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Sometime in a clearing, a fallen log 
Selects my eye, seduces me 
To perch on it, and then, forgetting . 
That perching draws more strength 
Than I've learned lately's right to give, 
I find I'm drawn to lie upon it, back to back. 
My racing eye climbs for the sky, and its 
Are closed-pressed earthside 'til 
Our lives are meshed so close they have to share, 
And finally the logsize overcomes us all 

Skin, bone, flesh-all on a midpath's log, 
These moments are select, become the Choice of Time 
And higher than my eyesight's climb, in this wood still 
Pine needles find sun's light, and some that's passed them will 
Sift down the fringed crater toward me, to my log, 
And Fortune comes as falling light, embossing out of bark 
Deep patterns to my skin, ideas to my mind. 
One's etched forever and the light's quick fading 
Erases all the other. 

Mary L. James 
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Into the Night, Restlessly 

Numbly, stumblin' - a question of face, minisecular time, 
a milisip of space 

Grids cross the sound sweep - the etchings stand unkept 
And round the versions spin a tribute - one not told 

quite yet 
It's off the wall and back again with seconds to behold 
But warbling back and through the mill the chance 

has gotten cold 

Melodic evolutions - trapsing scales of trait 
Above the score a hollow rises only to the wait 
Breaks form out another set the answer walks 

unasked 
And collared quotes from half done tunes 

mumble moving toward the task 
It's into the night, restlessly the walk but seconds 

squared 
Dimly relative to the clock scared and roving there 

Partitions strewn unverbalized astray out on the lawn 
As remixed vistas multiply with tracing echoes 

gone 
Vibrations go so liquified down streams of 

glidden moods 
Travel paths of needle course and colored 

vinyl grooves. 
Through kinetic lines so mystified apparitions 

skitter free 

It's into the night, restlessly with no heeds 
for thee or she 

Karl Fergen 
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Mary Campbell 
Pencil 

Patterns 

Serenity, 
a still pond beneath 
the unclouded sky. 
Unknown to you 
beyond window-covered walls. 
Beneath lighted ceilings 
tables covered by books 
prevail. 
First snow falls 
peacefully 
in random flakes. 
Tranquility, 
a jewel within 
the setting of repose. 

Nancy Leder 
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Mary L. James 
Colored Pencil 

Two Poems 

Painted finger nails of long length 
short nails of natural tone 
scratch the itch with equal strength 

Mom Is retiring from ironing 
Where'd the comfortable cottons go 

please tell me I gotta know 

White shirts pressed for dad no more 
dacron, nylon oh what a bore 

Plug in that twirling cloth cord 
bring back mom's old ironing board 

Marianne Dunn 

8 



At The Amusement Park 

The young man sat strad
dling the stone wall. Idly drop
ping popcorn kernels to the 
leaf-strewn ground on his 
right, he gazed up into the 
crowns of the oaks and 
hickories. Out of the corner of 
his left eye, across the 
concrete patio, he caught 
sight of the black-haired g1rl 
again. She was sweeping up 
tourist trash from beneath the 
picnic tables servicing the 
nearby hot dog stand. She 
was headed his way. 

"Enjoying your pop
corn?" she asked. "You've 
been sitting there for nearly 
an hour now, I had to come 
ask." 

"I hate popcorn," he 
replied, "I like squirrels." He 
motioned to the two gray fur 
balls ten feet below. They sat 
on their haunches, 
industriously gobbling up the 
fluffy white bounty from 
above. She peered over the 
edge, turned and then smiled 
up at him. 

The afternoon sunlight 
seemed to permeate her 
tanned face, then to sparkle 
back out through her clear 
dark-eyed gaze. Hers was an 
open, happy face framed by 
short curls. The curves of her 
mouth suggested frequent 
laughter. A turquoise hung by 
a strand of rawhide nestled 
delicately against her throat 
like a piece of spring sky. 

"And do the squirrels like 
you?" 

"I'm not sure, but they 
certainly do like popcorn," he 
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said, in what he hoped was a 
light voice. "Do you?" He 
offered her the box. 

"No thank you. I'm 
working." 

She walked away, 
leaving the young man 
wishing she had stayed. 
Tinny carnival music 
emanating from the sound 
booth was suddenly irritating. 
A fat, youngish woman in 
rhinestone sunglasses and 
tight black slacks herded her 
brood of grimy youngsters to 
seats at a nearby table. From 
his perch on the wall he heard 
snatches of their conversa
tion. 

"Balloons! Mommy, we 
want balloons!" 

"You can't have them. 
We came here for the rides, 
you can go on the rides and 
that's it! I ain't got money to 
buy you no ballons!" 

"Please Mommy, bal
loons?" 

"I said no! Now shut up 
and eat your hot dogs. 
Balloons!" she said in 
disgust. 

Across the patio, he saw 
the pretty young blonde with 
her bundle of balloons. They 
bobbed in the breeze like so 
many brightly painted bouys 
on a choppy sea. He noticed a 
commotion at the picnic table 
- the youngest boy had 
spilled Coke in his sister's 
lap. Tears were welling up in 
her eyes, and the mother had 
slapped the little boy. 

"I told you to careful with 
that!" she shrieked. 

The young man sighed 
and turned his gaze back to 
the treetops. Two sparrows 
seemed to be at play: one 
leading the other through a 
series of aerial acrobatics, 
landing briefly, then 
alternating the lead. The 
carnival music and the 
woman's crabbing faded into 
obscurity ... 

He was startled out of 
his revery by a musical voice. 

"Having fun here at the 
park?" It was the black-haired 
girl again. She was wiping up 
spilled Coke from the fat 
woman's now vacant table. 
"You don't seem to be in any 
hurry to see the rest of it." 

"Well to be honest about 
it," he grinned, "I'm not very 
amused by amusement 
parks." 

"Then why are you 
here?" 
· "I came with my sister 

and her husband, they 
brought their little boy. I'm 
meeting them at the gate at 
five." 

She glanced quickly up 
at the clown-faced clock over 
the restroom doors. It was a 
quarter to five. 

"What sort of things do 
you like, then?" she asked. 
"Besides squirrels. I mean." 

"I like most everything 
that's real," he said. "Trees 
and hills, bugs, birds -
things like that. I'm not too 
keen on highways or cars or 
cities." 

"Oh a real nature boy, 
eh?" she laughed. But her 
laughter was not mocking, 
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and the young man felt at 
ease. He slid off the wall and 
they stood talking amiably for 
a few minutes. 

"I get off work at five," 
she said. "I'll have to go sign 
out soon." 

He wondered if she 
would walk with him to the 
amusement park gate, where 
he would meet his sister. He 
hoped fervently that she 
would. As if in answer to his 
wondering a voice from 
across the patio called the 
girl's name. 

"Goodbye," she said to 
him as she turned in the 
direction from which the 
voice had come. 

Across the patio he saw 
another young man, tall, with 
brown hair much like his own, 
waiting for the girl. She went 
to him, slipped her hand into 
his, and they disappeared 
into the carnival crowd. 

* * * 
He met his sister, 

brother-in-law and nephew at 
the gate. Had he had a good 
time at the carnival? 

"Oh, so-so," he replied. 
"Mommy, Daddy, PLEASE 

CAN I HAVE A BALLOON? 
PLEASE?" piped up his little 
nephew seeing the balloon 
girl at the gate. 

"No, Billy, you don't need 
a balloon," answered the little 
boy's mother. 

Reaching into his pocket 
for his wallet, the young man 
looked down at his nephew 
and asked, "What color do 
you want, Billy?" 

Suzi Morgan 



Wet Forest 

a jagged leaf 
whispers 

around the long 
tall oak 
a cackling shimmer 

Slaps 

the ground as 
lowered mists 
embrace its vegetable lovers 

raindrops crying 

screaming down 
from heaven as if orphaned 
from mother's care 
The Squirrel 

The Wind 
The Grass 

arise to the life forces 
awakening 

Kraig Peterson 
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Elfie Chapin 
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John Cean 
Oil 

Brown Barn 

It's coming down, 
A worn, brown barn , 
Its split-oak roof 
Slack with age -
Long a secure shelter 
Of innumberable young swallows, 
Born within mud nests, 
Who learned to fly through the strong , thick rafters 
Like flashes of blue light. 
Gone will be the alfalfa bales, 
Reservoirs of harried mice, 
Who gave their lives unwillingly 
To swift, deadly claws of young cats. 
The broken, splintered wood will be burnt, 
A cremation made smokey by the gunny sacks, 
Course fabric that held the grain for hundreds of 
Trusting, unknowing beasts. 
No longer will the lovers come, 
To touch and learn, 
On hot sweating S!,Jmmer nights. 
A worn, brown barn is coming down. 

John L. Hall 
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Sam Benick 
Photograph 
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TKO of a Third Party 

Paul Nesser, a Monroe 
Community College wrestler 
(bottom), in an attempt to 
escape from his Delhi 
opponent (top) rendered the 
official unconscious with an 
unintentional blow to the 
head. Whistle is still in the 
official's mouth. 



The danger of the past was that men became slaves. 
The danger of the future is that men may become robots. 
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Carol Irvine 
Pencil 

- Erich Fromm 

Tatoo 

A steel splinter 
etched a wet Eagle 
into your split canvas. 
In drunkenness 
you were promised an artist ... 
. . . though 
in smoothness 
you see 
grafitti. 

Timothy E. Willis 

20 



Farewell Performance 

The silent scream of oh 
my god what have I done fills 
Ben ' s head to bursting , 
drowning the rhythm of the 
cicadas and obliterating the 
garbled chatter of small night 
rodents as they frolic in a 
field of moonshadows just 
beyond the edge of pavement. 
Rising waves of nausea fan 
over him; bubbles of spit 
gather in the corner of his 
mouth, while the sensations 
of a moment ago , the 
sickening thud, the thumping, 
bumping, and rolling , repeat 
themselves mercilessly. 

In desperation , he 
depended on its being All 
Souls' Day when the decision 
of suicide was reached. After 
abandoning his car and 
trudging to this desolate spot, 
he simply laid down to await 
the Angel of Death. 

Now, still alive after 
being run over, visions of 
millions of willowy, waxy, 
Goyan arms in supplication , 
weaving and reaching and 
clawing at nothing, seem to 
be tugging at him. They 
almost had him, he thinks. 
His mind, still murky from the 
alcohol , strains to orient him 
with his surroundings . 
Suddenly his ear is cold 
against the ground , the 
lurching in his bowels 
ceases. He opens his eyes. 

A solitary hand comes 
into focus slowly, his arm 
obscured by its casing of 
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black sweater. A momentary 
panic tightens his chest until 
the index finger moves 
upward. 

" Well , at least it 's still 
connected ," he laughs with 
relief. . 

The broad base of his 
hand and the smoothly 
chisled knuckles form a 
parallelogram out of which 
five people are laboring to be 
born. 

" Uniformed muses, me 
thinks it is high time to 
christen thee . You there, 
Thalia," he scolds the little 
finger, " stop snickering. And 
you Melpomne, someday you 
must teach Thalia when to be 
serious. Erato, lie still and 
behave yourself; Clio already 
thinks ill of you. Ah , thumb. 
You must be Calliope, playing 
your friends one against the 
other. But without you , what 
are they?" 

But there is no response; 
Ben gasps for air as nausea 
surges once more. 

" I remember now! " Ben 
yells out, although uncertain 
what exactly he remembers, 
or why. This night, like all 
others, started a long time 
ago. Was it last Saturday that 
she .. . who? . . . some friends 
of Delia's told him that Delia 
had gotten married that 
morning? One week? No, last 
year maybe. Yesterday? Or 
was it only now being 
whispered among the dry 

leaves at the side of the road? 
Whatever. The shock is new 
and incomprehensible. Ben 
knows that a miracle is 
needed ... 

(There he is, the daring 
young man on the flying 
trapeze. He flies throuqh the 
air with - a triple somer
sault! - the crowd is on 
its feet cheering and 
applauding. He raises his 
head to make eye contact 
with his catcher. But .. . the 
swing is empty! Plummeting , 
he feels no fear. An 
exclamation rises from the 
crowd like something 
tangible. He is sickened by 
the stench of their sweat. 
Twenty feet before eternity he 
starts to float in slow-motion, 
making a perfect two-point 
landing in the center ring. The 
acrid odor of straw and 
sawdust , popcorn and 
peanuts, elephant shit and 
gunpowder arouses his 
senses. The crowd is a silent 
god. Slowly, a low rumbling 
murmer buzzes behind his left 
ear. It draws a line in back of 
his head, around the right ear, 
up to the bandstand and 
down to the wings. Salivating 
clowns, their faces running, 
stream from between the 
bleachers-the show must go 
on! The crowd begins to 
move, almost imperceptively 
at first, then increasing in 
effect Ii ke steam in a 
teakettle. Some, with hope in 
their eyes and faith on their 
lips, are running towards 
him. Others are stampeding 
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for the exits. He is totally 
helpless, mesmerized by their 
monotonous trampling and 
shuffling ... trampling and 
shuffling . .. ) 

Train! He recognizes the 
rumbling vibrations under his 
ear. In his inebrieated stupor 
he hadn't noticed railroad 
tracks. Ben tries to raise his 
head but calmly accepts the 
f_act that he cannot. 
Imagining cold , hard rails 
under his body, he wonders if 
he is lying on the tracks. As 
the vibrations grow stronger, 
his insides are massaged, his 
concerns sublimated; he 
feels the embryonic warmth 
and comfort. He is jarred by 
the screeching grind of 
wheels on rail as the train 
slows for the crossing. Then, 
like lemmings running for the 
sea, the shadowy boxcars 
flicker across his field of 
vision. 

"You see that! " He yells 
to the dark witches. "I am not 
dead. There are people who 
always survive. I am a 
survivor! " 

The sobering effect of 
the train produces an image 
of his car sliding into the 
canal. Ben is amused at the 
irony of his near fatality. 

" Jesus! I could have 
drowned-I could have been 
mashed by this train-killed 
by that car ... with my luck, 
I'll live to a hundred. C'est la 
vie! " 

He seems to have 
forgotten his original 
intention when he stretched 

continued on page 24 
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Carol Irvine 
Watercolor & Ink 

himself across the narrow 
road. 

Earlier events of the 
evening are beginning to 
surface in his consciousness. 
The crazed, blind escapade 
through town-his red Chevy 
jumping curbs and, with a 
mind of its own, swerving to 
miss store fronts. Stop signs 
shouted GO! and Ben went. 
But now every thing has 
stopped. In his anesthetized 
state, he thinks about Delia, 
his job, his vasectomy, his 
insurance, and whether or not 
his shoes are still on his feet. 
And life. 

"Life is like ... " he used 
to say, and come up with a 
witty metaphor that would 
entertain him for a while. Now 
there is no gaiety in his voice 
as he confides to Clio, "Life is 
nothing but an enormous 
garbage can. You put all 
kinds of crap in it, but if the 
lid is kept on too tightly, 
eventually the contents will 
ferment!" 

At thirty-nine, Ben 
realizes that he has wallowed 
in his own fermentation. 

Earlier he had decided 
that life was not worth living. 
After all, is death worth 
dying? Is anything worth 
anything? He reflects on his 
physical position as he lies 
sprawled out in the middle of 
the road. "It's not fair, " he 
whispers to Melpomene, 
"people who are middle-of 
-the-road are always quite 
content, usually popular; 
people who are really in the 
middle of life should just be 
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beginning to live." 
"Is there any justice?" 

Ben calls to the dark witches. 
"Is there a justice in the 
house? Will the real justice 
please stand up? Ben laughs 
as tears glisten in a puddle 
between his eye and his nose. 

A poem begins to form in 
his mind, and Ben wishes he 
had had the foresight to have 
left Delia a note. Well, that's 
irrelevant now, he thinks -
since he's alive and well and 
living in absurdity. But he will 
write this poem for her tomor
row ... 
"The middle of the road 
is a lonely place to lie when 
the spirit is low and 
the head is full of wine; 
lonelier still is the double bed 
with a single heart 
beating against its thread; 
lonelier still are the fantasy 
conversations and imagined 
embraces; lonelier still is 
giving one's soul to a 
stranger 
and whispering ... 
Farewell. .. 

Yes, he tells himself, 
Delia will like that. She is fond 
of poetry, and always 
appeared to appreciate 
whatever he wrote for her. 

The train is still 
trampling past; he recalls 
how he narrowly avoided 
being drafted into the Army. 
He.married.The following year, 
when they were taking 
husbands, he had it made 
because he was a father. 
Another year, another baby .. 
and then a divorce. Well, he 

continued on page 25 



was safe anyway, The system 
had been beaten. 

Ben smiles as a picture 
of the "mystery" car enters 
his head. He imagines a 
couple somewhere near his 
own age, intoxicated, glazed 
over like Christmas 
fruitcakes, their citron-like 
eyes dull and lizard-like. 

(. . .Laughing animal 
laughter while leering at each 
other and at nothing at all, 
three busy hands dancing to 
the music from the AM radio. 
His free hand over her 
shoulder and, keeping in time 
with the tune, doing the 
hustle above her right breast. 
Her left hand manages some 
difficult disco step on the in
side of his thigh; her right 
hand is occupied with 
teaching his right hand to be 
patient, to build suspense, 
because she knows when that 
is gone, there's nothing left. 

"O my Gawd ! Whass
tha?" The thump startles the 
woman. She twists around in 
the seat to peer out the win
dow into the black void. 

"Prob'ly jus' some ol' 
'coon 'r skunk," he laughs 
and reaches to pull her close 
again. 

"Wai a min, hon. I think is 
a persin." 

"Naw . . . mebeeiz a 
drunk skunk!" 

Bellowing with renewed 
joi de vivre, the thump already 
forgotten, they resume their 
ritual with increased fer
vor ... ) 

25 

Ben pictures Delia's face 
when she learns of his 
"accident". He imagines 
what his death would have 
looked like in her large doe's 
eyes. Slowly, the shock would 
register, then the tears would 
start to fall. Of course, she 
might deny the truth for a 
while, thinking it was a joke; 
but then she would grieve. 
She would lay right down on 
the ground, as he is now, and 
emit horrible, grotesque 
sounds. She and her husband 
would end up fighting 
because of him, and their 
"love" will go the way of all 
others-only a little sooner. 

Ben thinks about the 
ground, aware that he no 
longer feels the vibrations 
from the train. Damned long 
train. Must be a whole pla
toon. A regiment? Whatever. 
Suddenly, it's a circus train 
passing in front of him. He is 
standing on a crate so he can 
see better .. . 

"Daddy. Can't we go to 
the circus just this one time?" 

"No, Benjamin. You 
know my feelings on the sub
ject. Nothing but a scraggy 
bunch of no-talent gypsies." 

"But Daddy, everybody 
else ... " 

"Don't use that tone with 
me," slapping the boy on the 
cheek. "As it is, they ought to 
be fined for traipsing through 
town and holding up traffic 
like this. Impudent char
latans." 

continued on page 26 

Several years later when 
his father died, the funeral 
procession had to wait as the 
circus train passed . Ben 
could hardly contain himself. 
He ran from the graveyard so 
no one would hear him laugh. 

It occurs to Ben now that 
he may be crippled. He enjoys 
the image of poor suffering 
Delia wheeling him to the 
library, to the store, to the 
bathroom. He smiles a 
bittersweet smile. 

Ben feels that he might 
like to stay right here, on his 
bed of asphalt, forever. But 
before he can amuse himself 
with that possibility, a 
searing, jagged pain tears 
from his left shoulder into his 
ear. "God Damn!" He 
screams to the dark witches. 
The pain stops. 

He is sober now. He 
notices his hand as if for the 
first time, cautiously tests the 
fingers with a memory of 
movement. No response. 

"Shit. Maybe I died. 
Maybe this is hell, having a 
circus train hold up your 
traffic for infinity." 

The illusion of death is 
destroyed as snowflakes 
begin to fall on his hand, 
dissolving into tiny beaded 
jewels. Didn't know it was 
that cold, he thinks. Out loud, 
"After all this, are you going 
to let me freeze to death?" 

He thinks about The Inn 
Place. He had been appalled 
night after night by the 
stubborn dullness of the 
regulars. He frequently told 
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Delia that he could never 
understand why she 
continues to bartend that 
place. Religion may be the 
opiate of the masses, but 
alcohol is their God. He 
doesn't see any contradiction 
in himself, too. He thinks of 
the many times he and Delia 
got drunk together, several 
nights a week, week upon 
week, month after month. For 
how long? Five months. Then 
what happened? It had to be 
that weekend at Kurt's 
cottage .. 

He and Delia arrived 
before anyone else. They 
brought a case of Bud and a 
gallon of bourbon with a 
plastic pump on it. By the 
time the others started 
showing up he and Delia were 
well into the weekend. There 
was no longer any sense of 
time or place. They played 
Euchre; he reaiiy feit bad 
about taking Delia's money
but she should have known 
better than to bet against 
him. Even when she wasn't 
playing, she would sit next to 
him making side bets . . . on 
each trick, on each hand, on 
each game. He couldn't lose. 
Others came and went, but he 
stayed on with his streak. 
Hash was passed around. He 
thought the little pipes were 
more revolting every time one 
came his way. Yet the teeth 
marks and the brown stains, 
even fresh, gleaming juice in 
the corner of the lip, were not 
enough to make him pass. 

continued on page 29 





When the hash was gone, 
they passed joints. That 
tasted much better with the 
bourbon. At some point, Delia 
went to sleep. He felt angry 
with her for just going since 
they were really her friends, 
not his. She could have said 
she had enough; she could 
have said, "Come on, Ben," 
But no, he was forced to show 
her that he wasn't a puppy 
that would blindly follow its 
mistress anywhere. After his 
second marriage ended in 
divorce, he decided that in
dividual freedom was the 
most important thing. He 
never questioned Delia. He 
allowed her to have the same 
freedom he required. But per
sonal freedom was not an ex
cuse for inconsideration. So 
he continued drinking and 
playing cards as long as there 
was somebody else who 
wasn't sleeping ... 

( . . . The taut steel cable 
makes him feel it will slice 
him in half-right up the 
middle-if he slips. His soft
soled leather slippers keep 
the cable from biting, but the 
callouses are not yet formed 
on his feet. He inches his way 
slowly, trying to relax the 
tension that is creeping to his 
arms. He is nearly half way 
when he hears the first ping 
that indicates the cable is 
about to snap. Realizing the 
danger is not from falling 
since there is a net below, but 
from being caught in the 
backlash of the cable, he 
starts to perspire; the pole 
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slips in his hands. Another 
ping ... then twang, and the 
cable is shaking under his 
feet. What are they yelling at 
him-jump? Jump. JUMP! ... ) 

He stands at the side of 
the bed; he knows her eyes 
are open as flashes of 
reflection sparkle at him. 
"Delia ... I got you some 
cigarettes." The lights go out 
as she rolls towards the wall. 
Slowly, Ben takes off his 
shirt. One button at a time. 
Holding on to the clothsline 
over his head, he kicks off one 
shoe, then the other. He 
fumbles with the button on 
his own jeans; finding the 
cold zipper tab, a slow rip 
shatters the silence. His 
pants fall softly down his leg 
and onto the floor. He can 
hear his shorts sliding over 
his skin. He teeters, nearly 
fal Is, as he steps out of his 
underpants, but catches 
himself on the edge of the 
cot. Delia does not move. He 
sits on the cot, feeling the 
cold steel frame underneath .. 

Ben hears a wailing siren 
on the other side of the train. 
He sees pulsations of light. 

"What a damn long 
train!" he cries. "Time seems 
to be standing still. I thought 
time only stands still for 
lovers." He feels icy beads of 
sweat on his face. But he is 
not sure. Maybe it is snow. 
Maybe nothing. 

The siren dies. The light 
still flutters. Hot, sharp pain 
in his (left?) leg shocks him. 

continued on page 30 

"Damn that train," he groans, 
thinking that if it weren't for 
the train, the ambulance 
would have picked him up 
and he would be on his way to 
a warm, safe hospital bed by 
now. As flatbeds of 
automobiles roll past, he lets 
himself be hypnotized by the 
light and dark ... 

It was a bright day as the 
small cavalcade made its way 
to the cemetery. Ben thought 
God wanted the whole world 
to know that his father was 
dead. The sunlight filtering 
between the poplars felt like 

warm applause on his face. 
He waited by the gaping hole 
just long enough to throw the 
first shovelful! of dirt. It was 
heavy. And the he ran. He 
couldn't see where he was 
running-but he knew ... he 
knew. 

The blackness returns 
with the coal cars. The 
throbbing pressure behind his 
eyes is beginning to make 
him feel weak. His tongue is 
pushing against his teeth ... 

"Damn ... Damn .. 
. Damn train!" 

Elizabeth Button 
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Praise of Feet 

Feet, even wh ite-crusted and sweaty, 
can 't cover everywhere, " for all time, final." 

Religion, an ulta-ethical standard , can 't stand up to feet. 
Religion can 't really damn, or restrict any paths. 

Intellect, the rational source beyond doubt, 
can 't stamp out cu riosity. It can 't really decide, 
there's always another side to walk around to. 

The heart, which makes each feeling felt, beats and pauses, 
and lets vigorous attitudes fade to nothing. It is a stumbling block, as 
well as a starting gun. 

But once feet take up a course, distance becomes real , and remains, 
or increases. 

The gut, the power and the glory source, breathes and flexes. 
Sometimes its belly is full , and it 's lazy. 

Feet are always prepared to go. 
Nothing controls anything perfectly, nothing sets limits on anything. 
My friend, hate me, love me, but 

Change tommorrow, forgive, learn, forget. 
How oddly goal-deafening to think 

" I must devote myself to duty, quality, the best. " Unless, 
"I ' ll create more bests only by making lousy tries, and learning better." 

Ah, step by step. Foot the God is pleased. 
What about projects that require the big jumps? 

"I ' ll generate, but my child won't run until I've married, 
and I can 't imagine a happy marriage without fights ." 

" My parents wanted to appear perfect, so they pretended they were 
never upset, and I never watched them put their foot down to each other." 

" I must confess: my Dad built our family 's home after he traveled 
most places he wanted to see. 

" I had to leave. I had to frighten my mother. 
I had to kick away his walls, I have to find love in the wild ." 

Feet can't think " I'm at my goal. " 
Only " I'm going. " 
That's why mysticism's in the consciousness, 

And only feet can move across the earth. 

Harry Weller 
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Deaf In Blue 

Deny! Deny! Deny! 
Until you fill your grey sky 
With crystals of frozen tears. 
Deny, and those with you do cry! 

Deny! 
And your body is not yours, 
Ever-
The land it walks is where it walks alone. 

Deny! 
And the sun, unseen, sends upwards 
Its rays in despair 
On the horizon of your view. 

In that still globe of your life 
Your footsteps glow, obsidian, 
And the well that slakes your thirst 
Is in the belly of your soul! 

Deny! Deny! Deny! 
And the wraith you see approaching you, 
With you approaching it, 
Is not the one you long searched for, 
But is the lagoon-like mirror 
That always you find in your land. 

Mary H. Greene 
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Umbrella Sunshine 

In hammock leaf 
w tching meerschaum puffs 
rl e to skylight, 
I hesitate to cross 
the burnt brown stem. 

A t ight-toothed grip 
holds the bridge to 
tobacco smells nearby. 
Thoughts in exodus fall into 
the burning bowl , 

to ride 
earth born clouds. 
Birds singing talk, 
invite me 
through thunderheads puffed 

by fluttering wings. 
Disney at work 
hands umbrellas 
to flighty friends, 
even one to me. 

Rainbow sliding 
color blinding -
not an easy trip -
yields to the dreamer 
umbrella sunshine. 

Catching a raindrop parachute 
with Donald Duck 
lands us on a leaf raft 
to catch whatever 
ducks eat. 

Pond delicacies pass by 
Donald deserves the best. 
Walt grins as puddles dry 
to bounce me on a netted swing. 
Cartoons wave goodbye. 

Sam Benick 
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Flowers for Bobbi 
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The old she wolf sits 
silently 
at the hem of time 
waiting 

cold is the mountaintop 
scraping the sky 
the sun small 
as an asterisk on a blank page 

a shivering gust of wind filled 
with icy sparkles 
making her heavy eyes water 
burn 

A pulse-lightning leap 
the old she wolf 
gone 
in the valley below 
she lies 
small 

as an asterisk on 
a blank page 

Kraig Peterson 
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The steep is high and tight 
and bended knees are right. 
where loads were once to fall, 
there's no need now to call. 
just take every step in mind 
and try not to be blind 
to green and rising seas, 
to verse and memories. 

across the stone-hedged lawns 
as winter fairly dawns, 
dead ivy stares at day 
and you've come again this way, 
to look for something new 
as if there's nothing else to do. 
hear the early morning rain 
come down and crease the window 
pane. 

maple arches long since fallen 
are the ruins that you dance in, 
down the lake road by the river 
on this afternoon in winter. 
and your knees flash, raw and barely, 
from 'neath your wool hem rarely, 
as one arm clings to the other 
to square the absence of another 

Richard Ellis 
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Corpse Rises 

Curtains separate Sun 
leaps 

Flash blinds Lids 
cringe Form staggers 

Hand shelters Eyes burn Sleep 
fades 

Arms stretch Sand 
trickles 

Knuckles rub Legs s t e ady 
Mouth smacks Nails 

scratch Feet 
shuffle Grave regrets 

Harold Dill 
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yesterday 

i clung to you 

like bark to a tree. 

every move you made 

fed me. 

the sound of you 

filled me. 

your smile was all 

i needed. 

the light of your eyes 

was all i wanted, 

and al I i cared for 

was your touch. 

i _traced your name 

with my fingertips 

on every object i encountered. 

i wrote it in the sand 

i found myself in you. 

Today I went to the beach, 

and the name I wrote in the sand 

was mine. 

Suzi Morgan 
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A Sacrifice to Child Delight 

Creepy crawled across the floor 

from dangling webwork home to score 

Restless, he dropped, 
scurried, 
questing more 

than idly wandering-

In answer to the call of fate 

Proudly bravely spider strode 
Proboscis sniffing seeking food 
Seeing splitting all to bad or good-

Alas, How could he sense the great 
Flash of icy fiery fate 

Descending? 

Red nylon plastic nozzle 
slicing through the air-
the squirter is depressed-

(Butane lighter fluid 
expands as it is ejected 
and is thus 

(P=VT) 
paralyzingly cold) 

PHHHHT 

and spider is 

Froze. 

Godly Mighty Terror Gleeful Awful Power 
Spider freaks out! but does not die. 

no, not yet. The air on the outer epidermis of the tiny stilled ararchnid 
massages warmth, starts defrosting, and gradually some life returns. 

But next there swoops 
another tool 

The lighter itself 
is brought to within inches 
of the spider's life 

and with a rasp 
there comes a flash 
and a pop 

and 
then the chant begins 
o'er the stilled remains 
Proudly and with glory 
echoes the refrain 

Harry Weller 
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Bubbling 
gurgles 
gag green, 
while coughs 
burble 

Wood Water 

to taunt brookling 
babblers Trickles ooze 
forth spewing serums 
that spout wiggles 
on a pathfoot Evaporating 
soakers gargle and 
wail , seething to flow-spurts 
Deeps plunge and play, laughing 
at young foaming bustles 
froth muckful mire Bobbing 
swells plash splashfully in glee, 
rushing to thick gush as 
one Surging , rasping rumbles slide 
on a trail of blue while 
swayers stare Blades slash 
in battle, erratic sluice juices licked 
by a ruthless drown Ice bold and drip 
hungry, the gulf becomes might in strong 
recKon Ally abounds life freely, jacks jumping 
and skating , hums burping Blips and plops plut 
soundfully in abandonic gay with rises banking 
Winding drifts quaggle slowly, softs age 
glisten till leaves wood-hang dark Shadows 
wrinkle, peaces crease to soppy spates that ripple 
steady heads River slouches streamy and fat, 
saunters act sappy to law-sun Moody pools 
steal the powered weaken to die. drying at 
trial Silence now commits to restful 
ease with air slumber as the spell 
Nodding sleep to still , a low 
leasureful serenely bliss 
swims croaked Puddling 
muddles choke 
and remain , crawling 
to dreams 
of laker 
bigs 

Harold Dill 
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Waist-High Philosopher 

Pebbled star paths lead 
to heavens lined in green, 
where playground laughter 
goes unheard 
by the stone-fortressed king. 

Stretched smiles, 
smudged with lollipop colors, 
embrace the stately figure 
seated neatly 
on an overdone highchair. 

Body-filled 
leathery chair 
spins like a wobbly globe 
facing a crusade 
of corkgun wagons. 

Urchin cheers for adventure 
rattle signs 
of men at work 
as their shriveled peers 
ask for Serious. 

Serious has responsibilities 
attending to a toddler, 
by evapoating puddles 
and clothes-pinning 
snow angels to dehydrate. 

Waist-high philosophers 
with secure grins 
could tell you and you 
that Serious 
dries and wrinkles the soul. 

Highchair chairman 
is caught in a stare 
as his youth 
holds onto bubbles 
of an Alka-Seltzer milkshake. 

Paper-weighted man 
takes time from a yawn 
to hail a yellow-checkered 

wagon 
wheeling through aisles 
at a retirement banquet. 

Taxi slows 
for the rolling sun 
shining on treehouse patches; 
forest doorways open 
to crayoned valleys. 

Grown-up, tired of growing, 
settles inside treehouse green 
sheltering little folks 
tucked in big hearts 
taking a rug nap. 

Starch-collared visitor 
drinking milk 
finds comfortable dreams 
in a child's sleep 
where gold bars turn to 
chocolate. 

A smile trapped 
in childhood past 
breaks free 
when he bites through 
to a tootsie roll center. 

Sam Benick 

55 56 

Kay O'Connell 
Panell 



OUR SINCERE APOLOGIES 

corrections 

p. 23 (should read) T. Mercer 

p. 35 (should read) Carol Irvine 
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