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The Editorial staff of Cabbages & Kings would like very 
much to thank all those who helped so much to aid in this 
publication's release. 

A big thanks goes to everybody who helped on the 2nd 
annual Psychic Faire, especially Tim Miller, JD. Strong, Dave 
Martin, Geoffrey Smith, Jill Simpson, Evelyn Stewert, and most 
importantly Joyce Medwin who fished it out of the sewer at 
zero hour. 

A hearty hurrah for Bill Gruhn and the rest of Print Shop 
for slappin' the whole thing together for us. 

Thanks to Christine Blonowicz, Craig Lam mes, Mike Snyder, 
Rick Nickel, Doug Brooks, Harriet Rosenblum, Al Larsson, and 
John Haines. 

Thanks a zillion to everybody at the Monroe Doctrine and 
WMCC for getting the word out, and to everyone our fevered 
and frazzled minds forgot to mention. 

But most of all, we really want to thank all those closet 
poets, artists, writers, and photographers, without whom this 
would be an awfully short magazine. 

Enjoy! 
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Low 
by Joel Durham 

"Maybe I'd be better off dead," Jerry said yesterday. 
"Jerry," I replied, "Will you shut the hell up?" 
He was doing it again. To this day, I have never met someone who 

moans and groans and bitches and crybabies as much as Jerry did. 
The very first day I worked for the high school maintenance crew 

Jerry began to dish me his crap. That morning, Rod, the foreman, issued 
me my first assignment: to go out back and help Jerry trim the hedges. 

"Which one's Jerry?" I asked. 
Rod laughed. "Just look for the fattest guy you've ever seen." 
I spotted Jerry in a second. I found later that my immediate estimate 

of three hundred and twenty pounds was sixty short. The man was vast. 
I stood at a distance and watched his rolls of flab quiver with every move 
he made. Each step he took seemed to be a major effort-the act of lifting 
and transporting each leg while maintaining balance kept a steady 
supply of sweat on his brow, which the hot morning sun ate greedily. 
A thick, unkept beard unsuccessfully attempted to hide several chins. 
All the food crumbs stuck in it, together with the yellowish snot in his 
moustache must have added a few pounds to his running total. When I 
finally approached him, a sweaty, greasy scent filled my sinuses and I 
literally nearly retched. "So you're the new guy. You're a kid. You a 
college kid?" 

"Yeah," I replied, and then added before he could ask, "Criminal 
Justice. " 

"Oh, " he snorted. "Another wanna-be. " 
Taken a back by this immediate put-down, I inanely blurted "Yeah, 

whatever. Um, I guess you're supposed to train me." 
"My cousin was a wanna-be," he continued as if I hadn't spoken. 

"He was a joke. Wanted to be a state trooper." He stopped as waiting for 
a reply. I had no idea what to say. 

"Oh. Did he make it?" I asked politely, and immediately felt like a 
boob. 

"I don't know, I stopped talking to him. I hate his guts." 
Desperately trying to avoid making an enemy on my first day of 

work, I simply said, "Oh." I almost said more, but I felt it safer not to. He 
just stood and stared at me. 

Eventually the silence began to turn uncomfortable, then awk
ward. I coughed and said testingly, "Um, are you gonna train me? It's 
my first day ... " I trailed off. 

"Well, I can't train you to do my job." For some reason, it was with 
that statement that I really started to notice Jerry ' s voice. It was like 
that of an eight year old; it was loud, harsh, high, whining and grating 
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all at once. 
"Huh?" I asked. realizing what he'd just said in that oddly fasci

nating voice. 
"Only I can do my job," he belted out. 
Somewhat confused, I lost interest in his tone quality and asked, 

"What's your job?" It was like I bit a hook. 
"Oh, you don't know?" Sarcasm flowed into his voice like a dam had 

broken. 'Tm the guy that's designated to take all the abuse around 
here. If you ever gotta blame somebody for somethin, or make funna 
somebody, or generally abuse someone, come to me. It's my job." 

"What?" He'd lost me. 
"Well, everybody else around here does." 
I stared at him. I didn't even know this guy and he was rambling 

on like that. 
The silence came back. "Um," I said. 
That was my first day on that job, four months ago. Jerry's 

comment yesterday about being better off dead did not surprise me at 
all. 

We were in the dump truck on the way to scoop garbage out of the 
pond. Jerry was driving, which was rare. He hated to drive because, 
even with the seat all the way back, the steering wheel rubbed against 
his gut and left a black mark on his shirt, which had been a target for 
more jokes from our co-workers than I can remember. 

After I told him to shut the hell up, he replied, "Why, don't you 
agree? Don't you think I'd be happier out of my misery?" 

"Jerry, if you're serious about suicide, then I have no sympathy for 
you." 

"Well, you should." 
"Shut up. I've got no respect for anyone who gives up. Suicide is 

giving up. If you're gonna do it, just do it and shut the fuck up about it. 
Talk about something else or just don't talk." 

His frown deepened. His grip tightened on the wheel. We rounded 
the corner of the school building and the pond loomed across the 
parking lot. 

When Jerry wasn't putting himself down, he was doing it to 
somebody else. One afternoon I was reading my sociology assignment 
during lunch break when he wandered in. 

He waddled over to me and squinted over my shoulder for a moment 
"Why the hell're you reading that?" 

"It's my homework," I replied placidly. 
"Oh yeah, the college kid." He snorted like only he could. "Why are 

you doing it?" 
"What? Because! To get a grade." I've always been annoyed at 

being interrupted while reading, and Jerry always annoyed me 
whenever he talked to me. The two factors combined annoyed me very 
quickly. 
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"No, I mean, why are you wasting money on school? Wasn't high 
school enough?" 

"Well, Jerry," I said loudly, "I'd like to get a real job someday." 
"And you think that crap's gonna help?" asked Jerry. "Reading is 

a waste of time. You think workin on that shit is gonna get you 
anywhere?" 

"Maybe." 
"Ha. Boy, are you optimistic. Oh well, you'll learn." 
I rolled my eyes and put the book down. "Let's wait and see, huh? 

Jerry, don't tell me about success. It's obvious that you don't have the 
formula. You don't know a damn thing about it! I'll tell you this, buddy: 
when I'm pushing forty, I won't be stuck in a dead end janitor job like 
you!" 

Jerry looked offended. "Well, you better be lucky, then, cause 
that's all that's gonna help." 

"Jerry, if you're serious about sui
cide, then I have no sympathy for 

you." 

"What's that supposed to mean?" 
"Unless you're born rich, or you luck out, you're not gonna get 

anywhere. Hard work and school don't help." 
"Bullshit!" I blasted. "How do you know? Have you ever tried?" 
"No. I know better. My life's going nowhere. I know that. I'm a 

failure and I'll never change." 
"No," I replied with disgust, "You won't." 
I watched him waddle away with more disgust. I always asked 

myself how he let himself get that fat, and I reply, because he's a 
pathetic bastard who doesn't care. 

That day, however, I felt something I'd never felt for Jerry before. 
I was, in fact, ashamed that I ever felt it for such a demonstration of self 
pity. 

I felt sympathy. 
The very corner of the parking lot was where we usually parked 

the truck to work on the pond. Between the lot and the pond stretched 
about fifty feet of sloping lawn, divided by a scenic wooden rail fence. 

The sun of late fall shone brilliantly in the cloudless sky. I sat 
against the passenger door with my elbow out the window and enjoyed 
the nostalgic, leafy smell of the breeze. It was quite a warm day for 
November. 

Jerry's grip on the wheel tightened again. 
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"Hey, calm down," I said with a smile. "We're getting paid 
by the hour." I looked at him. He was staring hatinglyforward. His 

gaze was cold and dark. His lips were parted slightly, bearing his 
clenched teeth. He sneered. 

The corner of the parking lot was coming up. Jerry wasn't slowing 
down. 

My heart jumped into my throat. White, cold, piercing fear shot up 
my spine and through my skull. His foot stomped the accelerator and 
the noise caused me to jump. 

"Jerry," I said. 
"Maybe" 
"Jerry!" 
''I'd be" 
We were running out of pavement. My mouth was completely dry. 
"No," I tried to say more, to think of anything to talk him down. 
"Better off dead" 
The tired hit the lawn. We sped toward the fence, and the pond 

beyond. 
"JERRY WHAT ARE YOU OOING?" 
I think what set him off was the conversation yesterday morning. 

I don't know why it should have, though. He'd been taking the same 
abuse since he'd began working there. 

Me, Jerry and three other maintenance guys - Stu, Alan and Ross, 
had been drinking coffee in the break room. 

"Jerry, I saw you and your little girl at Karl's the other day," said 
Ross. Karl's was the local grocery store."! know. It ruined my day. So 
what?" 

"Well, I was wondering. Does her expression ever change?" 
Alan laughed and Stu looked up from behind the paper. 
"You ever seen Jerry's little girl?" Ross asked them gleefully. 

"She's always frowning. She sits there and looks like she just hates 
life." 

Alan chortled. "Wouldn't you if he was your dad?" He jab bed Jerry's 
gut with his thumb. 

Jerry smacked at him angrily and began to speak, but Ross cut him 
off. "Anyway, I tried to talk to her nice, like you talk to little kids in 
strollers, and she just glared at me, like she wanted to kill me." 

"If she was smart, she did!" said Jerry defensively. 
I laughed a little too loudly. "Yeah, Jerry," I encouraged quietly. 
Alan, almost in hysterics, cried, "She does change her look, Ross; 

she smiles when she takes a shit!" They roared. 
"That's low," I said, but they didn't hear me. 
Ross cried, "Yeah, when she shits, she's doing her best work!" 
Stu smiled dryly and went back to his paper. Jerry's face was 

flushed. "Why do you guys have to pick on my kids, too, huh? Aren't I 
enough for you?" 
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"You're too much for us !" cried Alan. "We need to go for smaller 
targets for a while !" 

"She only weighs what?" said Ross. "Two fifteen?" 
"Fuck you!" yelledJerry. "I don'tneedthis! Fuckyou!"Hestomped 

away, belly shaking profusely. "Fuck you!" I only watched. 
In a state of panic, the body acts before the mind verifies the action. 

My hand was thrusting the passenger door open while my mind was 
weighing the options: Ju mp out? Stay and hope not to drown? Try to 
get at the brake past Jerry? 

The dump truck crashed through the fence like it wasn't there. A 
shard of wood flew through the open window of my protruding door and 
sliced open my outstretched arm, but my reeling mind set the pain aside. 

As I threw myself out the door, the side of my eye caught Jerry's gut 
rubbing the wheel as the truck bounced along over the lawn. Insane 
laughter at this pathetic sight caught in my throat, to escape as a scream 
when my right shoulder struck the earth. I felt it wrenched from its 
socket; I felt my right hip strike something hard - a rock or a bottle, 
maybe - and shatter; I felt myself roll down the slope at at least forty 
miles an hour, receiving several bruises and scratches in my gradual 
slowing. 

As I lay in shock, my ears caught the tremendous splash. Insanely, 
I heard some future version of Ross telling the story of Jerry's suicide, 
saying how fast the truck sank with Jerry in it to weigh it down. How 
they would've saved him if he wasn't wedged in by the steering wheel. 
How they'd need a crane to get the body out. How they had to refill the 
pond because Jerry displaced so much water. I heard them in Ross' 
voice, but the thoughts were mine. 

The last thing I felt before passing out, besides pain, was guilt. 
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"Pride" by Craig Lammes 
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Photograph 
by Craig Lammes 

Lonely man 
I stole your image from a street comer 
February snow 
The cigarette smoke escaping from your nostrils 
week old stubble 
the alcohol on your breath 

I saw you in the darkness 
under the red lights 
you stared at me through the clear liquid 
your black face on the paper 
scowling through cracked lips 

I tried to return to you, lonely man, 
the image that I stole 
but your street comer was vacant 
with February snow 

11 



untitled by Rick N. 1ckel 
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A Thousand lights of Binghamton 
By Ralph Tetta 

... And I saw the thousand lights of Binghamton . Later, I would 
return to my room in the lavish downtown Holiday Inn in Binghamton, 
New York. I would lay my jacket on the bed and try to remember which 
case my toothbrush was in. I would have to say that my greatest fault as 
a traveler is that I procrastinate when I pack, and I procrastinate when 
I unpack. That's how I left my watch in Albany, the one with the glow
in-the-dark-hands. A perfect watch for the stage. But I called the hotel 
and they mailed it back to me. Gotta be nice to the customers, or they 
don't come back . Like I got any choice where I'm stayin' . 

So I'll finally find my toothbrush, and I'll go into the bathroom, 
and I'll stare at the towels for about two minutes. There's nothing 
wrong with the towels themselves, just the numbers and the sizes . I 
know what the big one is for; that's for drying off. I know what the face 
cloth is for, and I know what the hand towel is for. But what's that mid
size jobber supposed to do? I think that 's the special suitcase-sized 
towel. In it goes . 

I'm just about to brush my teeth and call it a night, when Johnny 
calls me. Johnny Juno's a friend of mine who got me this gig. A good 
friend gets you the gigs in the Holiday Inns. His traveling partner, 
Denny Davidson booked me into a town in northern Pennsylvania that 
even the governor of the state never heard of. There were forty people 
in the room, and if there were twice as many teeth in the ff ront row as 
there were tattoos, that was a lot. Still, you've got to work toilet boxes 
like that if you want to pay the bills. I got dinner, drinks, $150 for the 
night, and laid. Well worth the effort to explain political humor to a 
bunch of fuckin' rednecks. 

Johnny wants to go out and bump uglies with some girl he met in 
Le Bar. The first rule of Binghamton is Never Bump Uglies With Anyone 
That You Meet in Le Bar. Le Bar is the name of the only bar in 
Binghamton where you can drink out of a glass without asking for a 
penicillin chaser. Still, you wouldn't want to swap fluid with any of the 
worn-out bar flies in Le Bar. So I ask Johnny how I figure into this 
whole scene, and come to find out Ugly has a friend and her and Johnny 
figure I ought to be generous with my time. 

So I tell Johnny OK, and I hike across the street to a CVS to pick up 
some condoms. I know I got three in my dresser drawer back home, but 
I procrastinate when I pack and as a result, I forget things. But I already 
told you that. 

In the parking lot, four dirty looking teenage boys huddle around 
a rusty pickup truck, holding their beers low in case a cop should drive 
by. I notice the familiar gold, white and blue label of Hamm's premium, 
and I smile to myself. Poor, pathetic white trash. I think. 
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I get into the CVS, and I notice that it looks like every other CVS in 
the world, and I wonder to myself what CVS stands for. When I bring my 
condoms, guitar magazine, shampoo, conditioner and razors up to the 
counter and try to pay with my Visa card, I learn that CVS stands for 
Cranial Ventilation Syndrome. My cashier (the only one in the store) 
is an air head. She doesn't know how to handle the transaction, and I 
suggest to her to call the manager. My fears are redoubled when she 
explains to me politely that she is the manager. After carefully ex
plaining to her that I used to work in a oonvenient store and I know how 
to work one of those credit card thingies, she lets me behind the 
counter. Together, we finally get the clicking register to accept my 
card. I don'tlet on that I've never really worked one of those credit card 
'thingies', or that I've spent most of my time behind the oounter staring 
at her ass. 

When I get back to my room, Johnny calls me again. We're not 
going out, the girls are coming up to our rooms. Great, I think to myself. 

"Look, Johnny! Ballet parking." 

At least I won't burn up all the gas in my car getting lost in a strange 
town. And if I bring my car home smelling like the funk of female, my 
girlfriend will rip my balls off and hang them from my rear view 
mirror. 

So I change into something casual, and I head down the hall to 
Johnny's room. He tells me that he's ordered drinks to be sent up, and 
a pizza from a local shop called Munchy's. I ask him how much did he 
get, and he says a sheet. I yell at him, "For four people? Just how big is 
Ugly and her friend, anyway?" And Johnny tells me to forget about it, 
it only costs $6.00 for a sheet. I think to myself, great. Just how bad does 
a pizza have to be to only cost $6.00 for a whole sheet? The god damn 
thing will probably be so old, it'll deliver itself. But then we get the call 
from the lobby that our pizza is here, and Johnny presses $10.00 into my 
hand and tells me it's on him. 

I run down to the lobby, taking the long spiral staircase, and I'm 
greeted by a grizzled old man. Standing next to him in an identical red 
and white striped shirt is son of grizzled old man, holding a pizza box the 
size of a sheet of dry wall. Scribbled on the outside of the box in greasy 
black marking pen is the legend "$6.00 Holiday Inn Juno delivered". I 
press the ten-spot into sons grizzled hand and tell him to keep it, and I 
open the box and peek inside. Much to my wondering eyes should 
appear the most beautiful pepperoni pizza that I've ever seen. I sprint 
back up to the room to find that the girls are already there, having 
snuck in through the back entrance of the hotel. 
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We eat pizza, talk and laugh, and for a little while, ugly doesn't seem 
to be quite so ugly, and I lean back in bed and watch David Letterman 
while Ugly's friend strokes my ear with her soft white hands. I think 
back to the events of the day passed, the drive in the morning fog, the 
bite of the cold sunrise air that would burn away and become sweltering, 
and the air conditioning makes me shiver a little. I think about eating 
at a Thruway rest stop, staring at the truckers in the booths and them 
staring at me, with my long coat and high-top sneakers, wondering 
why each of us don't quit what we're doing and get real jobs. Johnny 
and his consort start getting into it pretty hot and heavy, so my friend 
and I leave for my room. 

Halfway down the hall, Ugly's friend asks me if I'm really into it, 
and I say no. She says that she expected as much, and excuses herself. 
I offer her a ride home, but she explains that she has her own car. I see 
her about an hour later in Le Bar, and she looks quickly away like she 
doesn't know me. 

Comedians on the road go from wired to tired to wired again. The 
trick is to be the right way at the right time. Like tonight, I was wired 
when I went on stage. All of my new material went well, and my local 
references were right on. I'll have to thank Jerry for that when I mail 
him his 30%. Now I'm tired, but that's not such a bad thing. Four hours 
of driving tomorrow to get to Buffalo, and I'll want to be as well rested 
as possible. So I go for a walk around the hotel. 

I start around the loop where the valets come and take your keys. 
A lispy kid named Stephen took mine when we checked in, and I turned 
to Johnny and quipped "Look, Johnny, ballet parking." Johnny got it, 
but the crowd didn't. Tomorrow's another night. 

I walked the river side of the hotel, staring into the glass of Le Bar's 
bay windows, and step inside. The bar is playing the worst rendition of 
Satisfaction I've ever heard in my life, and people are dancing. An old 
blonde woman with dark black roots and a complexion like cowhide 
shouts out over the music "Hey Madge! Look at the buns on this one!" If 
she'd been talking about me, I guess I would've been amused. I order a 
beer and walk back out onto the terrace. I scare the hell out of a bag lady 
when I turn the corner. 

"Oh Jeez" she says, "You scairt the bejeezus out of me. I didn't even 
see you over there. I come down here a lot, If ind a lot of bottles. You gotta 
be careful out here, you could get mugged, blah Blah blah Blah blah 
Blah ... ". She's still talking when I turn the next corner. 

The water of the Chemung river flows quickly to the south, or the 
north, I forget which, and I watch it with a spiritual silence. The 
ballroom of the Holiday Inn was quite spacious, and it looked out on this 
very. river. The water is so brown that it looks like a scene from a Willy 
Wonka movie. I used the line on the crowd tonight and they rolled in the 
aisles. Johnny used it less than an hour later in front of the same people,, 
and they still laughed. I don't even feel bad about that. We'll both use 
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it again tomorrow in Buffalo. 
The night gets chilly, and I pull my collar up over my neck, 

scarcely noticing that the bag lady has removed my empty beer bottle. 
I think of the woman who is waiting at home for me, my bed and my life, 
and I stare across the water. The water reflected all of the shimmering 
lights of the city, and I looked and I tried to see my life, but I didn't. I saw 
loneliness, and I saw the road ... . 

by Craig Lammes 

Blind 
the night sky 
black as soot 
he peers down upon the sleeping village 
lantern flicker 
midnight moon 
brittle wind under wings of cracked leather 

beside her 
milky flesh 
blood warm flame 
she stirs, lips apart 
under white teeth, a sigh 
mouth curving to a wicked smile 
as his fire cools 
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untitled by Leo Martling 
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tr{Jt i,ol~itt 
by Shawn Adamson 

As I step across 
the fallen timbers strewn 
on the earthen floor, 
My attention is caught 
by a glint of metal, 
reflecting the sunlight drifting through 
the fractured roof. 

Digging, I pull from the earth 
a toy soldier. 

Brushing him clean, he stares at me 
with painted pupils, 
standing at attention 
in a dirty, dingy uniform. 

As I hold this little man in my hands, 
I wonder about his history. 
What causes a child to leave his toy behind, 
buried in the earth, forgotten? 

As I leave, I put the soldier in my pocket, 
to bring home to my child, 
to bring a smile to his face. 
This soldier, 
that has fought the toughest battle. 
the battle of time. 

Has emerged victorious 
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T088:ED SA.LAD 
by Stephany M. Sofia 

blue-haired punk 
on the subway 

yelling obscenities 
just to be that way 
while the yuppie 

sitting next to him 
wishes his BMW 

wasn't in the shop 
but a bag lady smiles at him 

and everything is A-OK 
'cause the surf er dudes 
skate on at the next stop 

leftover hippies sit 
between Catholic schoolgirls 

talking about revolution, man 
but they're all the same 

when they leave the station 
they all have a purpose 
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Perf ect/y Content 
by Greg Straight 

tree filtered sunlight 
warms my side 
I turn to face it 

warm soft breeze 
sifts through my blinds 

runs over my skin like water 

out over the yard 
everything is content 

except clothes dancing on the line 
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" anipulation" by Renee eed 
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TO \VHOM IT MAY CONCERN 
By Juliet Rice 

He has the kind of hands 
that I'd gladly send (Express Mail) across my back 

He has the kind of sweet smile I could inhale 
(Vic's-like) in one great breath 

He has a manliness that makes me ready everytime 
but yet a youthfulness that explodes nova-like all 'round 
him, radiating a deliciousness that floors me always: 

Baby, it wasn't the first time that I met you ... 
or the second ... or the third ... 
or even the fourth ... or the fifth ... 
but the6th time I met you ... 

your eyes aren't that heaven-colored, 
but I'd flip backwards into them anytime 

your hair might not be the silk that flows from some 
men's heads, 

but I dream hungrily of my fingers sinking through your 
blonde tresses 

plunging down down down 
Your flaws are as beautiful as your assets 

He's real 
He's human 
He oozes an all kissable essence of... 
Damn it, he's: FINE!!! 

It's just a crying shame he's 5 years too young! 
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by Pia Smai 

The soft whisper of my lovers words 
Fade gently away with the dawn. 
I love him. 
He is peaceful now 
Asleep, dreaming perhaps, 
Of his world far away. 

I reach out to touch him. 
I feel his skin 
But not his soul. 
Do I know this man? 
Our worlds so different 
We are alone, together. 

My love is real. 
But I am scared 
Of his fears, hopes 
And his world. 
The desire that burns within him 
I don't understand. 

I reach over him 
My clothes in my hand. 
I dress and walk to the door. 
I don't know you. 
I'm not allowed in. 
Your world is not ready for my love. 

I look, one last time 
To the sleeping man 
And walk quickly away. 
I fear my feelings. 
My world is not ready for him. 
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Lost in Reality 
by Kim Thygesen 

Paul held my hand as we walked along the sidepath of the river. The 
autumn trees hovered over the pathway and the leaves gracefully fell 
motionless at my feet. The greens, auburns and yellows in the leaves 
reflected in the water and made me feel safe. We decided to sit on an old 
rusty railroad bridge over the water. The wind whistled as it channeled 
underneath the bridge and skimmed the top of the water. We dangled 
our feet and listened to the waves breaking against the bridge supports. 
I held on tightly to the side of the bridge for I was afraid I might slip and 
fall. Paul squeezed my arm to ensure my safety. 

I sat facing Paul and listened to him talk. He told me how sorry he 
was for everything he had done and that he still loved me. I began to get 
comfortable and relax my tense muscles when Paul pulled my face 
towards his and forcefully put his tongue in my mouth. His hand 
clenched the back of my neck so I could not pull away. I felt awkward 
letting him kiss me again after three years, but I was afraid if I pulled 
away I might slip and fall into the river. I began to feel nauseus and 
started to cry. When he pulled his lips away from mine, he noticed my 
tears. His hand stroked my cheek to wipe away the tears. "I've hurt you 
really bad haven't I? I'm so sorry Sarah. Can you ever forgive me?" 

I felt him pull me into the darkness of his eyes. I was surrounded by 
the loneliness and sorrow he felt. I had mixed emotions on whether or 
not I could believe what he was saying. When I left our marriage he had 
told me he would kill me mentally if not physically. I wondered how I 
could trust him again. I still had not said a word when he stood up 
pulling me along with him. "Let's go for a walk. I'll try to think of a 
way to make you believe in me again." 

Paul pursuaded me to go to a basement that he knew about, so we 
could talk. The basement had small windows almost touching the 
ceiling and an old metal garbage pail outside. The walls were big bricks 
almost the size of cement blocks. If elt cold and dark although the room 
was rather warm. I leaned on a tall table in the middle of the floor that 
stood breast high wlth long aluminum legs. Hanging from the ceiling 
over the table was a light fixture with a cord and a lightbulb attatched 
to it. 

He told me to relax. He said he had a suprise for me and it was the only 
way he knew to finally set me free. Paul pulled out some kind of gun. 
He took it apart and began rubbing each piece with an old tan oil cloth 
that had turned grey. As his hands moved in a circular motion, he told 
me why he had brought the gun. 

"You see Sarah, I'm afraid that one of these days I might go crazy and 
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when I do, I may kill you. I don't want to do that because I love you. I 
don't want to hurt you any more, but I get out of control sometimes. So, 
I want you to do me a favor; the next time I try to kill you; stop me. Don't 
let it happen; shoot me first. I could not live with myself if I ever killed 
you. Understand?" 

Paul had finished putting the gun back together. He loaded it for me 
and then did something to it so it made a click sound. He then handed me 
the gun without even lifting his head. I took the gun from his hands 
and stared at it in disbelief. Paul pulled out another gun and started 
talking it apart as he did the first. He never looked up, he just continued 
talking; "Now, I trust you and I know you will use good judgment. You 
won't let me kill you, but you won't kill me either, unless it's necessary, 
right?' 

I started to feel as if I was going to vomit. I knew Paul was cleaning 

11 I loved you, but now I have to kill you." 

the other gun to kill me. I began to shake while looking back and forth 
from Paul to the gun. I had to kill him before he killed me. Paul was 
planning to kill me. I was panicing but knew what I had to do. He had 
almost finished putting the gun back together and still hadn't looked 
up. He was testing me. It was as if he knew I was about to shoot; he 
expected it, wanted it. 

I lifted my right arm up and held my elbow with my left hand. The 
gun was pointed right at his head. My last thought was;''YOU WILL 
NEVER HURT ME AGAIN!" I then pulled the trigger and when I expected 
to hear a bang all I heard was a click. Paul finally looked up with the 
most evil grin on his face as he put the last bullet into his gun. 

"You were going ki 11 me! I trusted you and you broke that trust!" He 
lifted his gun and pointed it at my head. I began to back away without 
saying a word. 

"Do you think I would be stupid enough to give you a working gun? 
What the hell do you think I took it apart for? I fixed the safety on it so 
you couldn't hurt me. I didn't think you had the guts to do it but I was 
wrong. Why did you have to prove me wrong? I loved you, now I have 
to kill you!" He was still on the other side of the table trying to follow 
my every move. I tried to back away slowly, but it was useless. He 
brought me here to kill me, now he was going to. I wasn't crying or 
begging for my life. I was speechless. 

"How did it feel to think you actually had power, huh Sarah?" The 
next thing I knew I was lying on the floor. I thought I' ct been shot. I 
tried to open my eyes, but it was hard. I reached my hand up and touched 
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the side of my head. It was wet and warm and when I looked at my fingers 
they were red. This can't be happening, I thought. I can't really be 
dying. There wasn't a lot of pain, but my thoughts were scattered all 
over. Paul was standing over me with an evil grin. He looked like the 
devil sent him to take my soul. He pointed his gun at my head. All I could 
see was a red dot. His image was blurry so If ocused on the light dangling 
back and forth behind him. It was moving back and forth, back and 
forth. I was trying to crawl away like a worm on a sidewalk in the middle 
of July. My head was lying in a puddle by this time and I couldn't get 
up. I finally lay there knowing I could not get away. I thought about 
playing dead hoping he would leave. I prayed to God and opened my eyes 
one more time until I heard the loudest sound I've ever heard. It hurt 
my eardrums then everything went blank. It was all white. I saw 
nothing, felt nothing, heard nothing .. . 

I woke to find myself in a hospital bed. Everything was organized 
and untouched. The sunlight barely came through my window and 
shadowed my body in the hospital bed. A doctor and nurse came 
running in to my room and started checking my pulse and listening to 
my heart. 

"What happened? Why am I in the hospital?" I asked. 
"We have been over this before Sarah." The nurse replied. 
"What day is it? How long have I been here?" I demanded groggily. 

I laid there while the nurse wrote down the information she was 
getting. The doctor began to look into my eyes when I realized what had 
happened. 

"Don't look into the darkness of my eyes, there is nothing for you to 
see. Besides, there is nothing wrong with me. You people need to get 
Paul. He's the only reason I'm here and while I am stuck in this hospital 
bed, he's free. He tried to murder me! Don't you get it? Please, somebody 
help me." I begged "Somebody help me." 

"We are trying to help you, honey," a familiar voice said. I turned 
to see who it was and realized it was Paul. "That's why you 're here; to get 
better, now get some rest. I love you." 

"What the hell is he doing here? Get him out of here! He tried to kill 
me and your letting him inhere! He's gonna kill me if you don't get him 
out of here!" I was screaming and trying to get out of my bed but I 
couldn't move. I must have been imobilized for a long time to have no 
muscle coordination. 

"She's still confused, doctor." Paul said, "you had better put her back 
under." Paul turned and walked away after giving me his evil grin. 

"Noooooo wait, I'll be good! Don't do this again. Please, Paull111" 
The doctor held me down while the nurse stabbed a needle into my 

leg and pumped me up until my leg was burning. Then .. . 

Paul was holding my hand as we walked along the side path of the 
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river. The autumn trees hovered over the pathway and the leaves 
gracefully fell motionless at my feet. The greens, auburns and yellows 
in the leaves reflected in the water and made me feel safe ..... 

Once 
by Christine Blonowicz 

Joyous 
the day is warm, sunny, friday 
'Gorgeous' I say 
'Yes' he says 'and so is the day' 
Laughing in the parking lot- hands touching 
spring comes as the wind to lift 

my hair and kiss my neck 
So perfect a moment lives it's own 

Perfect life 
Even though we may throw stones. 
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A LLf e Not k'cistect 
by Cathryn Caswell 

I reached for the stars, 
but there were none to hold. 

Iwent to the sea, 
But there were no fish left. 

In the midst of the rain I looked for a rainbow, 
But there wasn't one to be had. 

Then I turned and started to walk home, 
My chin could go no lower, 
Nor could my tears fall faster, 
When I saw a man sitting on the ground. 
He Looked up and saw my tears, 
When he asked me what was wrong I told him 

I was so young yet my life was already ruined. 
And this was his reply: 

"As long as you can breath, 
and think on your own, 
As long as you appreciate beautiful things, 
And as long as you live your life 
as best as you can-
Then you have nothing to fear 
For your life will not be wasted." 
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The Dying Breed 
by Jason J Gorton 

When the wind howled like a banshee, and the snow flew past the 
house like an army of tiny ghosts, and the cold could bite as painfully 
as a wolf; on nights like this one, Gloria simply liked to sit in the old 
rocking chair and listen. Every sound that broke the silence held a 
symphony all it's own- the creaking of the floorboards as she rocked, 
the gentle scratching of mice in the walls seeking shelter from the 
winter's rage, the soft murmur as the wind rushed through the rafters 
searching for some way in. On nights like this, Gloria would just sit and 
listen. 

Thoughts would drift in and out of her head like old photos. Mostly 
thoughts of her husband, Michael, and her son, Thomas. Gloria's gentle 
musings were interrupted for the first time that bitter January night 
by the telephone's harsh ring (one of the few modernisms in her rustic 
home. She picked up the receiver, and in as prim and proper a tone as 
she was capable of she said, "Good evening. Th.is is the Miller residence, 
Gloria speaking." 

"Relax, Gloria, it's only me." 
"Oh! Hello, how are you, Alice?" 
'Tm fine, Gloria, but how are, You? This storm is the worst we've 

had in close to twenty years!" (In the background, "Alice! Don't exag
gerate!") "Anyway, I want to send Henry out to pick you up and bring 
you over here. There's no telling how long this wind will hold out and 
it's only a matter of time before the power goes and probably the 
phones, too." 

"No, Alice, I won't have anything of the sort. The roads are much 
too treacherous. If the phone goes out I will only be assured a peaceful 
night's sleep without interruption. My radio has brand new batteries 
and my heating is gas so if the electricity goes out I couldn't care less. 
Go tell Henry not to get up out of his chair," (he hadn't) "and you just 
stop worrying about me." 

"But what if something should happen, Gloria! If you fell and hurt 
yourself, no one would be there to help you." 

"Stop being silly! It's not worth the risk to go out in this weather. 
Besides, my bedroom is on the first floor. What reason would I have to 
go upstairs, and where else could I possibly fall from?" 

Alice continued to protest in the same manner for several more 
minutes, but Gloria was stubborn as always. Finally she gave up and left 
Gloria to whatever fate had in store. At last Gloria was left with only the 
company of her thoughts and the ceaseless pounding of the wind. Ev-
erything about the evening brought back memories that were both 
comforting and painful, memories that would haunt her for the rest of 
her days. The calendar claimed it was only late fall when it happened, 
but winter had had a head start and the snow crunched underfoot with 
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a shining beauty. Thomas had said it was like walking on diamonds. The 
two left early that morning, father and son, each with gun in hand for 
a day of hunting. Gloria stood at the window and waved as the two 
disappeared into the blinding whiteness of the sun bouncing off the 
ice. She worried every time they went, off. Always, a quick prayer of 
safety followed on their heels, and a quick prayer of thanks met them 
at the door. Finally, with darkness filling the air along with the scent 
of apple and cherry pies cooling in the kitchen, Gloria felt a pain in her 
heart that she would become very familiar with as the years rolled on. 

Search parties went out every day for almost two full weeks, but the 
bodies of her husband and eighteen year old son would not be found 
until the following spring. The thaw had already come, so very little 
medical examination was possible (especially with the re mains having 
been scavenged over by vermin of unknown numbers). The official 
report was: "natural causes brought about by exposure to the elements," 
but a horrible rumor, one never publicly discredited, circulated that 
the bodies were devoured before the two actually died. 

The following year saw an unprecedented amount of wolves hunted, 
trapped, and poisoned, fueled by the rumor. Pack upon pack were wiped 
out in that normally sleepy little mountain community known as Devon 
and it was almost twelve years before another wolf was seen within a 
twenty mile radius. 

Sometimes a rumor cuts the deepest not when it's about you, but 
when it.'s about the ones you love, and that rumor had cut Gloria to the 
bone. Night terrors filled her mind with dreams of family being 
slaughtered in her very kitchen, and then being served to her by 
wolves in aprons (my Grandma, what big eyes you have) on her best 
china. The visions plagued her mind for years and played on her sanity. 

Being a God fearing woman, Gloria never even considered suicide, 
despite many of the town's resident's fears, and still, for months after. 
Gloria left her house not once. But Gloria was also an uneducated and 
superstitious woman. The only teaching she had ever received was in 
her mother's kitchen, and the only lessons she was ever taught were 
the stories her grandmother had told her as a child. 

Her grandmother would sit in the same sturdy oak chair Gloria 
herself would later occupy, and spin yarns from the old country like a 
master poet. Her tales wove images like intricate tapestries embroi
dered with silk. Parables of ghosts, vampires, and werewolves would fly 
from the old woman's mouth with the skill of a craftsman and the 
impact of a locomotive. Gloria listened intently as a little girl, and still 
believed as a woman. In every room was a crucifix, cloves of garlic 
hung in strings on the outside doors, and wolf sbane tended with a silver 
spade blossomed along side roses and lilies. 

She spent all her spare time tending the garden. Every spring the 
blossoms bloomed in colors as many and varied as the imagination. 
Vegetables grew in fantastic abundance and their taste was nothing 
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short of exquisite. Gloria's work in the garden would seem to rival 
mother nature's herself. Every day, rain or shine, thaw to freeze, Gloria 
could be found tending her garden. Weeding, watering, picking, 
planting, pruning. Gloria's love which had been spent endlessly on her 
family, now flourished every summer in the soil behind her home. 

And now Gloria lived as if she had been slain along with them. Her 
home sat out on the very edge of the town, and not another building was 
visible for miles. Except for Alice who took Gloria shopping every other 
Tuesday, no one ever came to her house. The biweekly shopping trip 
and the company of her radio were the only contact with the outside 
world Gloria wanted or received. 

These were the thoughts that filled her mind. Thoughts of her 
husband, her son, and her garden. These were the memories that 
fluttered through her mind the night the storm brought the naked 
stranger. 

"The wolves. My, they made quite a howl." 

At first she thought all she had heard was the sound of the wind 
lashing out against the shutters, but then it came again, clearer. "Help! 
Is anyone there?" 

Gloria hesitated, not sure whether she heard the call or simply 
imagined it. A pounding at the door confirmed Gloria's thoughts in the 
next instant. UlX)n opening the door wide she found a man standing in 
the blistering cold, completely naked. He stood about six feet tall with 
blond hair, clean shaven but perhaps in need of a haircut. His skin was 
as white as the snow he stood in and beginning to take on a tint of blue. 
The hair on his body held as much snow as the ground itself, and his 
genitals were shrunken and looked like a white, furry walnut. Without 
being asked, the man jumped inside and slammed the door. Gloria let out 
a quick scream and then said, "Goodness! What are you doing running 
around like some kind of wild animal?" Without waiting for an answer 
she ran to the oplX)site wall, grabbed a coat, and covered him with it. 

"I was driving down the road on my way to Seattle. About a half mile 
up the road I found a guy hitchhiking. With the storm and all I picked 
him up but as soon as he got in he pulled a gun on me. He stole my clothes, 
my car, all my I.D. -everything I had in the world." 

"That's terrible! Let me put some water on for tea, then I'll run you 
up a nice hot bath, and then we'll call the sheriff. How's that sound Mr.-
" 

"Bradley- Thomas Bradley. It sounds wonderful, thank-" 
At the mention of the man's name, Gloria dropped her kettle and 

splashed water all over the wooden floor. She simply stared at him for 
an instant, then the cold water on her legs brought her back to earth. 
"Oh, look at what I've done! You go, warm yourself by the fire while I 
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refill the pot and run you some bath water." Upon returning Gloria 
apologized, 'Tm awfully sorry if I startled you, it's just that. my son's 
name was Thomas. He died some years ago." 

Tom's flesh had now turned bright red as the blood rushed to his 
skin "Oh! I'm so sorry to hear that." Tom's voice trailed off at the end 
and he found himself searching for words, ''Thank you again for your 
kindness. It's certainly a good thing you were here. I had thought I was 
going to die out there, but then I remembered passing your house, so I 
ran back as fast as I could. I could swear I broke the four minute mile," 
he said with a laugh. 

"Are you a runner Mr. Bradley?" 
"No. I mean, well, yes, but I just meant I ran as fast as possible." 
"Oh, of course you did, how silly of me." Gloria laughed at her own 

stupidity and then added, "I only asked because my son was a runner." 
Her words cast an awkward air about the room. Neither spoke again 
until Tom finished his tea and Gloria said, "I think your bath is ready." 

As Tom sat in the tub, wondering uneasily just what he had walked 
in upon, Gloria sat in her rocking chair and cried. 

When Tom rose from the bath, he found in a pile next to the sink, 
a wonderfully plush towel and some men's clothes. Only now did he feel 
embarrassed about arriving on a stranger's doorstep completely exposed. 

The towel, despite its softness, hurt his now tender skin as he dried. 
The clothes amounted to a pair of long-johns, a flannel shirt, and a pair 
of comfortably baggy pants, all of them fitting well but smelling of age 
and mothballs. Inside the pocket of the pants was a picture. at least 
twenty years old. The picture was of a girl with long blond hair tied back 
in a bow and on the back was a note that read: "Dear Tom. Thank you for 
showing me what a wonderful guy you are (and a great kisser! ) All my 
love. Kate." Whoever Kate is, or was , Tom thought, she certainly is 
gorgeous. Tom put the picture back in the pocket, put a pair of slippers 
on outside the door, and headed out for the kitchen. 

"Oh. Mr. Bradley. I didn't hear you come out. I put some soup on. 
would you like a bowl?" 

"Thank you, yes I would Mrs.-" Tom stopped realizing he didn't 
even know his hostess's name. 

"Now, where are my manners? I'm Mrs. Miller. Gloria Miller. You 
know, You look just like my son. Those are his clothes you're wearing. 
It's an uncanny fit, don't you think?" Gloria smiled, but even as she 
spoke. tears welled up in her eyes. 

"Yes, it's amazing. Do you have a phone I could use?" 
"Of course." Gloria remained seated. "I just can't get over the 

resemblance though. It's almost as if he'd come back after all these 
years." She gazed lovingly up to the mantle where two pictures, 
undoubtedly her son and husband, rested. 

Tom looked at the pictures and almost jumped. himself. She was 
right, the photo of her son looked identical to him at the age of twenty. 
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It could have been his picture on that mantle and no one would have 
been able to see the difference. But Tom had more important things on 
his mind than long lost sons and similarities. "Could you just show me 
the way to the phone?" · 

"Over there. in the kitchen." Tom got up and began walking over. 
"But the lines have been down for over an hour." 

Greatnow what do I do? Tom thought to himself. 
'Tm afraid there's not much we can do except wait for the storm to 

let up. I don't even have a car, much less a driver's license. Here's your 
soup dear." 

Tom accepted the bowl and ate heartily. "How far is it to town?" he 
asked between gulps. 

"About fifteen miles or so. You know, my dear old grandmother 
used to tell me stories when I was a young girl, would you like to hear 
one?" 

"No, that's all right. Thank~ for the soup-" 
'" I think one of my favorites, " she continued, dreamily, "is of the 

old forest that surrounded the town where she grew up ... " 
"Mrs. Miller, do you have some place I could bed down for the 

night?" asked Tom nervously. 
"Why certainly! Follow me." She led him upstairs. When they 

reached a heavy wooden door, she pulled some keys out of her apron and 
slid them in the lock. With a click the door opened to reveal a room 
seemingly untouched by time. This was obviously her son's room. 
Amazingly, the room had no dust and no musty smell. "You can sleep in 
here." 

As the door shut behind him, Tom didn't hear the soft click of the 
lock being turned. 

That night, for the first time in almost twenty years the wolves 
howled. Tom slept like the dead and didn't hear them, but Gloria did. She 
felt she knew who they were calling to. The next morning Tom awoke 
to find his door open and Mrs. Miller standing at the foot of his bed. He 
stretched his arms out long and wide and yawned. "Good morning, Mrs 
Miller." 

"Good morning, Thomas. I trust you slept well?" 
"I haven't slept that well in ages." 
In Gloria's hands she held a tray stacked with eggs, toast, sausages, 

and a tall glass of orange juice. "I made some breakfast for you. I hope 
you like it." Tom sat up straight and she set the tray in his lap. Out of her 
apron she pulled a napkin which she lay delicately across his bare 
chest. "Did you hear them last night?" 

"Who?" Tom asked, digging in. 
"The wolves. My, they made quite a howl." 
"Well, I guess I was pretty tired," Tom said, feeling a little nervous 

about her staring at him, even though he was more fully clothed now 
than when they had met the night before. 
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"You know. It's been twenty years since the wolves have come 
back. I supposed at first that it was just a matter of time. Then I 

began to think that perhaps other forces were at work. What do you 
think. Thomas?" 

Tom finished the last of his orange juice and said. "I don't know. 
Probably just seeking shelter from the storm." 

Gloria's gaze had grown penetrating, "Much like you. I suppose." 
Tom returned the stare with perhaps an edge of hostility, "I 

suppose." 
Gloria looked away and began playing with yet something else in 

her apron "You know. my grandmother used to tell me all kinds of 
stories when I was a little girl. especially about the wolves. When I was 
a lass. the wolves roamed these parts in packs larger than the town's 
whole population! Every so often the men would go out to kill as many 
of them as they could find. It was very dangerous. and many times the 
hunters would come back with men missing. My grandmother would 
talk of the men being eaten. not by the wolves, but by werewolves." Tom 
looked up hesitantly. "I thought that would get your attention. You see, 
not all wolves walk on four legs, the most dangerous ones walk on two. 
But you probably know that. don't you." 

Tom finished the last of his eggs and said, "That's very fascinating, 
Mrs. Miller, but I'm not feeling that well so if you'll just excuse me ... " 

Gloria looked at him again. "That would be the rat poison." 
"WHAT!" Tom knocked the tray to the floor and tried to jump out of 

the bed. Instead. he simply fell flat on his back. 
"Oh don't worry, Thomas," she said calmly, walking to the other 

side of the bed. "It can't kill you. we both know that, but this can. It's my 
good silver, you know." With those words she pulled a gleaming, silver 
carving knife out of her apron and plunged it through the linen 
napkin still lying on his chest and into his heart. Thomas' scream faded 
into a gurgle as the blood welled up in his mouth, and then he lay 
perfectly still. With his eyes still open, his mouth still gaping, and a tiny 
river of blood flowing from beneath the napkin and from the corner 
of his mouth, Tom was silent. 

Later that morning, as the wind died and the snow began to clear, 
Gloria got out her pick and her shovel, and working feverishly, she dug 
a hole. It was nightfall before she patted the last of the earth back into 
place, and it was a job she was glad to be done with. She slept well that 
night, her dreams filled with images of her husband, her son, and her 
garden. but already she had forgotten the naked stranger lying in an 
unmarked grave. Her sleep was only interrupted for a moment, and 
then exhaustion lulled her back down. That night, the wolves howled 
again, but for the instant she was awake Gloria was uncertain if they 
simply bayed at the moon or if they mourned the loss of one of their 
own. 

Only the wolves knew for sure. 
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'Think" by Lisa Taggart 
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