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A B S I MT H I S t1 

Five deep and flute d a l asses filled wit h abs inthe stood 
P,efo r e ne once, but s ince that tine I 've emot i ed three 
In s i de myse lf t o num~ the ~rief wh ich li es he r e sti ll. 

A qri ef 1-1h ich, like t he c1bs inthe , is bitter, gr ee n 
And new to me; conceived of fl owers ri pned uo from 
The sunlit ea rth and catal yzed by fire into 
A li quid spider- wife who hangs and haunts my Mouth 
I' h i l e "' e a v i n g c a ff i n ,,., e h s o f i n k t h a t s p re a d i n t o 
Crysta l and itself, then f i nal l y freeze t hi s hand 
That ho lds a be ll y nr en nant with its dreaming corpse 
Unti l th e t wo are gone and one alone remains --

A nlas s of dra gon noonli ght in a shadowe d dawn . 

Viktor R. Kempe r 



First Place Demari s Arms 
Fres hri an 1' riting Contest 

THE DESO LATE 

raindrops fell like t ears 

into a de licate puddle. 

as 
i 
watched, 

each drop caused the 

r e flection of the sky 

to Shatter into a mi llion pieces. 

the Rain fell upon 

my 
hair 

and 
i 
felt SQ 

a l one --
as 

a l eaf, 

swert by autumn ' s cool breezes 

Away from its Branch . 
i 

pee red into the gray sk v--

Sceking Conoanionshi p . 



h u t , the rt i s t s t r u C k 

my 
face 

as pin points from a hot iron. 

Loneliness 

overcame 

rne 

and 

; 

joined the Rai n in its Sorrow . 

no\11 

rny 
tea rs 

Shattered 

the rudd l e. 

but, it mattered not , 

for the reflection ~as only 

of the sky--

Yo11 
are 

f ar 
A"v1a y •• • • 



poor nene l ope's party 

the tea ceremony was today 
no not ~reen tea 
foreiqn and · so watery those 
dP.licate finqprs liftinq pourino 
motioninq sway inn in 
qracefu1 spirit of so~c 
other time 

hut . . . 
Just a late 
summer rarty evP.ryo ne 
came qathe ri nq at 
t~e cente r table flu tterinq 
ti ll Pe ne lo re rou r ed 
the oi t chPr ni l k swirled 
suqar sweetened and 
\lith those chubby (everyone l auohed) 
fi nners the shi~inq l y 
new ten-cur rose daintily. 

* * * * * 
I 1;as in c_ussex for 
a nonth this 
snrinq and 
I was 

* * * * * 
the niqht i s ~,tenselv 
quiet ~s summer 
niqh ts can he bare 
tables in a dark 
house so stil l 
so tired that 
alo ne it feels 

an<i 
~, hen 

if 
you r eal l y let qo 
enntiness would he 
you that 
one 11ou l d 
relax .•. 

i s 
just 

; f 

the 

Patricia Ruth 



f I O • 4 0 i n (l , 

K • 5 5 O , B ~' r on i ca 11 y 

fin di n<1 comfo r t i n ' lozart 
she s i t s · in he r roc kinq chair 

r oc kinri in ti r1e 
throuoh l ac e 

re f l ects on hi oh windows 
diamo nd- e tch ~d 

with i nitia l s and dates 
1884 , 1 907 

and beyond wi ndow 
on l ea ves fa ll inq 

i nt o a past 
of br o~ned ye l l ow 
aga i ns t grey s ki es 

l eave s defia nt f or a moment 
t hen fa ll i nq 
see s he r se l f 

initia l s 
mu l c h 

roc ks s 1 o ~11 y 
r e fl ect i nq 

a ma~ l e l e Rf stri ke s th e pa ne 
re turns he r to windowed - room 

flozart and lace . 

Linda Fires t one 



ROOK AND LOO NEY 

Ann Robinson 

Looney Roqers watched the sun oeaccably draw uo 
from behi nd the barn . She shu t her eyes up ti gh tl y 
and gr oaned. Her groans sounded like a mere hiccup 
to her . Her body did not move on the f eathe r mattress 
be low her; exce~ t for an occa siona l sh ift or turn to 
uatch the s l ee~in~ form beside her. Th en her head 
turned automatically back to its norMa l pos it io n , 
scru t inizing the c r ack ed window panes, broken into 
sma l l sect ion s, in front of her. 

Unde r the sc r atchy woo l e n bl anket, the body be ­
side her seemed t o be no mo r e than a ba ndai d strip. 
Looney cack l ed at her obse rvation . He r cackl es grew 
larqc r and louder until the body r emoved its identi­
t y by sc r aoinq off the blanket and t hrowing it at the 
end of the bed . Looney watched he r husband l eao off 
the bed and crouch unde r it, searching for hi s slip ­
ners . 

uGo to hel l, woman . " His voice sounded wilted 
and ol d unde r the bed . He ooked away f or hi s s li poers, 



b U l'1 n i n q h i S h Cad On t h C b Cd S Dr i n q S a S he ,., en t a -
l onq . findinn theri, he eyed them viciousl y and gath-
e red them un in his lank v fingers . 

Loone y fe lt the rattlinQ· of the bedsorinq$ ~case 
bc l011 her , as he r hu!:. band ended his s nare ~ for his 
shoes . She dre11 t~ c cove r s un over her nose and sta r -
ed a t her husband . He was now li rnn inq a ro und the 
bl eak r oon, complainin~ as usual . · 

"Su ch aches and or.lins , God never ciealt 1 cr1 to 
noho dy bu t me ." l! is nnsc , r e scmblino a nara lP.ct ' s 
hi ll, t u itchcd a littl e as he sniffed at his a il men ts. 

Loon cv slid the co vr: rs off her nose so he r vr icc 
cnu l d he heard . "P.nok, accordinq to vou, there ain 't 
r. 0 '' " ci .v ::! 1 !i " i n t 11 (• , • o r ~ d c x: c C' n t yo u • <; o c on s i d c r 
you rself luckv. 11 

n o o k i ci n o r c d I. ! r " o rd s 11 s h c h a c1 d o n e rm n y t i rn e s 
hefo r c , 1,cca 11sc he had ah1a1,s felt s he ,-,as talf. inq to 
soneonc besides him s e l f . !i'c felt sor ry for t hat othe r 
rcrson , hut it t,as n ' t his fnult his ~-dfe \1as « l 1·1ays 
ta l ~· inri to t he th i:"' sil~nco ;, rnund lie r . "hr ' ' "' !i fool ­
; s h , c r 1J s t _,, o l d ~ i t ch , a l 1, av s n a o q i n Q at not 1ii n q • II h ~' 
h c l i v f' d \I' i t h he r th i s 1 o n q co u 1 d n ' t be ~ r a s p ~ cl ti 11 

hiM . Fxccnt in tende r moments, when she ~inch e d his 
,., i t he re d Ch CC,~ , il S i f cl d r.1 i I" i St r i n CJ t O a b r O k C n f C n de r . 
Th c n he f e l t I, i s l u c I· , 1 i t Ii .. , n r," ri ha d r i s c n • " i s con -
fid0 nce r esto r ed, hf' tool· more ncrso na l care of him­
self . fie L•o ul rl ri ru nc hims e l f dail v and tri f"I his tin v 
II r i t e r, 0 tJ s t a C ~ C 1·d1 i C I l 1 0 0 k C d 1 i k C a . C a t C r() ; l 1 a r s C r a n -
i nn aero ss his unn c r li n . Days li ke th e s~ ah1ctys 
c a n c to a c 1 o s c . L o o n c v i·, o u 1 d a h , a v s s h c d h c r n i c P. -
ncss and revert ba c k to hr. r nanoinq side aoain . fl cver 
c~asinn ~estcrinq hin,shc ~ould nick at him continual -
l y ; about his us~d r~ zo r hla dcs , dirty slon jars a nd 
un zi 'll')C d fl". 

Th e n camr the house . 
Tl•e house 11as an cx,, l os ive subicct fo r Loonc 11 • 

"lien thc.11 had moved froM a sma ll to1rn in f1r l:ctns as to 
i\ f a rm outside tli c fl ississinni line , s he bro a n to a11c 



rapidly. She \las younge r then, fifty , maybe. But as 
their 
the 

soon as she dug her bare feet under the dirt of 
farm, her whole body seemed to decompose with 
s O; 1 • 

~er nagginq increased. She beqan to fr e t and 
fuss over the distasteful outdoor toil et next to the 
barn . The farm didn't ' have the plumbing comforts that 
she enjoye d in town. She didn't like running out 
into the bare of niaht and fe e ling the hard 1100d toi­
let seat on her bch~nd. She wasn't particularly fond 
of wakinq uo before the sun could be s een either. 
Pook could hear her qrunt when the a l arm clock spr~ad 
its \larnino of daybreak . The n he turned over on his 
side and pulled the blanket above his ears so he 
couldn't hear her words. 

His thouqhts of the nast and orescnt stooped sud ­
denly. Looney had gotten uo from bed and was amblina 
to\/ard the kitchen door, mumblinCI to h2rse lf. 

11 £;awd, Loon. I'm s ure starved." Rook patted his 
lean belly . 

11 r.o nut yo ur false teeth in first." looney spok e 
through qritted teeth . She ~as in a Lad mood. The 
indiqestion that had set in from l ast night's suppe r 
didn't helo any. The sma ll cramp that had s ettl ed in 
her bell y forced a siqh from he r. She shuffled he r 
long feet through the kitchen door, disturbing the 
cus t on the floor as she moved. s~~ soon found her­
sclfr makinq douqh for the biscuits. She despis ed her 
task. It ~,as the same forccl ess routine that had . 
a\laited he r for years . She caught he rs llf watchinq her 
husband out his false teeth in ove r the wash basin . 
He looked l ike a home l y turtl e without his teeth. So 
old and scaly looking. She sure didn't marry him for 
his looks ; they ~ere too scarce to be found. But he 
had nice eyes . Rainbow eyes she us ed to call th em. 
They seemed to capture all the colors of the spectrum 
thP. n some . Too bad he doesn't open hi s eyes more of -
ten so I can see them, she mus ed. Her hands pedal e d 



a u t Om a t i C a 11 y t h r O u q h t he d O u g h a s s he \'/ a t Che d her 
husband shave carelessly. He finished shaving and 
fidqeted around fo r his mouth 1·1ash . 

She watched him closely, diqqinQ her fingers in 
the do uqh. He i:1as a clean husband , she noted. No 
bad odor abo ut him, except Hhen he arou nd tobacco 
throu~h his teeth and sp i t it out . Bu t even then the 
o do r \/ a s i ma a i n a r y u n t i l s h e q re \'I i r r i ta t e d w i th 
him. The odor suddenl y became real at the mome nt and 
she was unable to cone with the smel l, or him. 

~he had made these observations before. They 
were old ones , turning about in he r mind at certain 
r:1oments. As she qrcu older, her observattons became 
du ll ed and her memory shorter . Today would be los t 
when somethi ng fol l owed it. And somcthinq always fo l­
lo\/ed it. She f elt li ke the ol d oickuo truck in th e 
backyard, sitt ing a uict l y on its tires and never mov­
ing. lfhen the engine finally iqnited , it oroa ned and 
spewed like an irritated dr agon . Damn qood truc k any ­
way , rrobably out last Me , she mumb l ed to herse lf. 

She out the prefabrica t ed bi scui t s in the oven, 
sat down at th e table and uaited. Rook stnod in th e 
doo r way of the ki tchen , neither smiling or un smilinq . 

11 This a ll \IC got to cat, Loon ? l'hat about some 
rork?" Rook had r emembe r ed the l eftove r pork from 
the other night :which was l eft ove r from t he preced ­
inq night . And it was doubtful if 'it was fr esh even 
the n. 

"~o Id 11 a pi q and ~,e 1 11 have some." Looney 
spoke \/ith no movement of her mouth , a l most squeezing 
the words under her ton~ue . 

rook oave her a hard l ook, noticing how her face 
had as much exo r ession as a doormat . 

"You can be a bitch at times, Loon . ncally a 
bitch." He waited for her sharp answer , hoping her 
ton')ua 11ould freeze on th e spot . 

"So is your bi rd do9, Pook. 11 



" He ma ,~ e s a he 1 1 u v a be t t e r comp an i on t h a n yo u . 11 

The mention of his bird dog, \fa lte r, drew a minute 
spasm from Pook. \fa lter, na med after Rook ' s deceased 
brother, was the on l y animal Rook had cons ide r ed as 
owned by hi n, except for Looney . !'alter had grown UD 

with Rook and Looney , completely unaware of the ir ex ­
i stence, excep t whe n it was time to be fed. He was 
of a breed that lacked the intelligence to know that 
they were fron humble beginnings. Halte r , a canine 
nonconmittal to the poi nt of ext inction, showed fa­
voritism to neither of his masters. He ignored them 
mostly , not resoondin ~ to Rook's he avv summons for 
hi s s ca son al j ob of r ct r i e v i n q . Hun t i n g ,., as di s ta s t e -
ful to him. He escaped the pressures of the chase by 
hidinq behind the wood outhouse. Th e re , he es tab­
lished residence until he was forced to l eave by 
Ro o I~ 1 s a r u ff 8- B gun • Ro o k u s e d i t often to enforce 
his authority, which \las neither wan ted nor needed by 
llalter. Ile always found it strange t hat Rook fired 
shots at him and not the birds. But ~a lte r instinc­
tively accented Rook's odd behavior as tyoical of his 
socc i cs . 

Rook suddenly remembered that his dog hadn't 
been fed. He brushed out of th e kitchen, barely es -
caoinq Loo ncy 's qrim look. His fac e, a crimson purp-
lish color, gave him a stained ql ass look. He felt 
like his breath was tied up in his head at the moment. 
llhe the r it Nas from Loon ev 's humorless r emark didn't 
conce rn him. He just · wante d an adj~st~ent to the 
clean pure air outside. 

Uhcn he got outside, the air ,.,as neither clean 
nor pure. It smelled of qinninq s eason. It was th e 
ti Me of yea r whe n the ro ads we re stamped wi t h cotton; 
and th e land looked as if snow had driven unde rnea th 
i t • 

Rook thre~, a 1·1ay\'1ard ~, anc e around him. The cot­
ton had turned up better than he had expected . Th e 



white fac ed buds peered back at him with ho pe . Rook 
loo ked at the cotton, almost disgust P~ . The satisfac­
tion of makino something grow had left him. He stood 
a f e \lJ inches above his crop, trving not to look at 
the bare face idiots. 

"tlay bc I can raise soybeans next year. Time for 
a change." His words s eemed to stop in his mouth. He 
knew when next year came, it would be the s ame dusty 
crop that had been there before. He wrink l ed his 
mouth, trying to smile, but couldn't. He cou ldn't 
e v e n f o r c e h i r.i s e 1 f to f c e d II a 1 t e r , \II ho w a s 1 y i n o i n 
an easy prone position behind the outhouse. Damn qood 
for nothino mongre l, he thought, aoproaching the over­
used back stairs of the house. He didn't want to go 
in, but he couldn't stay out either . Looney wou ld be 
inside, sit ting ~in her old kitchen chair, snarling at 
the a i r • She a h, a y s s n a r 1 e d at th c a i r be ca u s e i t 
couldn't snarl back at her, nook liked to think. 

Looney was sittino in her old kitchen chair. But 
she wasn't snarling. She was smiling , a little more 
than usual. She had just seen nook surveying the 
cotton outside . Standinq there, in the midst of his 
creation, he had reminded her of an adolescent Huck 
Finn, skeotical upon maki ng his first odyssey down 
the riv~r. It ~as asif he wasn't a man anymore, but a 
c h i 1 d. . She ha d rem em be red h i m th i s ,., a y w he n t hey 
had made the rnove from Arkansas to t1ississippi. He 
had stood on his new soil, hands in his long oockets, 
and watched what had been emoty, grow . Out he had 
stood· alone, becaase looney had refused to have any­
t h i n g to do \Iii t h t hat mo th - ea ten 1 a n d o f h i s . Loon e Y 
si\ddened ,,hen she thouqht of this. Perhaps she 
shouldn't have been so apart from Rook and what he 
had owned . He owned very little, just a thin piece 
of land, a beaten-down house, and I/alter. But he 
didn't oun her, at least she liked to t hink s o. 

Looney caught a shaded ~limpse of Rook enterin9 



throuqh the backdoo r. She watched his und e rst ated 
fiqure br eak thro unh th e screendoor . She was s ur­
nr i scct to see his ~outh skip into a smile. These 
times ~e r e rare i ndeed . She waited for a f ew shabby 
c ro ss "'or d s from h i s a 1 rn o s t j o vi a 1 face • She had 
l ea rnec fr om ~oak that outside appea ranc es coul d hide 
what 's goi nq on in s ide . Th e wo rd s which ca me next 
we r en't what she had expected . 

11 Loon, how'd you like to shove out of here . 1 · 
f ee l li ke moving on t o anoth e r pl ace . Something dif­
f e r ent to 00 . 11 Rook still held th e same express ion on 
his l onn face. His eyes seemed t o burn brighter as he 
kept t a l king . Loon ey expected hi m to stop afte r a few 
seconds . But he didn't. His wo rds fell out of his 
mo uth in an uninterru pt ed gu sh. What he said in the 
next few Mi nute s threw Loo ney 's mind off balance . He 
anpeared to be making love to th€ air, drawin g his 
br ea t h in tiahter, l e ttinq his words arow l ooser un­
til they hunq i n t he air. He fina ll y ceased, noticing 
that Loon ey had not quieted him. She simply sta r ed at 
hi M; her eyes open ing narc ~nd mo re unt il they he ld 
the annearance of a pair of loaded dice, backin q up 
aga in s t the wa ll . Rook cnuldn't r emembe r all that he 
had said, hut it Must have been more than he had 
thou~ht he said. 

Loon ey looked at Rook in surnrise . "That's nice, 
Ro ok, r eally nice . 11 She beg an to cho ke without hesi­
tation. Whe n she had finish ed chok ing, she began to 
couoh . Pfter th at, th e r e wa s nothi ng l eft to do but 
s tare . She stared at Rook , who stared back. 

"Did I upset you, Loon1cy.,11 Rook scratched the 
area under his riq ht eve . ~c 1ad never sc r atc hed th e 
area un de r hi s riqht eye h~ f or ! , but now he felt like 
sc r atc hin 'l it. 

Looney notic~d the chan g2 . Wonde r what in th e 
he ll he ' s sc r atch inq unde r hi s ri gh t eye for, s he 
thouqht ahsentlv. 

She put her na lms on the edqe of th e t ab l e and 
be1an t o ri se, whi l e ri inn, she continued sta ri ng at 
Rook . 

"I have to (JO to th e outhouse , Rook , " she spoke 
i n an exultant tone . Rook wondered whether it was 



from his news or the l atent news f rom her ki dneys . He 
watched her move from the tabl e to the kitchen door , 
to the hack doo r , and th e n he heard a thu d . It was 
Loon ey I s thud. 

"You ok ay, Lo oney?" There 1-Jas ca l m in Rook ' s 
voice as he sc r eamed at her . He kn ew she had fallen 
fro m t he ba ck door steps . 

"Oh, God , 11 she qroan cd from ou t s i de, feeling as 
if soMeo ne had s tu ck a r i fl c throuqh he r gu t s . Her 
bo dy was spra~lcd along the steps , hor izontal to th e 
g r o u n d • L o o k i n g a t he r th r o u q h th c \>ti n do \>I , Po o k f e 1 t 
a pa rti c l e of adMirati on for her . She he ld her pain 
we 11 • 

"A-a-auqh . Ouc!-i . ''hat pa in!" Loon ey he ld her 
brea th in, turning her fac e nurol e , blue , and r ed. 
Pe d , orefr ra bl y . Rook noticed that the unusual co lors 
in he r f ace became he r . She should fa ll off the back­
door steps more often. 

Loonev closerl he r scared eyelids bri e fl y , t r y ino 
t o fi~ure· a way t o destrov th e backdoor sters . Reo k 
aporoached the screen door , l eadinn to the steps . He 
l ooked down at Loon ey 's flatt ened body. 

"It l ooks as if yo u hav e fall e n from the back­
door stens, Loon, 11 he sairl ima<1inptive l y . 

Looney r e l axe~ her a ches and vawned with her 
numb riqht foot . Th e tremen dous ins ioht that Rook had 
i nto situations soMetiMes su r pri sed her. She l ooked 
at hi m cross eyed . 

"He ll, no . I'M j ust he r e for lauqhs . 11 He r ton gue 
f e lt numb and so did her hody . A s l ow movinq f or e i gn 
t ongue su~de nly l app0d ac ross her ca r. She knew it 
cou 1 dn' t be Rook be caus e Rook wa s ne ve r that affcc­
ti ona t e . She shot a pain0d l ook to he r riqht . It 
was Halte r . He had r emoved himse lf from his vcgcta ­
ti vc st~te be hind the outhouse . Loon ey l ooked at him 
with vicio us dis~ust . 

"~Pt away , you toothl ess mutt , 11 shc be ll owed near 
the doQ 's ear . '!a lte r, upon hea ri nq he r man9leci lan­
~ua~c , ran away . His maste r's c rude l a naua~ c rl cp r ess­
e d him . 



Rook \'' a t ch c d \of a 1 t er e x i t to th e outhous e . He 
cri ed alo ud for hi n to come back. The only r e ply that 
came t hrough was Loon cy's groan s . Roo k gav e he r a 
nice cold stare . 

11 r1y dog is not toothl ess , 11 he hissed. 
Loon ey loo~cd oround for a fault . "Your fly i s 

unzippe d." Th e next f ew minute s we r e qui et. The r e was 
detest in the air. Rook turne d hi s insulted back on 
Loon ey and zipped up his pants. He walke d aHay, mum b­
lino about the weathe r. 

· Loon ey , still l eisure ly laid out on the ground, 
dec i ded to pick hP.rs e lf up . She had a rough time 
do inq it; both of he r l egs we r e stiff, almost nailed 
to the stens . ~hen she moved, a steaming pain shot up 
throuqh her back . She decided aqainst moving. Besides 
this was the fir st rest she had had in years . Usua ll y 
whe n she mi ssed a step ~nd fell, she r ecuperated very 
ea s i 1 y • Bu t th i s ,., a s a more s e r i o u s fa 11 ; s he ha d 
rrobah l y h ro ken her little toe. It gave her grief t o 
know that Rook had left he r in such a deservino mo­
Ment . She dozed of f on the q round , trying to remember 
whether she had bu r ned the hi sc ui ts or not. 

Pook watched he r from the windo~ of his pickup 
truc k. He tossed on the iqnition and sat there pump ­
inq the gas neda l. He threw a steam ing g lance at her, 
l y ing there, abandoned and as l e e p on the g roun d. It 
was odd, r eal l y odd that a woman should be comfort­
ab l e in a no~ition l ike that. He turn e d the ignition 
off and screamed at Looney throuqh the win dow . 

"t.et un, \'rnman. I'm l eav ing for town." ·No answer 
came from Loo ney and for a moment he thought she 
might be dead. Put he sa w her wr i nk l ed face li ft a 
littl e f r om its natural posit ion and sc r eam back: 

"Oh, ye ah. Hell, I'll stil l be her e when you get 
back." Rook decided she must not be dead because she 
sq uirmed around li ke a rattlesnake on we t sard 0 r 
li ke wet sand on a ratt l esnake . He started his motor 
aqain. In a fit of rag e the engine died. Rook tri e d 
to start it again, but it bl ac ke d out. Out of fru s ­
tration and a canniba l is tic attitude towards his 
truck, he sp it on the s t ee rinQ whee l . He was sur­
P r i s e d th e s t ee r i n ~ \·1 heel d i d n ' t · so i t t- a ck • No th i n g 



was fu nctio nin g around him as he one ned the truck 
door and l ea ped out. His f eet s l ammed down uoo n th e 
rocks and a r ass , makin g hi s toes curl li ke a vul­
ture's because of his thin un protected sol es . He 
walked, bird-li ke , back to the house . 

Looney 's body qreeted hi m at the steps. 
11 Tllat Has a f a r piece yo u trave l ed, Roo k." s he 

cackl ed through her throat. 
Rook tried to walk around her but the soan was 

t oo gr eat . 
11 Looney , I "' i s h yo u \'to u 1 d g i t up so I ca n u s e 

the steps . 11 He l ooked dow n at her rested body;her 
f ee t were s till hangin g on to the steps . 

"1'- e -11 , if it wo uldn't trouble yo u ton fTIU Ch, yn u 
could he l p me. 11 She smil ed at him with benign inno­
cence . 

Rook obse rved her with strained eyes . 11 ! think 
i t "'o u l d ti re Me too much • 11 He \'I a H: e d bad: to th e 
truck , opened the · doo r , . sat ·. s ti l 1 · i n. the c rum o 1 e d -o l d 
seat, and chuckled at his wild sense of humor. Sud ­
denl y , Looney ' s degenerate voice could be hea rd 
th r o ugh the truck \'' i n do\'/. 

"God damn it, you old bea st . I/he re in t he he ll 
are you going?" That was th e las t he heard of her 
voice because the enaine finally tu r ned ove r and his 
Goodyear tires starti ng Making use of the road. The 
truc k moved slowl y , a l most the pace of a toy robot, 
but it wa s movincy , He fe lt qlad to be on the road; 
glad t o be a\1ay from Lo one_y . f\s he passed by his 
farn, he sa lu ted it. He f e lt mo re ma rried to it than 
the ol d l ady 11ho \'las stil l l yina on the ba ckdoor 
steos . He s l owed down, more than usual, and grabbed 
a l ast qu ick l ook at his land. It ha d occurred to him 
several times be fore that his wanton crop was cl ose r 
t o him than he sus pec t ed. He knew he couldn't oull 
away from it as Looney had s uccessfull y pulled away 
from him in t he pas t years . As he drove faster , his 
th o u q ht s qr e w bi o a e r • He di d n I t kn o ,., "'he r e he was 

• • t •• ~ • - • • 



qoing . He never did when he l eft Looney back at the 
f arm li ke this . All he knew was that he had l e f t 
Looney there and not wit h him . Th ank God f o r tiny 
miracl es , he mumb l ed to himse lf as his tr uc k r et r eat­
ed do wn t he r oad . The truck bumred into a pa ved r oad, 
a st r an~e contrast from the rock infested back r oads 
of his farm . 

He had trave l ed a l onq hour befo r e he approa ched 
a ~Ma ll t own that was about as bio as a hornet 's nes t. 
The sun mo ved do ~, n beh ind t he out line of th e town and 
Poo k watched th e ro uqh edqe of ni aht come . He had 
hee n to t his t o~n manv ti mes befoie; bu t he had neve r 
consi de r erl stoppi nq until now. Th e di zzy lights th a t 
lined ma i n street we r e st ra noe l y brir ht and attrac­
tive to him. He i maginerl he saw wa rmt h i n the ir art ­
ifici al illumi na ti on. so he pushe d his truc k to a hal t . 
He sa t i n the t ruck, eye ing the fe w peool e that sca t­
t ere d the s tree t and f oc us ed his eyes on the s tring 
of nar kinq me t e rs before him. The y olared bac k at him 
in uni son~ Fac in q the pa rking met e rs he ad on, they 
looked li ke ti n soldiers ready f o r combat . He wanted 
to chall e noe th em as he oot out of the truc k but the 
fact was t ha t the oa rkinq mete rs we r e public pro pe rty 
and he t ho ught himse lf t o be a fairl y decent citiz en. 
He roamed aro und the iso l ated streets f or a f ew min­
utP. s ,fee linQ odd an d disp l aced from his old surround­
in~s. Very f ew oeop l e s eemed aware of his creeoy 
exi ste nce . Somet i mes he di dn 't e ven se em to be aware 
of himself, esnec i al l y whe n he passed by the confused 
no i se of the bars and peened through the dusty win­
dnws . 

Thr ounh the windows, the neop l e l ooke d col d and 
dr owsy , niled on t op of e ach oth e r at th e bar and not 
caring e ithe r . Rook wo nde r ed at th e stranae peop l e 
i nside that coul d stand a r ound , brea t hing on each 
othe r a ll nioht wit ho ut r est . He wan t ed to go in and 
find out. ~he n he edqe d t hr ouqh t he packed doo r and 
rumhl inq crowd , he wa nted to turn back. He gr ew 
sca r ~d , not knowinq what to do with so man y peop l e 
around him. Th e qrim f ac e d ba rt e nde r at th e othe r end 
of the ro om wore a thick oreasy smi l e , as dirty as 



--
his apron. Rook edoed nearer to the ba r, tryinq to 
fi gure out which drink he could buy that wou ld ob­
lite r ate the stronq odor around him. 

"Doub l e shot of bourbon , mister." Do urbon was 
rather rotent for Rook but he f e lt a rottin r. need for 
the drink . It had been an unaccountable number of 
yea rs since he had tasted alcohol . Looney couldn't 
stand t he sme ll of an vthing stronger than cow's mi lk . 

The bartende r oave him a hidde n smil e and shove d 
th e drink in front of him. Rook was embarrassed to 
drink in front of such a slimy looking creature . His 
e _v e s be n t do u n , f i x e d u o on h i s d r i n k • H i s h a n d s r, u 11 -
ed nround th e qlass and he tested his drink. 

Two hours later, ~ook saw the r oom in an uosi de 
do11 n ~!ay. The bartende r qot squattier and nasti e r in 
looks as he nourcd Pook more bourbon. Rook didn't 
qivc a ooddamn. lfhcn he f e lt himself slidino off the 
bar stool, he ordered more. Sudden l y a sensuously 
attired youno lady of confused virtue sat beside ~im 
and c l os ed one h0avi l y colored eye lid. Pook loo ked 
around t o see if she were accommodati ng someone e lse 
bes ides himself . He was a little charMed . It was 
sca rce that such a flimsy littl e article like this 
would bothe r with a s ixty-ei oht year old man li ke him . 
fie had rener1be r ed t110 hours earli e r wh e n he sat a­
lone at this bar , no one sittinq beside him. He won­
dered why no one sat near him. All that gay talk 
nearby made him l onel y , apart from the heated noise 
around him. He eve n welcomed the dirty looks of the 
bartender \lh e n he ordered another drink . 

The qi rl patted Roal· 1 s kneecap and \-latched him 
clos c ly for some communication . The charm the qirl 
had washed away. She was of an uncatc hable aoc that 
old men li ke Rook sornctiMes dreaM about, observe in 
the movies, but haven't the strenqth to take in a na­
ked situation like this . Or maybr it was just Rook . 
Either way he didn't care . 

"I 1
i'l leavinq, miss . Ya don 't 

either ." He lifted himself from 
his legs skate around underneath 

have to f oll ow me 
th e stool, f ee ling 
hi m as he got up. 



The aqel css qirl fad ed away in back of him, mumb l ing 
a f ew scath i n~ words . 

Outside in the night air, Rook's ba l ance was 
s ha k P. n by a ,,, ~ a k b r c e z P. • He f e 11 , but c l i m bed u D to 
a standing posit i on. His feet s eemed to oaddle 
t hrough the heavy pavement l eading to his pick up 
truck . HP. clutche d the door hand l e of t he truck and 
cra11led in. 1:hen he had oushed his backside in to th e 
run - down scats , he l eaned over and unti ed his shoe 
l ac e s . It was th en that he notice d his fl y was un­
zinpcd. HR knew i nst inctive l y that it had probab l y 
heen in that condition a ll nigh t. But he wasn't in 
t he nood for caring anym0re . He was n't even e l ated by 
the f ac t t ha t the i a nition jerked on at onc e and the 
truck whee l s neve r touched t he r oad afte r that . -

The next three hou r s he found himse lf going down 
ronds he hadn't r ememb e red be fore , oass ino by l and 
th at couldn't ooss i blv be his and s ee inq farm hous e s 
that di dn't have th e ~niqueness of a broken do~n back 
door ster . He f e lt a pitch of wo rry until he saw th e 
dusty r ock ridden road that cross ed t hr ough hi s cot­
ton crnn. He stomned on the acce l e rator , fl ew ove r 
thP. r oad anrl stonn P. d t he truck bef or e he got t o t~e 
house. He qot out s l owly, r esti ng hi s back on the 
side of the truc k. Around him, t he ni gh t air s eeme d 
cold a nd ac hing t o his hody . He had a oe nuine f eeli ng 
of oldness i nsirlc hi m now . Li ke livina his life 
t hrouqh a dead run and never coming ou t of it. He 
t ho uqht of Looney and he r prone position on the back­
doo r steps . How a woMa n cnuld stay that way f or long 
amazed hi m. He wonde r ed if she we r e still l y ing on 
the ~a ckdoor steps ; r rob ab l y so. Mos t unusual woman, 
~os t unusual, he thouoht unde r hi s smi linq un smi ling 
f ace . The n he hro ke into a chee rful l aagh that sk i m­
med ove r t he niqht ai r and ne ve r seemed t o end . 

*** 



Poor amon q the noor , 
hungry in a withcrerl land, 
I wa l ked with a child, 
hand in hand, 
with as hes on our lins 
and a dream behinrl 
his one blind eve . 

Viktor R. Kempe r 



My bl ac k coff ee 

fri end 

stronq 

s taun ch 

wa r mi ng my 

ins ides as 

your knowl e dq e 

fl 0 1-1s through 

me 

No t bitte r 

no r too s11/eet 

bu t fu ll of 

ric hness . 

on l y 

t o keep 

me awak e 

t o ttie ti mes 

of th e 

day 

Kay Ki rk l and 



RP()THfPS ! PllY '1 f" A f'OX ! 

"Rrothe rs! ruy me a box, 

I OClt somethina to sc1 v! 11 

I brush the ashes from my vest , 

Mv mouth is 11ay ton wet. 

\lhat was strono and clear 

Has Me llowe d to ~ush. 

11 
,. a h F r e n ' s II a n d t h e re CJ of\ s 

Ha lf rn~ c ro wd in tears . 

My sovereion state of mind 

Is shalcn ~v a wor ld 

ruilt too sClon . 

But I won ' t die and 

I w0n't die and I hone 

I .,.,as riq ht . 



L 'Or.ib re 

Un hor,mc 
rt jc suis celui-la 

Sur l e Mu r 
Un orofil s ' abat .,, . .,, 

Silhouette decap1tee 

La oo rtc tranche le mot 
l e coors 

Ta fiqurc dccomrosce 
Tiste nouvelle 

Une larMc dans ta orunelle 
Un oeu d'eau 

~h!ouc ton front cache sous ton chaoeau 
est com~e ton coeur 

Une 1 ucur 
IJ ne "le rle au tio ut des doi'ltS 

Un Mot douccment reste comme un oiseau 
Sur les lc-vrcs 

Un fruit reste pendu 
En passant ta ma in l'arrache 

Perche 
rerd u 

Des qo utte s de sanq chaud 
r.o ul cnt douccmcnt dans la nuit 
Un hom~c celui-la n'a nas encore dormi. 

Pierre Reverd.v 



The Shado\l 

/1. 111a n 
/\nd I an he 

f')n the \ta 11 
A nrofi le falls -

llead le ss si lhouette 

The doo r slams on t he 11o rd 
the bo dy 

Yo ur face, distor te~ 
Sad ne11s 

~ tear in you r eye 
.,, l it t l c 11ater 

Ah lyou r face hiddcr under you r hat 
i s li ke your heart 

I\ fl ash 
A oear l at the t i ps of finoers 

/I \torrl oentl y sta~rs , like a bird 
nn the 1 i r)S 

A fruit hanqs sti l l 

re r ched 
Lost 

In nassino, you r 11 ,rnd tore it a1rnv 

!1rn'1s of 11a rn I· l ood 
<:oftlv flew in the ninht 
That nan has not vet slcot. 

Translated by '-usan 'lcf'lrvnolds 



And she was eye, 
A shuff l e-dancer de li cate, 
Bare- footed , ho ld, 
Though never, as directed, on her knees . 
Picasso 'd face- -
~ene lm Digby would have unders tood. 
And when she danced, 
The multi-colored s live r s 
Sh ivered ~rey . 

Eye shadowed hr iqht 
A witch in fur white l iqh t she sat 
Ever at 11atch 
But never as desired quite at ease 
A Titi an'd f or m--
Joyce ~ortrayed her wit h a monologue 
Her ankl es touch ed 
A chi l d she was and sti ll 
A woman warm. 

Ha i r - shadowed eye , 
A harmony of tone and breath, 
Of convent life 
11 ith roses broken wh i ch were mea nt to pl ease, 
t1y r1ade l i ne--
I see you now, know you with curi ous ache; 
And as I wa tch 
In time my eyes caress your 
Crad l ed heart. 

\1 am e s Fee l y 



Japonica in Sno\'I 

He sho uld s leer the s now 
to~ether , bl anketing memo r y 
of some sprinq 's nromis e , 

~u tan insensible japonica 
defies the season, 
intrudes with flower . 

Our breath s tills any blossom, 
freezes crvstall i ne 
an insistent reminder--

The ol d question raises 
the old sadness turns 
the siqn of infinitv 
throuqh us · 
a mi no r key descends 
s 1 o ,., , 1 i k e s n o w • 

Linda Firestone 



Decision 
. . 

The joyous abandon of a skylark's so ng , 
A seagull 1 s dip. l ong and s trong, 
A hummin9bird's elusive flutterin gs, 
Th e littl e wrens' contented chatterings 

Convince me beyond the slightest dou bt 
That when my time has all run out 
I'd accept my fat e without a word, 
If reincarnate I could be a bird. 

Lula Clayton Beal e 



TRAG THOS 

I watched her try to fly with ~aper winos , 
but still it doesn't reall v mean a thina 
to ha ve seen her slip, flutter, fall and die. 
It means she tried; I didn't. She fell 
and I wa tched. She's dead, I'm alive; 
where it qoes beyond that is still a mystery . 

Viktor R Kemper 

~ill vou melt me in the air 
and w)ll you QinQle; will you change? 

I ain't QOt winqs to fly, 
Rut I'll find a way somehow; 
Cause my only dreaMs 
Are the breezes of you. 

Viktor R. Kempe r 



!ch wi ll mit dem aeh en, den ich li cbc 

Ich wi ll mit dem 9chen, den ich li ebc 
I ch w i 11 n i ch t au s r cc h n c n , ~,as es I~ o s t e t • 
lch will nicht nachdenkcn, ob cs gut ist. 
Ich wil l nicht wi sse n, ob er mich li ebt . 
I c h \J i 1 l mi t i h m q e h en , d c n i c h 1 i e b c • 

P, crtolt Brecht 

I ~ant to go with_h 1m, whon I love 

I \'I ant to no II i th h i rn , 1.1 ho m I 1 o v c . 
I \'/a nt not to count \/ hat it \ti 11 cost. 
I want not to conside r i f it is qood . 
I \r' a n t not to kn o H i f h c l o v cs me • 
I O n 1 y \·Ja n t t O q O \ ' i t h h i m , \ ' h O r.l I 1 0 V C • 

ti a r ya n n Pe r k o 1·1 s k i 



EXEKI/\S : EYE - CUP (55 0 R. C. ) 

The 90d is there 

in the boat 

at th e cup's ce nte r 

his eye 

outs i de 

bet\'1een handles 

l i ke ears 

but the god 

within 

danglinQ qrape s 

in canopy of stars 

ove r the voyage 

throuqh nowhe r e 

b r i n Q i n q ,,,; n e 

t•1h i 1 e do 1 r hi n s 

tune their dance 

to t h e /\ t h e n i a n "' o n d e r. 

Ho1•1a r d narnett 



Time was rich 

Ti me ~as ri ch in the realm of froqs 
whe r e we sl ic P.cl 
thin cuts in the riah t atrial heart, 
whe r e 11u1TJr-a-r11JT1p-ciump- dumo 
beat Jn ti mes a 30 seco nd s, 

r ed uc e t~n.t t o one , man, 
and hy Ch ri s t vou 've oo t the beat ! 

'le h_vrr.ed deep in his be l l y 
ii clear j uic e - -
his ~yes hl inked above my thumb 
I held him 
his head perched there 
as if it fit; 
his eyes hlin ke d there 
he croaked 
a sof t croak l ike the l ast qood fro g 
<an ancien t Eqyn ti an oueen), 

he stonperl wriqq linq 
as if he li kerl my hand its heat 
he seemed comfo r tab l e 
(I tried to make hirTJ fe e l wanted) 
hP. croa ked a soft croak 
calmed now wi t h the juice 
in the cun of nv hand, 

and anv qood whitecoat 
\/0U lc1 have lil:e d him then; 



i t was ~cttin~ late and time was qone , 
we would save him , 
the whitecoats washed the tah lc 
and I carri ed the r ri ncc to t he cold 
wa tc hed him sinr. with s l eep 
in t he veqetab l e bin deen ~i th nee , 
he l eft me co l d , I move d to t ouc h 
th e ouecn's dry hea rt, st ill 
beati nq every 10 seconds; 
I peeKe n in on the prince nann ing sou ndl y, 
we knew he uould f l oat unt il l ate r 
and ti '11 e \'' a s r; c: h i n th P r e a l 111 of fro o s . 

Ho ll v Zanvill 0 



H[LL 

Oancino in the fuileries 
\li th Mv sister, Pearl , 
He fol lo~u~ <f th e dawn 
'' ith a te a party; 
J\nd rerched beside us 
I/as b iC"J nrothE>r Pudd..,-" , 
Pi dd inq us bye - by e 
Into s11eet nothinoness. 
Then , SelMa Cra~ . ou r aov e r ness , 
1hased us 
nown into a deen we ll, 
llhera \l'Ords \'1e re only echoes, 
,111r:ninn 'lff th r. \/alls . 
F<;ca-in') throuoh a crack, 
Into the airy niqht. 
1'(' chancer! to nee t a Venus f l y t r ap 
11ho hn l tcrl us 
no II n i n to h i <; d it r I· s tom;\ c Ii . 
11e sta_v~rl in the da r kness, 
J\ nrl I saw rl~ceasc~ Unc l e Harry 
J\nd llunt :,; ne rva s i IJ~i nq brand y . 
This is h~ll, t~ev said, 
J\n<1 so it was . 

.G nn Pob i nson 



Prime tirr1c 
has oa sserl MY love 
011 in withered ways 
c ho ked by too clos e air 
between us 
in accustomed patte rns 
th e r e is no Sn ring 
for those t-•ho do not -dar e 
to orow alone . 

He arew toqe th e r 
as we qr ew anart 
now toq e th er entwined 
in nast growth 
we di P. 
in strang l eho l d. 

Linda Firestone 



R/\Jtl /\ND THE COLLEGE SEMIOP 

r.on tinually these 
\'1 a i t i n ci r l a c e s 
are hr. amed attics 
fourth floor rooms 

corners of the round earth; 

th Pr e arP. t hinas 
dr iftinq *rom weather 
as thr rain dries souls 
whil~ it ~e ts wM atever- -

radiators clank 

Rnrl a rrrson whoeve r 
denarts down river 
past \rha r ves .:.ind docks 
se'"loratc --

\,hi le quiesc~nt 
vo u sit here 
· consuMino t~e exp ensiv e air 

r.ssence of qarde ns 
anrl of wnmen immemorial 

s r. ndin9 rincis and silks 
into evr.r exoa ndinn t i me 

R n d , r. 0 d k n oiJ S , 

into the still moment 
of this qaz e 

throuqh th e etc hed window. 

11m1a rd na rne t t 



I 
From he low the salt, 
Fron r. eyond the sea, 
0 rinorc1ial fino<'rs heel-on mC' 
Pnd like the loves of Azazel 
I riust say, 11 Look earthward anq els , 
Fall to ne. 11 

IJ 
A wind of noon linh t, stars and salt 
Swirls with flPsh throu ~h the reeds of ny sou l 
And music nuivprs in its breath, 
l'hile nale lf'aVPS turn qreen 
To black unon t~e vc~ ~t dusk 
To form a solenn narland, \tind caunht rino for 
~oonheams on the wane 
Jl.nc1 nussv - nawed ~'av 
1-1 ho noun c e d to n l a:;, 
\l ith the hall of ouiltlE'ss 
Sprinn fP.d ninht 
Until it unraveled 
Into noisy doq and rook food day, 
~lowin~ with the flame of a dvinn sun 
I n i n f e c t e d , h r u i s e h 1 u i n ri d a ;,n : . 
Into a snotherinq warn bath ocean 
Of strinqy, clinnino cotton air. 

I JT 
Pere is wherP the anqe l s walk 
and here thP. daemons nlav 
an rt her e "'' a s s a ta n ,,, ea n e d fro n ares 
a n d o o d \/ a s c h r i s t c n P. rl i n a 1 a I· e • 

IV 
SH i r 1 the \'/ n r 1 rt and "at ch the a s h that i s 
To he, the oas that was anrl the dirt that is 
CnnsPirP into ete rnity 
The circlP drawn in tine 
And l ost hpuond the cl0ck 
And line to rinl css snheres 
Of frozen liqht. 

Vi ktor P. Kenner 



Rainy wet sidewa l ks 
Glisten with n l assy 
Duddles and dirty 
Lin"l oancrs ; wide-c racked 
C:eme n t arid d"lvid .1 
Oirn street li qhts line the 
~tranolinq win<lin q street 
llhe rP she ~-rn its to turn 
Tricks to nake the time 
nea n rrofit; docks with 
rrosnects snueak ~rivate 
Invitation wh ile 
Fren ch h0 rn s ~ellow throuqh 
Thickenino foo - clouds 
lla r nin'l to the few 
Fine-hred oent l eMen - ­
Innocents on icP. 

Sue Josenhson 



Po ur 1 1 hunanitairc re r du ••• 

Geni e , MCdccin, c tre l, unain 
an t'a loue, hl aMe, sanc tifi c , 
a Lam t-a r ene un petit o,a rs a fai r, , 
un anina l ne rdu s ' arr r oche. 
En chcrche rl r: pa in. 

n~ cst-il l e n6dccin 'lUi anin~it 
Le dcsP.rt, en lui rl oMi a nt de sa vita lite? 

L' on a dit que son ho~ i ta l eta it nr i miti f, 
Ouc sa MCc1cc ine cta it du siec l e ,,asse. 

tla intcnant ou 'il n 'v est nlu s 
IJn no tif sil P. nci c ux " C?S r. sur l a nuit. 
Un cri nai r e c1 ' un~ n6nr essc en cc inte 
P~np li t l es a r hr es P- n che rc hn J 

O' unc voi P. pe rdue ~u' c ll e ne peut plus r et rouvPr. 
Ou est l P. rloctcur? 
An i s , nP.s am i s , r 0ndcz nous l' et r r. huMa i n 
Le rcliq i P. UX, noete, ne rlcc in, nus ici P.n , 
L' hon me qui so i qna it l c s rc tits nioches, 
L'an i des animaux 'lU i de '•itait l e s hri ochcs 
Le Ch r e ti en du des e r t . 



Third Place 
Freshrnnn 1/ritin<1 rontest 

I 

He was hut a vounn hov when I met him -
~uildinn cast1es of s~nd, sailinq shins 

thro11<1h the sen, 
Sk inninn rocks over the water, knowina not 

where thev minht fall . 
I\ rlreaMc r then • • .' a drealTler s ti 11. 

His nind contained fascinatino imaqes . 
He nlottr>d sr,lendid adventures befo re him. 
fie pictured hims<?lf as~ victor in war and 

ev£?n as a kinn. 
ft dreamer then . •• he yet dreams on . 

Torlav his rlreans are fulfilled but one -
He Has victoriou s in \·1ar, save for an arm . 
tie uas a kin'J in his 01-,n ririht, save for qolden riches. 
He was an advC?nt11rous wanderer, save for his findings. 
Rut w~at - I ask - of his love? 

Sandra SiPh l 



FREO PJ\P.TV 

The so und of stars t hr ouqh will ows , 
candl e-linht and wine , 
a half do~Pn chords wove n 
in tn l on lincss with women 
not yo ur o\i•n on a persian 
ru n stained with chab l is , ashes, 
l ast niq ht ' s l ove and ra~ a hymns . 

A dream, a oe n and a wa il ; 
trains r oll bv beh ind us 
th urnp in~ the f loor li ke 
l overs in the dar~, 
ciqarettes s in~ and th e hour fades 
to ninutes whose hands ar e qhos ts 
and br eath full of cob-smo ke raven anqcls 
drin ki nq ros~ with a l au~h , a no<l and a s i qh 
-- until da1rn , dirt and sta rk sobn r devi l s 
slan aqainst MY bloody ve ined eye s and 
na t my head with the qa udy nr esence . 

Viktor P . Kemne r 

'1 



T~oMas Ernest Hul me 

ThoMas Ernest found beauty iP smal l. 
dry thinos and wrote tedio us pi eces 
of co ndescending dia l ect ic, avo i ding 
oi t f alls of reality . He pl ayed with 
~eoMetri c fo r ms, f anc i ed detac hed 
contemrl ation of finit e t hinos , 
~referred pr ose , an d f oun d ol eas ure 
i n fo rMulas , i so l at ed and sa f e . 
He pr ohahly st r aiqhtened pi ctures 
on ot her :, <?op l e I s w a 1 l s, sat s t r a i q ht 
and , no do ubt, wrote ~i th e ven hand . 
lie mus t have r e tired ea rl y , bor ed 
\•tith c ven i n~~s f oll y when Hu ma n lines 
a r e curved. 

Linda Firestone 



Char l otte -- The Fat Nymph 

Charl otte squats in front of the qas hea t e r 
and dri es he r l onq, ski -bl eac hed hair . She 
Moves he r mini-covered thiqhs close r to the 
fire anrl, no nino, brushes he r \'1et fl'lanP.. Her 
palP- eyes r ~f l cct the qlowinq c~linders of 
th e heat e r. 11 Girls , Inned a ma n." Las t 
ni ~ht Char l nttn had a man, anrl another th e 
niq ht hr. fore, and po unded the bea vc r hoa rd 
be t•,cen our beds, j i oq l ed the sprinqs and 
gi g~ l ed, unti l at l east four; go t a ql ass 
of 1ia tcr about fi ve and too k the pi 11 fo r­
fott en i n haste. At e ight she left he r l ove r 
exhausted in bed , nxpect ing me t o fix his 
breakfas t . 

Linda Fires ton e 



a r e 

just 

~,o rds 

unless 

bctw~en the fir s t l ett e r 

and t he? la st 

the r e 's 

a 

letter 

u. 

Pat nackey 



Siste r and ~t . ~ichael 

I s a 11 ~ t . ~1i c h a P. 1 f r o z e n i n s t o n y n e a c e , 
His !1 anc1 nun r. with the 1•1eirJht of his iron sword . 
The wind slanned his co ld, i mpassive face 
Rut 11hen vo11 lauo hcd, nv Siste r, 
vour f rost~ exr iration rehuked his iron nr otection . 

,J udith Zaleuk e 



A tJUDE MONTH 

September, 
like a prosaic spirit 

Shedd inq its leaves 
for all to see ; 

r10 shame 
ti o i n h i b i t i on s , 

only blithe satisfaction; 
And 

1,,hen 
a 11 

; s ; s 
bare, 

Hho 's to kno1-J 
That the str ippe r 

in Joe's bar 
Doesn't feel the same. 

P,nn Robinso n 



Honaoe to Pod McKuen 

DUSK ~10t1ENTS 

In th e ear l y evening alonst darkness 

I could sMell your Iris bloom outside 

And hear yo u wh i socr a li ght melody 

As yo u sat in a rocler across the rooM, 

ijatch in ~ nc work; wonderin~ when 

I would notice the time and ask 

You for dinner . l'he n at l ast I 

Turned to11a rd you; sniled and said 

I 'd li ke my supper now, 

y Ou b 1 C ~· a tend Cr k i s s th r Ou g h 

The t wiliqht toward my cheek 

And replied it wasn ' t ready yet . 

"'hich is 11hy I cut your throat, 

You lazy bitch. 

Viktor R. Kemper 



Love of the -

These dawns are mist risinq hay-dung 
smellin~ warm animal-fl esh 
beginninqs amonq he i fe r bull 
chicken doqs cats (scratch) and 
the few obtruding pe r so ns ..• 

fat olrl Germa n man yo~ 
are burned r ed calloused hands 
gu ide the turn of the 
trac tor wife with f ew t ee th and 
all l ove of the talk toes barefoot over 
the snlintered po rch scllinq eyed 
ootatoes and doze ns of eggs 

Throuqh 
the warpinQ rail ed fence I see 
a place of not much farmin g 
and abundance tal k tal k into 
the dryino dung dying field 
and a dusty cool eveninq. 

Patricia Ru t h 



Honk i ns' En t hus i est wi th Toot hache 

In s i nuate 
br a i n 
thi nk dent i s t dr ~11 
dri 11 dro nes 
in s i s t ent 
one ear 
pi e rc es t ho uq ht 
de lir i ou s -­
outl andi s h vi olin s 
with ti gh t vi or at o . 
t1 a 9 ~ o t - dr awn - or ones 
ope n so r e 
s uc ks l C?e chli ~e 
in hi s ec stacy 
numni nn cons c io usness . 
Loude r ·, Louder, 
Sh rill er, Loude r 
Horrth of a ll 
bli qh t 
th ou t e r r i bl ~ 
mas t e rinq 111e 
..,he l ms ll hP. l rrs 
a n d ,.,; 1 1 enc u s 
un l ess Se l f 
hv Fa i th 
or Da r vo n 
esca pes outs i de 
mins looks 
a t Fl esh 
Jurnp 
f'h Chri s t 
Ca ri es C:ornfo r t 
(Oh Ch ri st ) 
nh Christ~ 

Linda Firestone 



PoP.nc d 'amou r a lle l cnc 

f.nMmc un flcuvr. s'cst mis 
A ainer so n vovaqe 
Un jour tu t' c; t r ouv€e 
rcvetur dan s nes bras 

Et .iP. n'ai plus so nqe 
nu•~ t e couvrir de f cuilles 
Oc na ins nues r t de feuilles 
Pour nue tu n'aies no i nt froid 

Car t' ~iMais-j e autrcMe nt 
n11 •~ travcrs tes eaux v1ves 
Co r ns ne f ennc un i ns tant 
<;11 srH•nou i\ nc s rloiqts 

F.t no uvais-je noser 
Sur tant nP ni e rres chaudes 
lin rcri arrl 'lll i n'aurait 
EtP ~ur du rlesir? 

Vi e r~c tu r 5~onds ~ i ~ux 
f. 1 1 0 1,scu r c sen t ence 
nue r.on coe ur fait ~P.se r 
no ucencnt sur ton cocur 

Et s i j 'ai l e tourne nt 
De t~ m6.tanorohos c 
C ' ec. t nu I i1 111c faut a ime r 
Ton amour avant toi. 

Pene Guy Cado u 



Love Poem to Helen 

Ps a river that's bc~un 
To l ovP its journey 
One dny you foun~ vourself 
Naked in MY arms. 

And I had no thou~ht 
Rut to co ver yo u with leaves, 
Pith bare hands and l Paves 
So yo u no lonqe r wou ld he cold 

For ho11 else could I love you 
Than throuoh yo ur live l y wa t ers? 
The body of a ~oman su~nended 
An instant on my finqers 

An d coul ~ I let fall 
On such hot stones 
A nl ance which wo uld have ~Pen 
Only of des ire' 

Virq i n , _vou ans\Jer r ette r 
To the dar~ phrases 
fl_v heart presses 
«;oftl .11 on 11our heart 

And if I 1n tourr,enterl 
Ry your ne tar,orrh osis 
It' s that 'nust l ove 
Yo ur 1 ave I efnre _vou . 

Trans l aten h11 
Su s a n r1c Re .v no 1 d s 



Rain Reve lation 

Summer rain shadowed the day 
Castinq S\/CCt 11atcr on the earth . 
lie turned our faces to r.ieet thc fa l ling drops 
fnd f e lt the rain glisten on our chec~s , 
Run bl i nd l y in rivu l e ts down our thro at s. 

The l and around sne ll ed c l ean and fresh, 
"ashed of the dust cast there by human mo veme nt . 
A movement which clouds the earth with progress, 
s~othe rinq the Qree n with a mode rn death. 

l\nd we who arc ~illed by the same mode rn death 
Celt for an instant the same fresh dustinQ; 
Felt free of cxpnctations and free of necessi t y . 
But too soo n we rejo ined the human movement. 

i'o\'I the rain f e ll was hing on l y th · ea rth --
That which fee l s the ~rops qlistcn on its soil, 
l\nd run blindly in rivul e t s down its back. 
Only the l and was fr ee , 
l\nd 11e , once more, began to di e . 



PErMV 

For two months your burn ed body has lain 

nru~g ed, drunk and wo und in gauze. 

The snrinn t wilight, ve il ed by rain, 

Pass es throuqh windows and th e st illness 

Of you r r ooM . Forty mil es away the fri e nds 

Who hav e forqott e n yo u are t e lling jokes 

And maki nq l ove . Your body is 

Th e onl y living thing to cast a shadow 

On th e floor then, with unrememhered pain, 

Ev nn that is qo ne. 

Viktor R. Ke Mn e r 



CHA LK 

/\monq doors 
l eadi nq into doors 

One Mo r e c l osed 
11i th s il ver click. 

Her ste ns r ~sounded li near 
distance through ca l c ium 

Hush, li k<? dust 
through rlry - blanched sku ll 

CarP. fullv prepared fo r c l osing out, 
Clic~, projected, r ef l ec t ed, click. 

Hi s astralbody l eft, and she wa l ked 
throuqh wh ite-til ed cor r idors, 

l'aitinq for another . 

Linda Fireston~ 



DIALOG 

I ea ts olatc - gl ass windo~s sometimes , 
wh at cut me mo uf, 

an birdi rs what ain't hatched 
an snakivs, 

what hiss an na sty bites me , 
an booqers 
an •.. 
- do you? 
ych , me do, an ••• 
- he" 
what? 
hand me a ba nana and shut 
up. 

Vi ktor R. Kemne r 



THE P0POL VUH (Sacred ~ook of the ~aya - Ouic he I ndia n ) 

Este es sv s c r di cho avando e staba suspenso, en cal ­
ma e n sil Pnzio, sin mouc rs ~, sin cosa sino vazio e l 
z i e lo. 

I esta es l a primcra pa labra, y e l oquencia. aun no 
auia hombres , animales, pajaros , pescado, cangrejo , 
pa l o, piedra, hoyo, varranca , paja, ni monte; sine so ­
l o es taba e l cielo. no sc manifestaua l a haz de la 
tierra; sino q'solo estaha e l mar renresado,y t odo lo 
rle e l ci e lo; aun no auia cosa alquna junta, ni sonaba 
nada, ni cosa al~una se men ea ba, ni cosa q ' hizi e ra,mal 
ni cosa q 'hizi e ra, cotz . 

es to cs ruido, ~n 0 1 ci r l n , ni auia t osa q' cs t uvi es e , 
ni o ' estuu i ese parada ernpie; so lo c l agua r ep r es ada, 
so lo la mar sose~arta , so l o ella re presada, ni cosa 
alquna auia q'estuvi ese; so l o es t aba en sil enzio, y 
sosi eao, en la obscur i dad, y la noche ; solo estaba e l 
criador y formador, sor. cul ebra fuerte , l as mad r es , 
y Pes. estan en e l aqua, en vna claridad abierta y 
estaban cubiertos en nlumas verdes, oor eso se llama 
qucumatz qrandes sabios, y de grandes entendimientos 
s u s e r. y as i roreso es ta c l ziclo, y ay tambien su 
vorazon de e l zielo, y este es su nombre q 'se l e dize 
a anuel idolo. 

Y entonzes vino aoui s u pa la bra , vino con las Ses. Te­
,eu, qucuMatz aoui en obscuridad, yen la noche, y ab­
l o con t epe u-qucumatz. y dixeron, q 'consultaron, y q ' 
nensa ron, se muntaron, hizi ero n consejo, q ' se dec l a r­
a ron, y ' pensaron vnos a otros . y entonzes oare zieron 
l as criaturas, q' consultaron l a hech ura , y creazion, 
de los o~ l os , mecat~s . ye la hechura de l a vida, y de 
la creazi on, en l a obscuri dad, y tinieblas,por e l cor­
azon de e l z i e lo, q ' se llama, huracan . (esto 9s de 
vn pi e noMbre orop ri o . ) 

*** 
Tr~nslated fron ~uiche (circa 151 n) bv Fathe r Xi menez 
into transition Spanis h. 



THE PflPOL \/IJH 

This is the account of how all was in suspense, 
all calM, in silence; al l m0tionless, st ill and the 
exnanse of the sky was empty. This is the first ac ­
count, th e fi rst narrative . There was neither man, 
nor animal ,hirds,fishes, crabs, trees, stones, caves, 
ravinos, qrasses,nor forests; there ~as only the sky . 
Th e re 1·1as nothinf) brouqht tooether, nothing which 
coul~ make a noise, nor anythino which might move, or 
tremh l e, or could make a nois e in the sky . The re was 
nothing standing; on l y the ca l m water,the placid sea, 
alone and tranqui l. ~'oth ino existed . There Has only 
immob ility and silence in the darkness, in the ni ght. 
Only the Creator, the Maker, Teneu, Gucumatz, the 
Forefat~e r s , were in the water sur round ed with li qh t. 
Th ey were hidden under blue and qreen feathers, and 
we r e the r P. f o r e c a 11 e d ~ 11 c um a t z . P. v n a t u re t hey ,., e re 
9reat sanes and qr eA t thinkers. In this manner the 
sky existed and also the Heart of Heaven, wh ich is 
the name of God and thus he is called. Then came the 
word . Tepeu and Gucumatz came toqether in the dark­
ness, in the niqht, and they talked toocther . They 
ta l ked then,discussinq and deliberatinq; they agreed, 
they uniterl their words and their thoughts. Then 
while they meditated,it became clear to them that when 
dawn wo uld br ~ak , man must anncar . Then th ey nla nn ed 
the er eation, r1ncf the qrowth of the trees and the 
thickets and the birth of life and the crea tion of 
man. Thus it was arranq ecf in the darlness and in the 
n i q h t b II t h e f-1 e a r t o f H e a v e n ,,, h o i s c a l l e d H u r a c a n . 

Translated by ~arqaret McC l ear 



A'18 ER PROV I OEt' CE 

11 ho sc •1;is t e d ti me 
1rns it in t ha t Hal k 
clo•rn ratlls n~a r ston e edric s 
und e r trees dl r oro in <J li 91t t? 

Voices hold me now li k~ mus i c 
and I pcr. r ove r ol d brandy , 
m~ t hnuq hts tak inq is su e 
11 ith t he arie 
or 11ith aQC! its e lf . 

" nce -- t hi s i s 1·•ritt en inland--
1,v th 1.; sho r t'! ye t ;:id rift ·. 
i n a smal l 11oode n boat, 
I look ed SC'n\1a r d 
and t he r e \1,1s, no e nd 1 

only the curve of s nac e 
~nd of time . The gr een s ea 
haci a rn Pta l sk in 
fl ak in~ li cih t 
froM t he morn i n~ s un . 

I could ha ve toured t he 1·•o r l d . 

Thi s ril ass i s an autumn e nc l osure . 
The driftino am br r 
as I l oo!~ t :, rouq h it 
nal·cs t hC' same l:in d of diffe r e nc e 
t ha t tine has made . 

I t 11as not t hP.n 
t he riods Aro nr ino l inht 
no r the ir voices in my company --

.i II$ t t h (' s II n il n d t h C l' i n d • 

II o 1,1 a r d r a r n e t t 



I\ n p r o a c h i n g H o n e y \'I e 1 1 B r i d '] e 

On th e crooked road near Honeywell bridge 
Hhere the paveme nt 1J rinklcs softly above 

the tar-hoofed ground. 
I could see the neon cinders 
Of a fast made car wreck 
f1ovo slow across th e illuriinatcd shadoNs 
Of a once forgotten roa d. 

And I lay ~uiet in the r a in Qathe r cd ditch nearby , 
Along with the stillness of the fraye d night air, 
Feeling the blood swceo warm agains t my grass 

sta ined chee k. 

J \J a t Che d th C r a i n SO a k e d CO P 
Souattin<1 on hi s \!1ea ry buttoc ks, not far from r.,y 

half turned side . 
"Christ, it's qood that it r ai ned," he sa i d , 
As his eves tumb l ed ove r the messed up road, 
The road, no11 ihfant born 
In th e wetness of the niq ht . 

I suppose his wo rds scratched ne~r the truth . 
nut all I could do ~as catch a quick nap 
Bcf or~ the cr.ip t y drill 
Of an amb ulance siren a~nroach ed us, 
Bl ot1ing like a spr inq tornado 
Down t hat once forgotten road . 

/\nn Rob i ns on 



Children's Hymn in Elvira ~ad i gan 

lie have aaain the love l y time and swee t summe r 
[very nl a~c is beautifull y decorate d by a fl owe r . 
tlow aq a in thn 1iarmth of the sun ci i ves its bl essing, 
I t rec r e a t e d t! at u r c and b r i n ~ s i t to 1 i f e . 

The r.icado11s are gree n again and t he g r ass of t he va ll eys 
The trees of the woods arc whist ling i n t he ir l ea f 

ve il agai n. 
Th i s r em inds us of yo ur be ne vol ence , · God, and de cl a res 
your miracl es year af t er yea r. 

Th e birds a r e bea uti full y singi ng t he ir songs aga in. 
why woul dnr t a l s o the peop l e of Go d pra i se the ir Cr eator~ 
~y sou l , join your vo i ce t o the cho ir and tha nk t he 
me rc i ful Lo r d. 

Oh , or ec i ous Jes us Ch r ist, ou r bri gh t su nshine , 
You , the l i qh t of our hea rt, a lways li ve with us . 
Li qht t he fl ame of yo ur l ove in our hearts, 
Give us a reb irth of mi nd; t ake away our sorrows . 

Le t t he ea r th a nd the sea ca rry pl enty of your oifts , 
and gi ve us wh at ~e nee d of your bl e ssing . 
Al so l et t he so ul taste t he s we e tness t hro ugh yo ur wo r ~, 
Al wa vs let yo ur mercy shi ne uoon i t ; t hen it is happy. 

Tra ns l a t ed f r om Finni sh 
by Kirsti Hi c kk i 

This hymn is traditionall y su ng in s~ede n and 
Fin l and on th e l as t day of schoo l. The ori g­
na l S11cdish i s bv Israel Ko l mod i n (1643 -1 709) . 

• 



" ith Joy 

Harpsichords 
liftinQ uo 

and li qh tinq 
on asccndinq turns 

in liltinq a ir 
sp ira l i n o l a.v 

then 

down 
cl'nd' 
uo 

toqether 
up 
and 

dO\'Jn 

Ri se uo and nausn 
the n to ge the r 

t um b l c do"' n • 

Linda Firesto ne 



Three Pictu r es .• . 

I. 

~oards of i maqe 
oict ur es in the art-colored wate r 

oush in s ide 
a fishina fl eet ti nne d with t he wind, 
t i pped to r ollino in the sea . There's a 
rain cloud there--

out the win do11 , 
dccn and thick 1 i k c pudding . .. 

only it floats, it docs float •.. 
hanq s lo\1 

. 1 i kc 
muscles saqqcd 

a ftnr dun~ l inqs an d sauce. 

A hued s~y all radiatinq qrey from th e clouds, 
as i f all strains cone f r om pudd ing s 

streaked of course, 
a n d h r u s h c d \Ji t h a f i n e - toot h 

comb. 

r. rcc n in th e \laves thtlt a ives the too 
l ess dcn th t han the bo ttom 

and vet 
out s ide this r ind 

it isn ' t at a ll that uav . 
I t ' s nothinQ r ea ll y on two inches of paoe r he l ow . 

/In d of all stunid thinos 
there's nothino there but a wall, 

a surface dimension \lh ic h we s~lifl' into 
(yo u ask ed us to) 

and th e 11atcr 1 s cold, thi ck as clouds with oil .•. 
ooddamn it ' s scary dark i n here . 



I I. 

A knight nrays in his mai l and armour. 
prays li ke a stoned helmet wh i ch cannot pray 
but can a~sume a pose a stance. 

f,losed in metal peers out 
with t he eyes of a cat, 

from out, throunh out, the nun . 
He is a kniqht (i saw hi m) 
wi th a ba nner on a nolc, and a sword 

hung from his l eft hip . 
Yes he must be riqht-handed , 
they lrnnq thci r s \·JOrds 

on the opo os i t e hio 
so the.'' don ' t st i c k t h cm s c 1 v c s d r a l'I i n !l •• • 

(an a\llk11ard kniqht who pricked 
himse lf in the toe 

at the word 0R/\1' . ) 

But carefu l he ye vct . •• he's rray ino • • • 
how i wish he wo uld vomit 
but out frnr, hi s hr. l met ••. 
such a mess to c l ea n the in sides; 

yes i tel l my husband 
(Kni<1ht C" livcr of t1i l kshake) 

eve ry ni qht: 
"uhe n ye be qo l~niohtinq, hear yo don't 

voMit, I'm tired to c l ean i nn ye 
MCSSCS up!"" 

Al ways from in th e Mouth a nd out , 
that wo uld be better 
IIH C'OSH aimed out like a 

fountain 
to so ra y the qr ass 

coat it nith a be ll y 
..., ha t a n a c i d d c ,., 

a nure lv acid huhblc 
G O D I P R /\ v H E ti E V E P. V Orn T S 

(in your sight . . . ) 



llc r cn't they ho t, old rnan , i n t hei r me t a l ? 
And i f t hey bal ance d a swo r d f rom t he other hi o 

a t l east t hev 'd be 
equalize d 

or somethi no ... 
(a nd their a rnpit s struck high with Me t a l ~) 

l'hat a cloiste red life 
a fai ntly convent life. 

f3 oy, hi s \life t1 rs. f"tliv e r s lammed do ,,., n his fa ce , 
POOSH sl ammed the door 
and hr. we nt off to kniQht, 
\J hat a f a i n t 1 y convent 1 i f e , 
a fairl y c loistered s ku ll . .• 

I I I. 

Love in a netal s ense 
t wo robots li ke steel 
welded oits ~he re hair never qrows 

but sinqes and dies. 
A rusted scale, li ke fish 

scared and stri nped 
~olished in the sun 

,.Ji t h s h a d o us t ha t bl o c k 
a blac ke ned love behind •.• 

is love 
is love so furnac e-felt 

as to tear and rust 
clank scars in its mask •.• 

Positions in the sea 
dc a l 1·1i th s tee 1 
and of all carrvovc r s 

t h c p 1 a n ts i n t 11 c i r t i de - "' a y s 
li e crushNl 

and stee l clumns a mo unt ed hold , 
1·1 h C' r c c 1 o u n s rli Cl ht m r\ t c l i kc the f rogs r i de l ow • 
c l utch a hc ll ird s~ot-skin , ha nq with 

c l aus fo r the ir stee l ed ho l es . 



He uas an artist 
\'I ho st o o d i n front of the s u n 
PO 5 e d W i t h h i S j C t q Un S \ J h O O S he d \·Ji th 9 a S , 

oreen and blue 
.v e 11 m, th r o u q h the a i r , 

a mask a visor to sh i e ld his eyes ••. 
smells of oxvocn acetylene 
torches fed throuah the nose, 

the artist ,,ho stood \d th his feet 
soaked throuqh the sand 

with the tide 
the hair of olants in curls. 

An acrobat of f eats who posed 
nudes in unseemly lifts 

air-born, raised throuqh lcq s and arms, 
an awkward hand, textured stiff with stee l 

cupped a breast 
f o n d 1 e d i n a coo l "' a y 

what qlcame d beneath the sun •• • 
an emb race of armour, embrace of points, 

and if we in ou r eyes tterc to screw the point 
we'd stare st raight with our lipht 

at the sand and the feet bet11ce n the s teel 
and the shade . 

0 ut we couldn't stay ••• 
and r es t as inevitable as the embraced 
held not a pose or a kiss but a cumbered feat 

on lcqs that almost tipped 
\'/ith a common ma,i esty , an a\lbtard kind of trick 

that realized man in his hasic state 
cliflbinq on to p beneath a s un 
t hat co u 1 d ,., at c h a 1 11 a y s c 1 e v a t e d and rem o v c d • 

he shone the rust so oranoc that they in their 
climax could not helo feel aware of a 

damp day, a sore-steeled skin 
and their own attempts at love 

in the metal sense of suns •.. 

Holly Zanvil l c 



U r1 T I TL E O : ot.! E 

Onr of t~o -- still moving 

darkness in the noo n of starli ght 

and the flut ed new moon halo 

arnroach cd from degree of e ither 

edge, bent toward 

and quided by the po l e-

star nest: froz en liqht axle point 

amid the whee l of other ti~es: 

movement wit hout motinn : 

bri ef eternity in bevond 

thP afte r, now, bcforP. . 

Viktor R. Kemo e r 




