





























He speaks to me when shadows are crimson,

and snowflakes of light fall sparingly on my carpet.
And he is but a green glow in my living room

.. .from the telephone. . .

half his universe/half mine.

We converse like poorly punctuated prose

with a deeper meaning to be conveyed
than the common reader might perceive.

by Carole J. Dash

Winner of 1990 Cabbages and Kings Poetry Contest






In the Shadows

In the shadows
invisible light
patiently awaits
color of midnight

Flame in the blue sky
shooting fingers earthbound
life to Nippon. Hail

Touching a child’s hair
the innocence reveals
will flowers bloom? Fate.

Green bamboo shoots, still
amidst the wind you sway
Brown bamboo shoots still.

As snow gently falls
Hiroko’s song can be heard
dancing moon light veil.

In a winter cove
the snow bird's tune
floats across the waves

Open window, hush
gazing on the bamboo grove
the waning moon speaks
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“Yeah-does wonders...| look 100% (click, whirr) better

when 'ts'dun right. (click) Aerobics help too...”
(click, click, flash,)

“Yeah, yur behind is looking (flash) firmer!”
“Yeah, so yer Burt Reynold’s toupee’s lookin’ good too...

(click, click)...cut’s down that ol’ lens glare. Hes, heh...
(flash, click, click)

“Wait’ll that happens ta you, nothin's worse (click) than
that session wit' Mickey (click, whirr) ha, heh (flash)...shit!
right ‘n'th'eyes again...”

“Look down! Look down!”
(click, flash, flash)

“Ya know 'f’ | close one eye (click) there’s this purple halo

shimmerin’ all around yer head...”
(click)

“What?”’

“Yeah, now. it's turnin’ green’'n’yellow. (click, whirr)
(click, fiash, flash)

“..0h-the fiash...Hey look! here comes Matin - (click,

whirr, whirr, click, flash) - ¢'mon ol’ boy, let's get outa here!”
(click, click, click, whirr, flash)

“OK! OK! (click) Ladies and (flash) gentiemen that'll be
all for (click) today. Mr. President, (click, flash) Mr. Vice
President, thank (click) you very much. This (flash, whirr)

photo session is now officially over (click).”






Grandpa’s Space

by Emily Gasoi

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 ciuttered with the half filled serving dishes and the empty
but well greased plates of a much enjoyed meal. It faces out onto 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. Then 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 comprehen-
sion 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 beside him.

“Are you married?” He asks her.

“I'm separated.”

“Me too,” grandpa responds matter of factly. “Well ya know, | work wid sheet metal. |
have my own place over der in Hillsdale. It's somethin’, what ya can make wid your hands.”
He sits studying his strong, calloused palms.

“What kinds of things did you 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 [ just can't
figure it out. 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.”






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.”

Winner of the 1989 Frank Rice Award
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Outpatient at Midnight

My head is unusually busy for this

Time of night. It is hot and wet

And not even sealed as a nurse

Wheels me past a Star Trek series of lights.

Now I'm in the presence of doctors
Who treat me to pictures and narcotics,
Jokes and haircuts.

The bed is another amusement,
Levitating to hygienic ceilings.

White light. Heaven? | must be

Dead. | can't feel or speak a thing,

Name tag still in hand, a sign on the bed
Says I'm the property of E.B.

And two men assure that I’'m going nowhere.
I'm cocky and agree with them:.

They tell me | look good

Swollen and threaded like a baseball.
I'm given a turban and my coat,

A spotted blanket.

I’'m wheeled to a waiting room past
Bleeding hands on deck and broken
Toes in the hole,

It’s a rush to watch it filled.

Rushes are what night is made for
And others are carried from the sea.

by Scott Davies
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No Scent of Roses

Black and white bars, as fresh
as newspaper print; aluminum
rose stems swirl atop the gates;
the petals fresh scent only to
be smelled from the outside.

Two hours imprisoned with you,
no scent of roses; only sweat,
not normal sweat, death sweat.
Your once firm band reaches out
with guilt; not for help. Don't
take my hand to pull me down.
You can'’t force me anymore.

Poor girl. . .

Your once scornful look is only
pitiful. Don’t play my sympathy;
you're committed not me! Every
minute for me is an hour, for you
only a brief second. My time is
now too precious.

As | walk away, | hear the echo as
the gate slams shut; | smell the
roses. The newspaper is finally
burned to ashes. A tear drips
down my cheek.

The girl spreads the ashes in the
rose garden. Her finger is pricked
by a thorn. Blood drips down her paim.

The girl’s bloody hand wipes away the
tear on my face.

by Kimberly J. Thygesen
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Apt. G

Night-washed
murmurs

tempting
candle-flame tongues
to lap Dark’s
eariobe,

rendering shadows
and

oddly warm
snowdrops

on lips.
Dreams
and

Sleepy-sweet
repetition:

filtered sunlight
dancing between

love-drunk bellies
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A Pilgrimage to a Place in Time.

| wish | could close my eyes and be there.
These chilly fluorescent lights just blur the view.

The grass will survive until deep winter,
not having been left to wither in the August blaze.

The flowers still blooming, as all good flowers should.

Though they are no longer reminiscent of brightly clad toy soldiers,
marching in a row.

More like pale, random splotches on a dusty canvas.

The hedges still stand undisturbed and healthy,
though not as carefully manicured as in days gone by.

The ivy still clings to the Oak trees, though parched and with direction.
And the Oak trees, well, they do what they do. Oaks are strong.

They paint the gate and garage white. (Selling point, | suppose.)
Actually they painted more plants than porch. . .

(I wonder if that’s the latest thing?)

| touched the wali, and wondered if you packed your whole dark room?
All the rooms seem dark within this shell today.

The green pick up no longer resides on the grass in the yard.
(Another selling point, I'm sure)

| see you drive it now and then,

but | always thought it looked better against green than black. . .

The top off an old hummingbird feeder still hangs from a tree on the patio.
A few of them may have come back looking. . .
Had they ever a voice, their songs have been silenced.

The front entrance is still as elusive as it was in those days
when the warmth of a large kitchen, bustling with hungry teenagers
drew welcome guests through the back door.

Kids still ramble down the street in go carts,
as if the neighborhood hasn't suffered for it's loss. . .
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Grace

by Marlene Pritchard

Melissa whispered to the still air, “Why can'’t | hear anything from the other room? Why
won't she just wake up?”

She felt relieved to hear the coffee maker chatter and the bacon sizzle. Last night, she
iumped with fear at any noise, but now these familiar sounds soothed. The sun cast a
shadow of chimes made of seashells and fishstring onto the refrigerator door at the end
of the narrow kitchen, causing the only motion. It reminded Melissa of the mobile that once
hung over her younger brother’s crib. When the coffee was ready, Melissa poured a cupful
and sat in the giant rocking chair by the window. She waited for a sound from the bedroom,
hoping that soon Mrs. Babcock would waken.

Sunday morning in this house was greatly different than those Melissa was used to at
home. When Mrs. Babcock telephoned Saturday morning from the country asking Melissa
to come spend the night, she could barely hear the old woman'’s voice over the noise of
the sirens and car engines in the city.

“l haven’t been feeling well, and | need your help.”

Melissa didn’t hesitate, “I've got some errands to run and I'll see you about four o'clock.
Okay?”

“Thanks honey. See you then.” :

When Melissa arrived Saturday, about five o'clock, Mrs. Babcock sat napping in her
favorite chair. She looked at the old woman’s hands, spotted with age, wrapped tightly
onto the arms of the chair.

Beside the chair stood the aluminum walker Mrs. Babcock had used for support the last
few years, the telephone, a stack of papers, a glass of water, medicine bottles and the remote
control for the television. She leaned towards the right of the chair with her head of pure
white hair tucked into the corner.

Before dinner, Mrs. Babcock said Grace. “May the spirit you've grown with stay in your
heart forever. | wish for you the songs of birds, blessed silence and God’s sweet peace
when day is done. Amen.’

Melissa’s parents moved into the house across the road from the Babcocks when she
was four years old. Mrs. Babcock told the story of their introduction to Melissa that evening
over dinner. “Your father brought you across the road, and with a yardstick you showed
me that you stood exactly three feet from the ground. While your father and | talked, you
wandered out the driveway and back across the road. A car missed hitting you by about
two inches. While scolding you, your father said that you would never be allowed to cross
the road without him.”

The evening passed with exchanges of stories, a burst of laughter, and then another story.
Sometimes Mrs. Babcock quizzed Melissa about information in the news, or stories from
the Bible. Melissa sat on the floor like a child listening deliberately to each carefully chosen
question. It was an odd relationship, yet natural and comfortable for both. Nothing interfered
with the closeness these two friends shared.
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Aria

by Jason Brown

It was just dark, and the snow fell as the Rosens prepared for dinner. There were five
of them: Mrs. Rosen, divorcee; Naomi, eldest daughter; the twins, Sarah and Simmi; and
Adam, the youngest. Dishes clattered and siblings argued as Mrs. Rosen tried to get the
warmed-over chicken and rice mush on the table in time for her to change clothes and
get to her meeting. As she rushed about the kitchen, she was able to remain just aware
enough to keep from tripping over any one of the their three grown cats, who were inside
most of the time, now that it was winter. The kids elbowed and argued; sticky-fingered
glasses of two-percent milk getting warm on the table. Beneath the arcane coiled
fluorescent light above, it seemed that the milk got warm as soon as it was taken out of
the refrigerator. Behind the crowded table was a white enameled bookcase, stacked with
cookbooks untouched for ages with yeliowed newspaper clippings sticking out from
between the pages here and there. There was a special shelf reserved for Mrs. Rosen’s
lending library of self-help books; and beneath these were stacks of textbooks from
forgotten night courses she’d take sporadically at Monroe Community College. On top of
the shelf and on the windowsill were potted plants: ferns, ivy, and a wandering Jew; pale
and yellow from the half attention paid to them.

“Cut it out!” Simmi shouted at her brother. At age twelve, the twins no longer shrieked,
rather they honked. With their chubby bodies and course biond hair framing pouty faces
and round glasses, their mouths were perpetually curved in frowns of displeasure, and their
voices had changed like those of adolescent boys. Adam was poking at Simmi; standing
next to her chair with his legs spread apart and his back arched; arms spread; jaw thrust
forward; eyes bulging.

“Make me, ism, make me!” Ism was one of his words that was obviously derogatory,
but nobody in the family was really sure what it meant. Adam rolled back his eyes and
made a long gurgling noise in the back of his throat, ending in a distinct grunt, which he
punctuated by poking his sister in the arm one more time.

“I'll make you, you little shit. . .” Simmi replied, and she swung her fist around, with the
knuckle of her middle finger protruding, and delivered a devastating noogy to the top of
Adam’s skull. Adam howled and grabbed his head, and began to cry loudly.

“Stop it now, you two!” Mrs. Rosen shrieked. “For God'’s sake, can't we have a little peace
around here when | come home from work? Simmi, you know hitting is forbidden!”

“It's his fault, mom, he was poking me.”

“It was his fault, you know.” Sarah chimed in.

Adam was still bawling, but Mrs. Rosen only gave him a sidelong glance.

Naomi looked up from her dinner and glared at Simmi. Suddenly, Adam screamed, and
began whirling like a dervish. He veered into Simmi like a gyroscope and began
pummeling her. Sarah jumped up and ran around the table to her sister’s aid. Chairs
scattered, and in a moment all three were on the floor, kicking and screaming. One stray
leg knocked Adam’'s mealworm science project across the dirty linoleum. Naomi got up
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off their cars in silence. Tonight'’s talking had been done.

She drove home siowly, too slowly. She was oblivious of the shaking fists and the curses
of the drivers who passed her. She pulled into her street; past the blinking Christmas lights;
and pulled into her little garage. She was slightly disappointed that she hadn't returned
to the pile of smoldering ashes. The house was dark and quiet; the children’s chorus had
called it a night. She walked into the kitchen; past the dying plants and the sinkful of
undone dishes; and proceeded into the den. She picked up the sheet music and started
singing that aria at full volume, ignoring the blackened, oily liquid that dripped onto her
reddened lower lip.
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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. ..

And time to question if this

is mirage, a message from my lost voice
calling to shades beneath the ground?
Something | can't yet name

is keeping me moving,

testing the land before | head home.

by Harriet Susskind
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A dark skinned boy in a candy store
made me crave for a chocolate kiss.
He'd be sweet as hell, | could tell,
just a little nibble, was my secret
wish.

Loliipop boy, | want to lick your face
every day.

I know | shouldn’t tease you.

I'd love to please you,

but you might melt away.

by Pat E. Laine

Life

Two smali girls
Hand in Hand

Gazing at a coffin

Dark, shiny wood
Lined with sky blue satin
Surrounding a lifeless body

A child’s toy lay inside
A note wrapped around it

“Get well soon, Mommy.”

by Tina Sheradin
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I walked into a thicker wood and a deeper hunger,

sure that nowhere listened
to my crunching

and waited for me.

| turned my direction
spontaneously

to climb a small hill;

the ground was soft

and welcoming.

| sat on the hill,

next to a towering but intimate
evergreen, listening

to it creak and sway

in the evening whispers.

There was snow sleeping
below my hill and fertile spread
of less powerful evergreens
over the necklace of the hill,
brothers of my own.

Nowhere they could be

for someone

but not me;

| found my nowhere

and | would be selfish with it.
My young body was numb
not cold

but aimost drunk,

and | laughed honestly.

When | stopped | heard
the creak and the sway
and then the voice

of an engine exercising
along a road nearby.

| was sad

for a thought

and then it wasn't

so tragic

that nowhere

was close to somewhere.
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