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Picketview 

Particle gazing vis ion drawn skyward in the night 
Counting on , on centuries of light 
Cumulus gathering beam mixer of the eye 
Moving, changing what may be seen 
Did you feel the years ago when others were too looking 
Have you but an inkling of what viewed 
As upon the past they gazed as you now did gaze too 
Will someone stand in place of you 
Holes in the fence 
Nothing in between and tell me how do you know 
Holes in the fence 
What do you see-is it that you don 't know 
Optics working wildly do you search what you see 
Does your mind let you know when you do 
Holes in the fence, don't put your finger there 
Simply your thoughts will do 
Holes in the fence, no longer empty 
To you 

Tom Roth 
Pencil 

Karl Fergen 
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Gallery Life 

Hard pavement pushed me 
leaving a hospital 
deep into trees ; 
raindrops pounded my mind 
into activity 
as the day continued 
without a beat. 
Knowing this dimension 
I snuggled beneath 
a leaf's rainbow 
calm on a moss carpet 
looking up through trees 
windows without buildings 
seeing family and friends . 
Wind blew the colors away . 
Street lights exposed me 
to scrapbook figures 
held in skeletal hands. 
Memories , not scraps of silence 
no borders to stop their surge 
love alive in me 
sunlit smiles from Mom 
as mischievous bodies 
knelt in prayer . 
My eyes moved to the moment 
seeing hospital windows 
dripping light 
sensing Mom's cross lifting , 
free to journey, where pain 
dare. not follow 
leaving gallery life in me 
a wealth of signatures 
spread across murals 
in contended thought 
as good feelings say hello 
forgetting goodbyes. 

Sam Benick 
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Hidden Shadows for You 

Ariane! Ariane! 
Wings sail brightly upon the sun, 

In my hand I hold only the sweat of grief, 

Ariane! on sale again at the corner supermarket of naked 
teeth two for one sale, 

Ariane! loveless angel, 

Ariane! the tough-voiced gut of machinery has spit you 

out as restless, 

Ariane! rabbit animal jumping through the clouds out of 
this world out of the universe out into space from 

planet to galaxy to universe but the vibrations end 
as you mistakenly fall back into this black hole , 

Ariane! the worm at your feet is only the poet's imagery 

of myself as one who has failed to penetrate or even 

perceive but sits thinking on a cloud of drunken stark 
realities, 

Ariane! the full moon smiles back upon the path that leads 

to those fiery crossroads where no one ever returns . .. 

Jim Buckley 
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100 Years 

The barn has aged 

My eyes do speak 

Weather worn , 

And the roof does leak . 

The nails have rusted 

And are no longer true . 

The boards are bending 

From the sky of blue . 

Its hand hewn beams 

Are no longer strong . 

For they have fought nature 

Much too long . 

" I am strong and mighty" 

It has once cried . 

But no longer now, 

For it has died . 

Scoop 
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A short story of Richard Brautigan. Oh, you say you 
don't know the man?! Well, he lives in Watermelon Sugar 
in a house exposed like a human face near a creek that 
only a plummer could fish . He likes to watch ferris
wheels turn in the air like thermometers bent in a circle 
and fire hydrants that resemble a toucan bird whose 
beak went through a pencil sharpener . He is really a 
crazy writer writing about the dandelion sides of mountains 
and children who believe in their own immortality. 

Marianne Dunn 
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Banyan 

Birth babe bunting bottle, 
baptize balloons ball babble. 

Bashful bait bicycle blackboard, 
baseball books blush backfield, 

Bands beatnik belles baccalaureate, 
bars bachelor bankbook ballot . 

Barracks battalion battlefield brigade, 
barrage bullets bang barricade; 

bazooka bayonet barren badge. 

Beloved breasts bliss betroth, 
bride bank borrow bungalow; 

bred baby backlog bicker, 
bitch betray bed bitter . 

Bridgework backache bald bifocals, 
banquet bankrupt blood bills ; 

bladder biopsy burst bequest, 
bereave balm black balderdash. 

Rob Reiff 
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Once upon a time , there 
was born to a tolerably good
looking duck, the most hideous
looking, odious creature imagin
able . Naturally, our mother 
tolerated her unfortunate off
spring as well as may be 
expected ; although she freely 
admitted that she would rather 
have seen him die in his egg 
before it was hatched than let it 
be said that any child of hers is 
anything but handsome-and in 
the present case, downright 
ugly . The poor little thing fared 
even worse with his siblings, 
who, when out in public with 
him, often pretended that they 
did not know him, rather than 
admit that such a disgusting 
creature could be any relation of 
theirs . Privately, they scorned 
and tormented, tortured and 
abused, and otherwise made 
him extremely uncomfortable . 

Finally, the duckling, in 
desperation , ran away from his 
abusive family, in the wild hope 
of finding somebody, some
where who would accept and 
love him in spite of his outward 
repulsiveness. 

One day, during one of his 
lonely and solitary rambles 
through the wood where he had 
made his new home, he came 

upon , quite suddenly, a strange 
and beautiful woman . This was 
quite unexpected, for the little 
duck thought that he had driven 
all the living creatures out of the 
wood by his frightful appear
ance . The lady, on seeing him, 
started up and , introducing 
herself, came out with the 
absurd proclamation that she 
was gifted with the power of 
granting his dearest wish, if he 
should so desire. The duckling 's 
immediate reaction was to take 
her for some cruel joker ; but 
when she convinced him through 
a demonstration of her powers 
that she was , indeed, who she 
said she was , he was more 
happy-nay, he was ecstatic at 
the prospect of being beautiful , 
of returning to his little family , of 
being the pride and joy of his 
mother . So, the foolish little 
duck made his wish; the beauti
ful fairy waved her wand, and 
the deed was done . 

On his way home the now 
beautiful swan came upon a 
clear pool of water. He looked 
into it and was astonished to find 
that his wish had really been 
granted (he had had his doubts) 
that he stood there , silent and 
still, unable to remove his eyes 
from the sight of the most 

Continued on page 13 

11 
Jacqueline Marie Welch 

Ink 12 



Continued from page 11 

beautiful face, the most graceful 
figure he had ever before set his 
eyes upon. When finally the day 
slipped away hitherto unnoticed 
by him (so engrossed was he, so 
enamoured with his new appear
ance) , he felt that it was high 
time now that he went home to 
his family-to love him now, if 
they dared . 

So when he finally showed 
up at his doorstep and went 
inside, anticipating all the while 
a joyful and happy reunion, 
imagine his astonishment , his 
utter dismay , to find that not 
only was he infinitely better 
looking than he once was , but 
he was also totally unrecog
nizable! He was appalled . Here 
he was, expecting to be the 
envy , yet the pride and delight of 
all ; and here were they
disbelieving that he could ever 
have been his mother 's son , his 
brothers ' brother; in fact, they 
believed him to be nothing more 
than some mad intruder . This 
was a blow , indeed . 

Thus began the little duck's , 
er-the beautiful swan's mad
dening identity crisis . He was 
appalled to find that he could not 
fit his idea of how a swan should 
behave-he still clung to his old 
habbits he formed as a duck. 
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Outwardly , he was a beautiful 
and dazzling sight. But inside , 
well , he knew he would always 
be an ugly duckling at heart. So , 
feeling very depressed and 
downcast, he went to find the 
fa iry and persuade her to 
change him back to himself. He 
went to the woods where he had 
first met her and begged, 
implored her to change him 
back . She did after much 
cajoling and pleading ; and the 
ugly little duckling went home to 
his family, to live out the rest of 
his miserable little life . 

Elizabeth Mercado 

A Shakespearean Sonnet 

Your coverlet conceals the loves of Spring. 
Those prostrate darlings lie now sealed in sleep 
In restful cots until the sun will bring 
His smile to quicken and delight and sweep 
Away the pains of exile from his care 
The daggers you designed from ice and death 
Now down their sharp and lethal thrust do bare, 
Inviting harm and hurt and lack of breath. 
Your brother, Savage Sleet, too kills our hopes 
And sends us weeping to our beds. 
Meanwhile the wind, your mistress, howls and gropes 
Around our house . So merciless she treads 
Upon our spirits, crushing them with hate . 
My wish : let winter come, but always late! 

John Over/ander 
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To a Dying Whisper 

Sculptor of miracles 
chiseled suns 
across the first horizon 
to awaken new creations 
Infinities and beyond 
bounded by God 
began to swirl 
like a chef's good soup 
seasoned with stars 
to extinguish darkness , 
rainbows coloring life 
after a sudden storm . 
Smoothly flowing 
in chosen patterns. 
dimensions of one 
fall into many 
sinking further 
into heavenly brew 
beyond man 's sight 
where time is stranded 
and ideas plentiful 
God brighter than light 
bursts into the heart 
as a garden begins . 
Conception, a jolt 
felt from star to star 
Life not definable 
yet man aborts 
this miracle 
darkening his soul 
Breath of innocence 
sucked through life 's hourglass 
into a manmade universe 
a sterile garbage can . 
Whispers from citizens 
not heard from , fade 
leaving an echo 
chilling our existence . 
Little children still love 
man 's mind reeks 
from the spoilage of spirit . 

Sam Benick 

16 



Haiku to Earth 

Black graveled pavement 

Flower tears in drops 

Dumb man with gold eyes 

Follows as a shadow glue 
Once I stared at her for hours 

My tongue laps pain off dead books 

Suddenly to touch 

Not a moment lost 
The soul 's face now moist . 

Jim Buckley 
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Freedom's Field 

I played in green fields when I was a girl 
And witnessed summer nature before me , unfurled 
So many flowers from seed 
Yawning to sunshine 's heed 

I dreamed of princes, of ponies , and laughter 
Following butterflies I would run after 
From dawn to dusk I would play 
Then tire in the usual way 

I grew and so my field outgrown 
Where daisies smiled and sunshine shone 
I left willingly one day 
For freedom in the usual way 

A woman now, my childhood gone 
Where animals played and days were long 
So much knowledge gained since then 
Of life and worth and men 

A visit now to former times 
To my field, to my long past retreat 
I may have expected ingrown vines 
But was surprised by cold concrete 

Diane M. Vetter 
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Raggedy Ann Memories 

It's over . 
The guns are silent now, 
There's not a plane in sight, 
One ragged black cat eyes me, 
I walk down the lonely street 
The houses are nearly rubble now, 
The laughter of the children is gone, 
And the smiles of the people within are dead. 
As so is the happiness within my head . 
I spy the doll I once held dearly , 
Its dainty apron and bright red hair. 
I pick it up tenderly, 
And remember you sweetly , 
There on its bloomers reads, 
The words I never heard , 
I love you . 

Dennis DiMartino 
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THE BAND AID 

Allied forces inflict pain 

Stinging sensations throbbing in vain 

As red-orange liquid emerges summoning 

White soldiers to the wounded site 

Spurts 

Of blood bead upon the silver band of friendship 

Now venture in streams from the place it once called home 

Leaping towards the medicine cabinet 

Searching for an adhesive shield among One a Day vitamins and 

depleted tubes of Crest 

Only finding Doctor Time willing to aid my infliction 

An antiseptic stench filled each nostril as I 

Numbed the wound's crevass 

Carefully wrapping the plastic perforated blanket around my heartache 

Of pain 

A protective cover for my wound 

A band that conceals the hurt 

Hiding the scar that remains 

Gail Wroblewski 
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Tree 

Long 
time 
standing 
inhaling 
thinking 
prayers 

Lumber 
Jacks 

you 
down 
quick 
forgotten 
pages 
or 
telephone 
poles 

Marianne Dunn 
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The Porkie That Was Pined By The Bear In Summer 

Long ago in the land of 
cave people there lived a 
colony of bears . In this colony 
of bears there was a bad bear 
named Byron. Unlike the other 
bears, Byron had nothing to do 
all day so he made up games to 
play, and this story deals with 
one of his very strange games. 

Byron liked inflicting pain 
on small defenseless animals. 
He also liked to play with pine 
needles. One day Byron made 
a game by throwing pine 
needles at a small animal 
called Porkie. This hurt Porkie 
very much and therefore Porkie 
would run around very fast to 
get away from Byron, which 
pleased Byron to no end. Poor 
Porkie couldn't get the pine 
needles out his body and was 
destined to live with them 
forever. Because of Porkie's 
new condition he became 
known as Porcupine. Soon 

Porcupine learned that his new 
condition was very useful . The 
sharp pine needles in his body 
kept Byron and the other bears 
from touching him. 

The King of all the bears 
soon became aware of what 
Byron had done to Porcupine. 
He didn't like Byron changing 
the animal's appearance and 
decided to put a curse on Byron 
and all the other bears in the 
colony to teach them a lesson. 
The curse consisted of having 
the bears sleep six moons. 
Because the bears had to sleep 
half the year they couldn't keep 
their fires lit to keep the land 
warm, so for the part of the 
year the bears slept, the land 
was very cold and this became 
known as winter. To this day 
the bears are sleeping half the 
year and lighting their fires the 
other half. This is why we have 
both summer and winter. 

Annette Lorenzo 
Michele Mancuso 
Sharon Bechtold 
Lori Wilder 
Loraine Schere 
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"Gone at Six-Thirty" 

"I'm waiting again," she 
thought to herself on that rainy 
evening. It seemed all she ever 
did was wait. Even when she 
was a child her mother would 
say, "Peggy, wait till you're 
older," or "Wait till after 
dinner." And now when she 
had long passed childhood and 
was in her last teen year, she 
still waited. That night Peggy 
waited in their "usual" spot 
where she had spent most of 
her time for the past year . Her 
car was parked in the far back 
corner of the lot so she could 
see anything approaching. 

Looking at her watch, she 
thought of the conversation she 
had earlier in the day which 
brought her out in the weather 
tonight . When Ray called her at 
one o'clock on his lunch break, 
she let her strong Italian temper 
take hold and dominate her end 
of the phone . Peggy screamed 
and cried as she questioned 
Ray about where he was last 
night when she had impatiently 
waited for two hours, and still 
she saw no yellow Mustang pull 
into the lot. As their conversa
tion continued, she proceeded 
in a somewhat shaky voice, 
informing Ray to meet her at 
the lot tonight. Peggy also 
added that she expected him to 

be on time, and she would 
accept no more excuses be
cause tonight she would be 
gone at six-thirty! Peggy meant 
what she said; last night was 
the last time she would wait for 
Ray. 

Peggy turned on the car's 
dome light to check herself out. 
Satisfied , she was not as 
nervous as usual. A kind of 
" Peace of mind" had taken 
over as she realized that there 
were only two minutes left to 
wait. She turned on the car's 
radio set at her favorite disco 
station. The announcer was 
giving college football scores . 
She heard that her school 's 
team had won . She pictured the 
guys with their red and gold 
uniforms with fake shoulders 
underneath to make up for what 
they had been denied by 
nature. At least there are 
eleven satisfied people on this 
earth tonight, she thought. 

The sports was over and 
now it was six-thirty. She 
realized her waiting game was 
over and she would do as she 
had said ; she will be gone at 
six-thirty . 

Ray screached the car to a 
sudden halt. God damn, there 
are always red lights when 
you're in a hurry, he thought. 

Continued on page 28 
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Continued from page 26 

And damn Linda, his wife, for 
not having dinner ready on 
time. But soon all of that would 
be over_ Just tonight Linda had 
finally decided to give him a 
divorce which set him free for 
Peggy_ After what seemed like 
ages, he was now able to marry 
her and they would live happily 
ever after_ Though it sounded 
like a fairy tale it was the truth; 
he loved Peg even though there 
was a six year difference in 
their ages. For the past year 
they had been meeting three 
times a week when he was 
supposedly at the club working 
out. Now all of the deceit would 
be behind him . He once again 
thought of Peggy and he 
anticipated the look on her face 
when he told her the news. 

As he pulled into " their" 
lot , he looked at his watch and 
saw he was five minutes late . 
" Shit, " he thought , being late 
was the easiest way to get 
things started on the wrong foot 
with Peg . But tonight she would 
understand after he told her the 
news, if she hadn't left yet. As 
he neared their corner he saw 

her green "bug " parked in her 
spot . Well , at least she was still 
here. He wondered just what 
the " crap" she had given him 
on the phone had meant. He 
figured it was just a lot of 
pointless babble as usual . 

Ray didn 't even bother to 
back his car in as he normally 
did . He jumped out of his car 
and bound across to the 
passenger side of her's _ He 
opened the door and without 
even looking he exclaimed , 
"Peggy , honey, sorry I'm late 
but . . . " 

With this he glanced over 
at her and felt his words stop in 
his throat as he choked on his 
sour tasting bile . He saw what 
was left of her head slumped 
down with her chin resting on 
her red stained chest. Her 
blood was all over the car's 
roof and Peggy was drenched 
in it . On her lap lay the q·uiet 
. 32 pistol after the job it had 
done . 

Though horror stricken , a 
fact passed through Ray's 
head . Peggy was gone at 
si x-thirty . 

Diane Cunice 
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Busy 

Always. Always . 

Don't stop now, the world may leave without you . 

Appointment at 2: 35 : 30. 

Dinner at Mr . Biggs tomorrow (cocktails at 7) 

Telephone! Quick! 

Secretary hands you message: 

Gibble-wocko-streezi-hayla-methialopy 

" Oh damn!," you say, " I forgot all about .. . " 

No time. No time . 

Rush Push Rush Push Rush Push 

Behind you push the rushers 

Hurry! Rush to push! 

Taxi cab and grey flying suit 
Made it! 

Now there 's time to breathe. 

Time! Wrist watch strikes you. Time! 

Stop lights . Seconds 

Traffic Always 

Couldabeentheresooner. 

Sprint! Now! Speed! 

Blood pump dares complain . 

Click-click . heels . 

Pound-pound . heart 

Spin-stop. head 

Spin-stop. onward race. 

Always Always - Busy. 

Diane Nieznanski 
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1. The red of spring orchards has faded 
far too soon. 
The blame is often laid on the chilling rain of dawn 
and the wind at noon. 
The rough tears that intoxicate and hold in thrill 
when will they fall again. 
As a river drifts towards the west 
so painful life passes to its bitter end . 

2 . In the court yard , moss spreads over the steps 
despite the autumn wind . 
My bead curtains hang down , still for days , 
since no one comes . 
The golden sword has long been buried 
and my ambitions have withered like weeds . 
In the cool and still sky, the moon opens like a flower 
and the shadows of my old places must now 
fall aimlessly across the moat. 

3. Bitterness and virtuous deeds 
have done much damage, why 
do I curl up and hibernate . 

Brett Hawkes 
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The Fall of a Joker 

After the first day with my 
new sixth grade teacher I had a 
strong premonition that my 
genius for mischief would go 
unexpressed that year . She 
had, upon curso ry inspection , 
informed me in a most abrupt 
manner that my general appear
ance was dishonorable and 
disgraceful. Quite obviously I 
would have to be reorganized, 
reformed and generally re
versed if I was to complete the 
sixth grade under her tutelage. 

My parents talked gayly of 
disciplinary teachers and quiet 
weekends as they drove me 
merrily for my new outfitting. It 
was evident they thrived on my 
depression and the merits of 
my nemesis . I visited the 
barbershop, the shoe store , the 
clother store and the stationery 
store. In the stationery store I 
chose as few implements of 
school as possible to console 
myself on the brevity of a 
school year . I saw many of my 
friends at the same store and 
together we only reenforced our 
enmity and abhorrence of the 
teaching profession . There were 
no girls in our dilemma , they 
had been quite naturally ready 
for school some time before . 

The second day was worse 
as I realized I was not unlike all 
the other scrubbed and polished , 
grim faced boys in our class . 
We were issued books and the 
trauma of making bookcovers 
soon ensued. I was watched, 
hounded and humiliated until all 
my book covers, contrary to 

nature, were taut and well 
taped . 

That night , assured of the 
gravity of the situation , I pulled 
out the large Rand McNally 
Home Volume Road Map series 
and plotted my escape to the 
deep south . I was told there 
boys could be boys and igno
rance gleefully abounded . 

I learned to live in fear of 
the longest , most awesome 
35½ inch yardstick ever to be 
placed in the skilled , dextrous 
hands of a grammar school 
teacher . She wielded her stick 
with fervor and ecstasy as it 
found its mark with practiced 
accuracy. She employed her 
cudgel with blissful precision to 
rectify any errant souls who 
dared show their contempt. 
Needless to say, I can attest to 
the high degree of her art. 

My learning ability was not 
increasing but my powers of 
memory were improving rapidly 
due to her teaching tactics . She 
did not appreciate intuition as a 
form of intelligence . Insight was 
much too easy to come by and 
required no agonizing work, 
without which education would 
be meaningless . Rote was all 
the world needed as it could be 
recited and properly punished if 
not recited correctly. I myself 
had become equally well adept 
at forgetting, a talent no doubt 
bred of contempt. 

As Christmas and vacation 
approached I grew more rest
less . The snow began to 
accumulate and I rediscovered 

Continued on page 35 
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Continued from page 33 

my seasonal love for the snow
ball . My restlessness coupled 
with my affection was disastrous 
as I launched my crystalline 
projectiles towards real and 
imaginary targets that usually 
took the shape of skirted girls 
and certain boys who I thought 
to be of their number. Of 
course, snowballs have never 
been popular with adminis
trators (vice versa) due to their 
defiant nature. Being the most 
accurate with a well constructed 
ice-ball, I was the least popular 
with the top administrators. I 
gallantly resisted their crusade 
with my best . In the end the 
ominous presence of the yard
stick brought me to passively 
jumping into snowbanks with 
obvious caricatures inscribed 
upon them . Unfortunately , my 
snowbank artistry did not go 
unnoticed . I was assigned 1000 
sentences dealing with the 
transitory nature of snow and 
the importance of schoolwork . I 
handed them in and immediately 
she recognized my brother's 
work from lines 400-543 , a total 
of 143 sentences. The next day I 
blearily placed 1430 sentences 
of the same type and context on 
her desk for her approval. 

She had kept upon her desk 
some shards of stained glass . 
She told us that they were part 
of a personal art collection but I 
strongly suspected they were 
the bulwark of an evil arsenal . I 
also had saved some fragments 
of a stained glass window from a 
church that had been damaged 

by an errant baseball the 
summer before . As we were 
compelled by our "class presi
dent" to each give a small gift to 
the teacher, I decided to add to 
her collection and deplete mine 
in an underhanded manner 
borne of contempt and chica
nery. The keen , tapering razor 
edges and the total incurred 
expense of one of my blood red 
pieces of glass made the gift 
ideal. If unknowledgeable hands 
pawed my shard, their igno
rance was rewarded by the 
sleek confines as it mercilessly 
lacerated and pierced . I wrapped 
the piece in thin gift paper and 
then surrounded it with card
board to protect myself from my 
own anxiety and nervous habits. 

When it finally became 
time to present my gift I 
proceeded to her desk with 
inward defiance and concom
mitant fear that affected my 
gait . As I gave it to her I wished 
her the paradox of hol iday cheer 
and grinned from within. I 
moved to a closer vantage point 
to watch the work of the un
compromising edges. She un
wrapped it slowly as to tease me 
into a confessional outburst. 
When unwrapped, she held the 
piece gingerly to the light. Her 
trained eye saw the antiquity of 
the church as I glared at the 
frustrated, glistening borders. 
She carefully enveloped her new 
piece in her own cotton and 
thanked me in sincere a manner 
as her nature would allow. 

Ian Cunningham 
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Dwight Overmoyer 
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Jack Docking 

Pencil 

Dead End 

Minds accelerating 
on steel waves of a 
roller coaster , 
passing secrets stashed 
in galactic cubbyholes . 
A reflecting-mood universe 
touching tremors in weightless 
spirits. 
Figures fell into hollowed eyes . 
Images pierced the dark 
exposing years 
smeared by age. 
A stench filled distorted 
tunnels , 
passengers headed one way , 
as time , a crossless anchor, 
protested refusing blame , 
shadows grinned, 
Derailment. 
Evil in them became them , 
writing epitaph on blind 
eyes . 
Dark edges in mind not seen 
on a sunset journey. 

Sam Benick 
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In Praise of Daydream Summers 

J.E. Eik 

Virg in solitude 
Echoed vibrations 
My memory illusions 
Retold , 
Sunburst sky 
Cloudless blue stream 
Drowning secrets lie 
Bold . 

II 
Anthill colony 
And noiseless spider 
Fralick in my 
Hand , 
Silent speaker 
Endless Hallucination 
Whispers of the 
Land . 

Ill 
Serpentine beauty 
A beat vision 's sunset 
Who was a spectator 
Untouched? 
Spiralling wind 
A million trees bending 
The grass beneath my feet 
Crushed . 

Jim Buckley 
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Outstretched Arm 

Summer 's artistic arm 
extends upright and proud 
between color and emotion 
now uproots itself 
where winter previously planted it 

Wrinkled blankets of moist dark earth 
are cast aside from the lush April sweat 
of the stretching limb upon the sky 
A trunk of rich and royal bark 
outlined with muscles from seasons ' toil 
plows upward into a shallow cloudless vastness 
It soars everknowingly to a place 
which it fervently desires to be 

By the fourth of its July 
the mass of excellent physique explodes 
Particles of star dust go screaming excitedly 
through the magestic motion of the universe. 

Deb Moore 
Pencil 

Marianne Dunn 
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Gladiators and Arenas 

A sleek white ambulance 
scurries through, 
the rain swept corridors in the night
its single siren 
singing songs of the dead, 
the dying .. . 

life 's pulsebeat 
a corpuscular surf , 
crashing 
against an arterial shore . . . 
life 's pulsebeat 
a smothering sound ... 

A hospital operating room
the gladitorial arena, 
of modern times . .. 
a germ-free circus, 
white smocked warriors 
pit skill and scalpel against 
the lion of death 

Gene Hrynczyszyn 
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The Ocean 

A mist of ocean scents lingers on shore 

While warm pebbles of sand cushion each step forward 

Seduced by the rhythm ic wetness rushing out to 

bathe my body 

Curls of whiteness harmonize in waves of peaceful pleasures 

Beyond the deepest blue 

Unanchored weeds of green slither among softened rocks 

And rippling dreams 

A flowing metronome cleanses each cell 

Soothing feelings of desolation , returning them to the 

ocean 

Buoyancy eludes the dominating 

Currents destined to roll on 

Their unending procession . . . 

Gail Wroblewski 
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Realm 

All along the streets lights glow in front 
of darkened shops 

And the windows never get to close their 
eyes 

For fear of getting caught by surprise, 
sleeping 

Behind some lie shadows deep nothing's 
seen moving as you go by 

But far inside , beyond the glass, back in 
the blackness there is life 

You never see them moving but they do 
You never see them breathing but they 

breathe like you 
Way down inside, they are alive 
Yet , on the surface we think them to be 

so hard 
And in their minds , yes they do have minds , 

they see us as we fail to see ourselves 
And they wonder what we 'd do if we knew, 

just how real they are 
But first we'd have to know just how real 

we are ourselves 
There in the realm they are as you and me 

hearts beating , alive 
Yet , in the morning the doors unlock, 

the lights go on , 
the people pour in 

There they stand smiling 

Karl Fergen 
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