



































































































































TRACK MARKS

East starts the cycle

a red sun rose for the journey
Here where vacant wombs
gape in the village square
unaware of the dead wind
that carries no seed.
(hoofbeats echo

on crusted streets

banging no music

on metal sewer covers)

South lies in dead heat
the dark sun soundless in its wake

vertical shadows

encase the procession of prisoners
whose sentences fall suspended.

(each step drops
marking no time

and only dust answers

the animal sound)

ONO POEM

Ride a subway

Pick twelve people for your jury

Commit a crime

—Scott Boncie

West sinks into desert seas
no sun reflects its oceans
and salt pillars

topple with the tides

while winds sweep the waves.
(the horse canters

where nothing will be

his traces chased

by restless sands)

North rises a mountain

a white sun casts its shadow
in black earth forests

ripple with streams

and burst

into Spring and flames.

(the beast surges forth
singing its tale

and finding wings

the tracks disappear)

—Quentin Hughes




THE SWEETEST THING
by Paul VanDevelder

Day had been dark in Paris since dawn. A drizzle came
in the shadows before morning and a mist had made
everything wet and slow in the street. There was no sign
that it would let up before dusk, and night began falling
earlier than it usually did. You couldn't tell clearly when
night did begin because some of the street lamps had
been on all day long like it was when Paris was in a bad fog.
The buildings had turned darker, and the hanging mist
muted the city like a thick snow. It was too dark and wet for
anyone to be outside on the streets because the freshness
in the other Paris was gone. The bark on the trees became
black in the wet, and without their leaves they looked
wicked like carved stones against the street lamps. There
was no wind on St. Michel because the rain fell without
spattering and none of the filth or loose raff had washed
into the gutters. The streets were still shining like the
porcelain in the street lamps when the mist became drizzle
again, and there were very few people out anywhere to
break the quiet.

Yves thought it was a bad night to be eating alone, but
so0 was every night. He sat in a window seat at a small
square table. In the dim light from the street he brushed
the bread crumbs away and wondered why he came to this
dirty cafe so often. But it was a very cheap one with good
women, when there were women anywhere in Paris. [t was
a terrible night to be eating dinner alone, but that wasn't
his fault. The stone trees stood still in the dampness, and
looking out the window into the street he wondered what
might be coming. When Catherine was late that meantshe
wasn't coming at all, and that wasn't his fault, because
prostitutes left and came back when they pleased. The
dead man across the street woke him from his nausea, and
in a pointed instant, settled him back in it again. It became
thick as the darkness, and he did not know why he had
come out at all. But the dead man was not unusual there
because many dead men were in the steets on the best
nights. He studied the man's position and considered that
if anyone shoud die this would be the best kind of night.
Being anywhere in this kind of night was a sort of death,
and Yves saw out the window that everyone had escaped it
and had left the night open, like an abandoned grave for a
dead man.

It was too dark inside to see anything except that the
cafe was empty after the few insoluble strangers. Yves
continued watching the dead man and tasted a sweetness
in his mouth when he thought the dead man must have
been content. It must be good to die like that, to be
comfortable in the rain and cold. He left us in his misery;
yes, and that would be the sweetest thing. Yves felt
stillness, and thought he could envy the man if he was sure
he knew him. Yves could have very well because he knew
most people in the Latin Quarter who would die like that. It
would be the best thing for anyone of them, because
everything else they had turned sour. The bums and the
pimps and prostitutes there knew each other because it
was their only protection against the outside, and it was
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the outside that made anything they had good, into
sourness. Only the naive young who did not have the skills
ever had problems getting on the inside, and that was easy
to learn in Paris, even for the prostitutes who were always
in trouble with names and faces.

The Greek waiter stood over him and offered to take
his order. He knew the Greek was new because he still
tiptoed around and cleaned tables. Yves looked up
surprised and watched the man standing over him with
wide open eyes in the dim light.

Yves remembered Catherine for an instant, and
turned back to the window pointing out at the dead man
with his little finger.

"Why hasn't anyone done anything about him across
the street?”

"l suppose no one cares. But someone will. He's been
there all day long and it's about time now. May | take your
order, sir?"

"Well please, listen. Doesn't anyone care?"

The waiter lightly shrugged himself.

“Who is it, do you know, because | might know him."
Yves twisted around to see the waiter’'s face against the
street’s dimness.

“I'm not sure myself, sir, no one here's gone over to
see, but someone from that direction came in an hourago
and said it was some fellow named Dupras; Yves Dupras, |
think, but I'm not sure."”

“I'm Yves Dupras,” he said quietly.

The waiter's new face fixed itself cautiously for a few
moments before he made an effort to laugh. Yves did not
care enough to be indignant. He was more concerned
about the dead man.

“Then | guess the man was mistaken, sir, he must not
have seen him up close,” said the waiter.

“You should have done something about it, you
should have done something about it," he said louder the
second time addressing the bartender. The bartender did
not respond except with an expressionless flat colored
face.

“Well," said the waiter, “there were very few people
out today, and,” he said trying lightly, “we're not paid by
the city. And the gendarmes don't come around on
Sunday, but they'll be back tomorrow. May | take your
order?”

Yves started up from the table and walked to the door.
“No thanks, | was only waiting for someone. I'll go see who
it is, and tell you, so you don't kill somebody else.”

The waiter stood by the table and followed Yves out of
the cafe with his small eyes. The Italian at the bar laughed
out loud at whatever might have happened and began
discussing it with the bar tender. He finished his drink and
watched Yves cross the street after the door shut closed
against the mist.

Yves hugged himself together against the cold and
felt the slippery pavement under his feet. The street lamp
on the corner reflected in the puddles but did not reach the



far wall because of the angle. When he skipped up on the
sidewalk, he stopped standing over the corpse and bent
down pulling one hand out of his pocket to roll him over.
But he was too heavy, and Yves began to hear a loud
gathering when he started pulling the man over. He tried
to ease all of his weight down as if the man was still living
and could feel it if Yves dropped him. He fell the last way
onto the sidewalk like stiffened rubber frozen in the
dampness, and Yves bent the rest of the way down on his
knees to the wet cement. The muted sounds of the crowd
coming from somewhere were blunted, and carried as if
they were shouting into a pillow. In a moment they came
into the light that showed the other end of the street, and
he rolled the dead man back and standing up looked down
at him once more before he left him. He did not go back
into the cafe, and walked away in the direction of the
subway. He escaped quietly away from the outside
intrusion, and he disappeared from them into the mist
because it did not matter either way to him when he could
not see the dead man's face in the dark.

DAVID’S STAND

I

When David stands,
Half insane,

Twixt the Good and the Bad,
Upheld by one

With a steadying hand;
Pursued in shame

In dark and in sun,
Regularly,

By the other one;

I
Tis then the man
Envisions retreat.
A shaking head
On a quivering frame;,
Words incoherently said
Through paralyzed lips,
Expressions replete
In perplexities name;
Emotional Eclipse

1]

Once a silent dread

Resides now
In the maniac's brain

Fate hiding purpose,
Shadow over shadow,

Weaving in sick paradox
A Devil's Circus:

We all cry out for Truth,
Only David sees the flaw.

— Peter Bekkler
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BIT OF HONEY

I am all bee and bumble

swollen with pollen in this

conspiracy of birds, sun and pom-pom girls.
| buzz through gardens,

dreaming of girls whose breasts are canteloupe,
whose thighs are valleys trembling

beneath the lightning

that seeds my spring.

Full of halts, emergencies, far-off lights,

the cold intensity of spirit,

| am all unsteady and out of focus--

a stiff quill spine

in a suddenly balloon world.

Ah, such cold waltzes.

-C.B. Carlson

| ABANDON MY POETRY

i abandon my poetry like clothing
and then again i try it on:

seeing which words

look better with what,

whether the sweater goes

with the pants

i have

walking around

i look to mirrors,

for reflections of my words.
to discover

a rumpled sweater,

and pants too long,
anyway.

disgusted,

i go back

and try again.

— Tommy Buell




Say, It's Friday Night!

(Simon and Mort are relaxing in Mort's Room.)
Simon
Enough raunch rock; turn on the classical station.
Mort
What are we going to do tonight? It's Friday.
Simon
Whatta we usually do on Friday night?
Mort
Get fucked up, but we do that every night.
Simon
Not Tuesday. We studied Tuesday.
Mort
Yeah, | know we study on Tuesday, so what do we take
tonight?
Simon
It's Friday; we'll splurge and finish our stash and getsome
ale.
Mort
Sounds fine. I'll find someone to get the ale. You prepare
the drugs. Isn’t that Mozart's Fifth Concerto for piano and
flute? Turn it up!

(Dunley comes walking hurriedly into the room to find
Simon and Mort listening intently to the classical station.)
Dunley

What's happening?

(Simon and Mort ignore him and continue listening.)
Dunley
Hey, why don't you guys relieve yourselves of the
monotony of this hippie den and truck on down to Sally's
house. Got plenty of alcohol down there. We need a few
reefers, though.
Simon
Are all the girls there?
Dunley
Most of them. A few of them went to the Mott the Hoople
concert.
Simon
And you want us to come down with dope and drink
alcohol with you.

Mort
Do we get any shotguns?
Dunley?
Sure, if you want.
Simon

And all we have to do to get some free alcohol and the
unique company of the hippies is bring some dope.
Mort

How much are we expected to bring?

Dunley
As much as you think we'll need.

Simon
Why can't we stay here to smoke and drink?

Dunley
Don't you want a change of pace? All you ever do is get
high and play pinball. Here's your chance to do something
different on a Friday night.
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Ella
Want some strawberry wine?

Dunley
Want me to roll a joint?
Sally
Put on some Dead!
(They all sit down.)
Dunley

Where's the dope?

(Of the crowd, Simon is feigning sleep and Mort is staring
at a tiny spot on the ceiling.)

Sally
Is Simon sleeping?
Mort
Passed out.
Ella
He always passes out early.
Dunley

Let's go. The party must be on somewhere else.

(Everyone except Mort rises and starts for the door.)

Sally
Catch you later.

Mort
Yea.
(Door close.)

Mort
They're gone.

Simon
About time.

Mort

Once again, the superior intellect prevails. God, they're
annoying.

Simon
They're gone now.
Mort
Well, whatta ya want to do now?
Simon
| don't know. Turn on the classical station.
Mort
Wanna play some pinball?
Simon
Sure.
Mort
Let's do a celebration joint first.
Simon
To what?
Mort

| don't know. To uniqueness, | guess.
—Jack Kavanagh
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RECORD, RECORD

record record
record each dream
each pile of wood
each scrap of wind,

a scratch along
the corridor
of sun and moon,
the vanity

of fingernails
arched against
the empty room,
record record

record each war
each social choke
each broken stick
of tragedy;

a smile upon
the tyranny
of circles drawn
the flung shut door

revolving on
the rotten walls
of memory.
record record

the bone records
the soil that eats
the oldest cracks;
a bloodtick waits

In the almost before
| see the sickle moon

upon the branch
and leaps into
the odor of
the passing beast.

record record
record each tremor
of every tree
earth yields to fall

back from the sky;
each tongue that licks
the water stream
the drops of thirst

on hungry throats,
each bravery
of knees that love
the crash of past.

record record
record each fire
for warmth or food
or poem's friend

this day will end.
this history
will die alone.
each tone will lose

its way.
each fire
will find
its wind.

John R. Mueller

of your coming, waiting to pour
Out on me—tears to melt as

long as | can see—down th
of my fallow body—
Collecting salty and wry

in my hollows and furrows.

e cheekbones

When finally you shed the last
Stinging drop into the earth of us,
And we have ground all stones

to dust with our bodies,

And | have stretched among your drops

In the midst of it all, brown
and twiney, offering

tart fruits to the ground of you,

Let them be my thanks

for your search of me, for digging out

earthy lumps of Diana
from her wild fields.

—Alexandra Florimonte
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forget me and let me follow you

at a distance, maybe in your shadow,
maybe at your heels, may be

that | am no essence to you

but only that part of you

which we don't see, but sigh for.

| must forget who | am and

create my character from stone
enough that you can smile upon me
for your craftmanship.

Cindy Mitchell
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