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EDITOR'S NOTE 

My Associate Editor and I have learned many things in the process 
of publishing this magazine. I think the thing most prominent is the fact 
that it looked a lot easier when someone else was doing it. I seriously 
wondered how those before me managed to get through it all and still 
look so young. Five weeks and fifty pots of coffee later, I know it was 
not an easy task indeed. 

When the individual that gave me the job asked, "Hey, do you want 
to be next year's Editor?", I said, "Hey, why not:' I probably should have 
first asked, "What's the after shock like?", I really must agree with him 
however when he said, " ... Every word is written ... because the writer 
had something to say.:' and it is because of this that my newly discovered 
forehead lines are worth it. I suppos~ it was inevitable anyway 

I hope those of you that endure the material we have selected can 
gain as much as the writers and artists have given. 

Enjoy our Fall 1987 issue. 

Catherine Cigna 
Editor 
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PLOP 
John Mal,b.oeuf 

Stretched out on my bed, mind dead. No feeling in my body. Only 
my ears worked. The new spring wind blowing through the screen 
window hummed as it mixed with The Hollies on the radio. The raw 
guitar on "Long Cool Woman" twisted as it made its way to my ears, 
winding down the path to my brain. 

I was lost in the thought of the 'G' chord when there was an out-of
time beat knocked at my door. It was my mother, naturally. Who else 
would invade my little corner of the house, but the woman who 
carried me for nine months, fed me three square meals a day, and 
periodically told me to get a haircut. Sometimes she didn't even knock, 
she'd just burst in, waving a wild vacuum cleaner around, complaining 
about those darn cobwebs in the corner of the ceiling or yelling at me 
for wearing two unmatched socks. Right now, however, she was 
screaming about one of the cows. It was giving birth to its calf right out 
in the middle of the pasture for all the world to see. Mom was going 
on about how I better go out and help my brother, not to mention the 
cow, and how these things always happen when Dad was at work. 

Back from the dead, I jumped up and opened the door. " I don't know 
nothing 'bout birth'n no babies Miss Scarlet;' I twanged as Mom reminded 
me that this was serious moment. "Relax;' I told her, "don't have a cow:· 

'TII call your father, you go .. :' 
'TII go see what's going on, you call Dad:' 
I headed downstairs leaving blaring radio and frantic mother behind. 

With a short stop at the washroom, where I pulled on my dad's big old 
yellow fireman kind of boots, I ran out to the pasture and slipped through 
the gate. Walking around the cow droppings, on past the manure pile 
to the grassy part of the front pasture, I came upon the herd of nine 
beasts. 

The mother-to-be, in the midst of her labor gave a heavy snort and 
moved into unnatural cow positions. She looked like she was doing the 



twist on American Bandstand and Dick Clark had just informed her that 
she was disqualified because she had four legs. I looked over at the big 
bull, General. "Look what you've done, you;' I said to him. General stared 
at me with his large dumb hereford cow face. He stood apart from the 
others as if he really was in command, facing battle in the front ranks 
with his troops behind him. The epitome of a stud. 

My brother stood, hands in pockets, about ten feet from the pregnant 
cow. I walked up next to him. "What's up?" I asked, hand in pockets also. 

''.Just having a cow:' 
"Gee, and me just out of Med school:' 
We stood watching for a few moments. Mom walked up to the 

barbwire fence way across at the end of the pasture. "I talked to your 
father;' she called over to us, "He said to call him back if there's trouble:' 
Pat and I stood watching the cow, hands in our pockets. It was like we 
had gotten to a parade early and we were waiting for the show to start. 

"Can't you do something for that poor cow?" Mom yelled over. 
"Well, I guess it's too late for a Caesarean section;' I said dryly, "we'll 

have to go for the natural childbirth, of course she never showed up at 
her Lamaze classes but 1..:' 

"This is serious;' Mom yelled through a laugh. "Stop being a clown:' 
"Serious? Did she ask me if I'm serious?" I asked Pat. 
"/ do believe she did;' replied Pat, ''l\nd you have thirty seconds to 

answer. 
"/ am serious;' I called back to Mom. I really was serious. In fact, I was 

a little bit nervous. We had had a new born calf that died at birth a few 
springs ago. It doesn't stand out on my list of good times. 

We watched and waited for a while longer, until we could see two 
little hooves poking out of the ass end. 

"Here she goes;' said Pat. 
'There's gold in them there hills;' I added. 
"Is it coming, is it coming?" yelled Mom, "Do something:' 
"Do something;' I said as I came to life in an over-animated kind of 

way. "Pat, get water, lots of water. And bed sheets. Towels, we need 
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towels. Don't run, you'll make her nervous:· 
"Mom, or the cow ?" said Pat with a smile as he headed up to the barn. 
I stood there, w atching this birth. It was really something different to 

see. I mean, I don't go around watching things get born every day. It 
was bloody and pretty visual. I guess I could have been really grossed 
out if I had thought about it. Almost all of the front legs were out and 
I could see the nose and the mouth with its tongue hanging out in a 
curl. Most of the times when a calf was born, one of us - me, my dad, 
or one of my brothers, would find it the next morning. Fresh and licked 
clean, sitting on soft straw next to its mother. 

The head was out now, white face and all. The cow heaved and with 
every breath it took, the calf moved out further into the world. It was 
like some sort of machine clicking into the next position, step after step. 
Quickly, in the next few seconds, the little calf was free. 

Pat walked up with two buckets of water and gave me an old blanket 
from the barn. I knelt down and cleaned the mucus from around the 
calf's nose to be safe. It's mother, the hard part done, streteched up straight 
and moved her head all around. We put the buckets in front of her and 
she drank them down. She looked at the other cows, who had moved 
to the far corner of the pasture and gawked over at her like nosey 
neighbors. Except General, he had stood his ground. Proud son-of-a-bitch. 

Mom retreated to the house to call Dad. Pat went up to the barn to 
get a stall ready. I sat dow n on an old plow and watched the cow clean 
up her calf. It took a while and then she cleaned up after herself, she 
didn't even need a vacuum. 

W hen everything looked set, I wrapped the blanket around the calf 
and picked it up, legs dangling. I held it close to my chest and carried 
it up to the barn with its mother following behind with a watchful eye. 
Pat had a fresh straw straw stall waiting and I set down the calf in it. 

It wasn't like I expected. The birth and everything I mean. I didn't ex
pect to write out a birth certificate or anything, but plop, there it was, 
raw life. Just like striking a match or something. 
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(I Take White Paper ... ) 
Heidi Heichel Stoddard 

l take white paper 
and l write on it with black ink. 
They look good together, don't they. 

l take black coffee 
and l add cream and white sugar. 
They taste good together, don't they. 

l take the white keys and the black keys 
on the piano and l play them. 
They sound good together, don't they. 

l take black velvet 
and sew it with white silk. 
They feel good together, don't they. 

l take a black rose 
and place it with a white one. 
They smell good together, don't they. 
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NAIVE 
Chrystal Tourville 

Blindly I have stumbled into love again, 
can't get back on my feet 

Can't get back on my feet, 
been hurt too many times 

Been hurt too many times, 
scared to move on 

Scared to move on, 
if without you 

If without you, 
I'm lost 
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e Sun Falls ... ) 
C.rruhia Ji. Jensen 

As e sun fa lls and 

the trees become black 

shadows 

Death waits; somewhere 

the beauty brings fear 

but the fear brings 
no beauty 

with the sun goes 

all my hope 
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STAND 
Melanie Crout 

Create the space 
of not figuring out 
of not knowing 

Create the space 
of inventing 
your life 

Create the space 
for the possibility 
to live as your 
word 
in the face of an 
occurring world 

To be able to 
stand on nothing 

Nothing is Nothing 
I love you is 
I love you 
it means nothing 

Withholds 
are what we 
put meaning to 
to create a story 
of something 
that means nothing 
resisting action 
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JEREMY'S JOURNEY 
Fronk Farrell 

Clicking heels down the tiled hall were coming closer to hear. 
Grunting a little and shifting his weight, Jeremy sits up from the floor. 
Squaring his back against the wall he sets the door before his view. A 
quick rattle of keys and the door breaks open. With no hellos, only blank 
concern two others enter the room. A nurse with a wooden chair, which 
she put to one side and an oriental doctor who closed the door and 
then walked to sit in the chair. Jeremy hadn't looked at them yet, but 
starred at the door. Peering over his eyeglasses the doctor clears his throat 
and asks Jeremy, "How are we today?" 

Without looking up Jeremy responds, "Today? Without windows to 
see the light of day. I often live here without night nor day. Just a long 
unending constant where sins exist and I must watch over them so no 
others may fall prey of such sins. Not sins I've committed but the gloom 
where sins lay, ready to latch on to the innocence it consumes. Day and 
night I'll continue to hold my stare above these sins, to witness them 
into nothing, that is how I do:' 

Noticing how Jeremy's stare was still on the door the doctor signa ls 
the nurse out the door and then returns his attention back to Jeremy 
who still sits undisturbed. 't\re we feeling peaceful today Jeremy?" 

Closing his eyes and trying hard to stretch his head back against the 
wall he continues, "The sins are never really here, only when they're 
thought about. That's where they lay, in a thought. Without the sins 
in thought, love can grow towards peace. But me, I've chosen to watch 
the sins, to keep them in the dark where most minds won't see, never 
to free them, it's all that is asked of me. My peace will be of the heart 
Much love must be given for a moment of peace:' At the end of his words 
Jeremy looks hard at the doctor. 

Slightly puzzled by Jeremy's attention he shuffles his clipboard and 
without returning the glance says, "Do you hear voices or a ringing in 
your ears?" 
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Closing his eyes again and easing a smile of certainty, Jeremy begins, 
'The whaling of spirits will fog your reasoning if you strain to hear. They 
should be contained like sins, but in a whirling cloud rising up for hope. 
Foremost are lost from following sins, falling in disgrace. If you do try 
to listen to the cries of time, you too will be lost wondering about words 
never heard. To listen is to feel the glow born to the heart, there, there 
will be words. No, not the ears, they're for big noises and secrets. I just 
listen to nothing:' 

The nurse slides back through the door standing in the hall light. The 
doctor continues to write his notes, then holding his pen up to accent 
his words, "Do you know where you are Jeremy?" 

"In the plan of humanity probably, though I've tried to go further. To 
often a journey is interupted. A radiant adventure bursting with excite
ment is thrown back here. Visions go dark, for we mortals live in a very 
dim existence, bored to a halt with duties and left to motor through time 
in our vain bodies. I am here only as long as the interuption. The 
biggest being my life, born from adventure and to die back into it, and 
always dreaming of it in between:' 

The doctor gathers his notes and stands signaling the nurse on his way 
out the door. The nurse walks over and tilts Jeremy on his side. "This 
won't hurt at all Jeremiah;' as she injects his bottom with a needle. 
Rubbing down the shot she stands and leaves also. Jeremy leans towards 
the floor, closing his eyes and uninterupted, journeys again. 
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THE OBSCURED ROUTE 
Amy Kno" 

Grass can't grow 
where feet have crushed it 
for centuries, I've walked 
over the rocks and soil. 
Speckled in opaque air, 
the deep of the chaste forests 
stands on both sides 
like rows of forbidden men. 
I enter through it's blackness 
that eludes me, further ahead. 
Those futile stars above 
can not cast light 
on this passage I'm creating, 
brighter than the related sun, 
but too far removed. 
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TRYING HARD TO FIND YOU 
Catherine Cigna 

I tried hard to find a place 
when it was not so hot, 
a place where we had to 
tuck our feet beneath us 
to keep our toes from going numb. 
I tried to find a place 
that I could remember 
embracing myself in a coat too big 
so I could continue talking with you 
and not feel the wind. 
I knew it happened but I don't know where. 
I could find no such place. 
I could not remember cold, 
though I knew at some point 
you wore a leather jacket with zippers 
and there was snow on the ground 
when / first noticed how many 
their actually were. 
I tried to find a place other than your room, 
the one that has no fans, 
where I open my mouth wide to catch 
the slightest bit of breath, 
and where I feel water sliding down my spine 
but I don't know where it goes. 
But I could find no such place. 
I could not remember rooms 
where I wore sweaters with you, 
I could only find places 
where my skin Jlid from beneath you, 
and so much slipped away. 
I tried so hard to find you, 
to find a place where I didn't know 
what would come after 'hello', 
where / didn't know you as myself, 
in my eyes, with your words. 
I could find no such place. 
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TOO MUCH 
Annette Poc:mtek 

I can't imagine what I was thinking 
You didn't ask me to throw it all away 
a request, a demand, it's all the same 
coming from your lips an incense kiss 
sweet wine made from your bitter cruelty 
I never had a choice when it was you 
A need so intense I disappeared beneath it 
while in your passionless pain you reveled 
I had to feel it all or it was no good 
No damn good at all 
your pain left you empty 
and I can't remember even liking you. 
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FIRST THURSDAY 
Cally Jo McMillan 

One night a year ago I sat on the couch of my best friend, Charlotte, 
spitting and spatting about how unfulfilling life is without intellectual 
stimulation, and how the company of educated women could solve this 
problem. She identifies with my situation, explaining that her life was 
also incomplete before book club. Then, eyes dilating in revelation, she 
suggests I join book club also, to replace a member leaving the group. 
"You're perfect;· she says, gleaming with self-satisfaction. "They'll love 
you:· Now, a membership year later, two questions plague me every first 
Thursday of the month; Why is Charlotte my best friend, and why does 
she think I'm a book club "shoe-in"? 

Every time I meet with the ladies of book club, I react with the same 
intensity of that first night. On that particular evening, l entered the 
strange living room of the hostess to find fifteen sour-faced women 
sitting in silence. The atmosphere was like that of an Olympic Games 
locker room-tense with competition. They meet my eyes, and then 
without a hello or welcoming smile, lower their heads to resume study 
of the books on their laps. I continue to stand there in the entry for a 
few minutes, still looking expectantly at them, a full dentured smile on 
my sheepish face. At that point I slink across the room to an empty seat 
to lick my newly inflicted emotional ·wound. 

Finally Claire speaks, relieving my internal and external squirming. 
Sitting rigidly and straight-backed on the edge of the sofa, with knees 
seemingly cemented together, she opens the meeting. The writer for 
discussion is Hawthorne. You would think Claire was addressing a 
classroom of inattentive high school students by the quality of her tone 
and manner; her voice is whiny, nassaly, with an edge of boredom, as if 
resentful of wasting this time. The ironic part is that every woman there 
has at least a Masters degree or betterl As the night progresses, l realize 
all the women talk to each other in the same way, so decide that that 
is part of being intellectual. 

Later on the discussion lulls over some detail in the short story, "Young 
Goodman Brown;· so I pretend to ponder while actually assessing the 
decor. Loma, the owner, is a famous local historian, explaining the rooms 
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of priceless antiques. Brocade covered chairs and sofa surround a gold 
fringed Persian rug, and memorabilia hangs everywhere on the walls. 
There's a collection of autoharps on a long shelf above an old Steinway 
piano. The atmosphere is very nostalgic. Suddenly the thought occurs 
to me that if I stay in this club, I will inevitably have to hostess! Somehow 
I just can't picture these women sitting around in bean bag chairs. 

By this time I'm convinced that I'm the only misfit here, and then Stacey 
speaks up. Not noticing her prior to this, I now listen and watch with 
acute interest, trying to figure out how she fits into this group. The 
immediate glaring difference is that she's fat. Not plump, but fat. 
Somehow she has squeezed herself into a turquoise, straight cut dress 
with buttons the entire length of the front. Standing, the dress opens 
to the knee, but when Stacey sits, her ample thighs force it open to the 
top of her legs. Not a pretty sight. A girdle pushes an unusually large 
innertube of flesh upward, making stomach and breasts indistinguishable. 
Small ankles accentuate two meaty little feet, barely contained in 
matching turquoise suede pumps. In comparison to the other women 
of suggested self-mastery, she looks like a hedonistic Greek, done with 
feasting and waiting for the orgy. I feel a companionship toward her 
though, because I know we both enjoy pleasure, a feeling unknown 
to the rest. 

As Stacey finishes her point about the protagonist in 'The Minister's 
Black Veil;' it strikes me that the issue of pleasure is the principle reason 
why I dislike the club so much. It's not the women's coldness or 
pretension; it's their attitude toward literature. I savour the artistic and 
amusing qualities of writing; they, on the other hand, scrutinize it with 
the objectivity of the pathologist performing his autopsy. There is room 
for both, scrutiny and enjoyment. My disappointment that first night and 
now is that the women don't fully appreciate the books they read or 
each other. 

A year later and I'm still driving with Charlotte to book club, cracking 
jokes that she refuses to laugh at. I keep hoping I will inspire Charlotte 
and the other women of "club" to relax a little and have some fun with 
the reading. Thus far, no success; but if I fail this month, I've decided to 
change the priority of my life goals a bit. Rather than be intellectually 
stimulated, I've decided to join Stacey at Friendly's every first Thursday, 
to down a Reeses Pieces. 
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WHAT THE DARK RELEASES 
H. Susskind 

That small room . I paint it dark umber, 
myself an embryo, a platelet 
a drop of clear fluid. 

I want reason to shape a life. 

Cellophane crackles, the years 
burn up, a miraculous comet 
has a snowball for a heart. 

Marry, and you will work hard 
all your life. Don't marry 
and envy every mother and child. 

Don't sweep the leaves just yet. 

Leave the mirrors dark. There 
are knots thatjoin the flesh. 
Open books can break your heart. 
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BOXES 
Mary Bauman 

l remember crouching 
Low in the deck of dad's 
Rusty weathered station wagon, stifled, 
Except for a tiny slit in the 
Rear window that protected 
From dusty dirt clouds 
And tiny attacking pebbles 
On the way to grandma's farm, 

Past the nasty crowing cock, 
Rotting wooden boxes, 
Home to buzzing bees that swarmed 
And filled the sky. 
One mistaking dad for a dandelion 
Stung him 
In the eye, 
Stinging sight of wooden boxes. 

Nimble fingers pinched life 
From swollen berries and packed 
Them into wooden crates for the 
Hot itchy ride home. 
White T shirts bled purple 
Stains drew lipstick and silvered 
Under fingernails. 
Stained wooden boxes that carried 
Comfortably 

Berries 
Penetrating nostrils with fruit 
Fermenting smells of 
Salvation on tomorrow mornings pancakes 
Grandma died last night, 
She was going home. 
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DESPAIR: 
Melaine Crout 

Something that occured 
in the past 
coloring the 
clearing you are 
for the present. 
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Tim Sinaguglia 
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THE CONFESSIONAL 
Sally De Coninck 

Shoes were a great expense in our family of twelve children, and each 
child had to care for his or her own shoes and make them last as long 
as possible. 

I was very hard on shoes and worried about this. I knew that sooner 
or later I would rip a seam or tear the sole. One time I got my shoe stuck 
in the hot tar on the road and pulled the heel off trying to free it. My 
only thought was to get the shoe fixed before my mother found out. 
I would search for money in my coat pockets, and any of my other 
catchalls, and take whatever l found along with the damaged shoe to 
Mr. Kreager's Leather Goods Shop. 

The sidewalk outside his shop was the only boardwalk in town. He 
refused to pay taxes to the town to pave and maintain it, and from time 
to time he could be seen replacing a board in it. 

Dark green shades half drawn over dirty windows showed little of 
the contents of the store, and a layer of dust covered the few straps, belts, 
and buckles in the window. An ancient bell over the door announced 
my entrance into the shop. I stood on the wood floor and breathed 
deeply taking in the smell of leather as I waited for my eyes to adjust 
to the dusky interior. · 

The walls were stacked to the ceiling with boxes of buckles, old 
fashioned shoe buttons and trappings for the saddles and bridles Mr. 
Kreager hand cut, sewed, and decorated. There were two beautiful 
western saddles, one with silver diamond shapes sewn into it and one 
the color of a palomino, with a floral design hand tooled into the leather. 
But horses had lost popularity to the automobile so his creations sat on 
wooden frames year after year. 

Mr. Kreager worked under a gas light in the back of the shop. He didn't 
believe electricity was here to stay, too expensive, dangerous, and 
unreliable he said. He was a small, quiet man just under five feet tall. 
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A leather apron covered the front of a plaid shirt and slightly baggy work 
pants. His bright blue eyes peered at me over the top of small wire 
framed glasses. 

.. "Can I help you?" he asked. 
And I would slip off the damaged shoe, this time it was one of my 

heavy oxfords. 
"Tch, tch" he would cluck with a shake of his head. "What has 

happened to this beautiful shoe?" 
And l would relate the experience that had brought the shoe to its 

present condition and finally ask. 
"Can you fix it?" always fearful that I might finally have damaged a 

shoe beyond even Mr. Kreager's capabilities. 
"Yes I can fix it:' he would assure me nodding slowly. 
"How much will it be?" 
"Well now, that is a consideration ... how much have you brought with 

you?" This question was always delivered with a thoughtful frown. 
l would hold out whatever pennies I had been able to scrape together, 

usually three or four. 
'This is very fortunate for that is exactly the cost to fix the shoe:' 
Always there was a price to match my pennies, and I was always 

relieved to have had the right amount. 
He would begin by pulling coarse black thread through a groove worn 

into a block of beeswax to make it slide through the leather. While he 
was working l would climb onto the high stool in front of a large pot 
bellied stove. 

An old poster hanging up over the stove read "Dewey for Governor" 
under the candidate's smiling picture. 

Often while l was sitting there in the warmth of the stove l would 
talk out my problems, hopes, and dreams to Mr. Kreager's back. This day 
l had a particular problem. 

" You know" l said to the shiny bald spot in the crown of his straight 
gray hair "l have a lovely pair of black patent leather shoes:' 
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"Do you?" he asked, not taking his attention from his work. 
"Yep, Papa took me to the store and let me pick them out, and I got 

to wear them to school:' 
"For school? ...... Patent leather for school?" This time he turned to look 

at me. ''l\nd whose idea was this, to buy such shoes:' 
Well ... Papa said I could have them if I wanted them, and I did want 

them so very much:' 
''l\nd you know your papa cannot deny you anything, don't you?" 
"I know:' 
''l\nd these shoes were very expensive were they not?" he accused. 
"Yes" 
''l\nd not very sturdy:' 
" No" 
' 'l\nd what did your mama say about this?" 
"She was pretty mad all right, especially when she saw all the scrapes 

on the soles:' 
Now he was looking me straight in the eyes and frowning a little. ''l\nd 

how did they get so scraped?" 
Clasping my hands together and pushing them against my knees I said 

"I sort of scraped them on the sidewalk on the way home:' 
"Sort of ... ?" he queried, "Not on purpose?" 
"Sort of .. :' I began to squirm. 
''l\nd why did you do such a thing to the beautiful shoes?" 
"Because, I knew if the soles were scraped Mama couldnt' stake them 

back and I could keep them:' My voice began to fail me under the hard 
stare of his bright blue eyes, then I hurried on. "But that Saturday Mama 
took me to the store for the Buster Brown's ... you are fixing one of them:' 

"So now with all the other children to take care of and money being 
so scarce - you have cost your family two pairs of shoes:' 

"I know:' I said now thoroughly ashamed. 
"What you have done was very bad, you know that now don't you?" 
"I know:' 
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"You must never do anything like this again to your parents - you 
understand this?" 

"Yes" 
Slowly he turned back to his work leaving me to think this over. Finally 

the shoe was fixed and we exchanged the pennies and the shoe. I jumped 
down from the stool leaving the warmth of the stove, and thanked him. 
He bowed slightly and told me it was a pleasure to do business with 
me. At the door of the shop I called back. 

"Mr. Kreager?" 
"Yes" 
"I won't ever do it again:' I promised. 
"I know you won't, you have a good heart:' 
Smiling I said "Thank you" and heard the bell as I left the store. The 

sun was shining, the shoe was fixed, I had made my confession and had 
been forgiven. My world was set right again. 
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Byun Yu Sup 
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AFFINITY 
Amy Knorr 

I'm so fucked up 
the clock's clicking perturbs me 
as I laugh at the meat on my plate. 
Why do I conceal my craving for him? 
I can't stretch the black rubber rim 
of the day to fit more time in. 
When he goes, he disappears 
and I can only remember 
how nervous he is, trying to ask 
the ridiculous question that shouldn't have to be asked. 
I didn't notice my hand, bleeding 
mixing with the juice on my dish 
but I ate the slice of cow anyway. 
He hasn't got the courage 
to just take me in his arms and forget 
what is supposed to be done- -the prerequisites. 
The men in charge of the missiles 
could go insane, pressing violently, every button 
their sweaty fat fingers encounter. 
And time for us could snap 
as the earth breaks apart 
beneath its ruptured atmosphere. 
Knowing this already, we should all hurry 
crashing through the glass-like ice 
that so stupidly surrounds us all. 
Because in the end, our flesh resembles 
this cow's that I digest. 
When death liberates our spirits 
my hand will pass right through him 
as through a spider's web 
And he could not feel me 
as we look below at the mounds 
of indistinguishable crackling flesh 
And then, it will be too late 
to laugh at the strange noises we'd make. 
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Florence Decurgez Steiner 
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INDOLENCE 
Catherine Cigna 

Like a sponge I soaked in 
every breath you took. I 
watched as your comrade, as others 
played with you, made you run, until 
slowly, 

finally, 
you wiped the blood from your back. 
I waited, 

I listened, 
until in between the lines I heard 
you missed me while I was gone 
up north, missing you, 

too much. 

Like a warrior against its enemy I 
exulted because 

we'd fought, we'd won, 
without too many injured, at least 
indefinitely. 

Underneath you I surrendered, 
beside you I stood, 
from on top of you I felt 
all the strength he had crushed. 

But as fast as the bullets, shot from 
your father's gun, 

a band-aid off a wound, 
you couldn't stay, you said, a past loss 
on your shoulders, cutting into my throat. 
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Reasoning exhausted, coming through your mouth, 
my extremities melting, back against the wall, 
wanting to shake you, bring you inside me, 
make you feel what I'd gained, not given up, 
to only then, rip it out-

make the blind girl cry 
tears she can't see. 

But instead I collapsed, let you go, and watched 
as your comrade, as one no different anymore, 
pretending, 

wanting 
so badly to say, 

'I love you', 
but was left with nothing to do 
but nod, 

if I wanted to keep you. 
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I don't think it would have 
changed your mind, 

anyway. 



Federico Ricci 
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THE 81\RN 
Cathleen Natrigo Weissenborn 

It stands there 
in an empty field 
deprived of laughter 
and foot steps 
upon its boards. 
It stands there 
looking strong, bold, 
yet somehow feeble. 
The wind blows 
through it's rafters 
and tosses the hay 
as it was once tousled 
by the children 
The tire swing 
that's tied upon 
the once strongest rafter 
sways slowly, 
back and forth 
back and forth 
into the past 
and back again. 
It stands there 
so old 
the children are gone 
growing old. 
All that's left 
are a few stands of hay 
a tire swing 
and memories. 
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Kim Bunce 
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OF RATS, TRACKS, AND INDELIBLE ACTS 
Mark Klein 

Walking along the train tracks near my parents' house used to clear 
my head when I was growing up. That's the best I can explain it. I didn't 
possess any particular fascination for trains, and I still couldn't tell you 
what 'self-analysis' means, but any time that I was faced with a crisis 
or problem I considered weighty enough, that's where I'd end up, 
pacing away the miles. My brother even joked about it, telling mom that 
I needed new shoes whenever report-cards were due. After awhile 
though, I started going there when I wasn't troubled,just to stand astride 
the rails and think about things. I remember thinking about the future 
walking one way, and the past walking the other. And I still wondered 
if the tracks form a single, continuous loop that encircles the planet. 

The bat made me remember why I'd stopped going there. Fifteen years 
has .changed a lot; the tracks are rusty now, and my stride's a little longer. 
But I wondered if time had erased the penchant I'd once held for the 
place. In the top of a nearby tree, nestled in the crown, lay a Louisville 
Slugger, wedged there fifteen years ago. The bat made me remember. 

It was so damned hot that night. I had kicked down the blankets and 
sheets in a fitfull attempt to sleep. My brother was still awake too. Soft 
strains of Roger Miller came through the wall that separated our rooms. 
I lay listening to the night sounds, hoping in vain to hear a breeze through 
the trees. Besides the crickets, though, the only other noise was the rumble 
of a train approaching from the distance. It was a sound like far-off 
thunder and it had a hypnotic, lulling effect on me. As it drew closer, 
I finally began drifting off to sleep. 
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It was unexpected and confusing. I was caught in the limbo between 
sleep and wakefulness when the train derailed. I didn't know what was 
happening. The shrill shriek of twisted and tortured metal ripped apart 
the tranquility. I ran to the window. Fires where erupting only a few 
hundred yards away. The grating cacophony continued, seemingly 
coming into my room and getting right into my head. The rest of the 
family bolted awake, scrambling and shouting for bathrobes and 
telephones. I watched from my window most of the night. 

The next day, my brother and I walked down to investigate. The area 
had been cordoned off, but we managed to slip through unnoticed. Up 
close, the carnage was fantastic. The twisted, snakelike mess barely 
resembled a train. Airborne boxcars had flown into the trees, shearing 
them off at the base, and leaving long furrows in the earth. Other cars 
had compressed against each other like Slinky-Toys until bursting open. 
We hid behind a boxcar that had contained baseball bats. The bats were 
strewn about, and I picked one up absent mindedly. There were scores 
of people sifting through the wreckage, and almost all of them were 
neighbors. I asked my brother if they were looking for bodies. He shook 
his head slowly. This had been a freight train, no passengers. Everyone 
present was scavenging for undamaged merchandise, picking the train 
carcass clean like carrion birds. We watched a while in silence, finally 
spotting our mother, who had found a coffee maker, and was holding 
it aloft like the Stanley Cup. Dad came over and kissed her. At that point, 
we were found out by Mr. Henning, a neighbor, who was filling a wheel
barrow with three bats. Not seeing any purpose that I could possibly 
have with a bat, he snatched it away from me and put it in his wheel
barrow. Under threat of parental alerting, we left and didn't look back. 
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So they missed one bat, so what? I must admit that they did an 
excellent job of cleaning up the wreck. Hardly a trace remains, and not 
many people seem to remember it, especially Mr. Henning, who seems 
to have an endless supply of baseball bats available at his garage sales. 
I want to take the bat down from the tree, but I am reluctant. I don't 
much feel like climbing trees anymore, and besides, it would be too much 
like robbing a grave. I don't think I'll come here anymore. 
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SOMETHINGS NEVER CHANGE 
Samuel J. Lovetro, III 

She: I love you. 

He: I want you. 

A ZEN LOOK AT ROMANCE 
Samuel J. Lovetro, III 

She (crying): I thought you told me you'd love me forever. 

He (apologetically): That was when I though forever was going to 

last more than two weeks. Forever usually lasts 

a month. 

LOVE IS ... 
Samuel J. Lovetro, III 

... the throwing of your stained glass heart towards the 
dogshit-encrusted ground . 

... essential 
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Emerson Mitchell 
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BACK AGAIN 
Catherine Cigna 

A guitar I am 
he plays me rhythmically, 
to the tune of a record, 

One hand on my neck 
and one on my base. 

Eyes closed like an infant 
he holds my head 
so I won't collapse, 

Into his body 
into the earth. 

Over the cloth he pours me 
as atoms form above me 
and so does he 
as I finally let go. 

Slowly he comes down 
and eases my breath 
then dives through water 
through the dark. 

Sweat slides off him 
like hot oil 
off his coated shoulders 

into my eyes 
onto my kissed mouth. 

Back again I am 
receiving his release 
blinded by my own 

tasting remorse 
because it's been too long. 
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Ann W. Limbeck 
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THE GIFT 
Carol Bailey 

Two little kids 
With holes in the toes 
Of their sneakers, 
A peanutbutter sandwich 
In a brown paper bag, 
Koolaid in a plastic cup 
Wave goodbye to their mother, 
And walk into the woods 
Across the street. 

We called it "The Forest" 
But it was really only 
Some oaks and pines 
With a sprinkling of white birch, 
A few gray boulders 
With green velvet moss 
Covering part of its parts; 
Clinging for life 
On the north. 

We scuffled through, 
Looking down as we walked 
On last year's mat of leaves 
With families of mushrooms 
Rising up, and 
We stopped by a birch. 
We talked of Indians that used to be 
And canoes of stripped bark 
While looking at 

The white parchment. 
It was unwrapping itself, as though 
From a package it could not 
contain . 
We took what was offered 

{Why not?) 
And placed the thin strips 
In the bags with our lunch 
One at a time. 

The Forest had carpets 
Here and there, 
But you had to look for them, 
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Which is what we did 
As we slowly walked on. 
"A lady's slipper!" 
"You can't pick them, you know, 
It's against the law/" 
"It is?" 

We studied the light pink 
Bubble, 
Bent down and smelled it
Such a unique fragrance, 
Woodsy-sweet, and 
So delicate-looking at the top 
Of it's long green stem; for us 
It was an extra-special flower 
Of The Forest. 

Further on we found it: 
A dark green patch 
On shaded ground, 
Soft and pretty with 
Light green stars 
Rising up from it. 
We sat down and tried it: 
Just like a small blanket. 
This is the spot! 

Eager hands thrust into brown bags, 
Out came the sandwiches that were 
Wrapped in wax paper. 
Do you know we were innocently 
Unaware of the harsh crinkling 
That began to invade 
The woodsy silence, 
So wrapped were we 
In our own thoughts? 

We compared our parchments 
As we ate together, 
And then decided to give 
The delicate pink lady's slipper 

(Because it was so special, 
and because it was 
So hard to resist!) 
To Ma ... 
Remember? 

45 



} 
j 

'''¾i, 

-: '':·%, 

/_L.'-ZC-&·,e····),. 
'~ 

Soint g eor~e & t he Dr' c\3on 

1J 1~;1oel 
A. Gordon 

46 



A MOOD 
Marlene Pfenninger 

I feel like writing 
But I don't want to write about anything 
Just want to move the pen 
And in no special direction 
l guess I just have to keep moving 
Even when I don't want to 
W hy? 
W hy do I have to keep moving? 
Can't I just stop sometime? 
Wi ll I become stagnant? 
No! 
I don't think so 
Just stop for a while - no thinking - no drinking - no eating - no sleeping 
Do something different 
What am I talking about? 
I wish I knew 
I know nothing 
How much does a person need to know anyhow? 
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SCH/Z 
Frank Farrell 

So often minds forget their place 
to dance alone in caves 
Warmed by fires burning dim 
faces lit with rain 
Spirits being torn away 
reaching back for love 
Waking up with sweating fear 
reality is done. 
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1im Sinaguglia 
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WINTER 1972 
Douglas Allen Zweig 

A Matador, 
the lonely bull 

death. 

A Gladiator, 
the prayerful christian 
death. 

A Lion, 
the defenseless antelope 

death 

An American soldier, 
the Vietnamese child 

dead. 
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Nancy Malone 
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(What is love ... ) 
Marlene Pfenninger 

What is love? I think I know. 

I'm afraid to define it. I might have it. 

Do I want it? Probably not. 
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FEAR 
Loretta Williams 

I fear the impossible. 

The impossible only I can see, and 

only I can make impossible ... 

I fear the invisible. 

For behold, the invisible is the 

most painful. .. 

I tear the tears 

The tears can form a river, and we may drown ... 

I fear the fight. 

The fight can kill, and what 

is to be fought for? .. . 

I fear the enemy. 

The enemy becomes violent; the enemy I see, 

I am ... 

I fear who I am. 

Who I am is 

all of these things ... 

fear ... 
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ANY SIMILARITY TO PERSONS LIVING OR DEAD 
IS PURELY COINCIDENTAL 

Samuel J. Lovetro, III 

"Under the present brutal conditions on this planet, every 
person you meet should be regarded as one of the walking 
wounded. We have never seen a man or woman not slightly 
deranged by grief. We have never seen a totally sane human 
being.'' 

- Robert Anton Wilson 

"A" makes more than enough money to live by. He steals because it 
gives him the one thing he can't buy: excitement. No drug feels like the 
rush of reaching the store exit while carrying something. It never 
matters what the object is; he will destroy it or give it away. He seeks 
the rush. 

"8" is dissatisfied with religion. He insists on meeting God the old
fashioned way: shamanic vision quests. He can't risk his position at a 
prestigious financial institution buying the drugs necessary for such 
endeavors. His readings of obscure death-and-rebirth cults inspired him 
to try nutmeg. The physical agony and nausea he feels, followed by 
visions of delirium have left him permanently dazed. He attributes this 
to enlightenment and hides it from his co-workers. 

"C' is a punk who likes to wear tight jeans and hand out in gay bars. 
He is looking for a gay yuppie to lavish him with drugs and money When 
push comes to shove in the relationship, he figures he'll just walk out 
of it, threatening to expose the mark. The plan never works because gay 
yuppies clever enough to hide their preference are too smart to fall for 
him. He often goes home with women who hang out in gay bars so 
that men won't hit on them. 

"D" reads too many cheap detective novels and dresses in 40's style 
vintage clothes. When he goes out, he goes to the seedier side of the 
city and pretends his is a Spillane protagonist. He waits for fights so he 
can string together long phrases of adjectives to describe them later. Most 
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onlookers think that he is a coke dealer "getting too high off his own 
supply" because of his garish wardrobe and antagonistic attitude. 

"E" is a reasonably attractive man with a death wish. He wants to 
kill himself but feels he's too weak to face suicide head on. Instead he 
goes to single's bars to find mates to practice unsafe sex with. He uses 
the pick-up line " Hey bitch! Give good head?", which works more often 
than one might think. He believes that the women who would respond 
to this line are the likeliest candidates for carrying AIDS. Whenever he 
finds a w illing participant for his experiment in death by sex, he takes 
her home. Condomless. 

"F" was a girl with self doubts. She never believed her parents really 
loved her. She never believed her friends really liked her. She felt she was 
always the butt of a shared secretjoke they had. Then she met boys. 
She found that boys would like you, would tell you that they loved you, 
defend you and lavish you with gifts, if you only fulfilled their every 
sexual desire. She sacrificed her self-dignity and self-respect in the 
process, but she had had so little of both in her childhood that it really 
didn't matter. 

" G" had a bad time with women. He only wanted the ones he 
couldn't have. The ones he could have bored him. He played with them 
a little while and then he forgot about them. Every now and then he 
would chase after a girl who was cruel, keep after her until she broke 
down and eventually started seeing him. After the conquest, he became 
bored with the spoils and left them behind. He was looking for battles 
to have, new victories to achieve. 

"H" is a heroin addict. Not the typical addict, but an educated addict. 
Every few months, he takes the "cure" and lowers his tolerance for junk. 
Then when he decides to go off methadone his habit is cheaper. Once 
he goes off the wagon, he immediately signs up for treatment again. 
He knows that by the time his name comes up on the waiting list, his 
habit will be so expensive that treatment will be a big economic relief. 

"I" is an ordinary man with literary aspirations. He writes out his Walter 
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Mitty daydreams in secret notebooks. In his books, he is the dumped-on 
proletariat (much like real life}, who one day gets back at his oppresive 
bourgeois employers (much unlike real life}. His magnum opus concerns 
an average guy (like himself} who wins the lottery and has all the girls 
in the world. He dreams of large royalty checks coming from the movie 
which will be a huge summer-teenage-sex comedy. 

' '.J" works as a go-go dancer part-time. Being a secret (or not so secret) 
exhibitionist, it allows her to make good money while enjoying herself. 
She even learned to accept and desire the catcalls and rude comments 
which are the sign of appreciation in her trade. Tonight during her show, 
a man in the front turned his tuna sandwich sideways and attempted 
to eat the tuna out from between the slices of bread. When she turned 
to look at him, he gestured that it was her that he really wanted to eat. 
She had to turn back to the audience, for she couldn't cry in front of 
them. She cried naked and alone centerstage while Motley Crue played 
on the stereo and a tribe of fat men yelled "Yeah, but can she make 
baked macaroni and cheese?!!" 

"K" was the typical catholic schoolgirl. Although like her peers, she 
hated the discipline, she respected and admired the nuns. Eventually she 
decided that devoting her life to God seemed the most noble calling. She 
was willing to give up men for the Lord because she had no interest in 
them. After she was in the convent, she realized that the reason she 
admired nuns so much was that she desired nuns so much. She found 
a large group of similar souls, that hide under the auspices of the church 
that no one knows about, and no one wants to hear about. 

'T' hates children. In a big way. He knows that in impovershed areas 
kids work the streets for money. He laughingly calls himself a street cleaner 
in the more degenerate bars he hangs out in. He has a peculiar sense 
of humor, he has a peculiar sense of everything. After picking up a kid, 
the agreement for prostitution is made, the kid is brought back to the 
apartment, and then is ritually murdered. When he goes to the stores, 
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he likes to look for milk carton pictures of his recent kills. He collects these 
like baseball cards. 

"M" is a woman who is sick of the single's scence. She makes valiant 
attempts to avoid single's bars by going to gay bars instead. She always 
enjoys dancing, but the men aren't interested in giving her the time of 
day, and she can't handle dancing with women. She spends most of her 
time at the bar flirting with the bartender. When he leaves with his 
boyfriend, she becomes despondent. She hits on a punk, figuring that 
he's too low to reject her. She ends going home with him for something 
to do. 

"N" avoids relationships like the plague, and dates furiously. The benefit 
is that she goes out frequently, but never pays for anything. She finds 
the act of stringing three or more guys along tiring, but it is the price 
of her freedom. When her dates want to become her boyfriends, she 
denounces monogamy and says that if they date others, they will be 
happy too. When they do and she finds out, she thinks on an excuse 
and then drops them. She wants more than a good time, she wants their 
soul. 
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STEPPING OUT 
Phyllis Dreywood 

Stuck in the lowlands 
soggy bottomed 
fetid air 
swamp gas when you open your mouth 
you methane monster, you 

Delighted your eyes 
when the stream ignited 
fiddleheads 
by the water's edge curled 
and turned black 

I snuck out the back 
singed but sound turned around 
walked away 

INEVITABLE 

Because I can't remember the first awareness 
of your name it seems it was always yours. 
Reading, I'd see it; listening, I'd hear it. 
There was no choice. You were christened 
and assigned my life. 

IMAGE 

I took your portrait and went back to Texas 
You were gone when next l looked 
It's a good portrait some say the best 
I've ever done if you could see it 
You'd see how the stone wall background 
was right after all 
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