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Editorial Message 

Too many people use the excuse; "If you're not a part of the clique, then neither is your 
work" for not getting published. 

Frankly, I'm sick of it. Yes, submissions are very personal. Many also take it personally 
if their work is not accepted for publication. However, I'm quite confident the editors on 
this staff can decipher between professional and personal decisions. 

It takes a lot of hard work and commitment before the finished magazine is produced and 
distributed. Most of all though, it takes team work. 

We came together with one common interest and have created bonds from many others. 
The finished work is now complete. We move on and yet another issue will be published. 

So, the next time someone tells you about our "clique" magazine, please assume either 
they did not submit anything or their work was not accepted for publication. 
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Tunnel Vision 

by Shawn Adamson 

A lot of things run through your mind when you're stuck midway in a drainage tunnel 
under the highway in the middle of the night. I know because I've been there. 

See, Jason is a friend of mine, the type of guy who would jump off a cliff just to prove 
to whoever would listen to him that he was brave enough, or stupid enough, to actually do 
it. He and I have been friends for a long time, and over the course of our friendship he has 
caused me more cuts, abrasions, and contusions than a rugby team. Don't get me wrong, 
he never actually hurt me himself. My wounds were always the result of my own indiscre
tion. I blame Jason because I would never have been in an unsafe situation if not for him. 

The first couple of times I got hurt, I must admit I felt some sort of malice against Jason, 
but eventually I just took it as part of our friendship. I even got so used to it that I would 
carry a wad of gauze around with me whenever we were together. Whenever I heard those 
nerve-wracking words ... "C'mon be a man why dontcha;' I would, as casually as I could, 
slip a rosary into my hand and prepare for the worst. 

Jason found this tunnel when we were about twelve. It was after we rode the sled over the 
gully bank, but before we conducted several extensive experiments on the effects firecrackers 
in test tubes. I hadn't received any scars as of late, and my last set was nicely healed, so it 
was with more than a bit of suspicion that I regarded Jason's latest find. 

''A drainage tunnel, huh?" 
"Yeah, wait till you see it. It's cool!' 
I knew this was the type of situation where something bad usually happens, but If I didn't 

at least go with him, it would be all over school Monday. So I went. 
The tunnel ran under the highway that went by Jason's brother's house. It drained the water 

from the woods across the street into the lake at the back of the house. Actually, I think it's 
the front of the house, but never having lived on the lake, I get these things confused. The 
tunnel, or small metal coffin, as I have casually referred to it in passing over the years, was 
about a foot and a half wide, with sludge and various other debris lurking in the bottom. 
As I looked at the entrance, it reminded me of the gaping maw of some beast, burrowed deep 
in the hillside, waiting patiently for small children to walk by. I could almost hear it whisper
ing in the wind. "Come unsupervised children, come and crawl into me. I won't hurt you, 
and I especially won't cave in when big trucks and things pass over.' Well, that's what my 
twelve-year-old imagination heard. 

Jason pushed me from behind, prodding me on ward. "Go ahead, take a look inside;' he 
hissed evilly in my ear. "Go on!' I leaned over and bent my head to see inside the tunnel. 
It slanted upward enough so I couldn't see the other end, and since it was a dark August 
night, there was no light from that end to even indicate how long it was. I knew that it was 
only as long as the road was wide, but not being able to see the exit made my decision that 
much harder. Good thing I had Jason to help me make up my mind. 

"Quit Stallin' " he yelled, hoisting my legs and shoving me in the tunnel like a torpedo 
into its firing tube. My elbows, chest and stomach scraped across the corrugated metal, making 
me grunt. 

"Okay, okay! I'm going!" I yelled, my voice loud and metallic in my ears. I immediately 
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found that I couldn't crawl on my hands and knees. The tunnel wasn't tall enough. 
"Hey!" I yelled back to Jason, "How'd you get through this thing?" 
"I haven't gone through yet. I thought you'd want the glory of going first. Hurry up I'll 

keep an eye out for cops:' And he was gone. 
Alone. Well, I wouldn't give him the satisfaction of chickening out. Gritting my teeth in 

determination, I braced my toes, pushed, and immediately cracked my head on the top of 
the tunnel. Cursing softly to myself, I tried again, keeping my head down this time. I found 
that I could move little by little by stretching out and using only my fingers and toes. The 
going was slow and tiring, and my breathing was heavy from the stale air. Twenty minutes 
passed and still no end in sight. I made a mental note to ask the highway superintendent 
if it was possible for a two lane highway to expand to four lanes if one wasn't watching it closely. 

I crawled on farther and eventually I could see the end ofthe tunnel. It was only a lighter 
patch in the surrounding darkness, but it renewed my strength and gave me hope. The end 
was in sight! I crawled a little faster now. My spirits were lifted. "Well:' I said to myself, "the 
worst is over now.' This statement alone was to later prove my inadequacy as a prognosticator. 

As I crawled on, I realized that the spot of the pipe I was passing through was very ... even 
to this day, I can barely bring myself to say the word ... narrow. My head and shoulders fit 
through all right, but not my hips. They stuck tight. "Okay,' I thought, "all I have to do is 
reverse the process and go out backwards:' Now, however, I found that I had to use my arms 
differently. As a result, my shoulders would not fit back through. I couldn't go forwards, 
and I couldn't go backwards. I was stuck! I didn't panic, though. I kept my cool. And I definite
ly didn't do any yelling and screaming. 

"What are you yelling and screaming about!?" Jason popped his head in the end of the pipe. 
"Don't you know anything?" I said to him. "Yelling and screaming is the best way to clear 

a pipe like this one of rats'.' 
"Oh. I thought you were dyin'. Hurry up. I'm gettin' bored:' And he was gone again. 
Nowadays, I can look back on the situation and laugh, albeit nervous laughter with a slight 

facial tic. Back then, though, I thought I was what was commonly referred to as a goner. 
"I will die in this pipe:' I thought. ''And I haven't even reached puberty:' I had to find some 
way out. 

I thought about telling Jason my trouble, but he more likely than not, would have invit1;d 
people down to laugh at my misfortune before helping me out. Discretion being the better 
part of valor, I disregarded that option. I also rejected the idea of waiting until I became 
thin enough to squeeze through. This could take days, and I had never slept outside alone 
before, and had no desire to do so now. Especially in a damp drainage tunnel. 

After a few minutes of careful deliberation, I had come to the only remaining alternative. 
This amounted to closing my eyes and pushing with as much strength as my ninety-eight 
pounds of bone and muscle could muster. I wished that I had a bullet to bite on, like in the 
old westerns. But I didn't. My parents, vast in their wisdom, realized I was not the type of 
person on which one should bestow even a pocket knife, let alone live ammunition. I couldn't 
even reach my rosary. I would have to tough it out. 

I have heard people say that everywhere you go, you leave a little bit of yourself. I have 
never heard truer words. I have left bits of myself on apple trees, on barbed wire, and on 
those plants known to all twelve year-olds only as pricker bushes. The tunnel was no excep-
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tion. As I thrust myself through, rivets on either side of me ripped through my pantlegs and 
on into my legs, gouging out deep furrows of skin. I couldn't help but yell, but I made an 
attempt to cover my pain by shouting out a rousing chorus of a German drinking song. This 
was remarkable in light of the fact that I was neither German nor a drinker. I just made it 
up as I went along. It was darned good too, considering that the only German I knew, I learned 
from watching reruns of''Hogan's Heroes!' 

I paused to rest, and revel in my freedom. I was home free! Only scant yards to the exit! 
By now my patience had worn out, as had my pants, so after I caught my breath, I scrambl
ed to beat hell through the tunnel. As it dawned on me that I was almost free, I began to 
imagine tomorrow's headlines: "l.OCAL BOY CHEATS DEATH!", "HUMAN PIPE 
CLEANER LIVES!", and my favorite, "BOY CWBS FRIEND 10 DEATH WITH BIG 
STICK!" 

By the time I reached the exit, though, I had decided that I wasn't going to be mad. I was 
really happy to just be out. As I crawled weakly from the pipe, I looked over, and there was 
Jason. He sitting there, head in hands, smiling. 

"Now,' he said to me, "that wasn't so bad, was it!' 
Hoping to maintain the image that I had been cultivating around town of dashing, bold, 

adventurer, I grinned and shrugged nonchalantly. Jason said I did a good job of it too. 
Although you can't always believe the ravings of a person being chased by a muddy, hysterical, 
twelve year-old with a big stick. 
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Papa 

by Michelle Giannavola 

In the package of a man 
exists a child within the soul 
who's nicks and scrapes inhabit him 
Although it's been years 
since the wounds were fresh 
at times their sting 
is still there 

In the package of a child 
exists a man within the soul 
who's armored against all harm 
He will not be pained 
by outside force 
for he is committed to be strong 

The eyes of God 
see a turbulent soul 
one that longs to be free 
A soul that is filled 
with hope and grace 
and sadness 
and longing 
and love 
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by William M Ribas 

I first met him when I was hanging out at this little diner on East Ave. I would go there 
alone on my lunch break from the poster shop, since it was close to work. The food was terrible, 
and it was dirty inside, but it was also cheap. Nobody ever went there. Well, I mean I did. 
I liked to sit by the window and watch the people outside. It was like a giant aquarium, a 
people aquarium. You see all types swimming the sidewalks. Different colors, different shapes. 
It was fun to watch. 

One day I noticed as I loo1'ed out the window this ragged oldman. He was talking to a 
can of grape Crush, actually talking to it, and every now and then he would look up at the 
sun. He would blink his eyes, and then squint them hard enough to bring his cheeks up to 
his forehea.d, and his right hand glued itself to the hairs of his beard. Then his head would 
snap back. It seemed like he let out a big laugh, and then resumed his conversation with the 
can. He was pointing up the street, apparently explaining something to the can, when the 
snarl of the waitress slapped my ears and broke my gaze. 

"What'll you have honey?" I realized I hadn't even picked up the menu. "You need a minute 
or what?" she asked, the stuck her pencil behind her ear and walked away. 

"Yeah, just a min ... " I started, but she didn't hear it. 
He was now making sweeping gestures with his free hand. He would look out into the 

street and back to the can, then the street, the can, laugh. He laughed so hard at one point 
he had to wipe a tear from his eye, and he stomped his foot in delight. 

The clink of porcelain brought me back and coffee was being spilled on the table. She just 
snapped her gum real tight and gave me a patronizing kind of smile. 

"Figure it out sweetheart?" shot from her lips, and her jaws were gnashing the life right 
out of the gum. 

"Yeah, just a cheeseburger no onion, and fries, okay?" and scribbled as she squeaked her 
high heeled sneakers back to the kitchen. There were people walking down the sidewalk towards 
him, and he placed the can behind his back and stood like a statue. They walked right past 
him, never gave him a sideways glance. He stood still for about half of a minute, then he 
turned his head real slow to the right. I turned my head to get a view up the street, but the 
glare on the inside of the glass prevented my seeing anything. 

Now he was looking in the other direction. There was a red chevette coming up the street, 
but no people. My nose touched the glass and I pulled back a bit. He brought the can up 
slowly and started petting it like it was a cat or something. Then he gestured with his index 
finger, and shook his hand, as if giving a warning. He put his hand on his hip and cocked 
his head sideways, then let out a great laugh and jumped up and down on both feet. 

I smiled for a second. 
A cheeseburger. plate dropped on the end of the table. 
"Fries'll be up in a minute'.' I bit into the burger and right off noticed onions, shot a look 

to the ceiling, and proceeded to pick the onions from inside the bun. People never 
listen. 

"Everything okay?" she said when she dropped the fries on the table, like she really cared 
anyway. I would have told her but I had just taken a huge bite, so I just nodded instead. They 

10 



always do that to you, waitresses I mean, ask you how the meal is when you've just stuffed 
your mouth with food. Must be training. 

A crashing sound came from outside. I looked out the window and didn't see him. There 
were two cars real close together, and a couple of people standing around making gestures 
and shoutipg at each other. One lady had her hand over her mouth. A hole fell into my 
stomach. I dropped the cheeseburger. I couldn't see anything now with the small crowd that 
was gathering. I laid a five on the table and started for the door. I heard the waitress shout 
"hey" after me, but she trailed off when she saw the money and then squawked "have a 
nice..!' but I never heard the end. A siren wailed in the distance. 

I slipped in a puddle and caught my shin on the bumper of a car in the parking lot, letting 
out a yelp and swearing. At the sidewalk the crowd had clumped together and was swaying 
like trees in the wind. Two cars stuck together in the street. A crushed can of soda lay in the 
gutter. 

"It's a shame when the metal gets banged up like that, ain't it?" 
I turned around. On a bus stop bench was the old man. 
I sat down next to him. The hairs of his scraggly, granite colored beard skewered out in 

all directions. 
"Excuse me, mister, hey, are you okay?" I asked. 
He turned towards me. Stared at me for a minute without saying anything. Then he licked 

his lips a couple of times, sniffed real hard once and leaned his head real close to mine. "They 
got Al Capone!' 

"What?" 
"They got Al Capone. But they won't get me!' 
"Listen. Are you okay?" 
He turned away from me and said something into his coat I couldn't hear. He stood up 

abruptly, licked his fingers and tested the wind, and walked away. 
I didn't see him for a week or so after that. I was at the diner having some greasy eggs 

and coffee before work. It was raining outside, corning down pretty good. I heard the waitress 
shouting at somebody behind the booth I was sitting in. 

"Oh no, not you. You, you get out of here you lousy bum. you stink!' 
"It was him. 
He saw me and his eyes lit up. 
"Hey, hey, do you here me? Get outta here!' 
He turned away from the waitress and started towards my table. 
"That' my boy over there!' His face was alive now. "That my boy. Hey son, where you been 

hiding?" 
His toes were sticking out of water-logged Keds, which left puddles of water on the green 

linoleum as he squished his way over. I felt uncomfortable. 
"Hey, don't you bother the customers!" 
He flopped down into the booth. I turned around to see the waitress charging down the 

aisle. She was shaking the pen in her hand. 
"Listen you, you'll have to get out. I told you you can't stay here!' 
"He looked at me. his eyes were on fire. "You mind if I stay, do you?" 
"Well, uh ... " 
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He shot a look at the waitress. "See, he don't mind. Now go away and leave us alone!' 
He grabbed a piece of toast off my plate, swiping up some egg, and stuffed it in his mouth. 

Crumbs of bread fell in his beard as he chewed. His lips smacked together and at the same 
time his eyes blinked. 

She grabbed the sleeve of his jacket and twisted it. I pressed myself back into the bench seat. 
"Listen, you, i told you to get out. Now leave him alone and get out of here!' 
He pulled his arm back and looked at me. "you gonna let her treat me like that?" 
I cocked my head a little. I noticed a yellow glaze in the eyes that pleaded with me. The 

reddish skin of his face had a gravelly texture, little dots and bumps of flesh, and holes, like 
a roadmap. I said, "He's an old man, I think it'll be okay,' to the waitress, although I wasn't 
sure myself. 

"Old man? Honey, you don't even know this geezer. He's trash, he's a good for nothing bum!' 
"It'll be okay.' 
She put her hand on my shoulder and replied, "If you say so, but if he gives you any trou

ble, you just holler. And You,I'm keepin' my eye on you:' looking fiercely at the old man 
and she fired off to fill some napkin dispensers. 

I didn't know what to do. I watched him for a minute, noticed how the rain had gotten 
into all his clothes, and how bad he smelled. That odor of wet wool reminded me of a kid's 
mittens in the winter. I felt sorry for him. 

"You okay? Hey, I thought you got hit by a car last week!' 
He took off his hat and slopped it on the table. He was snapping his head back and forth 

in short, jerky movements. He belched out a sneeze that covered the window with buckshot, 
wiping his face with his sleeve. He began blinking his eyes, and started laughing to himself. 

"You want coffee or something?" I asked him. 
He started spinning the dial on the toaster jukebox that was stuck at the end of the booth, 

pressing buttons when he found a song he liked. I could here him muttering something like 
these damn things never work, but it didn't stop him from hit, ing the buttons. The water 
the ran off his sleeve ran quickly off the polished chrome and onto the green and white mar
ble print of the formica table. 

"Hey, I heard there's a shelter down on East Main. You could probably get something to 
eat there, at least get out of the rain!' 

He turned sharply and looked straight into my eyes. I flinched. He dropped his head to 
his chest, scoured the table, grabbed a fork, and glared at me, eyes wide open and face grinn
ing. He held the fork tightly in his right hand, and began pounding his fist on the table. 

"Hey, not so loud, you'll piss off the waitress!' 
"Hey, not so loud:' he mimicked. 
"Listen, I'm just trying to help you!' 
"You're all assholes;' he shouted, and them lunged at me over the table with the fork. It 

went past my right shoulder and through the rust colored vinyl bench seat with a popping 
sound. . . 

He shot out from the booth and broke for the door. The waitress shouted at him, but he 
didn't stop. I peered out the window through the wet to see where he would go. i couldn't 
see much of anything, until suddenly his face was pressed against the glass, a shriveled red 
palm on either side. I jumped back. He made a face as if he was screaming as loud as he 
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possibly could, but no sound came out. Then he darted away. 
I pulled the fork out of the seat, looked at it as it lay in my hand, and then set it on the 

table. I felt a chill run through my body and shook my shoulders, eyes closed. 
"That guy's nothing but trouble, huh kid?" she barked. 
I turned away from the window to see the waitress picking up a bowl of mints he knocked 

over. 
"Huh? Oh, no, just a lost old man, I guess. Hey can I get the check. I'm late for work'.' 
"Sure honey. Everything okay with the meal?" 
"Yeah, fine. Everything's fine'.' 

Sniper 

by Craig Lommes 

From down on Shipsquay Street, a passer by couldn't possibly see through the thick dust 
that coated the windows of the abandoned apartment to see his face peering down. . . at 
least, that was what Danny O'Todd was counting on. He glared through the ancient pane, 
laced with cracks and cold as hell with the biting chill that courts the autumn months of 
Derry. The pale evening light diffused through the glass, resting on the tangle of sandy hair 
a top his head, lighting the old sweater he wore; thick and white, made of sheep's wool twisted 
tightly into cords, hanging loosely on his thin shoulders. His freckled cheeks were ruddy with 
cold air, and his dark eyes gleamed with a burning intensity; a conflict of keen intelligence 
and succumbing prejudice. Against the peeling wall· leaned a rifle nearly as tall as the boy 
himself. The stock was dark chestnut, polished and rich, foolish and proud. A bullet in its 
steel belly. A .303 Lee-Enfield bolt action. An assassin's weapon. The pen of the poet. The 
brush of an artist. The screaming focus of the man-boy's consuming hatred and pain, the 
vehicle of his vengeance. Danny's gaze caressed the red brick that lined the road of Ships
quay Street, his breath blowing brittle wisps of vapor. From this vantage, he could see Mac
Dugal Tuvern. The fool must surely be inside, drinking his fill of Guiness beer. 

It wouldn't be long. 
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.. .and through the woods. 

My grandmother was born and raised in the farmhouse on Old Country Road, right near 
the railroad crossing. On it they raised geese, chickens, pigs, a few milking cows, and two 
old swayback mares. She used to tell me stories about living on the farm and about her brothers 
and father going out to work in the fields behind it. Of course nothing had grown there since 
well before I was ever concieved, and I had trouble imagining it as being more than a glorified 
vegetable garden 

The house stands in shambles now, a victim of the harsh elements. The barn houses only 
a few field mice, and an old barn owl that's been there since long before anyone can remember. 
No one's lived there for well over thirty-five years, and the woods that used to be along the 
back edge of the fields now seems to have taken over completely, but the house, the barn, 
and all the land stayed in the family. To tell the truth, there isn't even much of that left. Half 
of Grandma's brother's died in either WWII or Korea, the rest having passed on from age 
and time. And now that my grandmother's gone, the land has passed to my keep. 

There were nine all together. My grandmother and her sister (inseparable even in death, 
my grandmother died one month and two days after my aunt), and the seven boys, two of 
which were adopted. The family was, from the countless stories, charitable to the hilt. Every 
night at dinner, an extra place was set in case someone "dropped in" for a square meal, usually 
vagrants. The tradition was altered slightly as the years passed to an extra place set at 
Thanksgiving, but the spirit was always present, and nothing asked for with a smile and the 
word 'please' was ever refused of anyone, and amazingly, no one ever took advantage of them. 
Those were better times. 

What always intrigued me, however, was not the stories of the family working together 
to survive and all that, but the stories about the woods. About how even though you only 
had to walk about four miles to walk completely around the woods, you could walk straight 
through it for miles and miles and miles without emerging on the other side. 

"There's a time I can recall of the law coming around looking for some neighbor's boy 
that was missing;• my Uncle Frank used to tell, "and that was the last anyone ever saw of 
the boy. The woods just plain swallowed him up! When a day or so had passed and the boy 
still hadn't come around, the boy's father, I think his name was O'Neil, went to search out 
the woods for his boy, and he done disappeared, too!" 

I never really believed the stories about people disappearing into the woods, but the place 
was still always looked upon as taboo, and whenever I went with my grandmother to make 
sure the house was all boarded up safe and tight, I was forbidden to go near the woods. 

When I was twelve, I rode my bicycle the eight miles down Old Country Road, and walked 
right up to the edge of the woods, I suppose as if I were daring it to reach out and grab me. 
Of course nothing happened, but I couldn't help the feeling of intimidation as trees rose up 
out of the earth and seemed to brush the very cl<;mds with their leaves and pine needles. I 
walked about a mile around the edge of the woods and it was almost as if with every step 
I was walking into another world, I felt that behind the next tree was a wolf. For me, even 
though I couldn't see it, I could feel it. I could hear it's panting as it licked it's slavering jaws, 
I could actually smell it's breath and the death that rode in on it. I didn't want to move and 
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draw attention to myself, and at the same time I wanted to scream and run for all my life. 
I could hear the wolf, it's rough voice, a growl of invitation, "Come, come in and play with 
me. Oh, what games we'll play, you and I:' 

I continued walking, but my pace was picked up a bit and every other step was accom
panied with a quick glance over my shoulder. The farm house was little more than a tiny 
browrt blob in the distance, and even in the noon day sun, it felt like dusk. The trees threw 
out their shadows what seemed a hundred yards or more, and the woods held a coldness about 
them, especially then, late September, with the leaves getting ready to shed their canopy in 
a breathtaking autumn climax. Soon the pines that were interspersed among the woods would 
get their moment of glory when they would be the only things green, but even in winter, with 
the leaves all buried beneath a blanket of snow, the woods still held a power. The steeples 
of living wood still hid mysteries behind them. Even in the dead of winter, they were 
impenetrable. 

I told myself it was stupid to be afraid, after all they were only trees. I walked on a little 
bit farther, and pretty soon I came to the place where the railroad tracks entered the woods. 
The steeple tracks were old and covered with brown and red rust, because in all the time the 
tracks had been laid, no train had ever ridden them. Looking out toward the road about a 
mile off in the distence, I could see where the tracks split, and the two sets of tracks, one 
veering off to the west and circling around the edge of the woods, and the other, the un
finished set, heading straight into it's darkened heart. 

I could feel the pull to follow the tracks, to see where they led. To let the Magelen in me 
take over. I could actually hear the voice calling to me. "Come on, they're just trees. There 
is nothing in there to be afraid of. Just trees!' 

"But the trees hide the wolr,' I answered, and with those words I began the walk back to 
the farm house. 

And I can hear the cold wind whisper, "These trees hide more than just the wolr.' 
I stand here looking at the trees now, and I still feel their pull, stronger now, if anything, 

after all these years. I can feel the cold wind that blows out from between the timber as it 
reaches for the heavens. They call them "Murphy's Woods" now, after my family, but to me 
they will always be just "the woods", for I will not claim them. Just as they will not claim 
me 
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Birdie 

by Sylvia Johnson 

Bert held his mouth open while he tossed a bucket of raw meat into the den. He knew 
how to avoid breathing through his nose during feedings, especially this time of year when 
the stink became a meal in itself. 

Bert looked down into the pit and watched the young wait patiently for leftovers. For this 
reason he always saved a few hunks from the bucket and while the others were busy, he would 
throw some on the other side of the pit for the little ones. He watched them eat and the pink 
glow on the rocks made him look at his watch. He began walking back up the hill to the 
main office to make the nightly announcement so he could start locking up. The walks were 
getting harder these days and as he stopped to catch his breath he didn't bother to swat at 
the flies hanging onto his splattered overalls. 

Herbert Walker had been working for the zoo since he was 14 years old. Before he was 
born, his mother had been committed by his father to an insane asylum. Bert's father was 
unaware of the fact that she was pregnant - she was a very large woman. Infact, the entire 
pregnancy went unnoticed until they found Bert's body stuffed into her mattress. Although 
he survived, the doctors said he was brain damaged, and in those days medical knowledge 
was limited - they were just becoming excited about the mold thing. 

As Bert got older, his father was afraid that Bert would be a burden for life, and because 
he was the youngest of five his father thought of him as surplus anyway. Hence, his life in 
foster homes began. 

Although Bert was slow, he knew why people let him into their homes. Money. So, when 
the zoo's superintendent offered him a part time job cleaning out the cages, he knew his foster 
parents would approve - as long as he gave them his check. Bert knew eventually he could 
squander enough pennies to one day go out on his own. Bert was a patient boy. 

Now Bert was a few years short of retirement. He was in charge of not only grounds keep
ing but night feedings, locking the gate at night, and 17 years ago the renovated the old equip
ment shed into an official caretaker's house. Bert was proud to tell people that he lived at 
the zoo. 

Bert used to know the zoo's regular visitors, but the city was growing now, and more and 
more faces became unfamiliar. Not too long ago, Bert stopped a little girl to give her a large 
exotic feather he found after cleaning. But an older woman ran up and snatched the little 
girl away hissing, "You stay away from that filthy old man! You hear me?" And then to 
bystanders:'Isn't it terrible? You can't even go to the zoo anymore!" Bert hid for the rest of 
the day in the grain shed. 
Bert was a shy man, but when the children used to dhow up he became a one man show. 
Bert didn't have many talents but when it came to mimicking the animals, he was a pro. 
Throughout the years he had honed to perfection all of the animal sounds - except the lions, 
but he was still working on that. Bert's favorite though, was the birds, and he could spend 
hours entertaining the children. But the children he knew, grew up and went away. Now, only 
the older kids came here to see him, but for different reasons. They would hide on Bert and 
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throw things like peanuts, bird food, and sometimes even animal droppings singing, "Hey 
Birdie Bert, Birdie Bert, Birdie, Birdie, Birdie!" Now Bert only practiced at night after he 
locked the gate. 

Bert looked forward to lock up on nights like this - the animals were quiet at night when 
it was this hot. When he reached the top of the hill he stopped for a moment and removed 
his baseball cap to draw a dirty old hankie across his forehead. As he did this, he looked 
up at the sky and saw the mackerel scale shaped clouds, and knew this meant a storm was 
coming. His pace quickened when he passed by the baboons - they were unpredictable and 
sometimes they scared him. He had to walk around a group of young men standing in front 
of the baboon's cage and they began roaring as one of the baboons poked his genitals through 
the bars. The roars turned into howls when one of the young men stood back to reciprocate 
the gesture. This made Bert nervous but he stammered when he made his announcement over 
the speaker. 

"T-rhe zoo is - uh - now closing ... we will be o-open ... tomorrow ... at - uh - 9:30 p.m. 
- I mean - 9:30 a.m . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . please-come again soon'.' 

He leaned over to the window and made a small part in the blinds to peek out. The boys 
were still there. One of them lit a cigarette and a funny sweet smell wandered through the 
window. 

Bert was just about to repeat his announcement when the boys voices became distant, and 
he looked out of the window again. They were gone. When the tightness in his chest began 
to let up, he began to close and lock the windows so he could make his final rounds. 

Bert started back down the hill to make sure everyone had left, and as he passed by the 
baboons he didn't notice the empty bottle on the floor of the cage. One of the baboons sud
denly flew at the bars and hung there grinning at Bert. Bert stood paralyzed for a moment 
then broke off into a trot, and left the baboon screeching behind him. 

When he arrived at the bottom of the hill he quickly checked the gates of the cows, horses, 
and goats, then went over to the llamas. The largest of the pack was leaning against the 
fence,and just as he turned to continue over to the bird pavilions a bullet of saliva, for the 
hundredth time struck him in the back of the head. 

"I'm sorry Jelly Bean, I forgot all about you!' Bert reached into his pocket and pulled out 
some lint covered sugary pellets and gave them to Jelly Bean. As he walked toward his favorite 
- the bird pavilion - Bert sensed something unusual, and then his eyes confirmed it. The pavilion 
was a large, cylindrical structure surrounded by a thin web of steel. It was tall enough so that 
several trees stood comfortably in it. Inside, were at least one hundred fifty birds of all types. 
What was so unusual was that everyone of those birds was either on the ground, or perched 
on the small bushes. None were in the trees. Bert slid his fingers through the wire mesh and 
hung there in amazement. The breeze picked up and he watched the tufts of down settle back 
to the earth as the birds squabbled and twittered. His reasoning for the bird's behavior was 
the storm, and a sudden cool rush of air made him realize that if he didn't hurry he would 
be caught, so he continued back to finish closing. 

On his way back up he stopped by the wolves' den and as he checked the lock Bert didn't 
mind when one of them cocked their leg up and pee'd through the fence on his shoe. Bert 
was used to it. He took out his old hankie and wiped his shoe off, stuck it back in his pocket, 
then made his way back to the office. As he did this, Bert heard a loud squawk then "Bir-
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dieBirdieBirdieBert'; but the wind in the trees made it hard to tell. 
Bert finally reached the office and went inside to get the gate keys. He knew that everyone 

had left the zoo now, so he began to practice. As he made his way down the main path to 
the gate, he whistled, chirped, and cawed. He took a last look out into the parking lot as 
he got to the arched entrance, swung the wrought iron gate closed, and realized that the wind 
had gotten still. This alarmed him and he took off running. You see, Bert had a healthy fear 
of lightening and he knew that lightening was most active in the beginning of a storm. 
Although Bert's re~ding skills were at about a sixth grade level, he · frequently went to the 
library and borrowed books from the children's section. He knew all about storms and stuff. 
But for now, all he knew was that he had better get to his house "PDQ" (he liked that say
ing) or he was going to be in for the shock of his life - and w~re not talking about surprise 
parties here. No Sirree. 

In fact, just when Bert's house came into view he felt his hairs begin to stand on end. He 
knew he was right in the lightening's path. Bert began to chant. 

"OHNO! NONONONONONONONONONONONONONOOOOOOOOOOO!" 
Bert's porch was just ahead now, and he focused on the spot where he was going to land 

as he made an olympic running broad jump and landed right on target. No sooner than that, 
a bolt came down and blew the crown off a nearby maple. I guess it's true that ther~s a first 
time for everything because Bert never pe~d his pants before. 

Bert slammed the door shut and collapsed against it. God how he hated summer storms 
- they hid just beyond the horizon to gather strength then came down on you like the hand 
of God. 

Bert stood there listening for the first pellet of rain, and when he didn't hear it he looked 
out of his window. Everything was black and still. He didn't like the dark so he went through 
all three rooms and turned the lights on. Feeling safe now, he began to think of supper. He 
went into his kitchen to fix his favorite - two chicken TV dinners. He had to make two of . 
them because they were small, and the larger hungry man size wouldn't fit into his little toaster 
oven. The park didn't allow Bert to have a real oven. 

As he waited for his first dinner he made a bread and butter sandwich, and didn't notice 
the dirty finger prints on his bread (he forgot to wash his hands again). He settled down to 
the greasy table, kicked off his boots and watched his toes wiggles through the holes of his 
socks while he ate. The sandwich had animal flavor to it. But, the flies didn't mind and neither 
did Bert so everybody was happy. 

Bert had almost started to doze off when the toaster's timer went off. He was just about 
to take his meal out when the uproar began, and his body stiffened in reaction. Every animal 
that had the ability to make a sound was doing it, and Bert could even make out some un
familiar screams as well. Bert dropped his potholder and shot out to the porch. His house 
was just over the hill from the main gate, so all he could see was the tops of the larger struc
tures. He wasn't sure what he should do until the smell reached him. It took a few moments 
before his body obeyed the commands screaming in his head. 
Before Bert realized what was happening he was already running up the hill with little effort, 
and as he reached the outskirts of the zoo he knew where the smoke was coming from. His 
stomach contracted. 

Obviously Bert didn't react well in emergencies, because instead of going to the office to 
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call for help he continued to the bird pavilion. It wouldn't have mattered though, it was already 
too late. Little black lumps were scattered everywhere,and the flames had already rushed 
up the tree trunks stripping them bare. 

Bert hopped around the wire enclosed inferno, communication from his brain to his muscles 
temporarily shut down. All he could think of was water. Water. Water. Water. He remembered 
that there was a hose near the elephant's den, and as he ran a word finally assembled itself 
in the cerebral chaos and slammed forward like a double tandem semi. THE PHONE! Bert 
did a sharp right tum and headed. for the office. 

It was a wasted trip though, because when Bert reached the office, the phone was dead. 
The panic swung back to Bert like a boomerang, and he resumed his course to the elephant's 

den for the hose. He didn't bother to disconnect it from the spigot. He just gave it one big 
jerk, stripping the metal threads in the process, and ran back down the hill, dragging the 
hose behind him. 

He had almost made it when a long sneakered foot slapped down on the end of the trail
ing hose, yanking Bert back a couple of feet, causing him to fall on his knees. He didn't know 
what happened until the sting on his knees explained. 

As I said, Bert might have been slow, but he had his moments. 
He knew he wasn't alone. 
As he looked up he wasn't surprised. All five of them stood there. Panting. 
Bert froze. 
The largest of the five came forward and offered a wide lipless grin. 
"Hi Birdie Bert!' 
Bert stayed motionless. 
"Time to feed the animals!' 
Bert kept his eyes lowered as though he were fascinated with the boy's sneaker top. 
"You know what Bert? A little birdie told me that the animals are gettin' bored with the 

same old humdrum food you give them. Maybe it's time for a change!' 
The rest of the pack began to sicker, and one of the boys turned around and pee'd. 
"We thought we'd try a barbecue but they didn't seem too impressed!' 
Now the snickering progressed to guffaws, but the leader became bored and spat right in 

front of Bert. ~ 

"What do YOU like to eat Birdie Bert?" 
Bert looked up and faced the looming figure before him. The zoo's lights were out but 

he could still make out the little pock marks on the boy's face. 
"Do you like barbecue chicken?" 
Bert had to think for a moment. The question seemed out of place, but when the mind 

has had about all it can handle, a question like that can take on the importance of life or death. 
Bert got off of his knees and sat down crosslegged on the pavement. 
"I'm not allowed to have a grill. Besides, barbecue sauce gives me a belly ache'.' 
"Well we've fixed this especially for you Birdie, and I think if you don't even try it the chef 

will be very insulted!' 
As he said this, he pulled out the charred remains of some unidentifiable bird. 
Bert stared for a second and all of a sudden the pieces came together. Bert felt a scream 

well up inside him but one of the baboons beat him to it. This startled the boys and they 
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turned their attention towards the monkey's cage. It was only for a split second but it was 
long enough for Bert to get up and get a good head start running. 

As he ran back down the hill, the boys skipped behind him and whooped as they threw 
rocks, bottle caps - anything they could find. But, when they saw where Bert was going, they 
went in full pursuit. Bert was headed for the bird pavilion. 

Bert crashed against the structure and began to jab every key he had into the lock until 
he found the one that hit home. The lock popped open, Bert flew in, slammed the &ate shut, 
locked it, then backed up several paces. 

As the boys and their rage slammed into the fence, their momentum carried the smell of 
their sweaty leather jackets to Bert, and he sat down in front of a sizzling tree. 

Bert couldn't remember when the downpour had started. 
Although the zoo didn't open the next morning - the bird pavilion was as loud as ever. 

Fiction winner of Fall 1990 Cabbages & Kings Literary/Art Contest 
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Tupperware Calling 

by Beth Thomsen 

Why do husbands detest Tupperware? 
Just because when one opens the cupboard, the plastic dishes 

cascade down on their heads? 
Women flock to Tupperware parties, to make new friends, 

to order more dishes to fall out of the cupboard. 
The sales-pitch is that they are "dishwasher safe". 

Yet they fly all over from the water pressure and need to be 
hand-dried. 

We see Tupperware dishes in our dreams, varied colors now, 
not to mention picture frames and toys for kids. 

At a family gathering, count the Tupperware cake and pie carriers, 
salad bowls and jello molds, 

No matter what part of the country you live in - and Canada too. 
The dishes multiply like mutant amoebas 

Yet we keep ordering more. 
An invitation to another party? Of course, I'll accept -

Never know when I'll need to make twelve jellied salads .... 
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An Age of Enlightenment . .. 

by Cl Dash 

The year is 2490. The scene: An elaborate gathering of 25th centurys' inter-galactic 
"uppercrust" . .. 

"Misha, I just adore your new hair color. What do you call it?" 
"Plutonium Fire. Siobhan, I must have soma ambulatory appendage protectors like those! 

What are they made of?" 
"Simulated Jupiterian ant eater. So comfy. But Grogg's are really mush more stylish - ar

tificial Neptunite gnu!' 
"Interesting. Look over there, Siobhan. I wonder if that debit exchange processor is finished 

in genuine of synthetic Plutorian palm wood?" 
"Oh, Misha. It must be synthetic with all the outrage lately over galactic warming! Hey, 

now look at that simple, little wrap that unpretentious Martian is wearing. Ma'am? Excuse 
me ma'am. We must know. What is your lovely wrap made from? It's so-ooo classic!" 
"Human. Only thing I own that's real'.' 

"Well, Misha, they are a lesser species .. . " 

Shawn Adamson 

Panic, I can't get away from them 
And no one else seems to notice. 
Racing pulse, I sit and stare 
At the ones who follow me always. 
No use running, they'd only follow; 
Other times I've tried arid failed. 
I just can't shake this feeling 
Deep down in my stomach. 
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Absolute Nonsense 

by Ara 

leaping lizards 
sucking my gizzards 
under a cherry tree 
I spit out some seed 
and pat my belly 
boy am I full 
of rotten berries 
six feet under 
hugging some lilies 
why are girls named after 
flowers 

"Loner's Echo" 

· v"'si" · ght "\(aro.1 I.'<' Greg sua1 

"I am not neurotic:' J ill 

Jeff Ticknor 

"Living past their fragile lives" Carl Rosenfield 
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"The answer is men. It's the question that's indecent:' 
Irene Kuzel 

"To lining up match box cars, To chasing the cat and back to 
trying to learn 'Jesus loves me' - but hi~ version is 'me, 
me, me~' Beth Thomsen 

''And the Baby Never Woke Up" 
Arthur Cameron Newman 

"You Must Excuse Me, 
I'm Not Used to Such Company.' 

An Oral/ Aural Sopremist 

Jason ~'Ki · h • 
J"ll "Yi h m, is t ere anythmg you didn't put in that salad?" 

I - e ' what she tasted and didn't like so she put it ba~k!' 
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Specifically Nowhere, by Philips 
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Fire & Ice 

by Kimberly J. Thygesen 

If I step, the ice may break; 

Underneath, it will take 

my heart and soul, isolated forever; 

With you I trust my self endeavor. 

The current may pull me under; 

My mind fills, silent thunder 

and timeless moments pass me by; 

Darkness takes me eye to eye. 

Flashes of light, I would see; 
Only remembering you and me, 

so I ask: if I step and fall, 

Will you be there to care at all? 

Cannot step back, 

For the ice will crack; 

what shall I do 

In this world without you? 

When I go, all I ask; 

is only one task; 

Will you join me 

In this warm world of destiny? 

If you decline; 

Keep in mind; 

I have wings: So I can fly, 
Only inside will I cry. 

27 



28 



Women of the Nineties 

by Tracey Matsik 

The door to the bathroom swung open and slammed into the wall. 
"I can't freakin' believe it! Did you see him out there?! Terri, did you see Tony out there?! 

I can't freakin' believe it!" She threw her purse across the counter where it slid to a stop in 
the corner, folded her arms across her chest and glared into the mirror. 

"I saw it and I just can't believe it. What a snake! Who does he think he is anyways?!" 
"I mean, what does he think I am, blind or somethin'? Does he think I don't see him out 

there, making eyes with that slut the second I turn my back? I mean, the second I get up 
to get him another beer, he turns right around and starts talking to that slut. I can't freakin' 
believe it!" 

"He's a snake and she's a slut. They deserve each other.I'm telling you Sandy, he doesn't 
deserve you - you're far too good for a snake like that:' 

"This ain't the first time I've seen him after her either,you know. I know he wants her. I 
can see it in his eyes!' 

"He's a snake!" 
"He keeps acting as if he was interested in what ~he had to say, as if she had anything to 

say. He just wants to jump her.He'd probably do her right now if I wasn't here!' 
"She's a slut!" 
"Everyone can see what he's doing out there. This is like so humiliating for me!' 
"I know it is and I think you are so brave the way you're handling this. I think it was so 

mature of you to come in here to have a fit instead of out there at the bar. I'm telling you, 
he just ain't worthy of you at all. I mean, she may have a great body and all, but she ain't 
educated like you. I was so proud of you when you finally made it through hair dressing 
school!' 

"Thanks. It was tough, but I did it:' 
"Hey, speaking of that, you got any hairspray that I can borrow?" 
"Yeah, sure, it's in my purse. Find me my gloss, will ya?" 
"Yeah, sure, here you go. That's a great shade. What is it?" 
"Pink Passion. I bought it because Tony said it made my lips luscious. I been wearing it 

ever since and it was all for nothing. I mean, we been going out for three weeks now and 
I thought for sure he was the one, you know what I mean?" 

"Yeah, but I'm tellin' ya, you're better off alone than with a snake like that:' 
"I know, I know, it's just that he's so damn cute. He really makes my heart skip a beat. 

,.. I think his style is really great, the way he combs his back and everything. It just makes me 
wild!' 

"Yeah, you know, but you shouldn't sell you're pride for passion. I read an article in Cosmo 
that said a lot of women do this and you could wind up getting really hurt!' 

"Really? This was in Cosmo? I must have missed it:' 
"Yeah, last month in between the fashion do's and don'ts and the office sex secrets 

article. It was really informative!' 
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"Hmmmmmm, do you think that's what I'm doing, huh? I mean, I bust my butt for three 
whole weeks to make myself perfect for him and then he jumps on the first slut that walks 
by. I just can't believe it:' 

"Well, I'm just as shocked as you are. I mean, personally, I thought you two were the ultimate 
couple, but obviously, he's just a snake that deserves to be stepped on:' 
· "So what are you saying, you think I should dump him or what?" 

"Well, I don't want to say it, butl mean, if that slut at the bar is his type of person, then 
he is definitely not for you:' 

"Well, maybe you're right. If he goes for the type of girl who would make a move in a 
crowded bar who is obviously with someone else, then I'm probably not his type anyways. 
I mean, I do have some morals, ya know.' 

"Don't forget your pride. You're not gonna sell it for passion, are ya?" 
"No. No, I'm not. I'm gonna be the woman of the nineties about this. I'm gonna push 

the snake away!" 
"I think that is like a really mature decision:' 
"Thanks. I just wish he weren't so damn cute:' 
"There are plenty of other cute fish in the sea, ya know. Now, before you lose your nerve, 

lets walk out there and show him how much you don't care that he's talking to that slut:' 
"O.K., what are we goqna do?" 
"You'll walk outta here, very adult-like, right past him and just turn your head the other 

way just to show him that you don't give a damn about him:' 
"Oh, that's good! I'll show him! Just hold my hand, O.K., in case I chicken out over his 

dimple or somethin'?" 
"Sure baby, you can count on me. That's what I'm here for.' 
They fluffed out their hair, sprayed it stiff and straightened their skirts. Once they decided 

they were dressed to kill, the women of the nineties left the bathroom to drive all snakes away. 

30 



Silences 

by Harriet Susskind 

We see the blur of a red wing 
crashing into a clean window. 

We know only its feathers 
left like a calling card. 

We see the mouth of a tired driver 
as he passes our car 

his furious syllables held back 
trailing in a punctuation of smoke. 

There are mornings we sit on trains 
and watch hands not signalling to us. 

From the window we watch a gardener 
make offerings to the soil. 

In the quiet time between birth 
and dying, more noiseless failings. 

A door opens in the wind, soft 
as a sand pail blown over. 

People fall away like promises, 
political rhetoric on the main street. 

When the years become dark, we begin 
to cherish simple colors, 

the cantos of silent prophesies 
that come settling at our feet. 
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Waves Against the Breakwall 

by Kim 1hygesen 

I woke to the sound of my alarm. Of course I had to hit the snooze button three times 
before actually getting out of bed. Who wanted to get out of a nice warm bed when it was 
freezing outside and only about sixty degrees inside. Looking out my window watched the 
waves splash up onto the breakwall. Watching the waves made dealing with life a little easier 
to handle. It was my escape from reality. I went into the bathroom to take my shower. When 
I returned to my room I turned on the stereo, quietly, of course, for if I woke my father, shit 
would hit the fan. 

I went to school as usual. The classes were the same and the socializing was pretty fun. 
Kelly, my best friend, and I always had a good time though. Kelly was pretty popular. She 
was about 5'4", long blonde hair, brown eyes, weighed about 100 pounds, and was a spaz 
when it came to gossip. Most of all, Kelly was known for helping people when they were 
in trouble or hurting. 

The group Kelly and I hung around with were known as radicals. We didn't really care 
that we were known as radicals because we were accepted. They drank occasionally and smoked 
marijuana once and awhile. I never really did either. I just wanted to fit in. 

I got home around the usual time. It took me a couple of hours to do my chores which 
consisted of; dishes, vacuuming, taking out the garbage, cleaning the upstairs bathroom, 
folding and sorting the clothes and cleaning my room. Mom left for work. She usually worked 
at night, I babysat the kids (my brothers and sister) until he got home. I talked on the telephone 
until I saw him pull in. When my parents were home I was only allowed three fifteen minute 
phone calls per day. 

He got home as scheduled. Jacob, my littlest brother, would become his barmaid. I was 
the cook and dishwasher. Josh and Shelby, the middle children, were only chosen once and 
awhile to do specific tasks. When I was finished, I would hibernate up in my room. I listened 
to the radio and watch the waves splash onto the breakwall. After about four hours, mom 
was home. I could then feel safe to go downstairs for a few minutes. As I walked downstairs, 
the scent of marijuana filled my nose. The two of them sat smoking a bowl watching t.v. 
The kids were already in bed waiting for mom to come tuck them in. 

I greeted my Mom. Before I could start a conversation, he was yelling at me. "Did you 
take the money that was in my dresser? Someone stole it and you're the only one old enough'.' 
His words were slurred, so I knew I was in trouble. 

"No, I haven't even gone into your room'.' I answered. 
Before I knew it he was yelling at me accusing me of a million things that I didn't do. I 

was trying to be calm so I wouldn't cry. 
"You're a little bitch! You're a whore! Why don't you just get out!" He yelled. This was 

common to hear in my household. I guess it was his only way he knew to express his love. 
On this particular evening, however; I found my myself unable to handle these words. 

All of a sudden I screamed "FUCK YOU!" I was shocked, she was shocked and he was 
shocked. He then came after me. We both ended up on the floor. He was trying to hit me 
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and I wanted him off. All at once I kicked him as hard as I could in the gut. By the time 
my mother was yelling "Get off of her, you're going to kill her.' The last hit was to my face, 
caught me right in the eye. Finally he got up and warned me never to talk back to him again, 
I ran upstairs. 

I watched the waves hit the breakwall. The mirrored image created more tears than I ever 
thought it would. Eventually, I lay down and went to sleep, listening to the waves. 

The next day I went to school as usual. I hadn't seen Kelly yet. I did see John though. 
He told me they were gonna skip school. I went to my next class ... I spent the whole time 
crying. What the hell was I gonna do? Then I decided, I was gonna go find John and skip 
school with him. We went to the mall. Then we went back to John's house. John, Bob, Kel
ly's boyfriend and John's brother and I hung out. We talked and goofed off for the after
noon. We all went back to school so Bob could see Kelly. After Kelly left to go home, a few 
people decided to go back to John and Bob's house to drink some beers. I decided I didn't 
want to go home. I was officially gonna run away. These guys might drink, but at least they 
accepted me and didn't call me names. 

Only about four people showed up at their house. They sat around and drank some beer. 
I watched. Bob decided to put the moves on me. I told him Kelly was my best friend and 
there was no way I would do that to her. Within minutes of the rejection, Bob has me hit~ 
chhiking to Hilton. That's where Kelly lived. I got a ride within the first five cars that went 
by. Thank God it wasn't a crazy maniac that would cut me up into pieces after he raped me. 

Kelly was glad to see me, but she told me I couldn't stay because her mom would call my 
parents. She did however, know about these guys that lived near her that had taken in runaways 
before. We walked down and she talked to the one guy and he said I could stay. We were 
then introduced, but, I couldn't remember his name. I really didn't care. Kelly and I said good
bye and I went inside where it was warm. The apartment was the scummiest place I'd ever 
seen. Dirty dishes were piled about three feet high, garbage was lying all over, and the food 
was moldy that was lying on the table. There was no place to go and it was warm. I figured 
that must be the way men lived without women to clean for them. 

Later that night I met the old guy that lived in that hole. He was huge. He was the biggest 
guy I had ever seen. He scared the shit out of me! I clung on to what's his name. The old 
guy tries to get me to share his chicken wings and beer. I declined although the smell of food 
hurt my stomach. I was so hungry. I didn't want to pay the price for food that he wanted 
me to pay. It wasn't worth it. 

That night I layed in bed imagining the waves touching the breakwall. I felt so scared, so 
alone, so unwanted. What's his name asked me, "So, what are you gonna do?" 

"I don't know" I answered. 
"Why don't you go home, it can't be as bad as this!' Hereplied. 
"My father would kill me, I can never go home!' I said. Then I lay there listening for the 

waves until I fell asleep. 
The next morning when I awoke I looked over and what's his name was gone. The rest 

of the place was quiet. I quietly went upstairs to check it out and see if anyone was there. 
No one was home. The first thing I did was look in the fridgerator. Empty! The only thing 
in the whole house was moldy food on the table, and the chicken bones from the night before. 
I had no money, but I figured Kelly would get me some food later. 
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I was bored and figured I should repay these guys for letting me stay in their apartment, 
so I decided to clean their houseFirst, I took a shower with no shampoo and no soap. When 
I was through, I went downstairs and began to pick up. I had the vacuum out when I heard 
someone at the door. Maybe it was what's his name. I ran over to open it when I saw the 
oldman and he was talking to HIM! I started to shake. What was I gonna do? I wanted to 
open the door and run up to him and say"Daddy! Daddy! Toke me home!" But if I did would 
he want me or would he throw me on the ground and hurt me. I watched him walk away. 
The old man started to walk toward the house. I ran downstairs and tried to hide. There was 
nowhere to go. I layed down on the bed and started to cry. I thought I could be on my own, 
but I knew I wasn't ready yet. After a few minutes, I went upstairs. The old man saw me 
and told me I had to leave. He didn't want to get in trouble for hiding a minor. 

The snow was falling slow and calm, unlike my tears, fastand frozen. I walked through 
a field with snow up to my knees. My sneakers were wet and my hair was beginning to freeze. 
I thought I should just lay down and die. I had nothing left. 

I went to school to try and find Kelly. Before I knew it the cops were chasing me. I ran 
into one of the bathrooms into one of the stalls. The cops followed me in. I was trapped! 
I told them about him. I told the Child Protective worker about all the terrible things he did, 
including the drinking and the getting high. They investigated and concluded I was just another 
radical child. They sent me back too him. 

I got home glad to see my brothers and sister, but they seemed too scared to talk to me. 
They must have heard I was a radical child. I went to my room and looked out my window 
to see the waves subside from crashing into the breakwall to splashing. I never really noticed 
before, but the breakwall was old and worn down. There was also a big crack in the side of 
it. The sound of the water was almost soothing, almost. 
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Fear 

by Nancy Spoe/hof 

For the pound proud heart 
of the man 
in 

his own S1DNE. 
For the music in .his head 

cut 
off before the end. 

For his neighbor who passes 
back and then 

forth ... 
something 
about 
selling a car. 

For the woman who lies next to him 
at night 

cold. 
For the moon that he worships, 

hidden behind thick 
sweaty blankets 

Pain that renders water. 
Pain that renders smoke. 

All to the moon. 
For he who jumps to the towers. 

when the clouds 
get in the way. 

For the crown on his head, stuck 
with glue 

For the spider webs, the stones and the 
stars 

that catch on and stick too. 
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One Strange Day in the Life of Dennis Edison 

Did you ever have one of those days? Not a horribly bad day, but definatly wierd, maybe 
even a little scary? One of those days when you walked around with that constant feeling 
of deja vu? Or maybe you woke up thinking it was Thursday but every person and every 
calendar swears it's friday? Bet you felt pretty bizarre, huh? Sorta like you took a detour 
through the 1\vilight Zone. You spend the whole day waiting for Rod Serling to pop out and 
say "Submitted for yourapproval..!' Well, that's how this day turned out. 

It didn't start out all that bad. It was sunny out and the birds were singing their little hearts 
out when I woke up. It was a warm Saturday morning so I could sleep late and I didn't have 
to get up for work. At about 9:30 A.M. I was in the middle of eating breakfast when the 
telephone rang. 

"Hello?" I asked. 
"Hello. Is this Dennis?" came a feminine voice. 
"Yes!' 
"Dennis Edison?" 
"Yes!' 
"Hello, Mr. Edison. I'm conducting an independent survey; may I ask you a few questions?" 
"Sure!' It was either that or watch Oprah Winfrey talk about how all men are animalistic 

primatives who should betaken to the nearest ditch and shot. It was a choice that didn't re
quire much thought. 

"Have you ever watched the 1\vilight Zone?" 
"Yeah, lots of times!' 
"Have you ever been exposed to radiation in amounts exceeding 900 rads?" 
"Well, not recently.' 
"Have you ever used liquid nitrogen as a breath freshener?" 
"Have I what?" 
"I'll put 'maybe'. One last question, have you ever had the feeling that the universe is run 

by a very weird person with a slightly off-center sense of humor?" 
"No!' 
"Well, it is. Have a nice day, Mr. Edison'.' 
Click. 
I sat there for a few minutes feeling slightly dazed. Finally I hung up the phone when an 

operator's voice announced in all it's nasal glory that my telephone was off the hook and 
that if I didn't hang up right now I could be in danger of being released into the custody 
of a horde of 700 Club watchers and forced to witness several thousand faith heatings. It 
was enough warning for me. 

I was about to forget about it and go on with my breakfast, but certain unnamed individuals 
had other plans. As I raised the spoon to my mouth I heard hysterical voices scream, "Harold! 
This is it! He's going to eat us! I hope it's quick'.' I looked at my spoon where four Cheerios 
cringed in mortal terror. I dumped the bowl down the drain to cries of "Freedom!", "Vic
tory", and "Viva la Cheerio!". 

With my appetite gone I got in the shower. It went relatively uneventful with the exception 
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or the occasional "Peek-a-boo" whispered from no where. 
I got dressed and decided to go do something in a crowd. I figured, maybe I wasn't crazy, 

maybe someone else will knowwhat's going on. I headed down the expressway at 60 m.p.h. 
After this bad a start, next in line for the day was a nice police car in my rear view mirror, 
and it was right on schedule. 

I pulled over and dug out my wallet fishing through for the license. I heard the boots tapp
ing on the pavement and thought I was ready for a ticket and insurance payments with six 
or more digits. Only my astonishment kept me from screaming my lungs out. At my window 
stood a rather large gentleman of about seven feet in height. He wore the black uniform of 
a city cop, but inside the threads was a creature with greenish skin and a mouthful of teeth 
that were all fangs and that were popping out in so many directions that his lips couldn't 
cover them. Saliva continuously dripped from each separate point and it gave any Dracula 
movie I've seen a run for it's money. 

"Where's your license buddy!" With each syllable he spit drool all over my car and my 
face. I handed him my license and got ready for another shower. He looked at it for an ins
tant and just tossed it over his shoulder. "I said I wanna see your license!" 

"But- I just- That was my!' was all I managed to sputter out. 
"I'll bet you don't have a license, do you?" He slobbered. "Why, if you don't have a license, 

I'll have to arrest you- unless you want to resist arrest. Now that would really be fun! Come 
on, you wanna run for it?" I just sat there and said nothing while the sickening grin oozed 
from his face. He pulled the door off the car and grabbed me by the collar. "Chicken'.' He 
threw me in the back of his car and drove off. I was a little surprised that none of the passing 
motorists had noticed. 

I sat in the holding cell for what I was sure was days, but what my watch kept telling me 
was only a matter of hours. I wasn't positive my watch wasn't broken and my cell mate only 
helped reaffirm these thoughts. He had been dead for what looked like quite a long time 
and he was now only a sack of bleached white bones. Needless to say, there wasn't a whole 
lot of conversation in my cell. 

Finally, I reached the conclusion that whoever my captors were, (I was pretty sure they 
weren't the city police department) they had by now forgotten about me, and I would soon 
look a lot like my skeletal companion. Before that thought was completely formed, someone 
looking an awful lot like the man who had arrested me ( except this guy's breath wasn't quite 
as good; maybe he could use some liquid nitrogen) opened the cell, looked at me, looked 
at the skeleton, then looked back at me and said, "It was his turn in court, but I guess he's 
not quite up to it. That means it's your turn'.' 

I sat in the courtroom behind a large oak table. Next to me was a man of about 50 wearing 
a dirty toga and smoking the smelliest cigar on the face of the earth. He was bald except 
for those last three hairs that he had combed across the top so people would think he still 
had hair. It didn'twork. The overall effect was that of Ralph Kramden meets Julius Caesar. 

The Judge walked in. That in itself was quite a sight. It stood about eight feet tall and 
under the black robe was a snouted creature with muddy brown, scaley skin. The whole ef
fect was completed by the powdered wig worn by British lawyers. All I could think was, "Wow.' 

"This court is now in session, what is the case before me?" 
With a puff of black smoke, a man dressed in a devil costume complete with sparkling 
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red pitchfork appeared. "Your Honor, the defendant is charged with .. '.' He paused. 
The Judge began looking irritated, "Well? What are the charges against this i:nan?" 
The devil scratched his head and said, "Well, nothing in particular.' 
The Judge stood up and said, "I hearby find the defendant guilty of the charge of nothing 

in particular. This court is adjourned'.' 
The guy in the toga shook my hand rather vigorously and wheezed, "It's been real nice 

working with you. Hope to see you again real soon'.' 
He finished the sentence and pulled what looked like a garage door opener out of his brief

case. He pushed the button, and the next thing I knew, the floor had given way beneath me 
and I shot out a spout and landed on the sidewalk in front of my car. The door was replaced 
and on the windshield was a Post-it-note that read "Have a niceday, Mr. Edison!" 
I got in the car and drove off as quickly as the speed limit (I promise I will never, ever, ever, 
ever, ever speed again) would let me. After I was well away from the court house I relaxed 
a little and dug my finger nails out of the steering wheel. I decided to allow myself the luxury 
of turning the radio on. The voice over the radio said, "Youk now, Dennis, your car sure 
is boring. Let's start with the hood ornament'.' My eyes widened in amazement as my previously 
mundane car quickly sprouted a snarling miniature gargoyle. The creature howled with delight, 
looked at me and screamed "Faster! I wanna see this baby fly!" 

I slammed on the brakes and leaped out of the car. The gargoyle looked at me from it's 
perch at the front of the car and huffed, "spoil sport!' 

I heard the voice again, and this time I recognized it as the same one on the telephone 
that morning. "The color's not too bad, but how about something a little sportier?" The 
car faded from the previous light blue to black, "Nab .. !' to bright red. Yeah, that's it. Now 
about that shape:' she said as my vehicle turned from the bore-mobile to a sleek work of 
automotive art with a creaking noise of bending metal. ''And how about something a little 
meaner under the hood!' The gentle purr-putter-putter became a soft roar of fury. Before, 
all I could do was stand dumbfounded. Now, I lost it altogether and just sat (plop) in the 
deserted road. 

"Ready, Love?" 
lypically, when I hear a voice like that come from inside a car like that, a heard of charg

ing rhinos couldn't keep me from the door. This was just a little too strangefor even my tastes. 
On a weirdness scale from one to ten, This sucker ranked up there with Shirley Macl..aine, 
Tummy Baker's beautician, and UFO abductees: about 500,000. 

"Well, are you coming of am I going to leave you here with that stupid look on your face?" 
Who's in there?" I shouted. Is this the same woman who called me this morning?" There 

was a soft giggle from within the car. ''And I don't suppose you had anything to do with 
the revolution in my cereal bowl? Or my little visit to that jail cell? Or .. !' 

"Give it a rest, sugar. Jeez, you'd think I'd had you boiled in oil or something'.' That didn't 
make me feel any better. "All I'm doing is trying to have some fun. Why don't you relax and 
just enjoy yourself?" 

Stress levels were very high at this point. "ENJOY MYSELF! I'm sorry, but I don't think 
being assaulted by cops with fangs is my or anyone else's idea of 'Enjoying Myself!" 
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" Well, excuse me for trying to bring a little fun into your other wise boring life. Tell me, 
you weren't here, what would you be doing right now? Laundry? Or perhaps something 

more fun like mowing the lawn?" Her voice changed to sympathetic tones, "Why don't you 
just climb in and we'll go for a ride. I'll drive!' 

I looked around. I was about thirty yards from the center of the geographical point label
ed "No-where". I didn't have a whole lot of choice. "It would make it a lot easier to relax 
if I could see you!' 

"No problem:' the voice said from behind now tinted windows. "I'll drive!' I opened 
the door and sat down. I closed it, adjusted the mirrors and fastened my seatbelt, all the 
time looking straight ahead and trying desperately not to notice and obviously feminine figure 
seated beside me. 

"Where we goin'?" she asked me. 
"I don't know.' 
"Oooh, good! I love surprises!" 
I drove straight for about 30 miles. Every mile was a constant strain to keep my eyes on 

the road. I so desperately wanted to see the face of the woman who had made the last several 
hours of my existence that strange. Finally, I pulled the car over and clamped my eyes shut 
as hard as I could. "I'm going to look at you now,' 

"Well, it's about time!' 
"I'm going to count to five!' I said, ignoring her comment, "and I'm going to open my 

eyes. If you have fangs or antenna or a forked tongue or anything even vaguely reminiscent 
of any thing I've seen on the Late Movie, tell me now so I can go feed myself to some coyotes!' 

"Why, do antenna trun you on?" she laughed. I waited. "I'm afraid there aren't any coyotes 
out here, Dennis!' I waited. ''Alright! No! I don't have anything like that. Are you satisfied?" 

I slowly opened my eyes. I was almost sorry I waited that long. Her hair was short and 
red, not the orange that people call redheads, but a deep scarlet red that was brushed up 
on the sides and kind of poofy on top. Her skin was lightly tanned, but as smooth as silk, 
and her eyes were an icey blue that seemed to hold oceans. Her dress was a slinky black satin 
that was right up to her neck in front, but, as I soon saw, went way, way down to a point 
on her back. She smiled and said, "You like?" The obnoxious little gargoyle on my hood 
started howling and doing somersaults. "Wow! Hey pal, mind if I ride back there for a while?" 
Then he turned to her and said, "Hey, Babe. It is Babe, isn't it? What's a doll like you doing 
wasting your time with a shlep like this? What's your sign, Baby? You know, you have the 
most beautiful eyes!' Gargoyles are pretty much the crudest creatures I've ever had the 
displeasure of meeting. 

He was right, though, "Would you mind telling me your name?" I asked. 
"No!' 
I waited. "Well?" 
"Well, what?" 
"What is your name!" Patience was wearing quite thin. 
"It's Marie!' 
"Thank you:' I said. "Now, please tell me why you insist on making my life a living hell?" 
She looked hurt, I was just trying to have some fun .. !' 
"I don't want to have fun!" 
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"Of coarse you do. How could you not want to have fun?" 
"Even if I did want to have fun, this is not how I would do it!' 
"I know,' she said, "we went through this, remember? Look, why don't you choose!' 
"Choose what?" 
"Choose how to have fun! Listen, I may not run the universe like I said, but I can do some 

pretty neat stuff:' 
"So, I've seen!' 
"So I'll give you three wishes:• she continued, "and then we'll really have a blast!" 
"Three wishes?" I asked. 
"Yup. Your choice!' 
"Fine. Leave me alone!" 
She was gone. I sat in the front seat of my depressing blue car, in front of my boring grey 

house, while my German immigrant neighbors watched me do nothing. I was home and life 
was finally back to normal. After a long, hot, shower,! slid into bed and began a very short 
trip into slumber. 

At about 2:00 a.m. I awoke to the sound of music. Dance music. I stumbled out of bed 
and found my living room empty, but still permeated with sounds of fast paced techno-rhythm. 
I shut the music off and stood there, waiting. My eyelids were feeling heavy and I was about 
to forget about it and goback to bed when Marie's voice whispered into my eat,'Dennis, you 
still have two wishes left!' 

Ever have one of those days? 
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Fattening the Chew 

by Kevin John Kast 

Mrs Jones sat at the bar with the air of a true country club wife. A few of the businessmen 
at the bar eyed her approvingly, not because she was at all attractive, it was the jewelry she 
wore that interested them. She knew this and it made her smile. She smiled like a piranha. 

Mrs. Smith came through the door fashionably late and waved to Mrs. Jones over-zealously. 
Mrs. Jones muttered to herself, polished off her martini, and went to greet her lunch partner. 

"Well, Marcie Jones, you look simply marvelous! I wish you'd fill me in on how you keep 
the figure of a twenty year-old!" 

(Mrs. Jones had the figure of a twenty year-old ox, as well as the personality.) 
"Oh, Agnes, you stop that! Come on, let's get a table. I'm simply famished!" 
The hostess led them to their table. They glided across the dining room with as much social 

grace as their heavily-perfumed bodies would allow. Mrs. Jones offered a bad rendition of 
a smile to every man that met her gaze. Mrs. Smith bumped against a chair and joked witlessly 
at her own clumsiness. Mrs. Jones laughed obligingly. 

The inevitable small talk commenced. 
"So, how's Jim and the kids?" 
"Oh, just wonderful. They just made Jim a senior partner at the firm and gave him an 

office!' 
"Oh my, how exciting. You must be simply ecstatic!' 
"Extremely. Now we can get that beach-house that Jim's had his eye on. By the way, how 

are Brad and Brad junior?" 
"Oh, just fine. Little Bradley has been losing his teeth like a madman! He's already star

ting to look like his father!" 
Small talk ended when the waitress came to take their orders. Mrs. Jones ordered a chers 

salad and another martini while Mrs. Smith ordered a steak and appetizer. After the waitress 
left, they both knew it was time for the real conversation to begin. 

"So did you hear about Stan Petrie?" 
Mrs. Smith's eyes widened with malicious curiosity. 
"No. What happened?" 
"Well, the word is he was caught tampering with funds at his job and they fired him!' 
"Oh my,' Mrs. Smith just barely concealed a giggle, "how much did they catch him with?" 
"I guess about three thousand!' 
"Millie must be devastated!" 
"Well, that's not the worst of it:' 
"It's not?" 
"No. They fired Stan just before lunch and when he got home he found Millie in bed with 

Dr. Carter.' 
"Dr. Carter?! But he's married to_..?' 
"Muffy, yes I know. Isn't it just the most awful thing you ever heard?" But Mrs. Jones' 

words did not hide the grin in her eyes. 
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The waitress brought the martini for Mrs. Jones and the appetizer for Mrs. Smith. Mrs. 
Jones got her martini down in four swallows while Mrs. Smith ravenously attacked her 
escargot. 

"So, did you hear about the Parsons?" 
Mrs. Smith swallowed. "No. Why?" 
"They're getting a divorce'.' 
"They are?! Why?" 
"I'm not sure, but I think it has something to do with their son'.' 
"You mean Tommy? What happened?" 
Well, Jane Bradley told me that last week he got pulled over for speeding and they found 

a substantial amount of cocaine in his car.' 
"Little Tommy Parson?! But he's only_!' 
"Seventeen. That's why he's still at home and not in jail. It's a good thing that Steve Bradley 

is a county sheriff, otherwise things might be a lot worse for little Tommy.' 
The waitress brought a chefs salad and another martini for Mrs. Jones and a steak and 

baked potato for Mrs. Smith. They chewed in unison. 
When they finished eating Mrs. Smith began the conversation. 
"Well, I've got a little news to share as well'.' 
"Oh, really?" Mrs. Jones seemed less interested now that she no longer had the floor. 

"What's that?" She went to finish her martini. 
"Well, I heard from a very reliable source that Ted Welch has been unfaithful to his wife'.' 
Mrs. Jones suddenly spit out the martini and started choking. 
''Agnes! Agnes! Are you okay?" 
"Fine'.' Mrs. Jones managed. But her eyes never met Mrs.Smith's. 
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Life Without Life 
(death of a titan) 

by Allison Principia 

How can you see 
through my eyes? 
I am young and alive. 
lvu are dead 
but won't lie down. 
lvu say that 
Life is a Bitch. 
I think not. 
It is because your soul 
is old 
like the carcass it dies in? 
Where did the FIRE of your youth go? 
What doused it? . 
I see it's sodden ashes 
beneath your weary brown dimes. 
Flat. 
Cold 
Unlaughing. 
Never smiling. 
Dead 
before the rest. 

What killed you? 
When did it happen? 
I never knew. 
Was it some time of hardship 
that stole your Life? 
A rank vulture 
devouring the flesh 
of your soul, 
piece by youthful piece 
leaving only 
bare, baleful bones. 
A heap of 
Hard, 
Cold 
rubbish. 
Death of a Titan. 
I never knew 
until you looked at me 
with your pitiful dead eyes. 
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Skiff 

by Chris Donner 

My skiff gently pushes the water along its sides -
the oars are shipped 

and I glide slowly through the flowing music. 
The ripples that quietly stream 

from my prow as I turn 
ride awhile -

then disappear. 
Islands quaver in their reflection 

as they slide easily along my side. 
Trees, as they bend to the water, 

whisper softly as I drift by; 
now and then 

a windbourne gull cries 
and reminds me I am alone. 

Poetry Winner of Cabbages and Kings Fall 1990 
Literary/Art Contest 
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Reed 
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by Shawn Adamson 

I 

Dry, brown, brittle leaves 
drift lazily through the yard 

edged on by the wind 

II 

Just a gentle squeeze 
bursts pods, sending seeds flying 

a touch-me-not plant 

III 

A glowing sunrise 
brings relief to morning eyes 

leaving me smiling 

IV 

A babbling brook 
caresses stones in its bed 

beautiful music 
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Old Garbage 

by Chris Donner 

They burned down my special place. Or decided it was no longer needed and they threw 
it away. It was dreams for me, to them just rotting, mouldy timber - a home for the rats and 
bums. But I wasn't a bum. 

I used to go there at least once a week regardless of the weat her. I always walked - except 
one time I rode my bike, but only once. I couldn't enjoy it with my bike standing outside, 
locked to some flimsy pole - I was too conscious of theft to close my eyes. Mostly I walked. 
It was only a half a mile away, back in the trees, hidden from the old, rotting park road. 
There were no fences, no signs, no locks on the doors. Only rows of barrels with meaningless 
numbers and a few welding tanks strewn about the yard, half buried in mud. And then there 
was the silent house, standing darkly in the sunlight, all it's window either pasted thickly with 
dust or jaggedly broken in their frames. 

I still remember the first time I found it - we found it actually - my brother and I that 
is. Walking through the park, coming down this silent road, "exploring" as we were wont 
to do back then. We came upon it unexpectedly, as if it had been silently set down in a mo
ment when our backs were turned. It looked dark, rotted, dangerous, and most definitely 
off-limits. In other words, irresistible. 

We walked up to it slowly, cautious for any sign of a present occupant; going completely 
around it once at full volume to announce our presence. The first steps into its darkness were 
uncertain but curiosity quickly subdued our fears of shapes and sounds. The door we had 
gone through was quite large, more like a garage, and it led into a sort of ground level 
workshop. The room smelled of darkness and mould and after a quick search through the 
various piles of debris we found a narrow stairway in the back and went up, carefully testing 
each step so as not to fall through the soft wood. 

The stairway emptied into a large dusty room where three feet in front of us hung a thick, 
twisted rope, swaying ever so slightly in the dim halflight. The rope was just the proper height 
to have been of extremely questionable use; we moved quickly on, both preferring not to 
pause and think for too long. 

The second room was similar to the first, minus the rope, and we continued in are search 
The third room we found was stuffed full with a huge amount of things. I say things because 
there seemed to be no order or purpose to what lay hidden up there. One corner had thirty 
or forty old black music stands, now rusted and useless. There was an old traffic light which 
stood almost to my chest, a few large wooden railings once painted white but now covered 
with a thick moss. More barrels with mysterious numbers, a whole wall of plywood stacked 
tightly and mixed with a few sheets of soaked and broken drywall. The floor was strewn with 
piles of broken wood and in the process of searching this room we also found two trapdoors 
- one small, with a permanent ladder to the lower floor, the other large enough to fit a kit
chen table through. 

We continued with our exploration for about another hour, searching the room below the 
trapdoors and then re-checking the entire house but still finding nothing more than old gar-
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bage. It seemed that at one time this building was used by the park maintenance crew but 
it had been long forgotten. Now it was to become my dreamhouse. My brother and I left 
a while later and walked back home. Upon arriving home we shared our discovery with my 
older two brothers and resolved to return the following day with flashlights. 

For a couple more weeks we made expeditions to the "old house" as we had so creatively 
titled it, using it as a sort of clubhouse. Soon the novelty began to wear off and the trips 
became less and less frequent until the house was almost completely forgotten. Forgotten 
that is by the other three; I continued to visit the house at least once per week. 

For me this old house took on an almost magical air. Not magical in the sense of fairies 
and the Wizard of Oz, but something more truly magical, not quite evil and not quite good. 
The house was a reality above all others when I sat inside its walls. Indeed, I hadn't noticed 
it the first day, but everything inside this house was supernaturally silent. Only an occasional 
birdsong would stir its air; no nearby cars rushing along the pitted old road, no shouts of 
distant picnickers, no sound of park lawn mowers grinding grass in their steel teeth - none 
of these sounds filtered through the house's old splintered walls. . 

Two or three times a week I would wander off, taking only a flashlight, notebook, and 
a can of soda, or perhaps a brown bag lunch. Through the silent rooms of this house I would 
wander, eventually stopping in some dusty ill-lit corner where I would sit and write. The dry 
but musty smell of the house would fill my senses, my eyes would close, and on would come 
the greatest spectrum of colors. Fantasy would take me as I thought of the empty rooms over 
my head or below my feet. Sometimes I would enhance it by slowly working my way 
throughout the house. Perhaps to stare at that thick, hanging rope and imagine what took 
place there. . 

At times I would just sit, my back touching the wood behind me, glad for this secret house. 
Glad for what I had found, for this silent dusty muse which inspired my youth with its rot. 

Once while exploring the upper storage room I stepped off a pile of broken wood and old 
railings and went right through the floor up to my waist. Only one leg went through though 
and I quickly pulled myself free. This event startled me - despite the rope or the weakening 
floor boards, despite the silent rusty nails and broken glass that threatened every move - I 
knew this house, there was no danger, only poetry. 

50 



Blind Faith 

by Lisa Taggart 

He was ready, after hours upon hours of intense preparation. Everything was going to be 
perfect. The cologne, the suit, the shoes, the flowers that he had bought for her - he was deter
mined to make this the best date he had ever been on. So, what if she WAS probably a dog? 
He could almost be assured she would be, because his friend, Todd, had a nasty habit of 
setting him up on these horrible blind dates with his relatives or"friend-of-a-friend's!' He 
always managed to convince Tenor that there would be this gorgeous red-head waiting just 
behind the door when he picked her up. But, instead, there'd be this fat something with 
buckteeth. Todd would usually laugh his head off after the awful thing was over, like it was 
some incredibly hilarious practical joke. But Tenor didn't care anymore. He was far too 
desperate for any of that to matter. He would take this ugly monster out to dinner and have 
the time of his life. He took one last look at himself in the mirror, as if uttering a final farewell 
to his wonderful dreams of fair maidens waltzing into his life, and embarked on the dangerous 
journey toward the lecherous hideousness that was supposed to be his date. 

On time, he knocked once. No answer. His palms felt like soaked sponges. No wonder he 
couldn't get normal dates like other guys could. What semi-decent-looking girl would even 
consider going out with the Incredible Melting Man? He didn't quite understand why he would 
get so nervous. Maybe it was the suspense. There was always the morbid thrill of trying to 
figure out how ugly the girl would be. Would this one be worse than the rest? He shuddered 
when he thought of that possibility. 

Suddenly, the most beautiful vision opened the door. There before him, as if in answer 
to his most deep and longed-for prayer, stood this heavenly delight with soft auburn hair 
and even softer pale blue eyes. There was a strange familiarity about those eyes. Her lips parted 
gently, perhaps to grace his ears with an enchanting voice, but she paused, drifting her gaze 
toward the fleeing sun. 

"Come in;' she said in a slightly huskier tone than he had expected. 
He stepped in, barely acknowledging the interior. His eyes were firmly fastened on her ex

otic presence. She was an incredibly tall women. In fact, she was well over six feet tall in those 
heels she wore. But every movement could've easily been that of a ballerina. He could im
agine how graceful she would be on a ballroom floor. How could she possibly exist? It was 
as if his every dream had slid out of his mind and turned into reality. He was left speechless. 
No words did he utter to this fantastic creature. Instead, he stood gaping, half drooling, half 
sweating. 

She slipped into her coat - he was completely mesmerized by anything she did - and they 
drove in the profoundest of silences to the restaurant. He almost dared not breathe, out of 
fear that she would suddenly evaporate and he would wake up with only the farce of her 
memory. How could he have gotten so lucky? Why him? Why him, of all people? She 
could've had any man, any man she wanted. 

He had a nagging suspicion that somehow there was a catch. But the evening went perfectly. 
The conversation, the exquisite dinner, dancing, her reaction to the flowers - it all turned out 
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exactly like those sappy romance stories that he wrote but never showed to anybody. He was 
the fairy tale frog prince just waiting to be kissed, the Romeo who had finally found his Juliet, 
the Faust who was willing to sell his soul to obtain his utmost desire. She seemed to feel the 
same way, too. Her eyes would gaze loftily into his, as if finding a resting place in his inner
most soul. It wasn't long before he took her home, to escape the people. 

He teetered on her doorstep briefly and was asked in. They sat on the couch and he talked 
to her for what seemed like hours. She laughed hysterically at his jokes, even at the bad one 
about the rotten eggs. He was doing most of the talking, but he didn't mind, except for the 
couple of times that he passed gas. He knew he shouldn't have had cabbage for 
lunch. 

Right in the middle of one of his sentences, she abruptly sat extremely close to him and 
stared in his face. His face reddened and he wondered what her intentions were. He was grateful 
that there were no mirrors in which he could see his shocked and embarrassed expression. 
She smiled in a peculiar manner and began to laugh quite genuinely, in a quite different oc
tave. He knew that laugh from somewhere else! The auburn hair fell from her head, expos
ing shafts of blonde that could only belong to one person. Todd. 

"I don't believe you bought it!!!" he brayed. Tenor didn't know whether to laugh at his 
own stupidity or to cry. He was utterly humiliated, once again. 
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" ... and then the security guard rescued us!' 
THE END 




