was Jay, her son, in bed with a GUITAR! 
"Who's She?" asked the guitar. 
" Don't worry, ma." said Jay, "We'll get married ." 

" I've raised a freak. " sa id Carole Goodspeed . 
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}'ai Deepstooge Gets MARRIED 

The wedding was in the Guitar Center, a music store. 
A ll the bride's family attended, though not too many people 
were invited. Carole cried quite a bit, but not of joy. 

" A freak, a freak," she sobbed. 

The Honeymoon . 

Jay and his new bride came up to the hotel desk. 
" May I help you?" asked the clerk . " Yes," said Jay, 

''I'd like your honeymoon suite." " But that's for married 
couples," said the c lerk. "Well ," said Jay, "I've just gotten 
married." " Oh." said the clerk, giving Jay the register. 

As Jay was signing, the c lerk asked, "When will your wife 
arrive?" 

Jay opened his guitar case . 
" Are we go ing to bed now?" asked the guitar. 
" Say hello to the man," sa id Jay. 

The Clerk was white with fright. 

Jay, and his Knock-up Guitar . 

Jay got his wife pregnant, and, when he played gigs, 
people would remember him as, " that guy who played a fat 
guitar." Sometimes, when they were playing, they could feel 
the baby move, and they'd smile at one another. 

by Cornelius Robert Eady 
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Nature's forte today was sorrow; 

In pity, I forced myself into her grasp 

Upon the nearest and highest hill , 
And held her as she wept on me. 

Greg Kane 

ANOTHER AGO 

Last week's heat wave passed away 

- victim of its own oppressiveness. 

Tonight, Autumn dispatched a runner, 

to lay the groundwork for what will come. 

Alone, by this fire, I feel the crisp air push me back 

an age. 

The flames burn away as I recollect other October winds, 
Sharp and pure, 

Maine and Monterey. 

I was alone 

with a younger wind then. 

Greg Kane 
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Red Brother 

whose pride is known 

only by those shelved, 

categorized, and filed neatly 

in reserved sections of the library; 

whose plight is known 

only by those who suffer 

the white bows and arrows; 

whose dreams have been extinguished 

by broken covenants; 

Make your reservations early. 

Walk softly Children, 

for we' ll take you by surprise. 

we' ll build our fences 

while you sleep. 

we will lie behind comedic smiles, 

and, 

when you wake, 

you will have a country club 

from which there is no escape. 

j . widmer 
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I love you : 

just a thing to say 

instead of, I enjoy you , 

or, you make me 

glad . 

So say, I love you , 

and then, 

because people change, 

and long for freedom, 

and I am a people, 

forget al I the 

I love you 's 

you ever spoke, 

and now only 

curse me 

in the darkness of 

your alone. 

I never said, I love you , 

because 

I thought I didn't have to. 

36 

Dettman 

Luis Torres-Bohl 
Photo 
7½ x9 37 



Poem For Mary Deprez 's Kitchen 

Snow on the freeways, 
and COLD in the air, 
i sit down 
slowly, 
and feel the warmth 
of home. 
Outside, 
friends run, 
fix 
up their farmhouse, 
take long chilly walks 
(good for the lungs) . 

i sit here waiting 
for them. 
They come back 
huffing and puffing, 
and happy. 
Now it is time 
for strong tea, 
and good bread. 

"come in," my eyes smile. 
" come in," my heart pounds. 

- Cornelius Robert Eady 
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re-birth 

my child is lambed 
and so still -

steep steps stifle 
her movement. 

my child waits for 
hope, so still -

a healing man hollers; 
she crawls to hear. 

my child listens and 
grows restless -

she raises a ri ckity arm, 
a small sign of life. 

my child grows ever 
more restless -

her limbs move; being 
weak, they fall. 

my child's eyes still 
hold hope -

the light of the future 
burns brightly in them. 

my child's body 
quivers -

in anticipation of 
movements to come. 

my child shall run wild in the streets again . .. 

r. king 
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SELECTED JOURNEY 

Legs quiver as I walk the canyon edge, 
The border barely discernable in the thickly forming fog. 
Below, jagged, tormented rocks await 

in sinister anticipation, 
And the cries of the valley dwellers I dimly hear 

in wind starved moments. 

Chanting. Derisive Chanting. 
Oh, how they crave a fall! 

I, the naive son of Roy Rogers, look to every smiling face, 
Accepting the sweaty warmth of each extended hand, 
Never questioning what the left hand conceals, 
Never thinking that self-abuse causes sweaty, warm hands . 
Smiling white flashes of gleaming chemical treatments, 
Ever present as the illusive Cheshire Cat. 

My tribe - this is tangible. 
Yet, even their warmth can be a stifling summer attic. 

So my shaky walk is so much alone, 
That even I smile at the dream, 
Knowing that a caged deer or lion, when freed 
Is still a deer, 
Is still a lion. 
I pray this cup will pass, 
And I take it to my lips, in thanksgiving. 

Greg Kane 
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trolling town? 

goin' fishin'? 
need money bad? 
real bad? reel bad? 
sail a soul? 
catch a sucker? 
or cold? 
inside 
or out? 
stay away from coppers? 
thin dimes, 
two bits, 
or a half, 
or whatever, 
you' re ours 
(we' re yours?). 
under surge-saleing skies, 
a hooking innocence as bait, 
you ' re you, 
the net worth of 
casting when hungry. 
no, I haven' t any 'spare' change. 
how we biting today? 

John Kirkmire 
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GOOD-BYE 

Through 
the frame 
of secret doors, 
focus 
uncoupled sta rving eyes; 
the dreariness 
of departure 
seems to bore 
each hungering sigh. 

Don' t want to suffer, 
just living to die; 
but need to feel , 
touch, 
taste, 
li sten, 
laugh, 
and cry 
sa livating kindness . 

Lingering, echo-chilling emptiness 
brings a ring of feast tomorrow, 
for I savor your sound warmth. 
Good-bye for now, 
good-bye. 

John Kirkmire 
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