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THE TIME HAS COME," THE WALRUS SAID, 

"To TALK OF MANY THINGS: 

OF SHOES-AND SHIPS- AND SEALING WAX

OF CABBAGES AND KINGS-

.ANO WHY THE SEA IS BOILING HOT

.ANO WHETHER PIGS HAVE WINGS . 
Lewis Carroll 
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I'd like to thank the staff, 
the many contributors, and the 
students who submitted their 
work. I would also like to 
thank the wonderful Print Shop 
for all their time and work that 
went into making this magazine. 

A special thanks and acknowledgement 
goes to DOCTOR Barbara Lovenheim 
for giving me this opportunity, 
for being my enghsh teacher three 
semesters in a row (you made it!), 
and for a general joie de vie 
that she brings to just about 
everything that she does ( from 
Sisyphus to Syntax). 
I would like to sum up our time together: 

"I touch your book and dream of our 
ODYSSEY in the SUPERMARKET 

and feel ABSURD." 
-Alan Ginsburg 

I would also like to thank Doc -
Dr. Gary Weiner, for instilling in me 
a love for literature, that all started 
with "Tomorrow and tomorrow ... " Th~~z. . 
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Empty Sockets 

It's true, I worry about my teeth. 
My teeth are not beautiful but 
they are useful 
necessary deeply rooted. 
I dream about my teeth. 
They fall out bloody, leave 
empty sockets. 
Or a crown cracks 
open, exposmg 
spikes, air 
sensitive 
skeletal. 

My friends worry about their teeth: 
teeth knocked 
out, punched 
in, broken 
absent. 
Or brushing 
someone else's 
teeth, one 
at a time 
ma poem. 

"Look! Look at me! I'm bleeding!" 
I say this behind 
closed lips-
keeping in 
the stones 
ofmymouth. 

Jean A.McDonough 



LOVING WOMEN 

Really, I do . .. 
I want to design you ... into 

your face, 
my face, 

and intertwine the faces of all. 

Walking that fine line, 
steadily 

mixing the faces. 

Walking forward 
on that straight line, 

waiting ... 
wanting to cross that line 

and fall ... into 
your arms 

where the line is 
jagged and severed 

in many d 
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of what is right 
or wrong of loving women. 

Alana Dame 



Gramma's Going Up The Stairs 

"Gram.ma's" going up the stairs. My sister and I exchange "the look." We know that's our signal. We 
give her a big enough lead and quietly follow along each step as we begin our journey. Our immediate 
destination is "Gram.ma's" room, but we find that we travel to a far more special place, our womanhood. 

We reach her door; we push it open ever so slightly. The smells and sights that embrace us bring us to a 
magical world, a world of grace and beauty. 

There she is. Sitting at her dressing table in her silk slip. Her back is as straight as God ever intended a 
back to be; Her head held high. Her hair sitting like a crown on her head ... and rightly so. For here was 
royalty sitting on her throne with two faithful and awestruck subjects snec1king an audience with their 
queen. 

She's looking at her reflection in the mirror. As she looks she spots two pair of eyes, but pretends not 
to notice. A smile comes to her face . Discretion is an important trait for a queen to possess. 

She takes the brush to the back of her neck, and as she sits she recites, "Always up, never down on the 
hair- it makes it break. Never down on the skin- it makes it sag." My sister and I exchange another 
knowing look, and take mental notes. We've got it, "always up." 

She reaches for the jars and bottles that stand in clean, neat rows waiting to be summoned. What a 
shame those contents never know what an honor they hold to be on such a flawless and perfect complex
ton . 

It's time to put on her face powder. With this step she gives us our second notation, "a little powder, a 
little paint, makes you look like what you ain't." Once again we look to each other and nod. We 've got 
that. 

The final act to this process is her lipstick. She reaches for the silver case adorned with diamond chips. 
Rolling the lipstick up from the tube with clean, neat strokes she places the color on her lips. She makes 
this act seem simple and uncomplicated. When we were allowed to wear lipstick, we found that we did 
not execute it as well as our queen had. Somehow it found its way all over our mouths instead of the 
proper place ... on our lips. If she was the queen then truly we were the court jesters. 

"Gram.ma", like those days, has long since passed away. Her room and dressing table remain. They're 
mine now. As I sit I realize that this room holds many memories, especially when I'm the one looking in 
the mirror. The reflection I see is not my own. It's two pair of eyes looking to days that are yet to be, and 
it's "Gramma" in all her splendor. 

And now I find that it is time for me to begin my process, and I remember, "a little powder, a little 
paint. ... " 

Michele Baron 
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A Question Perhaps? 

What happens to you 
When your head tells you to go one way 

And your body tells you to go another? 
Do you split in two? 
Do you feed the brain 

And punish the body? 
Does the head detach 
And hang aloof in its lofty pursuits? 

Leaving the body to wander 
Without cause or direction, 
Stumbling without eyes to see? 

Do you deprive the brain 
And let the body grow fat and contented 

While the brain dries up, 
Crumbling into flakes of broken thought? 
Why is it when you choose one 

You automatically want the other? 
I rake myself over hot coals. 

Do you ever feel like turning back? 

Dean Baker 



The Self 

The intricate maze whose 
labyrinth walls hide the 
truth, whisper to me 
what I cannot understand. 
I stumble through the puzzle 
seeking conclusion, but 
fall into error down every path. 
My being wanders, 
hindered by desire and 
blinded by ignorance. 
Never finding 
what remains hidden. 
Bound by deeds of which 
I have no memory, I travel 
the inevitable path. 
Though sound in reality, 
within my barriers is concealed 
a fate, bound in fear. 
A prisoner only to one's self. 

Angelica Seissler 

Chris Holdridge 



Hands 
They touch, 1 

h cannot fee . butt ey 
They are cold, d 

not dea . but they are 
h are hands, 

T ey be touched. hands not to 

Jennifer Rogers 



The Wrapper, The Can, The Bottle Top 

A wrinkled wrapper 
from a long gone lolly lies in the street 

Ducking dodging under 
busy unnoticing feet 

Every once in a while 
the wind will give a lift 

But it can never change 
its direction if the wind doesn't shift 

A crumpled can once consumed with beer 
has been tossed and left here 

Every once in a while a stranger 
will come and kick it along 

Unsure of its course 
tomorrow it may be gone 

In the corner 
there's a bottle top 

Maybe some drunk had dropped 
shiny, bright, compared to no other 

The rain came last night 
pushed it down the gutter 

The wrapper, the can, the bottle top 
represent you an me 
Trying to survive our inner city streets 

Go back to last night when I spoke of the rain 
The bottle top was your brother shot by a gang 

Go back to the can that was tossed and left there 
Your brother in prison, a cell, a hole of despair 

Go back to the wrapper 
Ducking and dodging is no way to live 

Our kids can't play safely 
Something got to give 

Take if from the wrapper, the can, and the bottle top 

Black people wake up 
the violence must stop! 

Patricia Beard 



The Seventeenth Grape 

The room was musty, having the smell of stagnation that pipe smoke usually brought. It was lit dimly 
by the flickering light of the television, casting black and white images across the thick green carpet and 
across the old man's withered face. He sat comfortably and quietly in the near darkness, nestled in his 
reclining chair. He had bought the chair some eight or nine years ago, to replace another almost exactly 
like it that had finally given way to the passage of time. This chair was much like the old man. It stood up 
to daily use much better, and although perhaps not as visually pleasing as the other chair, the faded blue 
receiver was by far more rugged. 

To the side of the chair was the coffee table, another relic in its own right. The old man had carved the 
designs on the table by hand, sanding the mahogany until his hands were white and dry and cracked. He 
had worked with the patience of a father shaping a child into a young adult. When he had finished the 
table, he had placed it next to the chair, where it had sunk into the thick rug slightly over three years ago. 
The table had not been moved since, even to vacuum. 

It was a Thursday night, which meant that public television would broadcast the old war movies. They 
always brought a certain sense of nostalgia to the old man, even though he had seen them all many times 
over. Not long ago, he had gone out to see a new movie at the theater, taking six dollars out of his 
veteran's check to sit among children of an alien generation. Halfway through the movie, he had left, 
disgusted by the needless images of sex and violence. His time for those things had long passed. 

The movies were in black and white, and back then, everything seemed to be as clear. There were 
exceptions, of course, but back then, the enemy had a face and a name. Now the enemy had neither, and 
seemed like a shadow of a beast always haunting him. It had many faces and names and he could never 
see it all at once, let alone fight it. One face of this enemy was in his children, who had stopped visiting. 
Another face was the aching pains that shot through his body at night, keeping him awake at times while 
he fought back the urge to call out. 

The old man knew what it was like to shoot a Kraut, but how could he shoot something like the other 
day when he had forgotten how to spell his own last name? His past was fading from him in bits and 
pieces, and this unseen enemy was stealing it from him. The memories that were left behind were the 
ones he dwelled on, usually when the television brought that nostalgic feeling ofremembrance. 

He had been eating grapes, for no real reason. He had not been particularly hungry, but he had always 
eaten something while watching the movies. Sometimes he would make popcorn and pour grated cheese 
over the top of it. Other times it could be pretzels or peanuts, but it was always some kind of finger food. 
The grapes were large and green, still on the stem, and in a wooden bowl on the table next to him. His 
fingers rolled over them unconsciously as his tired green eyes stared off into the black and white abyss. 



It was a subconscious gesture, as much as one might always hold a cigarette between the same two 
fingers of the same hand, or as much as a soldier might shoot into the darkness after seeing a tell-tale 
muzzle flash of a sniper. But he softly caressed the grapes, feeling them with wrinkled fingers, fondling 
them. And he was quite unaware that he was picking them off from the stem, keeping a tally as he laid 
them on the table in a straight line. Somewhere in the recesses of his mind, he kept account of them with 
razorlike precision. One, two, three .. . 

His hand stopped when seventeen grapes were laid out in a line formation on the table. His attention 
was still focused on the television set, listening to the bombs go off and the quiet cinema screams of 
"Gott em Himmel!" as the German officers ran for cover. The bombs sent white flashes through the 
room, and then all was dim again. The old man was still unaware that he had placed the grapes back in 
the bowl and began to count them out again, placing them once more in a line, stopping again directly at 
seventeen, fondling the seedless green fruit as he did so. 

The screen image changed to that of a sergeant giving an incentive speech to some of his men. The 
sergeant on the screen was nothing like the sergeant he had known, rather, this one was charismatic and 
sparkling, despite his rugged exterior. His voice was deep and commanding, and he seemed completely 
in control of the situation. Nothing like O 'Thorp had been at all. 

"All right, troops, I've given you the plan, but there's one last thing before we go over that hill ... don't 
keep a body count. That job goes out to the bulldozer crews. You don't want to know how many Krauts 
you kill. It 's a number that will haunt you for the rest of your life." 

Fifteen ... sixteen .. . seventeen. The old man stopped for a moment, feeling an icy chill race down his 
spine, not knowing why. A similar incident seemed to have occurred to him once, but he could not 
remember what about it had bothered him. His fingers fondled the seventeenth grape, on the verge of 
remembrance. The seventeenth grape. 

O'Thorp had been hungry. Hell, they all had. K-rations only went so far, and military chocolate was 
hardly any good. All of them had stolen from the french in the past and most of them did so whenever 
they had the chance. They had just been through some village and the old man, who wasn't quite so old 
then, had remembered O'Thorp 's whinny little voice telling them they would grab a couple of chickens 
from the barn a little ways out of town, and they could cook them over a fire and maybe even sleep in the 
barn. It was incentive enough to keep all of the men going. 

The old man had a name then, Private Larren. Tall and somewhat gaunt, Private Larren had volun
teered to go into the barn at the edge of town and grab some food. He had eyed the barn with bright 
green eyes, undaunted by the savagery that he had grown accustomed to. The barn seemed much taller 
than it actually had been, faded red paint peeling off the sides in strips. The rest of the company had 
waited at the foot of the hill, and Private Larren lit a cigarette and began his silent ascent. 

He pulled his boots from inches of muck with each step as he had entered the barn. The whole coun-



tryside seemed wet in those days. The scent of manure and hay plowed into his nose as his eyes squinted, 
growing accustomed to the darkness, and he dropped the cigarette after squeezing a final drag out of a 
hot filter. He heard the livestock moving towards the rear of the barn, where he had seen the chicken wire 
had fenced in part of the barn. 

As he walked, the hair rose on the back of his neck, and he looked up just in time to see a shadow duck 
down behind a bale of hay. He reacted like a razor, sharp and quick and precise. Three gunshots rang out, 
three flashes of white lightning cut through the barnyard air. The livestock went mad, chickens bouncing 
up and down, fleeing into corners, sending feathers into the air. The figure fell, screaming. 

Larren hit the floor himself, hand waiting on the trigger for the soldiers who suddenly seemed to be in 
every comer of the barn. But as no other shots rang out, and the screaming faded to sobs, he pulled 
himself up from the ground. A young French boy lay in the corner, his leg still twitching, but his sobs had 
grown silent. The boy's eyes were wide and unblinking. Larren breathed a sigh of both horror and relief. 

The rest of the company had surrounded the barn to see Private Larren emerge, a chicken under each 
arm. He had hardly eaten in days, but that night when the meal had been prepared, he found he had no 
appetite. Instead, he sat alone and carved the seventeenth notch in the barrel of his gun. It was a mockery, 
completely erasing any pride from the previous sixteen. And for the rest of his tour, he stopped counting. 

No one in the company knew what happened in the barn. No one had asked, and if he had volunteered 
the information, no one would have cared. 

No one cared about the old man. His children had stopped visiting, and the movie had ended sometime 
ago. Static filled the screen, and he found himself wondering what he had been thinking about in the past 
few hours. The enemy didn't have a face anymore, maybe that was better. He ate the grape in his hand, 
oblivious to the fact that sixteen others were in a line on the table, and went to sleep. 

William Reitter 



"Isolation" 
Alana Dame 



SLEEP 

I like to watch her sleep 
sometimes. 
Her muscles all relaxed. 
Her face soft and living. 

And sometimes when she sleeps, 
beads of sweat dew her upper 
An apparent nightmare. 

I like to watch her sleep 
sometimes. 
Her creeping in the realm of 
her unknown. 

I like to watch her sleep sometimes, and sometimes 
I too find sleep 
creeping up on me. 
Claiming me. Pushing me 
downwards 
into sweet abandon. 

Dawn Widener 



Chris Holdridge 



Surgery 

Almost arrogantly, 
he picked up the knife and weighed 
it in his hand, as if to make sure it was worthy 
of his use. 
Gently, yet firmly, he put his thumb 
to the razor edge of the blade 
to test its sharpness; its slicing ability. 

First, he cut open the cranium 
and laid it to the front of the card table 
on which he was working. 
Carelessly, he grabbed his scoop 
and excavated the brains, flipping 
them with a sure wrist 
onto a folded piece of newspaper 
specially placed for that purpose. 

He softly hummed part of a half-forgotten tune 
as he diligently labored on his art. 

Deftly, his hand wielded the knife 
like an expert surgeon; like Jack the Ripper; 
knowing exactly where and how to cut; 
no mistakes could he afford to make now; 
the face was the most important part, the part 
that everyone would see, 

and think about, 
and wonder about. 

He shaped the eyes circular, 
with solid, vertical ellipses in the middle. 
It exuded an aura of imperious power, 



like an ancient Egyptian feline 
god was gazing through these eyes; 
reanimated into this face. 

side-by-side, two half-inch slits 
in the middle of the face marked the nose. 

The mouth he sculpted meticulously. 
It had to be perfect to create 
the correct impact upon its viewers. 

He made the lips thin and seemingly taut, 
as if it were a magical metal cable, 
forged by Vulcan, which Hercules himself 
was futilely pulling on both ends of; trying to snap it, 
yet getting nowhere; just stretching it tighter and tighter. 

He furrowed his eyebrows in deep contemplation. 
It was not quite right yet... 

He directed the scimitar and sliced a minute 
ascension to each side of the mouth, 
giving it a malevolent grin that Satan would be proud 
of, and might even back off from. 

Then, finding the final touch that 
it was lacking, the feature 
to give this creature 
personality, he shaped eyebrows 
like lightning bolts assaulting the ground 
at sixty degrees. 

That was it! 
This gave it life! 

It was complete! 



Smiling proudly, he put the top of the 
cranium back on the hollow head and, 
holding it before him like a gift to the gods, 
bounced outside and set it on his porch step. 

All day long he walked past it 
as he came and went from his house; 
his glorious masterpiece; 
the inanimate mass that he gave to life to, 
carving the features with care; like Dr. Frankenstein, 
he was a surgeon as well as an artist. 

As darkness slowly began to infiltrate 
the last remnants of the day, 
and vanquish the light rays that refused to retreat 
and submit to the night on all Hallow's Eve, 
the surgeon, or so he called himself, 
once more removed the top of the cranium 
which he had so carefully carved only hours before. 

The smell of carbon monoxide and sulfur 
filled his nostrils as he struck 
a wooden match and light the thin 
little red candle which, like lightening to Dr. Frankenstein, 
would be his life-giver. 

Into the hole he placed the soul of his creation. 
He watched the candle's illumination 
fill the head like an epiphany, and drive away 
the madness that hid in the shadows. 



Now it had spirit! 
Now it had life that fluttered and flickered 
every time the wind blew and filtered 
into that cavernous abode-
N ow it had passion! 

And so, with his pumpkin sentinel 
standing guard, the artist, or so 
he called himself, watched the gentle 
wind make the lonely trees dance 
as he waited for trick-or-treaters to arrive. 

Jason Emerson 



Home Again 
"Gestalt " Christopher Campanella 



October 16 

Who would have thought that 
in the middle 

of Autumnal recesses, bordered 
by weeks of melancholy frost, 
the most beautiful day of the year 
had hid in solitude, waiting 
to spring forth and bring warm 
splendor to the world? 

Is there a purpose to this wonderful 
day that I behold outside? 
This day in which I have thrown 
my long pants and my sweatshirts aside to 
wear shorts and thin T-shirts so that 
I may feel the warm, contented 

sigh of the wind 
tickle the hairs on my arms, legs, and head? 

Is Mother Nature trying to say something? 
Is she saying, "Dance in this day 
I give you to enjoy, for soon 
the harsh reality of Winter will be upon you?" 

Whatever the reason; 
today is today and tomorrow 
tomorrow, and I will 
dance in Mother's consciousness 

for a while, 
praising her generosity, and knowing 
that for as long as I appreciate 
the spiritual healing of a warm, sunny day, 
I will remember this day. 
I will open my arms to the sun 
until it departs for the night and, 

in the future, 
look back and smile. 

Jason Emerson 



Eighty 

"I don't want to be old." 
"You're not old, you're distinguished," she said through her knitting. Needle over, under, and through. 
"Extinguished, more like. I'm nearly eighty for Christ sake, that's old!" He removed his spectacles and 

began rubbing one of the lenses with the button up shirt he had just untucked from his slacks. He rocked 
lazily in his favorite chair, an antique. It was the first piece of furniture he had ever bought. A brown 
rocker with mesh backing, which he had given to his grandfather in 1935, and he in turn gave it back in 
his will, executed in 1950. He was seventy-eight when he died. "I can't even go to my high school 
reunion, everybody's dead but me." 

She wanted to tell him, but she didn't. Decided to notice only the lesser of his two mistakes, "You 
didn't even graduate from high school. Now quit talking like that- it's silly feeling sorry for yourself after 
living so long, and you 're not dead yet. To hear you talk you'd think I should be getting out the shovel and 
start digging your grave right now. "Well, maybe you should. It'll give you a head start. That way I won't 
smell dead when you throw me in. I'd hate to offend anyone by stinking." He snorted his indignation. 

"If I was going to be offended by the way you smelled, I would have left a long time ago. A long time." 
"That's what you get for marrying a working man. I drove that ice truck for fifteen years. Hauling that 

ice up and down stairs, flights of stairs; Throwing it into those dark ice sheds, thousands of pounds every 
summer until I was thirty two. I didn't even have time to notice that there was a Depression, I was too 
busy hauling ice for that slave driver Hardt, drunk bastard." 

"Now hush, Mr. Hardt was a very nice man. He could have fired you during the Depression, but he 
didn't. He knew how much you needed the job. And remember the turkey he brought on Thanksgiving 
after our house flooded, and we didn't have any money? That man was a saint straight from heaven, rest 
his soul." She pointed head to stomach, crossed it left shoulder to right, still gripping the needles and 
blanket. 

"Yah, he must have been seventy-five when he went. If he hadn't died, I'd probably still be driving that 
ice truck today. Instead I went to that steel factory. God, what a horrible job that was. Seventy hours a 
week in front of four hundred degree heat, no breaks, no vacation, even less pay. The dirt, you wouldn't 
believe the goddamned dirt. God, what a horrible job that was. What a waste of thirty years." 

"It put food on the table though. We never went hungry." Needle over, under, and through. 
The old man ignored her statement, replaced his glasses to his nose, and picked up the local paper that 

was on the coffee table (just as he had done every day for almost fifty years). The light above him was 
dim. He skimmed through nonchalantly, not really reading, not really noticing. But just doing habit. 

"Well I'll be." He peered at the paper through the bottom half of his focals. 
"What is it?" She peered at him through the top half of her glasses. 
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"You remember Cecil Timbs? He used to run the old meat market on Eternity Street." 
"Yes, I remember, what about him?" 
"He's in the journal here, heart attack. Says he was seventy-nine." He squinted and continued reading 

to himself. 
"Oh, the poor man. I'll have to send flowers. She nodded her head definitively, then continued her 

knitting. She was almost finished. 
"It must have been all that red meat that gave him the attack," he said out loud, "they say red meat is 

the worst thing for a body. It'll kill you every time. You spend your whole life in a butchery; it's bound to 
happen. You spend your whole life anywhere, and something like that's bound to happen." He began to 
mumble, "You get forgotten, and no one looks after you, lost. You can 't say when it will happen, but 
sooner or later we all realize ... realize that we might as well be dead. And then you just do." 

Silence crept in, chilling. He rose from his chair, guided slowly, rickety. His back cracked. He put the 
paper under his arm, slid each foot into his slippers waiting next to the chair, and walked across the room 
towards the stairs. 

She squinted at him from the davenport, "Where are you going?" Needle over, under, and through. 
"I'm going upstairs to bed." He sounded tired and dejected. Odd for such a cheerful man, she thought. 
She watched as he ascended the stairs, both feet on each step, one step at a time, clinging to the railing, 

leaning against the wall. He was hyper-ventilating. His neck could not hold his head high; It sagged. His 
knees sagged. He was sagging. He disappeared in the gloom of the upstairs. She could ·still hear him 
wheezing, climbing, slowly. She could hear the stairs creak. Then it stopped. He had made it to the top. 
She stared at the stairs for a while, sad face, wrinkles drooping, bags under her eyes. Her silver hair 
slicked back on her head. She still felt beautiful, and she still thought him handsome, but she knew she 
was the only one. They had passed the world by, lost to everyone. She had even lost him. He had lost 
himself. 

She returned to her knitting. Needle over, under, and through. Needle over, under, and through. She 
stopped and looked. She had finished and the blanket was done. There was only one more knot to com
plete and she did it reluctantly, and slowly, prolonging her craft for a while longer. She did not want to go 
to bed yet. She had been working on it for so long that she couldn't recall its beginnings, but had enjoyed 
watching its progress. It was six and a half feet long, almost eighty inches. The red was woven with the 
brown and gray like a snake, an interesting pattern she designed herself. She admired her work. She tied 
it off, and snipped the end. 

After putting away her tools, she rose and carried the blanket up the stairs. She was going to bed. The 
stairs creaked as she climbed, much less effort than her husband, reaching the top easily. Walking to the 
end of the hall, she flipped the switch and turned off the light there, turned the door knob, and passed 
through the way. 



She had been wearing her bedclothes since just after supper, so she just crawled into bed next to him. 
He was lying on his back, arms folded across his chest, across his heart. The paper unfolded on his 
stomach. He had fallen asleep. She pulled his glasses from his nose, folded them and placed them on the 
bedside table. She folded the paper and placed it there too. She put the blanket over him, up to his neck. 
She kissed him on the cheek, reached over and shut the light, curled up to him, and shut her eyes. 

"Did I have a good day today?" His voice sounded weary, wounded. 
The question puzzled her. "What?" She asked hopelessly. 
"Did I enjoy my day today?" 
"Well .. . I don 't know. Yes, I suppose you did." She tried to sound reassuring, but it was difficult to hide 

her concern. 
"What did I do today?" He cocked his head to look at her. 
"You turned eighty." She smiled sadly, and peered into his eyes with total confusion for a sign of 

recognition. But there was none, just a blank face peering back. ' 
"Oh," he said, and rolled to his side, away from her gaze and closed his eyes, fell asleep. 

Brian Vilinsky 



"Fessle Noon" 
Christopher Campanella 



A Happy Poem 
for Julie 

Me thinks. 
Me likes. 

Me thinks me likes: 
H.Q.S.D. 

(High Quality Standard Drawings) 
in day glow markers 

with rainbows 

Me likes the color 
maroon, 

in French 
marron. 

Me likes marron! 
Ha Ha! Ha Ha! 

smiling flowers 
a peace sign. 

There now I've done it 
done the profane 

acted silly 

had Fun 
Sshhh .... .its 

(the "F" word). 

Jean A. McDonough 



OuTgRoW 

TrEeS, 
oUtGrOw MeN. 

SeAs, 
OuTgRoW wOmEn. 

SiLeNcE, 
oUtGrOw UnSpOkEn. 

WoRdS oF lOvE 
tReMbLeD uNdEr SnOw 

A lltTIE fLo WeR 
aNd A lltTIE wAtEr 

Jean-Marc Lenoir 

Blue 
Cloudless --

where rays of yellow shine 
making the earth warmer, 
making happiness mine 

through her eyes 

William Tarleton 



I WONDER WOULD ... 

Would you have the time ... 

Has the thought crossed your mind .. . 

Or, have you ever attempted to find .. . 

& have you ever experienced crossing that 
invisible emotional line .. . 

My greatest wonder though .. . 

. . . is would you mind ... 

being ... 

. . .loved 

Rodney Smith 



Chris Holdridge 



My Vietnam Experience 

I have never experienced the Vietnam War. I don't think I want to. I think it's because I watched too 
many tv shows, movies and documentaries. It burns a hole in my heart for my father. 

I don't remember my father being vicious. He never wore a grenade around his neck or anything like 
that. If you are wondering, my father didn't die in Vietnam, but it seems he might as well have. I haven't 
seen by father in eleven years to this date. I think I'd cry my heart out if I ever saw him again. Being able 
to share a moment with him through a letter, a phone call or even a visit would be priceless. 

I don't care about the child support he owes or the problems he had with my mother or whether he is in 
a cult in Oregon. i just want people to understand what I see when I think about my father. 

I am eighteen now, the same age my father was when he did his tour in 1969. He was part of the 
medivac unit and flew in the big choppers. You usually see them in some documentaries when they play 
those rock-n-roll folk scings. 

My way of understanding my father is to imagine what it was like for him to be over there. This is how 
I understand: 

My eyes hurt like I just caught a glimpse of the sun. Maybe they hurt because I miss home so much. I 
can't be weak here, so I'll just keep the thought to myself. I miss my mother, I'll never forget the time she 
took away my motorcycle. I keep thinking about Nenita. The first time I saw her was in the Philippines. I 
remember her hair; dark like the night and smooth as silk. She is so beautiful. I can't wait till I finish my 
duty and see her again. 

My back hurts from the flat surface and the uneven ride of the chopper. I remember when I first saw 
one of these things. They were huge. I was so amazed by their size and the amount of weight they can 
carry. The noise of the chopper's blades are precise and loud. It always reminds me of those Japanese 
movies and their sound effects. Every time the samurai whipped out his sword or a karate move was 
taking place. 

I look out the open sides of the helicopter. The orange sun is glaring straight into my face. i look down 
at the jungle and see the various shades of green and yellow. The smoke from the gunfire climbs out from 
the leaves and the green ants scramble every which way, weaving in and out of the trees. 

Once we touched down everything seemed to move in slow motion no matter how fast we were work
ing. The screams of agony and pain every time we carried someone on to the helicopter. We had to give 
the wounded the care they needed before heading back to base. 

The smell was heavy. It's hard to describe because it was a mixture of a lot things: smoke from gunfire 
and bombs, the dampness of the jungle, sweat from the soldiers, and most of all blood. The smell of their 
wounds made me want to throw up. All I remembered was the weight of their bodies and their flesh 
wounds, sometimes you can see their organs. Some of them were so high on drugs or whatever that they 



didn 't even know that they were missing an arm or a leg. I always thought they were the lucky ones 
because their wounds were their ticket home. I knew I would go home but not anytime soon .... 

My father is somewhere in the United States, but I 'm not sure where. He checks into a Veteran's 
Hospital once a month for medicine to help his manic depressive states. My Dad and I are both suffering 
from a stress disorder. It 's like my Dad's burden of the Vietnam War is now passed on to me. You would 
never think that I would be suffering from something that I never experienced but I am. I don't know 
what kind of welcome he got when he came home. He married my mother in the Philippines in 1973. I 
know my grandparents were happy to see him. I'm still kept in the dark about him. 

Every day of my life I feel as if I'm carrying tons of books. Everyone tells the same story but their 
chapters are all either empty or unfinished. 

Sharon DeMilt 



"Cut Up" 
Chri5topher Campanella 



Cut-up 

An entire week has passed since I've cut my hand off. It's been tough getting used to having just a 
stump. It has been interesting watching the transformation on the end of my arm. I've kept the hand in 
my refrigerator the whole time, smelling it every time I open the door. 

Cutting my hand off was the culmination of my punishment; my punishment for being a loser, a 
failure . I still remember the first cut I gave myself; it was on that very hand. That seems so long ago. I 
look at my right arm, and I'm surprised at what I've done to myself. There must be at least twenty or 
thirty cuts up and down the limb. But soon it will have to be amputated; the infection is spreading 
quickly. No doubt, I will take pleasure in performing the procedure myself. It tingles now, right up to my 
elbow. It feels cool, sort of like when your hand, or your foot falls asleep, except more extreme. 

Maybe I'll cut off one of my feet, too. Yeah ... . good idea. 

Kevin Bartl 



Where I Come From, Is Like This 

"Looks To The Sky," I whined, "when are we going to get home? Red dust and dirt made its way into 
my eyes. "Pretty soon, Little Sky," Grandpa chuckled as he poked me in the stomach with his walking 
stick. It was almost dark _and we had gone to the store. Grandpa was letting me carry the cola. We were 
walking fast, because otherwise Ada Aee would have worried. "So girl ," Grandpa started, "how do you 
like the summer so far?" 

"I like it real good," I answered in sing-song, as I skipped and kicked dirt into the air. 
"You must mean 'real well' ," Grandpa corrected, "we can't have you going back to your city, talking 

like that. Your mother won't let you come back." 
We were almost home because we had just passed the old, rusty highway sign that said "WELCOME 

TO SOUTH DAKOTA." There was a truck about a mile down the road driving in our direction. We paid 
no attention as it whizzed by us. We heard the squealing of brakes while the truck was thrown into 
reverse, furiously backing up to where we had stopped and stood. Grandpa reached down and grabbed a 
hold of my hand tightly. There were boys driving the truck, and boys in the back. They looked just like 
the boys who lived down the street from me back home. The boys who went to high school and always 
gave me fruits and sticks of gum. "Maybe these boys will give me gum too," I thought to myself as I 
smiled up at them. One of the boys in the back of the truck, the tall one wearing the backwards, blue 
baseball cap, spit something brown and watery out of the side of his mouth. It landed on Grandpa's boot 
just as he started to yell, "GET BACK TO YOUR RESERVATION, DESERT NIGGER, AND TAKE 
YOUR HALF-BREED CHILD WITH YOU!" 

The other boys laughed as the truck sped away, leaving us covered with red dust and dirt. We didn't 
move for a while. Grandpa finally kicked the brown lump off his boot. I felt him shaking when he wiped 
the dirt off my tee shirt, and out of my eyes. I wanted to ask, "What's a half-breed child," but I knew 
better and kept quiet. We started to walk again. We were very late. Ada Aee would be angry. I suddenly 
realized that it was me. 

Natalie Forrest 



For Fred 

Perhaps I have waited too long
uncovered too much. 
Numbed by the feathered hum of your silence, 
I left you alone. 

You are a green man, 
a used artist-
patient for your second coming. 
[You are tired of your years that only turn to age.] 

Falling like naked snow in winter. 
you let the rivers spill over your head 
covering the life that is now merely ice-
in stranger's hands . 

Your rare and random descent pains me. 
You are ignited with a glass flame. 
You smoulder indifferently. 

Kelly Moore 



Slip, Slidin, Away 

The man lying diagonally across the bed was no longer of this world, quite simply, he had no concern 
for things present or future. His throat, that which had once housed many an Irish tune had been neatly 
sliced open to the point of near decapitation, and as the blood soaked through the blankets and sheets, it 
continued its motion by trickling down the tassels on the bedspread and forming a thick dark puddle, 
slowly, drop by drop. 

Detective McNally involuntarily shuddered and turned her head toward the light from the small 
window gracing the shabby room. After fourteen years on the force, last five of homicide, she thought 
she'd seen it all, but her mind was momentarily numb with the sheer horror of what lay before her. Male, 
Caucasian, 45 to 50 years of age, partially clothed, right hand missing three fingers , all severed at second 
knuckle, left hand missing altogether, cut cleanly at wrist, socks and shiny black shoes stacked neatly on 
the floor, with both feet standing just as neatly, beside them. She realized that it had been a white hot 
anger in a demented brain which had unleashed itself upon the fonn on the bed, but all the more frighten
ing was the obvious precision and control. 

As the reality of the situation settled itself into her thought pattern, McN ally began to react. Officers 
were instructed, complete search of the dilapidated six room two story shack, neighbors questioned, 
prints taken, blood samples collected, house cordoned off. 

Within moments sharp highly polished stainless steel knives were discovered in the basement. They'd 
been meticulously cleaned and placed in neat order on a work bench. Their organized manner in the 
midst of a trash and cobweb filled basement cried out for recognition. 

Unseeing, uncaring neighbors were of no help. In neighborhoods where trash and broken bottles 
littered overgrown weeds, and grass grew through cracked sidewalks, your own survival was enough to 
worry about. Had the teenage boys of the street not tried to break the tedium of their routine with a game 
of football, the discovery of the body may have been well into the future. The ball soared, a window 
broke, and as the boys searched the house after finding it, they would forever regret having gone upstairs. 
The slum landlord was a dead end, cash in the mail, no questions asked. No leads. 

Precisely one month later, McNally received a small parcel addressed to her personally, it read "catch 
me if you can," and contained the three missing fingers of the right hand, minus fingernails . She made 
the john, barely. 

The killer had decided to make it a game between the two of them, hide and seek with a twist. After 
consulting the police psychologist, she knew how dangerous this situation was, now that she had become 
the adversary. In her capacity as a law enforcement officer, she may have arrested this person before, 
been responsible for the incarceration of a member of the family, possibly incited hatred for simply being 



a woman, or a police detective, perhaps there was no logic at all, except that she would most likely, be 
next. 

McNally continued exhaustive interviews and compiled mountains of paperwork, her mind always in 
high gear. Detective McNally, all 5'2", 117 lbs. of her. Detective McNally, head of her class, a scrapper, a 
fighter, but with a personal problem which all of her intuitive reasoning could not solve. It was what she 
herself came to call her "fading" moments. To no one else had she described them, for she had come too 
far and fought too hard to be thought of as anything less than normal. But fading is what she felt. One 
moment she would be aware of her physical surrounding, all sense alive, then a momentary loss of 
concentration, and then that feeling of a loss of time and space. A fading away, leaving the present. It was 
always accompanied by a woman's voice, the name Tommy and then a boy's voice. Each time that it 
happened she felt the time of her physical reality diminishing in this dimension, and going elsewhere, but 
the where ... she could not fathom. There was no one to talk to , work was ever present, and so McNally 
pushed the fear that she was going insane to the dark corners of her mind. 

The following day as afternoon shadows began to replace the morning sun, she stepped around police 
barricades and unlocked the weather-beaten front door. An eerie stillness combined with the shadows of 
tree limbs dancing across the walls did nothing to bolster her feeling of security. McNally told herself 
there was nothing there, but decided to remove her gun from its shoulder harness just in case. 

Ascending the stairs, she felt each one creak as though in pain at the weight she was placing on it. 
Quickly dismissing such foolish thoughts she bounded up the final six steps and entered the room. Her 
mind replaced former images with the present sight of a bare rusty boxspring sitting on a decayed and 
splintered wooden frame. Blood had been removed from walls and floor, dark stains remaining. 

After an hour spent scanning the room, McNally wondered what she hoped to gain, when her eye 
caught the slight movement of the closet door. As its rusty hinges creaked in their forward movement, a 
man's shiny black shoe was clearly visible. She quickly released the safety catch, assumed a firing stance 
and raised her gun to eye level, arm fully extended. She heard the voice say "catch me if you can" as the 
door swung wide open. She felt herself scream and start to fade. 

"Tommy, what are you doing?" "Nothing, Mom." "Nothing is right." You 're supposed to be doing your 
homework, not reading Alfred Hitchcock's mystery magazine." "But Mom, I'm almost done; come on, 
just one minute more, pleeeease. McNally 's almost solved her ninety-fourth murder." "I'm sorry, but how 
many times have I told you before, schoolwork first; you can have this back later." But Mom." "You 
heard me, later." 

Bonnie Reda 



Chris Holdridge 

A Lost Letter 

Moving forward is difficult, but the answer points toward this direction. Can I go beyond the narrow 
shadow and hope to find light from a past travail. 

Distress overwhelming me now, today is another gray moment-second, minute, our time to find a letter 
in the eternal sky. Caught in heavy winds, racing past lifeless trees; ever to pass my way? 

Will the morning sparrow spare her morning and assist me while this blind cloud surrounds, to guide 
me to my message that is spearing my breath. 

Be still now my heart, for your worries are as open seas splashing trifles over empty banks and slip
ping whispers into dry trees. 

Who is my trust-where is painting faith? If by chance I find my letter, goodbye drowning sea for I 
found my way. 

Anthony Liccione 



Crones 

dried voices, croak with dust 
hollows for eyes, 

as they sit with cheeks in their hands 
wondering for those who went their ways. 

no desire for their growing soul, 
no desire for the pain of living. 

irresolute, unable to move forward, or gain lost time. 
their importunity offends me more day by day, 

but they would do it all again. 

Kelly Moore 



"A different persepctive" 
TRESSEL SUPPORT, PITTSFORD, NY .. S/93 Lor i Massa 



The Pomegranate 

When I was born my mother wanted to name me Dehliah, but my grandmother wouldn't hear of it. She 
pleaded with my mother, and even told her that God would put a curse on me if I grew up sharing names 
with a whore, but my mother refused. A week later my grandmother was having sudden "chest pains", so 
they compromised and called me Dehliah. 

I was raised by my mother and grandmother, always in big cities. My mother would come home from 
work late and I'd share all the stories about Russian princesses, diamond tiaras, and strong drinks that 
looked like water, that my grandmother had told me on any one of those days. All the days were the same, 
and usually the stories were too. My mother would always say, "Don't pay any attention to her, she thinks 
she 's still in the 'Old Country' " I never knew where this Old Country was, but I felt sure my mother had 
never been there, for if she had, she too would have been enchanted by the tales. 

For a long time when I was eight I didn't go to school, because I had a flu . These were my favorite 
times with my grandmother. We would play old records, and dance in dress- up clothes. I was always the 
queen, and my grandmother, the king. We came from different places. She wanted to be the king of 
someplace cold and icy where everyone wore velvet robes, and had fires in grand fireplaces all day long. 
I wanted to be the queen of the sun, so we could wear bathing suits and leotards, with long, flowing skirts 
and dance all day until it was time for bed. But as free and spontaneous as our dream world awoke, it died 
with the clicking of my mother's heels up the six flights of stairs to our apartment. It was during that 
clicking that any remainder of lipstick was rubbed off, and crinoline underslip tucked tight under my 
grandmother's bed. Off went the tablecloth train, flying across the room like a giant flag, folded and in 
the drawer just as the key turned the lock- and I was Dehliah again, Dehliah the girl. I'd run as fast as I 
could, jump into bed and pretend to moan, while my grandmother would sit by my bed, "There, there .. . 
hush, hush ... your mother is home." 

When I was twelve, I got a new dress. It was white with sheer white stripes, and a light blue satin bow 
that tied in the back. It was very itchy, but very elegant. That 's what my grandmother said; she said she 
bought it for a special party that she was making me. At this party we would have tea in very small white 
cups with tiny pink rose buds. She told me we would have this party, because I was becoming a woman, 
and that I'd understand later. 

When it was finally time for the party, I understood what the secret was, although I never told her, and 
we never talked about it. It was my mother who told me about the blood and the babies. I felt strange and 
different, somehow not so little anymore. 

The table was set for two, as planned, and I itched all the way to the table, but my grandmother was 
happy and smiling. We had tea, and little cakes in pink paper on glass plates with white doilies. After we 
had finished the cakes, my grandmother brought to the table a beautiful basket, full of colored fruit I had 



never seen before. There was a soft, mushy melon, and green figs , and even a yellow fruit that looks like 
a star. But there was one fruit there that I would never forget. It was red and pink at t~, same time, and 
both square and round. It looked like the picture of a human's heart that I had seen m the library, and as 
the knife made its way, back and forth through the strong, tough skin, I was surprised to see that it bled. It 
splashed onto my new dress. I cried, but my grandmother said she was happy and that she loved me just 
the same as before. Then she laughed because she said my mother cried too at her party. As my grand
mother handed me the two halves of the fruit, she explained about the red seeds inside, the soft yellow 
protecting the seeds and its dry and crunchy taste. Together we took my first bite. She even told me the 
fruit's name twice so I could pronounce it alone. "Pomegranate, pomegranate." 

That night my mother put me to bed, and as I kissed her wet cheek I heard her say, "I love you, 
Dehliah." 

It is my daughter's party now, and we will be having tea with cake in just a few minutes. My own 
mother is not here, but I am thinking about my grandmother, and the party she made for me. I know she 
will be laughing and softly saying, "pomegranate, pomegranate." 

Stephanie Luxenberg 



Cow 

That light in the back of my eyes 
Is sparked by Laughter 

That same Laughter that seems to flow 
Whenever I'm around you. 

Your sunny smile 
Mixed with useless words and 

Graceless movements . 
An image of the absurd. 
A cow on stupid pills. 

So smile on, you beautiful bovine 
We've only 

Grazed the surface. 

Mark Tichenor 





Refugee 

Five little pieces of copper, steel, nickel ripped through a man's legs and the papers gave him three 
inches. At four-thirty in the morning, the little woman, a refuge from the days of money, blistered her 
knees scrubbing the blood from the foyer where children would inevitably be in the short hours to come. 
Any death to a name not in immediate grasp is a shame. That same death so close you can smell the 
sticky in the blood is a tragedy, an act against God. At fifteen after five, the floor is mere rusty linoleum, 
the unaware forever unaware. The refuge, exhausted and too disheartened to sleep ... What the hell was 
the noise? Loud. Louder than TV violence. Too piercing for firecrackers, even in the backyard. What 
the hell was that banging? Rasping against a tin door. Now? This late and also this early. Pounding, 
pounding. Or, was that a light knocking with no other noise to obscure it? What the hell was the 
screech? A voice? A tiny, waterlogged voice. Heavy water, without words. A call. The calling, or a 
whine? At my door, now? Who are you to wake me? What the hell did he say? What the hell? Hell? 
What did he say? You've been . . . You've been ... 

One shot in his legs, one in the thigh, one above the left knee, and two precisely in the groin. He was 
black when he was alive, and grey just hours after he died . .. You've been .. . You've been ... No dear, I'm 
not sure where you father is. Maybe he 's asleep at a friend 's. 

Too safe. Too clean. 
His children were never his, at least never in the news. They belong to her mother, their grandmother, 

strangers. A black shot, done by blacks, shot by blacks, and his car cost more than the neighborhood 
seems. You know he dealt drugs, sold them, offered them to small children who believe nothing beyond 
the black-American myth learned on the streets. You know because you've seen him at two in the morn
ing molasses base shaking the windows, the person in the passenger seat keeping a constant red-eyed 
watch. Too many visitors; three minute stops, four minute stops. Everyone shakes hands, only never 
finger to wrist. Always thumb to thumb, hands closed in a half fist .. .I've been, I've been .. . The sun rose 
through big grey clouds turned shapeless at mornings first shadows. Morning light. The refuge kneads 
her arms, wipes tears away from three in the morning. The car, the driveway, once covered with blood. 
The door knob. Oh my God, we forgot the door knob. The children come stepping up the walkway, their 
eyes on books and playthings dangling lightly in their hands. I'll get the door. That sticky smell? I don't 
know what it is. It's the city after a night that lasted too long. Too long .. . Shot and killed. 

Scott Stamper 
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