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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 -

And why the sea is boiling hot -
And whether pigs have wings." 

Lewis Carroll 



Ed\tor.ia1 Messa~e: 

A Thought by Don Sigwalt 

Repeating 
Images dull the 
sense of time 
blending the 
days so that 

today becomes 
indistinguishable 
from yesterday 
and tomorrow 

-Spring 1993 

While organizing this issue of Cabbages and Kings the years truly seemed to blend 
together. Every image and emotion echoed with a continuing sense of diversity and 
individuality. The societal differences and generation gaps disappeared and the universality 
of the Arts became apparent. 

As a result, this issue acts as a window into the past as well as a mirror into the future. 
The poetry brings the earlier years of M.C.C back to life, while the stories and artwork 
reflect on the present and give insight into the minds and talents of future students. 

Thirty years worth of dreams and talent enrich each page of this issue and set the 
standards for years to come. 
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Edward Rosenthal 

I said I had to meet this man 
who wrote this book 

with the beautiful 
words 

so I traveled on foot 
on cars on trains on foot again 
and met him 

in old Chinatown 
in a ratty dive off an alley near a bar called Paradise Bar 

and he was old and dying 
but writing still 
and he didn't have vacant eyes 

but was dying 
and writing still 

when I got there 
he looked at me with his book under his arm 
I said I'd get him some food 

but he didn't say anything 
just stared at me with his book 
and wrote some more 

until he died 
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George McDade 

WAR COMMUNIQUE 
(Mar. 1) Somewhere Along the Perimeter of Being 

Seated here amid spent canisters of Force 
And smouldering shards of Conscience 
These soldiers, veterans all, make no pretense
They know this staccato war will run its course. 

Overhead, the sputtering soft light of flares 
Occasionally reveals surrender in their eyes. 
Though none speak of it, one of the wounded cries 
That he wants no more than a death with prayers. 

Thus, on this Front, begins a month or Mars-
Two thousands days beyond the first engagement 
And as many nights on this manned salient 
Where, between flares, a gypsy captain reads the stars. 

He tells them they are Juno's fatherless children 
Who must watch certain stars in their station. 
That when Ursa and her cub end their hibernation 
Peace will assuredly descend on these childless men. 

All this he tells them until the stars go down, 
Then a patrol leaves in darkness to steal some food. 
Last night their blind scavengings were good; 
They ate raw rooster caught near the town. 

And the sunless morning came with an omen of doom 
As silent, half starved, boys who forage this route 
For scrapings of sustenance, woke them with a shout 
After finding in their leavings a Peacock's plume. 

- Spring 1966 
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Emily Warblefink 

SLUM 

The wind picks 
With impatient fingers 
At the scabs of posters 

A prowling cat 
Slinks tentatively 
Along the gut of stinking trash 

The flouting ash 
From sullen chimney throats 
Spews dully down 

A curtain stirs 
Like the uneasy conscience 
Of the town 

- Winter 1967 
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Mary Lou Bittle 

America 

I crossed the Brooklyn Bridge 
From reality to fantasy, 
From Atlantic to Pacific -
Saw the people all below, 
All withdrawn, 
All up-tight, 
Living in darkness 
Hiding from light. 
They cry in their own little Peyton Places 
And laugh with their comical friends 
At error and disgrace, 
Never seeing another's face, 
Never feeling the need to know 
The why or wherefore of such things 
As murder or as mocking minds. 
I crossed the Brooklyn Bridge 
From earth to sky, 
And saw below so many little nothings 
With so many cares and not caring, 
With so much to give and not giving, 
With so much to do 
And not daring 
To take a chance 
If breaking the shell 
That shuts them in their lonely hell. 

- Spring 1969 
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Barbara Pleckan 

THE DESCENDING OF SPECIES 

i sit, warm and wealthy, and watch 
the pathetic stripling bend in winter wind 
i sit, wishing, 
that trees could be uprooted and stored in 
Warm houses, far from the freezing roar 
Of wind and ice. 
Why do we 
Sit warm and glowing while they 

(in their ignorance) 
Shiver and shrivel, their life ebbing. 

But they are reborn in the spring, they tell me. 
Their hurt limbs and aching muscles come alive again. 

But not all. 
Some die. 
Some go to sleep in the fall, dreaming of their 
spring coats -
And never wake up. 
but we are a higher species. 
We are above crying for dying trees. 
So don't worry little stripling, 
When you die this evening, no one will mourn. 

- Winter 1971 
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John Overlander 

A Shakespearean Sonnet 

Your coverlet conceals the loves of Spring. 
Those prostrate darlings lie now sealed in sleep 
In restful cots until the sun will bring 
His smile to quicken and delight and sweep 
Away the pains of exile from his care 
The daggers you designed from ice and death 
Now down their sharp and lethal thrust do bare, 
Inviting harm and hurt and lack of breath. 
Your brother, Savage Sleet, too kills our hopes 
And sends us weeping to our beds. 
Meanwhile the wind, your mistress, howls and gropes 
Around our house. So merciless she treads · 
Upon our spirits, crushing them with hate. 
My wish: let winter come, but always late! 

- Spring 1977 
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Alice Felder-Smith 

Ritual 
Going to church on Sunday was a big deal at our house; getting ready for the day was 

an ordeal. My mother would begin to prepare my sisters and me for Sunday School on 
Saturday night. It was a long, tedious process of having our hair wash~d and pressed, 
taking a bath without leaving the bathroom in a disastrous state, and getting our clothes 
wet. 

My mother would lay us younger ones on the counter top over the sink and wash our 
hair. 

''Hold still, I'll be through in a minute," she would scold impatiently. 

"Soap's in my eyes and water is running down into my ears," I'd whimper while clutching 
a face cloth over my eyes. 

"There's no soap in your eyes, girl! I haven't even opened the shampoo yet, and that's 
probably the first cleaning your ears have got since the last time you got your hair washed 
... now hold still here so I can finish." 

Getting it washed was bad enough but the procedure got pr~gressively wors~ as the 
evening wore on. The hair would have to be combed out and bnuded and by the un_ie my 
mother got around to braiding it, it would be full of tangles and snarls .. All of our harr ~~s 
so thick that it would take at least 30 minutes to comb each head of harr out and to bfllld 1t 
into sections to dry. After a short reprieve, it was time for the grand finale _of t?rture. 01t 
the stove on, and find the straightening comb. What fear this would strike m our httle 
hearts as we obediantly did our mother's bidding. 

"You gonna get burned if you don't hold still here;' my mother would warn. I would 
resolve to be brave and not flinch when the hot comb would come close to my scalp, but 
my resolve would go up in smoke along with the smoke and scent of Ultra Sheen emanating 
from the hot irons. 

"Ouch, you burned me;' I'd tearfully accuse as the comb would singe my scalp. 

"You shouldn't have moved; I told you to hold still. Don't you want to look pretty 
tomorrow for Milton Williams? Has he asked for your hand yet?" my mother would 
tease. Milton was one of the little boys I attended Sunday School with and my family 
always had the mistaken impression that I was smitten with him. True enough he was _a 
cute little boy, but I wasn't into boys at that age, and I certainly wouldn't go through this 
fiery punition just to impress another 6 year old. 

After what seemed an eternity, my hair would be as straight and slick as an onion skin 
and my poor little sore, abused scalp hurting something fierce. During the week we had 
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to wear our hair in braid but since Sunday was a special occasion, we got to wear pigtails 
with ribbons or curls. That was the only reward we got for going through the "fiery 
furnace." By then it was time for our baths; of course, I did more playing than bathing as 
I tried to keep my newly pressed hair dry while blowing water bubbles and splashing 
around in a tub full of Mr. Bubbles. The water would be tepid and I still hadn't bathed. 

"Are you bathing in there?" Jackie, my older sister would bellow through the locked 
door. She had an identity crisis ... she thought she was my mother; she was so bossy. 

"Yes," I would fib as I furiously began to scrub. 

"Well come outta there right now; somebody else has to bathe, you know." Sometimes 
my little sister, Lisa, would take a bath with me but we would invariably wind up getting a 
spanking for leaving most of the bathwater on the floor and tiles. I finally came to the 
conclusion that it was much safer to bathe alone. 

Dried and smelling of Johnsons' and Johnsons' baby powder, it was time to set my 
clothes out. We had a large drawer called the sock drawer. I was more likely to find two 
snakes in the drawer before finding two socks that matched. There were umpteen pairs of 
socks for seven girls, all of whom wore different sizes. Even so, finding a matching pair 
was practically impossible. Finally locating slip, underwear, and crinoline, I would get 
down to the business of more important things - filling my purse. My sisters and I would 
fill our purses with everything imaginable: pencils, paper (to write notes to our friends 
during the sermon), lotion, chap stick, enough kleenex for the intire congregation, and 
every small toy we could reasonably smuggle past our mother's inspection. Of course, 
we'd leave just enough room in our purse for the penny candy we'd purchase from the little 
Ma and Pa store around the comer from the church. 

My father had a shoe box, and on Sunday morning, he would shine our shoes up until 
you could see your reflection in them. I loved the smell of the Kiwi shoe polish and the 
rhythmic swish of the shoe brush. Ifl wore my patent leathers, I would find either Vaseline 
or cold cream and use that to shine them up. 

Even though we engaged in this ritual every Saturday night, Sunday morning was 
usually total bedlam. No matter how careful my mother planned her strategy, there were 
always last-minute hitches; someone had mismatched socks on, a last minute run in the 
last pair of nylons, not enough ribbons of the right color to go around, juice spilled down 
the front of someone's clothes, and so on and so on. Finally, everone would be properly 
groomed and presentable and we'd all troup out to the car as prissy as you please. The 
adults at our church always marveled at how my mother seemed to handle the job of 
getting us all dressed and ready for school and church so effortlessly. 

"If you only knew," she'd say. 

- Spring 1985 
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Charlene Roberts 

Draft 

My eyes could see blood 
Everywhere 
Lifeless Kaleeb 
Fell into my arms 
Forgetting my location 
Crying standing with open arms 
The bullets reached my stomach 
!fell 
Playing dead 
Kaleeb, Kaleeb, Kaleeb 
Ringing in my mind 
Like music to my ears 
The humming of rescue helicopters 
My tears were many 
I placed the pennies 
Over his opened eyes 

- Spring 1985 
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Karen DeLaney 

Displaced Memories 

You take Exit 36 of the new stretch of interstate, 
then stop at the light. 

Impoverished eyes stare at you sports cars. 
You look left, right, your pulse quickens, 

your stomach dives. 
An involuntary smile. Yeah, you've been here before. 
The light changes, a trucker honks. 
You take a left and drive for several blocks. 
There's a playground, so it must be back the other way. 
You turn around, go back to where you started. 
You drive several blocks now heading west, 

then know you've gone too far. 
You turn around, then suddenly you see the spot. 
The old white house transformed is now a concrete pier. 
You stare at the pier, say for twenty minutes or so. 
You drive back to the interstate aware of the dusk. 
You'll fill up at the next town, you say. 
You turn on the headlights, take deep breaths, talk to yourself. 
Just follow the yellow beams, you say, 

straight ahead, straight ahead. 

- Spring 1985 
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Amy Knorr 

Breathing the Fall Out 

The flames are shaped 
like pain 
as I envisioned it 
as a child. 
Spirits lift out 
of my coffee, dissolving 
into the chilled air. 
Frost crawls 
like ivy, around 
the edges 
of our windows. 
I think of christrnas. 
I think of walking 
home from school 
endlessly, blindly 
as snow flies 
like birds, or hands 
into my eye-lashes. 
Men we know of 
but never see 
are planning our destruction 
as little sculptures 
of shaved ice 
fall out of the sky 
and collect, covering 
the petrified earth. 

- Spring 1987 
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by Heather Adams 
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Scott Cole 

Cool Fuzz 
Fuzz has one of the slick cars up on the lift. He shuffles beneath the rear-end, getting 

his good eye up to see what is doing the rattling. He figures if he does not set it straight 
quick then he will just send it over to the main garage, where the real mechanics are. All 
Fuzz usually handles is odd-job work on the trade-ins, light maintenance before they go 
out on the lot. Mostly he changes oil and belts. Maybe he rotates some tires. But the main 
garage is so backed up that they've started parking the cars out here in front of the doll-up 
bay. That's why, when one of the slick new cars under warranty came back rattling, Mr. 
Raynor told Fuzz to give it a try. 

"Have a listen and see what you can see," the big boss said to one-eyed and half deaf 
Fuzz, who shook his head jerky, puzzled, like one of his lobes had come loose. 

Fuzz is a ragged man: the hard edge of his surface torn and chipped, worn senseless. 
The grease-black skin of his hands, lighter across the palms, pokes up from the gouges 
and cuts like the peel-off corners of decals. His fat fmgers are thick-jointed, shaky and 
imprecise unless brought together; his grip remain unimpaired. These dependents fingers 
end with filthy nails, each split to the cuticle and lifting volcanic, a yellow gel of lava 
between. His nails starting lifting like that after his second winter of scraping and brushing 
the fleet clear. By now they split and ooze year round, even in this August heat. Fuzz 
figures that it's not a doctor he needs, but a new set of fingernails. 

If you continue to tighten the plug in the oil pan of an automobile after it is sufficiently 
tight, you will feel through the wrench a dull snap. Its thread stripped, the plug can no 
longer be tightened but neither can it be easily removed from the pan. It remains, then, 
holding its vertical position yet easily turned in either direction, and usually the oil does 
not pulse out right away. Such was the acquisition of Fuzz's ambiguous position. Fuzz 
figures it was the simple passing of time, long garage days and short years, that was 
leaning on the wrench as much as anything else. 

He has been with Raynor Motors for so long that nobody remembers exactly what his 
job is. There is a general sense, here in the doll-up bay, that rough surfaces are Fuzz's 
territory. He is left to the undercarriages while the young guys caress the paint and 
dashboards, spot-shampoo the fluffy carpets. Fuzz has been here so long that nobody 
tells him much anymore, not even the old guy's son-in-law with his clipboard. Fuzz, who 
is smashed senseless by lunch time everyday, does not get to hear the lectures on productivity 
because he has become like the tire machine or air compressor, firmly grounded and 
unaccountable. He has been here so long that he himself cannot imagine a song with a 
different tune. 

Had these tubes put in my ears back in sixty-eight to keep the fluid from building up in 
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there. One of them caved in a while later and messed up my left ear real bad. I remember 
think.ing it was earwax and going at it with a Q-tip until no doctor could help me out. The 
fluid keeps building up anyway in both ears, so I head in every six months or so and get it 
drained. My boy's got the same troubles. Took him in last year and had those tubes put in. 

Sounds come to me strange. Most sounds come in dull, muddled, hard to figure out, 
like when Mr. Raynor comes out back like a storm cloud to tell me something about one 
of the slick cars. I hear him loud, it's the way he talks, but I can't make no sense of the 
words. So I nod my head real serious and wait till he thunders off, then I go ask one of the 
wash-up boys ifhe heard what the Big Guy said. Other sounds come to me all twisted up. 
The P.A. calls back for something and it sounds to me like an airplane taking off. Luckily, 
nobody expects me to move. When I let the lift down sometimes I notice the hissing air 
comes into my head like waves, not steady. It's the same at home. My children tell me 
things that make no sense, so I just smile. When it gets worse, though, is with my wife. 
Tammy'll say something, and I can tell by the way she looks that it's something ordinary 
like, "How was your day?" but J can't make no sense of it. I can't say "Good, good," in 
case she's asking what I want for dinner. We get tired of playing the 'what did you say' 
game, so I just don't say nothin' back. 

It's funny how some sounds will come into my head all clear and easy. At work I'll be 
poking around the garage and some song will come into my head. One day it was Aretha 
Franklin screaming, "R-E-S-P-E-C-T," and earlier today Clarence Carter started telling 
me about 'Patches' again. No static at all. Every word and instrument came into my head 
like before my ears closed up. Sometimes when this happens it stops me dead right where 
I'm standing. Other times, if I've had enough, I might start dancing right here in the 
garage. Nobody sees me. 

I hear a few other noises tight, noises that everybody else can hear too. At night little 
Jessie can shake me up with one cry. I haven't heard fire engines or motorcycles at night 
in years, but one cry from my little girl can cut through all that junk in my head. Another 
sound I heard clear, one morning last week, was singing. It was a horrible sad singing, no 
words to it. At first I thought it might be one of those songs inside my head, except I knew 
I had never heard this one before. When I leaned out the open window I knew the sound 
was real. Tammy was sprawled out on the sidewalk two stories below our bedroom, where 
she had landed. She was undressed but for her underwear and she was looking up at the 
sky over our apartment building. I grabbed a blanket off our bed and ran down to the 
street. 

"Tammy, it's okay baby," I said to her. I could see that her legs were all busted up. She 
had her fingers inside a sidewalk drain and was holding on tight. "Fuzz is right here, 
baby." "I know you are, Fuzz," my unhappy Tammy said, her head swaying spooky. ''Now 
please take me to Fuzz." Then she said it again and again and each time I heard all the 
other words I had missed, heard them suddenly as loud and clear as the song my Tammy 
was smgmg. 

Noontime, Fuzz turns the garage into his personal parade with a pint of Doroski. He 
pours it all down straight, follows it with a cone of water. Now he waits to hear some 
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music in his head, but figures he's too impatient. So he takes a hard piece of rubber from 
his toolbox, jams it up between the tail pipe and frame of the slick car, sends it on its way. 
Pretty soon he will head down to the boiler room for a nap. He will think about all the 
things he has, like he does every afternoon. Today he starts thinking before he leaves his 
workbench, thinking about the pillow he has beneath the stairs and about how cool the 
boiler room is in the summertime. On a damp mattress beside the resting furnace, he will 
think about how he has a stomach full of Domski, an easy job where he can nap and 
nobody notices, and beautiful children. He will think about how his wife is on her way 
slowly back to him. Right now all Tammy talks about is how Fuzz pushed her right out the 
window, but she will come around. Fuzz just lets it ride. He pretends that the things she 
says do not cut right through the junk in his head. He knows you just have to let some 
things ride. She'll come around. She has to. Nobody ever really gets out of here for too 
long. 

Except for the angry wash-up boys, blocking the stairs to the boiler room, they figure 
they'll find a way out of here. They blast their music and grow their hair long, pierce their 
ears. They screech tires as they jerk cars around the lot. In the bathroom they scribble 
angry messages on the wall: WHERE IS THE HOME OF THE GREASELESS 
REAM? ... RAYNORMOTORS, RAYNOR MOTORS! They say, ''Man, I swear I'm gonna 
pull away from here so fast that old stone-faced Raynor won't have time to kiss my ass 
goodbye!" Their passion almost burns Fuzz when he just wants to get down the stairs and 
go to sleep. "Man, I'm not gonna end up spendin' my whole life here like you, Fuzz, I 
swear," the wash-up boys say, angry like Fuzz is going to try and make them spend their 
lives like him. But soon they soften up, slap Fuzz on the back. 

"Hey Fuzz," one of the wash-up boys says, "how come you shave all your hair off in the 
summertime?" In a few seconds the boy shouts, his skinny neck straining red. "Fuzz, I 
asked how come you shave all your hair offi" 

"Keeps me cool," Fuzz says, heading downstairs as an Otis Redding number begins to 
tickle the inside of his skull. "Keeps me cool, man." 

-Spring 1987 
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Mary Bauman 

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

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

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

Berries 
Penetrating nostrils with fruit 
Fermenting smells of 
Salvation on tomorrow morning's pancakes 
Grandma died last night, 
She was going home. 

-Fa/11985 
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Amy Knorr 

The Painter 
Hands of bristles 
pulling thick paint 
around, down; 
Careful strokes. 
A sketch in her hand, 
colors, like breaths 
sweep the manilla canvas 
as her wrist shifts 
and the brush, a grass skirt 
does island dances. 
Suddenly her eyes 
twitching and sweating
Change. 
Black paint swallows the yellow 
Voodoo drums beat 
the brush jerks about the painting. 
Trees are consumed 
by globs of grey 
Blood-rain pours 
over smiling people. 
The slaughtered sun and sky 
vanish into black-smears. 
She drops the crimson brush, 
which falls exhausted to the floor. 
The reflection of her work 
in her disquieted eyes 
that examine 
what could have been 
a masterpiece. 

29 
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Sunday Run Along the Barge Canal 

Harriet Susskind-Rosenblum 

Early. I pass Oliver Lord's Inn 
And note the pattern of the trees: 
overhead, a great shrub is weaving 
its scarlet berries across the tow hitches. 
I raise my eyes to the third and final bridge. 

All's clear. 
For a moment I close my eyes 
and listen as the pulse of the century 
changes. Once these banks were alive 
with men making safe passage for boats. 
Now early morning greets retired fishermen 
trolling, their rods lecturing the water. 

Ahead, a new runner in red 
sweats, his eyes dark and serious 
beneath his cap. I'm wearing shorts, 
my sleeveless clinging to my chest 
like a badge. Macho, he probably thinks 
as I sprint past. I am studying leaves, 
the forms they lay beneath my feet. 

More twigs, more stones - one light struck 
oak sprawls like a giant drunk in a field 
with posing horses, all sleek and glossy. 
They take no notice of me. 
I have to reach the boat houses 
at the end of the path, touch land 
viridian and marshy at the inlet. 
With last bridge behind me, 
a stretch of wilderness remains. 

On a solitary Sunday along the path 
the world retreats - blurs -
a canal of Venice in morning haze, 
or a special strand in Bretton -
or the Mediterranean when cypress 
stretch out over the sea ... 
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And time to question if this 
is mirage, a message from my lost voice 
calling to shades beneath the ground? 
Something I can't yet name 
is keeping me moving, 
testing the land before I head home. 

-1989/90 

31 



Leaves 
rested on the forest floor 
like Demeter's footprints. 
We walked, three-handed, 
reminding ourselves 
not to disturb 
the contented solitude 
of the trees. 

Orange and yellow 
spattered branches 
sifting sunlight 
to our heads 
could have been 
the Sistine Chapel ceiling 
in a grander Church. 

We stood facing 
in a breathless wind. 
He plucked a sassafras leaf 
from a branch 
and put it in my mouth. 

Nicole Bernard 

Eucharist 
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I glanced backwards 
to my Catholic childhood 
and visions of a stem priest 
placing a communion wafer 
on my tongue. 
Memories 
flooded my soul 
like the Body of Christ. 

Funny, I smiled, 
a communion wafer 
never made me want 
to make love 
the way a sassafras leaf can. 

I leaned sideways 
into 
a tree trunk's 
ten thousand commandments. 

-1989/90 

Untitled 
by Dinah Mune 
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Emily Gasoi 

Grandpa's Space 

The apartment is set like the scene for a play. It is a modern, but cozy space, decorated 
mostly in sunny-warm orange with some earth tones. The kitchen table, set slightly apart 
from the rest of the kitchen, is cluttered with half filled serving dishes and the empty but 
well greased plates of a much enjoyed meal. It faces out into an inviting living room with 
a couple of Lazy-Boy chairs and a long, flower printed sofa. The stark December light, 
which had been a cylinder streaming in the window behind the table, begins to fade slowly 
away. Dusk creeps silently in. It rolls along the wax table cloth, licking the plates and 
serving spoons as it goes. It brushes up against the walls and washes the floor clean with 
one, unbroken shadow. The dusk embraces grandpa, who is sitting there at the table. It 
kisses his shaking hands and gently caresses the age from his passively smiling face. 
Grandpa feels pleased with this evening, with his life. He savors the taste left in his mouth 
by the meal. "I'm so excited ... this food makes me so excited," he says in an impetuous 
whisper. "I'm happy you enjoyed it so much, daddy," answers his daughter, who is sitting 
beside him. 

Grandpa remembers saying good-bye to his daughter just before dinner, but the woman 
sitting next to him looks very much like her, only older. Grandpa feels extremely drawn to 
her for this reason. He judges her to be about the same age as himself, give or take a year 
or two. 

''Ya know, you're a very attractive woman;' says Grandpa. "I have a daughter, she 
looks just like you." 

"I am your daughter daddy." 

"Hey, don't give me dis crap," grandpa protests. "Sylvia just left." 

"That was Emily, daddy, she's my daughter, your granddaughter." 

Grandpa nods in agreement, though these names have slipped from his comprehension 
into some remote region in the vast landscape of his mind. He is young, and unmarried, 
and intoxicated with the very presence of the stunning woman who sits in the shadows 
behind him. 

"Are you married?" he asks her. 

"I'm separated." 

"Me too," grandpa responds matter of factly. "Well ya know, I work wid sheet metal. 
I have my own place over der in Hillsdale. Its somethin,' what ya can make wid your 
hands." He sits studying his strong, calloused hands. 
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"What kinds of things did y u make?" asks the woman. 

"Oh,just about anything," he laughs, "Ya know, sometimes I'll be workin' on somethin' 
and den dere'll be a problem. And I'll work on it, and work on it for days, and I just can't 
figure about. And I'll say, oh fuck dis, and go to bed. Den in da middle of da night, all of 
da sudden, it comes ta me!" 

"That must be wonderful, to work with your hands like that." 

''Yes, it is. But my eyes ain't always so good," grandpa performs a sort of mime with 
his hands as he explains. The project an elongated image on the darkened image on the 
kitchen wall, and his shadow-hands move like slow, agile parts from a well tuned machine. 

"I went to da doctor, and he gives me six pairs of dem der eye glasses, buy dey didn't 
do nothin.' So den I made myself dese glasses. I had ta figure dem out just right, and I put 
dis piece in der, and den I put dem dere, underneath my eyes, but inside." 

"Can I see them?" asks the woman, stunned. 

"Yea - well I don't know, I think dey'r lost somewhere. Der's so much crap in dis 
house." 

''You should have been an engineer. You're so creative, and you've always had an 
amazing sense of space." 

"Ya know, seems to me you're a very intelligent woman." Grandpa puts his hand on 
hers. 

"Thank you." 

He squeezes her fingers. "Stay the night?" he asks. 

"I'm Sylvia, daddy! OK, that's enough, how about shining some light on this scene." 
She pulls her hand away and stands up to switch on the stained glass lamp which looms 
above them. Grandpa gets up too, and they walk together into the living room where they 
sit side by side on the floral couch. 

"See all dat crap der," grandpa points to three small shelves climbing the wall behind a 
grand, oak framed television set. The dust figurines which adorn the shelves have been 
carefully placed in various scene. A little blond braided girl dressed in an apron and 
pointy wooden clogs, sitting milking a fat, spotted cow. A stiff limbed couple s~d fa~e 
to plastic face, waiting for the first few bars of a spicy flamenco to cue them to begm therr 
spicy dance. An elegant matador with a dull red cape beckons to an imaginary beast. 
They all look ancient compared to the shining wood of the television. 

"Dem things are from all over de world. Dem over dere to, he gestures with his chin to 
a black wood cabinet directly across the room from the figures posed forever in frozen 
action. The glass doors reveal the same type of knick-knacks: tacky trinkets made tasteful 
by the meticulous care taken in their arrangement. 

"Yea, I know. You bought those with Margot. She the one who put them there like that 
- Do you remember Margot, daddy, she's my mother." 
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"Oh yea," a bubble of endearing laughter pops delicately at hi lips. "Margot, sure l 
remember her; she didn't want me to work dis much." 

"Why not?" 

"Well, because den she never saw me, 'ackAdolph,' she'd tell me, 'hab dock nichts fon 
dur. Must du immer arbeitten?' ya, ya, well she was a good woman too, " he raises his 
brows and nods. 

"Did you ever talk to her about your work?" 

''Na. How could I talk to her- she was big and I was a kid ... " 

Neither of them speak; the buzz from the soft kitchen bulb takes the place of human 
so~ds. It sings like an electric cicada, filling the space with stillness, an audible silence 
of1ts own. 

Grandpa closes his eyes and continues his journey back through the time he has stored 
a~ay in his mind. He rides a rickety train through an icy landscape. He jumps off before 
his car has fully stopped, and walks for miles with his school sack strapped on his back 
through white, silent snow. He comes presently to a small, but dignified home, the door of 
which he tugs open. There is a large, intense woman waiting for him in the archway 
inside. She is his mother. 

"Gutten abend, mama," he whispers aloud. 

"Good-night daddy." 
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1989/1990 

Sheila Shortslef 

Threat of Rain 
"Mom!" Carrie yelled as she skipped into the kitchen. The mother made an inaudible, 

hmm, as she lit the burner and began to stir the contents of the small pot on the stove. The 
child tugged gently at the mother's tight pants. 

"I'm bored," Carrie said desperately. "When are we gonna eat?" 

"Why don't you play in the other room? Mommy's cooking," the mother said flatly, 
pointing a large wooden spoon in the direction of the living room. Still, the child persisted. 

"But there's nothing to do in there," Carrie said with a borderline whine, "Dad won't 
play with me." 

With her expression changing from tedium to annoyance, the mother finally looked at 
the child, "Damn it Carrie! Don't you listen? I said get in there and stop botherin' me!" 

Carrie walked away slowly, deliberately dragging her feet against the bald green carpet 
and sat down with a thud too close to the television. Just as the game started, the mother 
peeked her head around the comer, "George, I thought you set the table." Her impatience 
hung in the air like thick smog. 

George muttered evil words and lifted himself belly first from the couch with a gutteral 
grunt. He swallowed the last sip from his can of Pi els and dragged into the kitchen in the 
same sulking manner in which Carrie exited earlier. "Where are the napkins at?" he asked 
his wife after looking briefly in the silverware drawer. 

The mother was stirring the substance in the small pot as though she were trying to kill 
a bug swimming around within. Finally, she said "Do I have to take ya by the hand to set 
the stinkin' table? The napkins ain't kept in the silverware drawer. What the hell is ... " she 
stopped. Her mouth dropped open as she stared in disbelief at an object on the floor. 
George continued looking for the napkins as though nothing had happened. The mother's 
chest raised high with inspired air, then down again as she yelled, "Carrie, git in here!" 
The voice echoed through the house. 

The child quickly ran into the kitchen anticipating suppertime. "Is it time to ... eat?" 
she began enthusiastically until the mother's angry face came into her view. 

"What is this?" the mother asked the child through clenched teeth. The big wooden 
spoon pointed to the floor. Carrie stared briefly at the blue vein pulsating in the mother's 
angry forehead. 

Carrie whispered, ''Mister Potato Head." 

"What?" The mother moved in closer to the little girl. 
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"It's Mister Potato Head," arrie repeated. She flinched like a dog who had been hit 
too many times in the face with a newspaper. The child began, "I'll put it in the toy ... " 

Carrie reached for the toy but the mother quickly swooped down at it like a hawk for 
a mouse. 

"No!" she said. "Bad girls don't deserve toys. I told you toys don't belong in the 
kitchen. Bad girls don't listen, do they?" 

The small pot began to boil its contents onto the stove. George snickered and began 
wiping up the hot white mess. The mother walked over to the tall black garbage .pail, 
never taking her eyes off Carrie. She deliberately raised the toy above her head and 
dropped it into the trash as if in slow motion. 

"The table is set," the husband's monotone voice said, "Let's get a move on." 

Carrie tried not to cry. "Mister Potato Head," she said miserably, sucking in large gulps 
of air. Something snapped in the mother and she lunged at the child forcing the little arms 
down at her sides. The mother's face was big and red and inches from Carrie's. 

"Why are you always bad, Carrie?" the mother said, changing her facial expression 
with each word. She shook the child until Carrie cried, "Mommy, I'm sorry. I'm sorry." 
The mother released her arms and looked at the child's teary face for the first time. The 
child looked away and ran from the kitchen. 

The lid popped open on George's can of Piels as he fixed two plates and sat down at the 
table. 

"It looks like rain again," he said without expression, looking out the window. The 
mother sat down across from her husband and agreed, "Yup, it sure seems that way." 

- 1989/IJ0 
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Chris Donner 

Skiff 
My skiff gently pushes the water along its sides -

the oars are shipped 
and I glide slowly through the flowing music. 

The ripples that quietly stream 
from my prow as I turn 

ride awhile -
then disappear. 

Islands quaver in their reflection 
as they slide easily along my side. 

Trees, as they bend to the water, 
whisper softly as I drift by; 

now and then 
a windbourne gull cries 
and reminds me I am alone. 

Poetry Winner of Cabbages and Kings, fall 1990 
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Jane Yunker 

An Innocent Little Kiss 
I crouched in the shadows at the top of the stairs and listened to the voices that came 

from behind Mom's closed bedroom door. My breasts rose and fell in the heat of 
anticipation. The man had a gruff, bawdy laugh. "Have another beer." Mom mumbled 
something that sounded like a refusal. I could tell she'd already had too much. "Come on, 
Mary. Loosen up," the man insisted. ''A good bang needs to be followed by a good brew." 
He paused a moment, some more mumbles, and then he laughed again. "Yeah, I guess 
you are loose enough." I pressed deeper into the shadows as the door opened and the 
man's huge figure blocked the weak light that came from within. I couldn't see his face, 
because his back was turned. But I did notice the big eagle tattoo on his right arm just 
before he put his jacket on. 

"Will you be back later?" Mom asked, her voice slurred. The man smirked. 

"Are you kidding? You're okay as an appetizer, baby, but I can do a hell of a lot better 
for the main course." 

Mom stumbled toward him and yelled, "Oh yeah? Well, I was just slurnmin' with you 
tonight, buddy." As if to emphasize her point, she pulled up a sagging shoulder strap and 
tried to walk tall and graceful, her still more than adequate breasts thrust forward, but all 
she managed to do was trip on her tom hemline. 

The man shook his head. "In your dreams, baby. You just had the best." He let the 
screen door slam and stopped on the front step just long enough to light a cigarette. I 
could see its fresh-lit tip glowing red in the darkness. Then I heard a truck door slam and 
he drove away. 

"Good riddance." Mom muttered to herself as she staggered to the bathroom. "That's 
all I can say. Good riddance to bad rubbish." 

The fluorescent light bulb pinged as it flickered and then flooded the doorway with its 
artificial light. I could hear her throwing up, and then running water to rinse her face. 

I tiptoed down the stairs, hoping to get out before she saw me. She'd soon be passed 
out anyway and wouldn't wake up before noon tomorrow. I'd be home long before then. 
"Melanie, where are you going?" Mom pushed the hair back from her face. "It's late. A 
lot of creeps out there after dark." 

"Yeah, I know Mom. I'll be careful. Promise." I brushed her cheek with a quick kiss, 
and left before she could argue. Not that she would. She was too busy trying to remember 
where she hid the extra bottle of gin. Why did she do this to herself? It was someone 
different every time: cowboys, truck drivers, salesmen, and now one of the carnival workers 
that were passing through. None of them ever stayed longer than an hour or two. None of 
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them ever came back. Mom always ended up in the same drunken stupor after they'd 
,one. And, as usual, she'd cry herself to sleep - if she didn't pass out first. I couldn't just 
sit around and watch the repeat performance. She'd be sound asleep by the time I got 
home. After the sun sets all the carnival rides light up. I love to watch all the red, yellow, 
and white lights as they blur together in an excited frenzy. Their melodies electrify the air 
with a special magic. 

['ve always believed that the most interesting people come to the fair at night. As Mom 
said, some of them are real creeps. There are the men in the black leather jackets with the 
group's name in bold letters across the back. They lean against their bikes and make 
obscene gestures at the passing girls. But there are also the young lovers, mere silhouettes 
under the trees. The people are all just faceless bits of conversation and laughter passing 
by. I like the anonymity this gives them .. . and me. It didn't take too long for me to find 
who I was looking for. He'd taken his jacket off and his eagle tattoo rippled big as life. "I 
think, of all the rides here, I'd have to pick the Ferris Wheel as my favorite" I said, and 
leaned against the fence railing. His back still turned, he pulled the lever that slowed and 
then stopped the ride. One by one he emptied the seats and filled them again. When he 
came to the last one he looked at me. "You getting on?" 

"I don't have any tickets," I said. "I'll have to wait until the next time around." 

He pulled back the safety bar and motioned for me to sit down. This one's on me." I 
hurried through the gate and took my seat. "Thanks," I whispered, smiling, and leaning 
forward so one of my breasts accidentally pinned one of his hands. A finger twitched as 
my nipple rubbed across his knuckles. He looked at me for a moment, as if trying to read 
my intentions, then slowly pulled his hand from between the safety bar and myself Reaching 
over, he gave the lever a pull and the wheel lurched back to life. Every time my seat 
reached bottom, I looked over to where he was standing. He watched me intently. I 
smiled seductively and waved. When the ride was over I was the first one off. 

"There's nothing like a ride on a Ferris Wheel to get my blood pumping," I breathed. 
Then I leaned forward so no one else could hear and whispered, "If you know what I 
mean." 

''Yeah. I think I do." He smiled back at me. 

"When do you get a break?" 

''Anytime I want." 

''How about right now?" I asked. He handed me two dollar bills from his pocket. 

"Go down to the beer tent and pick us up a couple of cold ones. Then meet me at my 
trailer. I'll get someone to take over for a little while." 

''Which one's yours?" 

"The one under that last maple." He pointed. "Five minutes." 

"I'll be waiting," I said, and hurried away. I wondered if it was this easy for Mom. True 
to his word, he arrived only a minute after I did. "I see you found it okay," he said, beer 
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slopping over his hand as he took the cup from me. I hrugged. "No problem." He 
escorted me into the dimly lit interior. lt was small. Just room enough for a table, kitchenette 
and bed. He put his arms around me and started nibbling on my ear. "Just how old are you 
anyways?" he whispered between nibbles. 

"Eighteen." 

He laughed. "Who do you think you're kidding?" 

''Does it really matter?" I kissed him. He looked me straight in the eyes for a moment. 
"I guess not," he said, and laughed again. I gritted my teeth while he fumbled with my 
clothes and nibbled some more at my neck. This was the part I hated the most. I just kept 
telling myself it would all be over soon. 

He stopped groping me long enough to take off his own clothes. "You know, you never 
even told me your name," he said, his back turned. I didn't say anything, just quietly 
reached for my jacket and what I had hidden in the inside pocket. He continued," ... or 
asked me mine for that matter." 

"I prefer it this way," I answered, and easily sunk my hunting knife between his ribs. I 
pulled out the massive blade as he fell to the floor. The thud of his body was muffled by 
the bang of the first firecracker exploding above the baseball diamond across the street. I 
quietly dressed, washed the blood from my knife and finished my beer. "Sleep tight," I 
whispered on my way out, "You're in good company." No one saw me leave his trailer and 
toss my empty beer cup into a nearby trash bin. They were all too busy watching the 
fireworks. 

-1992 
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Louise M. Howland 

Bus Lady 
"Do you have change for the bus?" I turned to see who was summoning me. Bedraggled 

und disorderly, her skin had a dusky hue that could only come from living on the street. 
he leans her face closer to mine. Her expression, so sullen, it keeps her lips from moving 

a he repeats herself. Her breath is surprisingly sweet, not unlike the sort of butterscotch 
andy you can only get from grandma. I notice her eyes have a denseness that makes her 

iris as black as her pupil. A blackness matched only by the cloak she is wearing. 

Snow begins to fall, shrouding her with black and white. She blinks as tiny flakes 
dance across her face, teasing her as they cling to her eyelashes. The wind picks up her 
hair and twists it about her face, slapping her painfully. Deftly, she brushes it away with a 
heavy, chapped hand. 

Behind me the bus clicks and hisses to a stop. Quickly I hand her all the change I have. 
I turn to watch her board the bus. She finds a seat by the window and lip sync 's "God bless 
you." Her breath frosts the window giving her a halo. 

My face burns with redness; not from the cold but from the realization that I shold have 
done more. Hanging my head, I feel as if I'm the one who is bereft. I imagine she will ride 
to the end of the line and start over. A taxi horn honks me back to life. I look up just in 
time to find her footprints filling with little eddies of snow. 

-Spring 1993 
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Jean A. McDonough 

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, exposing 
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 
in a poem. 

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

-1993/1994 
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Kelly Mooney 

Peaches and Dreams 
Inside the restaurant, it was sort of dark. I think that's why I chose it. Everyone in the 

surrounding booths was like characters out of a mystery novel, looking suspicious and rat
like, with low rimmed hats and beady eyes. This is a place where people always leave 
their gum under the table. My mind was wandering. The kid at the booth across from us 
asked his dad where hamburgers came from. The meat comes from cows, I wanted to say. 
The cows are raised to be slaughtered like nothings. 

All my mom ordered was a caesar salad and iced tea. I got a brownie sundae. My 
mother looked very nice today. For a switch, she was out of sweat pants and into jeans. 
And she borrowed one of my shirts which made her look younger. "Have you been 
gaining weight?" she asked me. I shook my head. "Are you still smoking?" she asked. 
Mothers are in love with questions. She kept staring at the menu. No eye contact. 

"Yeah," I said. "I smoke like a goddamn chimney." She looked at me, her eyes saying, 
where did you pick up that language? "Restaurants are built to facilitate talking. Mothers 
and daughters talk, don't they?" She finally looked at me with seriousness. I saw concern, 
which always seemed hidden behind accusations. ''I guess I'll start. O.K. Uhh, the dream 
I keep having ... the dream where I am a tree. This sounds so silly. A peach tree I think. I 
can see my eyes on the trunk. But my skin is bark." My mother started chewing her 
thumbnail. I went on. ''I only have two fruits but they're so beautiful and round and ripe. 
But one .. . everytime one falls off. When it hits the ground, it thumps. And the it cracks 
open. And I guess it starts bleeding or something. But all the fruit and pulpy stuff floats 
away and this huge pit just sits there." Too much came out. I had a lot of spit in my mouth. 
"It's a freakish dream. Maybe it's a nightmare really. Maybe I'm psycho." 

Mom started playing with her croutons. "I'm not the same to you anymore am I?" she 
asked me. Her eyes looked wet, cloudy, about to pour. "When was it exactly that I 
changed so much, huh?" 

She was different to me. More like a lump of clay, something you could take pieces out 
of, little balls that always fell off the table and got trampled into the rug. My mother was 
squished between the ridges of my shoes. 

Sometimes my mom leaves her prosthesis laying around. It's almost kind of funny, 
like a floating breast. The sometimes, it's just looks like a sculpture made to be too perfect. 
About a week ago I dyed my hair black, as black as a crow. When my mom saw it she 
threw the prosthesis at me. I swear to God, it knocked the wind out of me. Right in the 
gut. I never realized until that moment how heavy breasts are. 

I had the first nightmare, dream, a couple of weeks after my mom came home from the 
hospital. I went out and got stoned with my boyfriend and the I slept at his house. 
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... th e wind f eels so good 011 111 lmJ11 ches and i can hear all my leaves 
111.1·t/i11g ... sometimes i will way a /ill/ e and then other times i am happy to be still and 
s,/('11/ ... i only have two .ft-uils this year but they are magnificent... i won't let anyone pick 
them .. . 

he day mom came home from the hospital, my boyfriend brought her a huge fruit 
huskct with plums, peaches and nectarines. There were walnuts in there too. My mom 
love to eat. The gesture seemed petty. You wouldn't bring fruit to a man who had his 
hu lls cut off. "My mother doesn't want fruit," I told him. "What she needs is all her parts 
intact. Men are so goddamn inconsiderate." 

"She's dealing with this fairly well if you ask me," he said. "She doesn't need you 
freaking out about severed breasts. I don't see you running to comfort her, seeing as 
you 're the only fucking person who knows what she needs." 

"Don't swear at me, you prick." I took all the fruit out of the basket and pitted all of 
them before my mom could eat them. Imagine the disappointment of eating fruit and 
· ming upon the ugly hard pit. I left all the pits scattered in the sink. 

Later that night, I was at my boyfriend's house. He kept touching my chest. He loves 
to do that. But I was so uncomfortable. I could feel an emptiness, as if my left breast were 
gone, and I could actually fell it missing. Like one hand was on my breast, and the other 
was on flat land, without even a nipple. I left his house, leaving him hard and frustrated. 
Maybe I could go to mother, I thought. I could slide things back into working order. 
ometimes I love to lay my head on her lap. No way. Avid rose through my chest. I 

thought of that empty space so close to my head and I had to go and vomit. 

.. . one of my .ft-uit fell off of me today ... i could feel it falling and could feel it hit the 
ground ... all my branches are so long but i couldn 't even reach down and swoop it back 
up ... i couldn't even hold my own .ft-uit .. . 

Mother's scar is ugly. But she still likes to show people. She will show just about 
anyone that evokes the slightest amount of curiosity. I mean, I have a huge scar on my 
thigh from a burn when I was younger. But that's different. My thigh is still my thigh. 
There was no rot from the inside. Nothing had to be removed. Cancer never touched it. 

The day we went out to eat, my mom caught me. I had been in her room and I saw her 
prosthesis on the dresser. Of course it was heavy. I immediately thought of a Christmas 
ham, with pineapple rings, soaking in its own juices. The thing that really killed me about 
it was the flesh coloring. A mockery. This isn't the real thing. Like anyone would ever 
think it was a real breast. But there was no blatant nipple on it. Just a little bump at the tip. 
I took it from the dresser and went into my room. I undressed and sat in front of my wall 
rrurror. 

My breasts were never as big as my mom's. But as my boyfriend says, I still have a nice 
set. I covered my left breast with my hand and tried to imagine an empty space. There was 
no way. As I laid back, watching my breasts fall to each side, and sat up again. I put the 
prosthesis up to my breast and held it there, trying to get some kind of feel for the texture. 
A foreign smoothness. My mom came in just then, her hair tucked behind her ears the 
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way I wear nrine. There was no dark, deep hole I could crawl into. Her eyes were her eyes. 
They had seen. Before I turned my head away, I saw her smile a little. A nice smile, not 
a mean one. She dropped some clean clothes on my bed and left, never eyeing me again. 
It just doesn't feel cool when your mom catches you playing with her left breast. 

. . . i see other trees and other fruit ... mine is still on the ground ... but there is a crack in 
it and i see some of the juice ... my pulp is going ... all the peach flesh ... all the skin ... 

I stole a couple of croutons from my mom's salad. My tears had dried up and left my 
face tight. I hate crying and then having my face feel like some sun dried prune. 

. . . now there is no skin left on the fruit ... every inch is gone ... the only thing left is the big 
pit ... 

My mom pushed the rest of her salad away and then rummaged through her purse. She 
took out one of her hormone pills and swallowed it with some Mountain Dew. When we 
got sick of the restaurant, we split. Just looking at my mom, you could never tell she had 
her breast cut off. In the car, I searched for a good tape. Ants in my pants, I thought. Can't 
sit still with mother around. 

"I'm not dumb, you know," she said. It was weird. Kind oflike a half-mumble, half
yell. "I know this has screwed you up, but what I don't understand is why I'm such a freak 
all of a sudden. You don't even hug me anymore. The cancer is gone." 

"Hey, I never called you a freak." 

"This morning, I caught you. You're damn right I caught you. And you're damn right 
I knew what you were doing. I know all about the emptiness because I felt it." 

How could I sink into the seat? Maybe ifl squeezed myself down .. .ifl tightened all my 
muscles and the ... maybe ifl just relax I can sink. 

"We can't play games here," she said. "No, I'm not an inanimate object, Jesus, I'm 
still alive. I'm one of the ones who made it out." Her hand went to my knee. "See, you 
can feel my hand. I made it out, for you." 

Of course I started crying again. "I really don't even think boobs are that cool to begin 
with." The list was long, you see. So much to catch up on. She answered questions with 
endless patience. Putty can't have patience, I realized then. I peeled her off my shoe. 

When we got back to the house, my mom showed me all the pits I had taken out of 
various fruits in the house. She had collected all of them, even the fruit from the basket. 
"You don't clean up very well after yourself, now do you?" she asked me. I told her to stop 
nagging. "What are you going to do with them?" she asked. I shrugged. 

She went into the living room, reached down into her bra and made some kind of 
adjustment. "This thing annoys the hell out of me sometimes. Why don't you put dinner 
in the over. Your dad is probably hungry." 

"What are we having?" I asked. 

"Ham," she mumbled. Then she yawned. I had to start laughing. It's weird how 
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•vcrything •eems t tic t gcther so neatly. I t ok the pits and went out ide and got a hand 
ltov I. Then I buried all of them in a kind f mass grave. I let the dirt get under my 

I 111 ,crnail . lt felt a little silly, but when all U1e goddamn pits were covered with dirt, I felt 
ltl · d ing a little cheer. There was no more empty space. 

I had just filled it up . 

.. . the pit is hard, i can tell ... i can see the orange colors, the yellow, the red ... all the 
striations stand out .. . i can almost feel the texture even though my branches are still in 
,,tace ... the ridges ,then the valleys ... the pit seems to be sinking into the ground. .. sometime 
soon i 'll definitely have a neighbor .. . 

-1995 
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Kelly Mooney 

Overalls 
His name was Don, this man who painted 
my house in light green. Green for salty 
seas, green for relaxation. 
His name, a truck driver's, but still 
on my tongue it was art. I slouched 
before he came, bent with bad posture. 
Now I sit up, breasts out, back arched, 
something pulling me from above. 
His eyes demanded it. 
And his job, so unromantic, was done like 
a whisper - fluid and soft-spoken. 

Don whispered, and I smiled. 
He wore white overalls, stained in magic 
colors. Stained like my head with 
thoughts of his brush's stroke 
up my torso, or a trickle of red 
down my neck. The rag in his pocket, 
a painter's necessity, could have tied 
my hands. Things could have happened. 
But I just smiled, and bathed, and ate, 
and thought of a painter's overalls, 
draped on the edge of my bed. 

-Spring 1995 
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