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Editor's Notes 

This is the twclrth issue of Orphtu.t. B«.ause it is young, it is always 
changing~ it is shaped and then it is reshaped. Hopefully, in this process of 
shaping, a renewaJ of creativity takes place. In this i.sssuc, there arc thirty.four 
authors who commingk shaping the form of this year's journal. 

Professor Jeffry Spencer has inspired many creative writers at C.S.8. This 
issue fea tures some of the short stories which were envisioned in Professor 
Spencer's crt-ativc writing clll$$. Without such forums af creativity, there 
would be little impetus for people to share idc.as with one another. 

All of the writers in this issue arc stimulating and original; each tells a story 
ofimagination and humanity. The .. politique tiquc tiquc tiquc .. of Ute Saine·s 
Aprts La Fett is sobering. Fidel Martinez pre~nts a haunting image in the 
denouement or71,e Black Cot. Who Cared For Methuselah. by Joel Sherman. 
i.s a tale of care and sanity. 

Again. each wri1cr who is included in this edition or Orpheus shares a 
portion or respo,u ibility for i1s final shape and form, As people., perhaps t.he 
best which we c~,n do is to auempt to understand one another; as writers, 
perhaps the best which weeanachieve is to inspire one another. Inspiration i.s a 
form of celebra1ion or life and as writers we must celebrate this issue of 
Orpheus. 
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Mimi Merrill 

" .. Like White Elephants" 

D amn fog, .. she muttered. 
The islands across the channel rode 1hc horizon like giant whales 
bobbing in the morning fog. Cassie pressed her nose against lhc 

bedroom window. Her breath formed a steamy halo on the cold glass, blurring 
her view ofthesea. Below the house, tight against the fence railsthat held back 
chc tide.she could s«a blanket orfleshy ioc plant, its neon flowetS purpling the 
sandy g,rey beach. 

"Damn fog,"she repeated. 
She turned and hurried back into the warmth of the room, rubbing sleep 

from hereyes. (n the mirrored tiles 1ha1spanned the cast wall, the image ofher 
thin, tanned body mimicked her motion.s. She crawled under the covers on the 
giant bed and closed htreyes. Shivering, she waited tosee if sleep would return. 
No. She wa.~ awake. She sat up abruptly, pulling the quilted co•oer around her 
naked body. 

On the walnut table beside the bed were a clock, a wood-and-<:--hrome 
goosencck lamp, an opened book folded face down, and a thin silver frame that 
enclosed the picture of a man in his early forties. She re.ached for the picture. 

"'Damn you, too... Her fingers traced the m:in·s features, the chilled layer of 
protective glass warming beneath her touch. 

The clock chimed. Eleven o'clock. lime to get up. She looked toward the 
window. The fog swirled by in thin la)'ers that parted to let the weak morning 
sun shine through. The fog should lift by noon. She would get up and shower, 
then get ready the picnic basket. 

Throwing aside the covers, C&ssie hurried across the room, glancing at 
herself again in the mirrored wall's rcnection. She paned her still nearly Oat 
stomach . 

.,Not too bad, old girl, not too bad." 
As the hot water pelted her body, she leaned her forehead against the tiled 

walls or the shower, then straightened and began to rub black Spanish c.astile 
soap onto her sor, skin. 

"Don't make a production out or picnics," he had said once. "-I can't stand 



,

people who think a picnic me.ans forks and knives and plates and civilization. A 
loafofbread, $01llC good beer, a (cwchec5C$ and some fruit, and who could ask 
for anything more?.. . 

"And thou beside me?.. She had reached across the table at 1he bar where 
they sat sipping margaritas. His hand had met hers. 

"And thou beside me. Yes. I love you, Cassie... 
She sighed, remembering. Slowly, she lathered her small erect breasts, then 

let the water rinse her. 
When they made love, his lips wouJd return again and again to the pink 

orcoles. Some.times., as he climaxed, he would pinch and twLSt her nipples until 
her rcsp0nding cries became a moaning mixture of passion and pain. 

She sighed again. Time to get ready. Shopping to be done. 
Back from the store, she waited for him to arrive. Firtt she boiled eggs and 

then she carefully cracked them open. Smooth and white, ycUow..ccntcred, 
without blemish, into a bowl. When there were six, Cassie cut them into even 
halves. She scooped the firm yellow yolks away, laying the white half-ovals 
onto a flat plallcrwith red d ragonscoiled on its bottom. White porcelain with 
red dragons, asouvenir ofthat first trek through Chinatown. Longenough ago 
that the passion had begun to give way to routine. 8ut today's picnic would be 
followed by lovemaking in the ca,..eshe had d iS<:overed a mile down the beach. 
He liked to make lo"·e in odd plaoees. Passion could be rekindled. 

Cassie licked the egg from her finger and gently touched her suddenly erect 
nippes. She shivered. The dock in the bedroom faintly chimed a single lonely 
sound. He was late. Never mind. Finish deviling the eggs. Everything else was 
already in the picnic basket on the balcony. His favorite beer. The makings for 
stout-and-aJe, should he prefer that mixture today. A crusty french bread, 
fresh from the baker's ovtn just an hour before. Two wedges of cheese. one a 
crumbling blue-molded roquefort. the other a black-rinded New York white 
cheddar. Finger foods. he called them. 

She heard his car at last and went to meet him at the door. As her arms 
reached out to him, he placed a slim white flori.st's box between them. ShC 
hesitated, then moved back into the room, the box held like a child in her 
cradling embrace-. She-thought about the tiny bouquet of unboxed violets he 
had pushed into her han<ls at their first picnic. 

..A penny. Cassie.., 

..What?'' 

..A penny!.. He was watching her...You know, for your thoughts.'' 
"I was thinking about our first picnic." 
He took the box from her. "Here, let's open it." 
She watched silently as the box came open. He threw ribbons and white 

tissue carelessly aside and held out the opened box for her to view. 
..There!" His voice asked approval. 
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..Oh. Oh, yes. They're so lovely." A dozen milky roses sent out-of-season 
musk into the room. She thought again of the violets 1hat they had crushed 
between 1hem as they embraced at that other picnic. 

'"I wanted to bring them m)l$CIJ. Get a vase. why don't you'?" 
..Yes," She paused, '"In a minute. Let's go out on the bak:ony first. The 

basket's waiting, and we can ha~·e a beer before we go," She walked quickly to 
the sliding doors. opened them. and went out as his voioesounded behind her. 

•·Cassie'?.. 
He followed her onto the balcony. She was already sitting, motioning him to 

the other rattan chair ne.ar the table. He hesitat«I, then sat. She stared silently 
at the cablctop. 

"Cassie, I can, stay. I have 10 go back to town." 
"I thought maybe you did, you know." 
He tapped his fingers in a jerky rhythm against the bamboo surface of the 

table. 
"I wish you wouldn't say'You know· all the time." He stood and moved to 

the end ofthe balcony. Below, the ocean lapped at cliffs ofred sandstone. In the 
distance, 1hc curves of 1hc Channel Islands wavered in and out of visibility as 
the lingering fog wrapped its embrace around the jagged line of the horizon. 

'Tm sorry." She looked out to sea. 
''Shit! That's as bad 3$ 'You know'!" 
She sighed. " I'm not going to nag you about it, you ... about anything, I 

mean. I'm not going to bitch or anything." 
"All I wa.nt is for you to be reasonable. Gassie." 
She looked at him and then she turned her head away to stare instead into 

the window that rcnected her face, his silhouette, the balcony railing. 
'"Hills like white elephants .... 
"'What'?" 
'"HiHs like white elephants.' The Hemingv.,ay story. You know. The one 

where this guy and this girl sit around waiting for a train, and she says the hills 
look like white elephants. What they're really talking about never gets said. 
You know." 

He twitched his head. "It would only be for a while," he said. ·•tt would only 
be until she gets used to the idea. Shc11 be fine later. 1t'sjust that she's not used 
to the idea yet." 

..Sure. I know." 
"Shit! Be reasonable! It isn't as if I'm goirig to move my things out or 

anything like that!" 
She reached into the picnic basket beneath the table. "Would you rather 

have a Heineken's or a half-and half?" 4 

"I don't want anything. l jU$t want you to be reasonable." 
She continued to rummage in the basket. The ocean below the balcony 
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slapped o«asiona.l waves in muffied rhythmic lhumps against the worn 
sandstone. A phone sounded insjde. She looked away as he jumped lO his fut 
and walked into the house with quick firm steps. She pulled a Guinness from its 
wickered shelter and continued her search in the basket until she found a stout 
and a boule opener. Snapping off the caps. she poured first the ale, then the 
stout, into the two tall glasses that waited on the table. 

He came through the sliding door and stood just outside it, his forehead 
wrinkled in a frown. She picked up the two glasses and walked over to him. 
Without speaking, she held out the glass in her right hand. 

"I told you I didn't want any. I have to drive into town soon and I don't want 
to be sleepy . .. 

"'Was that her?" 
"Yes." 
"1 thought so." 
"She was worried because 1 said I'd be there around two." 
..You didn't used to care when she worried.'' 
.. Damn it, Cassie! l thought you weren't going 10 nag! .. 
She sighed . ... Hills like white elephants . ... 
"What?" 
..Ne..,er mind." 
"Will you be all right?., 
"'Sure. Go on. She's waiting and worrying." 
"Damn it!.. 
'"No. I mean it. Go on. 111 wait for you." 
He walked to 1he balcony railing and looked out to su, lifting his hand to 

shade his eyes. .. I might have to stay the night ... His back was turned to her. 
"Surc,"shesaid . .. I know." 
.. It will j ust be fo ra while.Just until she gets used to the idea. You know what 

a baby she is ... 
"I kn,.,w." 
.. Well,•• he said. "Go on." 

"Will you be oka)"!" 
"Goon." 
He retreated into the house. She turned and walked to the balcony railing, 

drinking from ftrs;t one glass and then the other. The sound ofa door closing 
came from the house. She emptied both glasses and threw firs1 one and then the 
other over the railing,. As the glasses tumbled through the air, a car motor 
whirred its way do"'n the hill. 

'"Hills like white t-Je.phants.-she said. 



Dolores Machuca 

Time by the Fields 

Since the fall 
I have watched them 
Snake up the wire 
Slowly and calm. 

Just like a watch 
Time has been kept 
By their growth 
And by their change. 

Now, at last tall 
Green, they say 
Soon it will all 
Be over, soon. 
You know, they keep 
good time while they wait 
fo r human h.ands 
To rape their fruit. 



Ode to Borinquen 

Memories or spicy delights 
Mingled with the stale odor 
Of mus1ard-paintcd paper$. 
Crumpled cones stained of lime. 
Tainarindo. frambues.a: 
And the salty veil or that r ich pon 
S1ill lingcl'S de.ar. 

Oh. such a Treasure Island 
Born from curi05ity, 
Nursed through shady brontc. 
J\ touch of Spain and ebony. 
Fl(lating free. ... free 
t \!> a paper vessel drifts 
Void of rudder ors.ail. 

Bread, Land, Uberty 
Yes. ... Liberty is sought: 
Ocli\'erancc from tyrannies· embrace. 
Boriqucn, the waves kiss 
your long-lost sons . 
..Precious damsel'" your soul 
Is lost in Borinqucn. 
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Jane Vontz 

The Room 

This small and pink 
linlc being 

stores the world's history 
in each tiny cell, 

and yet with C\'cry new 
and clever cry 

I feel time begin again. 

at night 
the last flutter of her eyes 
signals the world t<> .sleep, 

for tomorrow 
Emily will be ready 

once more 
to start her life anew. 



Events 

Arter 1wo )'cars 
of you knocking on doors for God 
and me just living 

(for lack ofsomething beuer to do) 
We arc togt.ther again 
But I sill reel 

the-distance of Peru 
between us 

(though you sit an inch away) 
And my pictures lie 

that only two years have passed 
Because your eyes tell me 

it must ha~ been 
one hundred. 
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Joel H. Sherman 

Who Cared for Methuselah? 

S he had to tell him tQn;ght. 
Richard sat on the veranda. stretched out in a lounge chair, the last of 
the sun gilding his silver hair. A breeu stirred across the hill::,idc, 

rustling the leaves in the ash tree, carrying the SC'Cnts of roses. cut graM. star 
jasmine and gardenias. She heard the hiss of his pipe and watched a h:,ic of 
blue smoke rise around his face, carried slowly away by the wind. 

J eanette stood for a time at the screen door. delaying herentrance as though 
to extend the peace which had settled over the house since Joseph had left for 
college. Absently, she listened for the dull throb of his stereo. but heard 
nothing beyond the slow settling of beams and r.tfters. the soft whine of the 
refrigerator. In three short monlhs without t.he boy, they had returned to 
newlyweds. $he thought of moonlight swims in the pool, making love slowly in 
the warm water. There were tong strolls down tree-lined streets, hand in hand. 

But, she had 10 11/1 him 1onigl11. 
Jeanette steeled her nerves and pushed open the screen door. 
..h's a beautiful sunset . .. hes.aid as he turned. His dark eyes sparkled. ''Only 

needed you to make it pcrfe<:t.,. 
.. You fool ," she said quietly . 
.. Really." He held out his hand 10 take hers. 
J eanette sat in the chair next to his, cutting herself onto the seat with her 

knees hugged against her breasts. 
"Joseph called today," Jc.anettc said. 
"Oh? Everything okay?" 
"Fine. He needs money for books.·• 
··send it.•· He nodded, sucked his pipe, cxhnlcd smoke. 
") did. "The typiccalsilencc prevailed. The sun faded orange to red, a crimson 

haze spreading on the horiton. The gray shadows of dusk gathered around 
them. Below the veranda, the hillside dropped steeply. The neighboring pool, 
empty like the house. was a pale opal of blue in the weed-studded yard. A few 
cars moved on the twisting streets. Fanher in 1hc d~1ance, streetlights winked 
on in the Los Angeles basin. Stop lights gained 1uominence in the dark. 



'"Margie called,•• she said finally. 
He grunted . 
.. She's having trouble with Mother, .. 
Richard drew a breath, Jetting il drain slowly through his teeth . ..She's 

always trouble." 
"'01.ln'l say that."Shedid not look at him. heard him kn0<:k his pipe into the 

ash tray, saw the glowing embers. 
"'See, .. he laughed quietly, "'See-what I mean?" 
..Margie is really ha..,ingproblems.. "She looked at her hands, frowning at her 

age spots . 
..What's wrong?" 
..Mother won't s1ay in the house. She wanders away." 
..Running from the Naiis again?" 
..Who knows? She doesn't speak much anymore." She coughed lightly . 

..Margie says she can't handle her anymore. She wants to put Mother in a rest 
home ... 

"It's the. best thing." he said, his voice soft. 
Jeanette stared at him...She's my Mother." 
Richard stood and walked to the edge of the veranda. He twisted a vine 

runner around the black wrou,ght-iron, his big hands moving slowly, "She's 
sick, Jeanette." 

.. I know." She breathed deeply ...1 told Margie to bring her here." 
'"What?" 
"We have the room. She won\ be any trouble.'" 
"Jeanette-" 
She rc,cognii.cd the tone in his voice and could feel an argument building. "I 

don'\ want to discuss it. I just wanted you to know.·• 
He stretched, knincd his hands behind his head. "You do what you want. 

You will anyway." 
.. Fine." Jcaneuc stood, wrapped one arm around his thick waist and hugged 

him lightly ...I'm going inside. Coming?" 
.. ,n a while, .. Richard said, still 1ooking out o-.·cr the sparking city. 
Jeanene went inside the house, closing the screen door slowly. She turned 

back, saw how the moon moved up from the horizon, casting sil..,er aero$$ the 
veranda, framing the man where he stood motionless at 1hc railing. 

The woman came and brought her terror. The house r«kcd of her camphor 
smell, shivered under blackouts and the imaginary slap of hobnailed boots. 
Jeanette spent her time giving baths and dispensing medications, searching for 
the woman in the dark corners of the house. 

Jeanette came out onto the veranda in silence. 
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Fall had brough1 lingering hea1. A red h.ve of smog painted the sunset. 
burned the eyes and throat. Richard was hunched in his chair. Srnokc from his 
pipe curled above h is head. The shadow from the ash tree cut stark fingers of 
darkness across the st ones. He jumped slightly when she began rnassagini; lhc 
tension in his shoulders . 

..Still hurt?" 
" A little." H e dragged on his pipe, bowl retlecting red into his eyes ... Where's 

your mother?" 
' 'Asleep. I gave her a tranquiliur." She rclt his Oesh k not where she touched 

1he spreading bruise . 
.. What about the bathroom door?" 
She squeezed his muscles automatically. " I 11 call someone to fix it." 
" What about her'?.. 
.. A few more days. M.1.rgie will take her i n just a few more days ... 
..Stop it, Jeanette!" 
"Stop what? .. She continued the massage. 
"Stop talking about Margie. She"s not comi ng." 
" Is that so bad? .. 
"I don't k now.Jeanette. I t depc-nds on howwell you like break ing in doors ... 
" She was scared. " Jeanette dug her fingers in10 his nesh, "She wasn't doing 

anything... 
H e shrugged her hands away and turned toward her, "Damn it! She could 

have been committing suicide ... 
"Mother wotildn't do that." 
"'No, I don'I think your mother would. But that woman is not your mother 

... not any more." 
''What do I do? Pu1 her in a home?'" 
..Maybe." He shook his head. "Hell, I don't know. Rut you can't control 

htr." 
.. Let's jusl put her to sleep. It would be chuper.•• She fought her tc,ars. 
He rubbed h is jaw, stood and walked to her side. -1 don't wan1 to sec your 

mother die. Christ , I'm trying to avoid that. She-'$ goi ng to wander out in the 
street and get hit by a car or something ... some damned accident. You can, 
watch her constantly..., 

··8u1 she11 die in a home." 
" You can't do it." He narrowed his eyes. "I won, allow it: · 
She backed away Crom him, away from his 1igh1cned jaw a11d pale face. 
"God!"Jcane1te said loudly asshe turned and jerked the door open. "God. 

you're selfish! " 
She let the door slam. hurried upstairs wi1ho1.11 looking back, knowing he 

would bt'. standing i mmobile in the dusk. face reddening. She held the sob~ in 
her throat, w iping at her tears. and did no1 let her mge vent until the bcdrooom 
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door was closed and locked. 

Christmas brought lean Joseph and wedged him into the house. There was 
peace for the sa.ke of the boy. They gave him new skis on Christmas morning.. 
The tree was green and lightly Oockcd, shining with ornaments. Jeanette 
hugged the boy close. Richard snapped 1he shutter on his camera. Grandma 
urinated placidly on the couch . 

..1,1 get a towel, .. J oseph said, hurrying from the room. Richard cursed and 
stalked out Grandma moved to the other end ofthe sofa. Jeanette managed to 
keep from crying. . 

Later. Jcancuc sa1 at the ed,gc of the veranda where the hillside sheared 
steeply away. The empty pool in the yard below gaz.ed up a1 her like a hollow 
eye. Faintly, she heard the door and the light step of her son . 

..Mother?" He stood behind her . 

..Yes?" 
• Ar< you okay?• 
She glanced over one shoulder, saw the Jo,.·e in his face. '"Just tired." 
Joseph brought a chair close, sitting near her in an arc ofafternoonsunlight. 

she reached out and touched his hand . 
..Having a good vacation? .. 
He squinted his eyes into the sun ...Just great. It's good to have everyone 

here, especially Grandma." 
Jeanette tensed, concentrating for a moment on the pale oval of the empty 

pool, deep color carved by shadow. 
Joseph cleared his throat. "I mean ... it must be tough, but I'm glad she's not 

in a home."' 
"I couldn't do that. .. 
"It takes someone special to keepher.•• He stretched, his joints popping. "I've 

visited rCst homes for some of my classes ... He shook hi$ head. '"They're terrible 
places, Mom." 

"'Arc they really that bad'?" 
..Mother, they're a place to die. Nothing more. Old people sitting around, 

lonesome, hclple», senile. No matter how nice the su.rroundings, how 
competent the staff. how efficient the services, they can't provide love ... 

She chewed her lips, studying the knowledge in his face. The sun was 
suddenly too hot. Joseph rose from the chair, bent and kissed her check. Her 
lips were soft. 

"I wa.ntcd to thank you ... for Grandma. And I wanted to make you a 
promise, you11 always ha,.-c a place with me. Always." 

Jeanette tasted blood on her lips. Joseph did not notice. He turned and Jefi 
the veranda. She sat and watched the sun slide into the horizon. Tears 
dampened her checks. She did not know whether they were tears of grief or 
fear. 
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Je,aneue liked to walk after the rain. Scattered puddles renected the sky, 
pockets ofcolor in the road. The dust sett.led, smog faded. There was renewal 
with the rain. She left her mother in the care of her prescript.ions and walked up 
the street into the greening foothills. 

It was twilight when she returned, the sun a red sphere above the sudace of 
the rumpled mountajns. Jeanette went around the side of the house, down the 
ivy-choked walkway where leaves and vines trailed overthe chain fence and up 
thesideofthechimney. A cloud ofsmoke hung above Richard where hesaton 
the veranda. She saw him, leaning slightly forward on his elbows, and stalked 
him playfully. Her hands da.n.ed out to tousle his hair . 

.. Surprise.,. she laughed. 
Richard turned stiffly. Hi.s face was hard. A livid bruise swelled o ne eye until 

it closed . Dried blood crusted on his lips and cheek. Scratches traoed his neck. 
Spit oozed from one corner ofhis fattened mouth. She stepped back as he rose 
carefully from the chair. 

"What happened?" 
"She tticd to kill me ... His words were quiet thunder. She could tell he was 

struggling to control his temper. 
"Why?'" 
" I don't know .. He shook his head slowly. "Damn it. Jeanette. l really don't. 

When I got home from work, Sullivan called from up the street. Mother was 
hiding in his kids' playhouse and he wanted me to come and get her... He 
<:lenched his fists, muscles twitching in his forearms. 

" I went up there. Your mother wouldn'l lis1en to me. She didn't know me-. 
'Nazi scum,· she called me. And other things. with Sullivan standing right 
there. He wanted to call an ambulance, but Iwouldn't let him. I thought Icould 
take care of it. It was like capturing an animal.·· He watched her quietly for a 
moment. ''You'd better pack her things-." 

"No," 
'"There's blood all over that playhouse, .. he said evenly. ,.My blood ... 
"She didn't . . •• 
His temper shattered. "God damn it, woman! You think I did this to mysdr? 

Do you?" 
" It won't happen again." 
"Damn right. It won't ever happen again." 
She moved toward the door, under the shadow ca.st by the black and white 

striped awning. " I can't, Richard. Shell die!"' 
Richard was motionless, a tc.ar moving slowly down one lined cheek. "Either 

way,·· he said. his voice hollow. '"Either way. something dies." He walked 
slowly off the veranda, his shoulder, stooped. muscles slumped. Jeaneneheard 
the front door, follow«! by the roar ofan engine and the squeal of tires on the 
street. 
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She knew he had not even stopped to pack. 

T he house: was a quic1 tomb, two phantoms drifl ing through a limbo of 
meals and sleep. Her days were a series ofinterlocking tasks. like pieces of an 
enormous puztle which she was too near to view comple1ely. Mother was the 
matrix. 

She aeccptcd his weekly offering of money - crisp bills in an envelope 
addressed in Richard1s hand , unaocompanicd by any letter. $he cleaned urine, 
eased terror, and locked doors. It was hard to sleep in an empty bed. 

Sometimes, she sat on the veranda, waiting for the sound of an engine and 
his heavy step on the Oagstones.. She adj usted to the silence. Life became a trim 
routine which she handled with sober delicacy. Mother thrived. Jeanene 
existed. The patio gathered dust with the night breez.es, ash tree raulingsoftly, 
new le.aves crescents of silver in the moonlight. 

When he finally came, she W3$ take,n by surprise:. 
..Hello," Richard said, his voice startling her. She had not heard 1he c-ar o r 

hi.s steps on the stones. 
.. , d idn't mean to make you j ump." He stood awkwardly, his big hands 

shoved into his pockets ...Just thought I'd see how you were doing. .. 
•·1·m okay ... She studied his face in the shadows, drawn and e1chcd with a 

faint stubble of beard. 
He did not move closer, maintaining his d istance ...Is there anything you 

need'?" 
She turned awa)' from him quickly, biting her lips.. Los Angeles burned and 

nickered with elec1 rical brilliance. A tumble of blue-black clouds advanced on 
the wind, shading lhe stars. The smell of rain was strong . 

..J eanette? .. He coughed . .. I'm trying to be sorry." 
•·1 know. "She heard him walk toward her chair, heard the gentle rush of his 

breathing, His hand found hers and enclosed it with warmth. 
"This won't change anything,·· she said finally . 
..I know." 
-So?" 
He smiled and she thought it good to sec his smile ...Wc11 do it your way." 

Richard held her fa«, looking into her eyes. His kiss was soft as he helped her 
from the chair. She took his arm and they entered the silent house. 

The storm descended late in the evening. It came with a maddeuing rush of 
wind. The buffeting air wrenched the ash tree, twisting the limbs until they 
groaned and popped like breaking joints. The clouds ro lled, nowing into the 
Los Angek$ basin, swollen with moisture. Thunder rumbled distantly. 

On the veranda. the firtt drops of rain fell, globules or water spattering the 
stones. Lightening nickered. illuminating the house and yard, freet.ing theeity 
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as if for a celestial camera. The storm exploded, drowning the valley. 
Jeanette stood in the window and watched the rain descend. Rivers ofwater 

ran in the gutters. Pools formed between the $tones, $urfaoes broken by the 
tumbling drops. The wind clutched the ash, snapping the thick branches 
twenty feet up from the ground. The limbs dropped. scraping the side or the 
house and plunging through a downstairs window. 

Richard struggled from bed at thcsound ofshatter·ing glass, scrambling to 
find his robe. Jeanette opened the doorand hurried down the stairs. hearing his 
foots teps as he followed. The room was thick with darkness, wind pU$hing the 
curtains back from the broken french doors. 1,.ightning flashed, revealing a 
figure, huddled with age. moving away from them acros$ the veranda, plunging 
into the storm. II was Mother, her hair wet and stringing in the wind as she 
vanished over the lip of the hillside. 

The rain lashed at Jeanene as she followed him outside, across the slick 
stones, The hillside was empty. Richard traversed the bank. Jeanette felt the 
oo~ing mud suck at her feet and struggled to keep her footing. Richard slipped 
and fell . He slid into the next yard, tumbling down the slope. When she reac-hed 
him, his robe was laced with grit and mud, hands bleeding and cut. He 
staggered to his feet. 

.. Mother!" Jeanette shouted into the night. She he.ard nothing through the 
$lorm, not even the faint return ofan echo. She stumbled in herhaste, dropping 
to her knees on a flat concrete surface. Angling out her arm to stop a fall, she 
touched only emptiness, almost toppling over into the darkness.. Richard 
clutched her shoulder, pulling her back. Lightning crackled between the 
clouds. Thunder boomed. For an insta·nt, she saw their location - perched at 
the edge of the empty swimming J)OOl, lcaning out over the deep end. 

A figure was sprawled unmoving against the puddled bottom 

The evening after the funeral. the Santa Ana winds pushed 0111 uf the 
northern deserts, bringing wa.rmth, a gentle promise ofsummer acro)s the Los 
Angles basin. Jeanette and Richard sat on the veranda, letting the heat release 
the tension. The sky was a royal blue bowl, lit by a new crescent moon high in 
one corner of the heavens. The light$ of the city stretched away like a 
lumninous sea sparkling on the horizon. 

She glanced at the ash tree. The broken limb had been removed. There was 
an unnatural space in the green leaves, a wound filled with blue sky. She felt 
tears rising in her eyes. 

"Damn." she said. ·•1 should have listened to you.·• 
"No. You couldn, have known." His face was tired. 
"Couldn't I?" 
"No."The man shook his head firmly. Hesmiled,a faint ,sad b(ndingofhis 

lips. •·You gave it a damn good try. You couldn't have done anything more ... 
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.
His armslipped around her shouldersand pulled herclose.··Remember that... 

"Yeah,.. she said, tears flowing freely down her faoe. 
The warm Santa Ana curled around them. It rattled the remaining branches 

of the ash tree. The lights of Los Angeles kindled like a million fires in the 
rolling softness of the hills. Gilded traffic slipped along the foothill freeway. 

Jeanene clung tighlly to him, her face buried in his chest, while the warm 
spring night, scents of flowers and cut grass, surrounded the silent veranda.. 

t 
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Pamella Conilogue 



Lisa M. Lane 

Anvil Clouds & Thunderheads 

lightning na.shcd too silently 
like a 25 mile long 
Oourcscent tube in the clouds 
about 10 burn out 
and I said 
as thunder rolled 
around the rivercd valley 
it looks like 
God is taking pictures 
and you said 
as the strobes rcnec.tcd 
o(( clouds and hills 
then we're in trouble 
if God's taking 
that many pic.turc-s 
he's malting a memory 



Redoubt 

Because I know me 
I would know ir I were you 
1hat my defensive stance behind this typewriter 
mc,ans I am unsure 
and that the constant clacking 
means not that I am bursting with creative energy 
for contentment does not require poetry 
but that I'm plastering my soul on a piece of paper 
because I cannot give it to you 
you cannot comprehend it 
love it from your own 
or shape it into a pattern 
and l would worry about losing me 
to Mead 8½ x 11 standard bond 
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Poette 

I work within tiny images 
scowling name and empty ice 
trying to en.grave my soul oD mortal paper 
they are frames burned into the clouds 
bells clanging long and untrue 
my pencil scorching the air 
cooled by the brceie from the goddess• lips 
l become an archangel 
within mosaic pictures that meh between the tiles 
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Troy Andrews 

Just Buzz If You Want Me 

N ursc Reynolds looked up from her crossword puule at the flashing red 
light on the panel in front of her. 

''It's 40S buzzing, Zanita; you wan1 to take this one? Last time I 
checked on him he seemed a little d isappointed that I wasn't you." 

"Sure... .1nswc.-ed Z:lniu1 froin inside the 1u,11'$C'ss1a1ion . .. l promised to play 
a game ofchess with him if it was slow enough - do you mind?" 

"No, go ahead . . . itcould n, be much slower around here, especially since 
you fin ished all of those reports so quickly. 1 1hink you deserve a little brt-ak. 
Have a good time. 111 butz if l need you ... 

Zanita glanced at herself in the mirror as she left the nurse's lounge. Once she 
had gotten a few steps away from the station she unbuttoned the top two 
buttons of her uniform. $he laughed to hcrscl(as she neared the door to room 
405. Those old nurses were alwaysso easy to rool;justdo a littlecxma work ror 
them and you could get away with anything, An<I gcningaway with things like 
she had planned for tonight with 4-05 was what kept her in the nursing business. 

"That was a pretty short gaine ... Nurse Reynolds called as she saw Zanita 
come back towards the station, .. You must ha"e won though; you look preuy 
pleased with yourself." 

··He wasn't as good as he had said he was so he d iC:n"t last very long." 
answered Zanita pouring hersclr a glass of water from the cooler. "It was still 
Cun though . . he has challcng«t me to a rematch tomorrow night, He 
promised to hold out a little longer next time so l said okay. He's asleep now 
- l wore him out. Is there anything else I can do fo r you? 

.. Well, Mr. Bell in410 is having trouble sleeping_. He asked ifwe would bring 
down a sleeping pill. Would you inind running that down to him?" 

.. O h I'd IO\'eto. Maybe I will sit and talk to hirn until it takeseffectsohecan 
relax." 

"My goodne$$ 2,anita, I can, remember ever in all my years as a nurse 
someone who enjoys this job as much as you do! .. 

"I just enjoy making people feel good." 
Zanita headed for 410. "What a night this-is turning out to be ... she thoug,ht 



to herself a.s she walked, .. Yes, Nurse Reynolds, 1do so enjoy working your 
station ... 

.. HelJo, Mr. Bell. Having a little trouble sleeping?" 

.. Oh, heJJo Nurse Rhodes, 1 wasn't expecting you. Did you bring me a 
sl~ping pill?" 

.. PlcMC,call meZanita, .. she said as she sat on the edge of his bed ... I brought 
you something even better than a sleeping pill." 

Zanita pulled back the blanket and slowly ruched underneath Mr. Bell's 
gown . 

.. Well he is sleeping soundly now ... Zanita informed Nurse Reynolds upon 
her return to the station . 

.. That's great, Zanita. I gues.s it i$ about time for you to get off, isn'l it?" 
"'Yes . . . so it is. See you tomorrow night, Mrs. Reynolds." 

.. Tonight may turn out to be just as good aslast night." Zani ta thought as she 
slipped her whitedressoverherhead. She sometimes wished that her uniforms 
were not so ugly, but on those occasionsd she always rcali1.ed chat with her 
body she really 4idn'l need to worry. The patients didn't seem to notice and 
that was what was important. She sat on the edge of the bed to put her 
stockings on and fell James turn over. 

"Thank you, Zanita," he·~id groggily. "i feel so much better. You arc 
definitely the best nurse 1 ha\·e ever had." 

..Why thank you James! Makingyou feel better is just what I'm here for. Just 
bW'..Z if you want me to come back later." 

This is what nun,ing is all about, she thought to herself. She knew that he 
would not call later; 1hey always Seemed tosleepso soundly after she JCft them. 
She was sure that it must be: all those drugs cheirdoctors prescribed. Happily, 
there we.re plenty of other patients . 

.. How is James coming along? .. asked Nurse Reynolds as Zanita came back 
to the station. "I'm sure he is thriving on all of that personal attention that you 
are giving him." 

..Oh he is doing \'Cry well . . . . He i.s .so cooperative and cager to please. I 
don't mind working with him at all. Would yoUJike for me to bathe Tim in 4 12 
again tonight?"' 

"Really, Zanita, I can't remember when I have had to give anyone a bath 
since you came here. I am starting to feel a little guilty." 

"Now, Miss Reynolds) chat's silly. Just last week you bathed Mrs. 
Henderson in 420. And besides., I know how you feel about bathing men. Iam 
glad to be: able to do it fo r you." 

..';,Nell, if you insis1. Z:.'tnita. When you come: back, I have a surprise for you ... 

Zani ta bent down to kiss Tim goodbye. "There you arc. Tim, all <:lean. But 
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you really must stop moaning like that - if you can't learn to behave yourself, 
I'm going to have to send Nurst Reynolds in to bathe you." 

"111do my best, Zanita ... 
"'111 be looking forward to th.at. Sec you tomorrow night, Tim." 

Zanita headed back towards th.c nurses' station. She was a little worried 
about what Nurse Reynolds' surprise would be. That had been an awful close 
call two nights ago. She wasn't sure that Nurse Reynolds had believed that 
story about her looking for a rash on Dean"s thigh. If she had just wajted one 
more minute before barging into the room, everything would have been okay . 

..Zanita, you know that I think the world of you and would hate to lose your 
help around here." 

Oh no, she thought, here it comes.. 
"Out, as you may know, this hospital also run$ the clinics at a few of the 

colleges around here. Well. a position has j ust been vacated at one of those 
clinics. It would be quite a chan.ge from what you arc used to: you would be 
required to live on the c.ampus, and most of the time you would be the only 
pcrton there. It wouldn't be as exciting as it is here. Mostly you would be 
dealing with athletic injuries and what have you, but the pay is very good and I 
think it would be a good mo\•e for you career-wise. Mr. Edminson asked if I 
knew of any nurses that could handle it, and you were the fi rst one I thought 
of." 

"Which school is it'?.. asked Zanita. 
"Well now, Zanita, this might not appeal to you right at first, but ( think you 

would learn to like it in time. It is a small private school called Thompson 
College. I'm surethat a contemporary, young woman like you might find this a 
little old fashioned, but Thompson is a private school for men only." 

Zanita tried to remain calm . 
..Thank you very much for your vote of confidence, Nurse Reynolds," $he 

said ..., would be honored to take the position if you think Jcan handle it." 
"I think you arc making a wise decision, Zani ta. f hope that you won, be too 

bored," 
"Somehow, Nurse Reynolds, I think that I will find something to keep me 

occupied." 
" I do believe you will Zani ta . . . I do belie\~ you will ... 
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Charles Morrison 

Want 

Spring, 
With its full-breasted Sun 
Rising each day so gently, 

Rewards those hungry teemings 
Who 1hink not now 
About their Summer weanings. 

Grttdy with youth 
Tbey hail, 

Before 1heir time, 
Re"'•ards of Autumn. 

They hold no Winter dread about themselves 
Who, nonc1hcless.. must rest in Winter•s holding.. 



Traffic 

A statue at the corner of a strttl? 
It seemed so. 

Then the lights went out, could be all over town~ 
But lefl that statue srnnding, a silhoueuc 

Oddly haloed behind the sockets of my eyes. 

Of course it faded there, 
Poised between thought and vision, 
Remaining still. 

Then headlights: 
Motor- Door- Murmur- Door- Motor; 

Noise 10 no noise; headlights to no lig_h1. 

T hen, bright lights threaded 
Together on empty symbols 
L,ighted that empty corner 
That empty s1rcet. 
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Fidel Martinez 

The Black Cat 

M r. Poe would have laughed, or should I say snicker. I do. Sitting here in 
my garage in the dark, allowing the stench to raise my passions, 
Tammy never would have laughed. Neither would have Michael, that 

beautiful smooth chikl. Nevertheless I sit here watching and experiencing my 
sensual pleasures to their fullest. 

My young next door neighbor~ Tammy, a little nine-year-old bitch, and 
Michael, asevcn•yt.ar.old angel as perfect as anygod. I loved that boy with no 
reserve. He haunted me like no memory, that we call ghos-ts.., could have. 

It seems that I never took notioeol'anyonc in the neighborhood after my wife 
Eloise died. People-. animals, or hou.scs werejust things thatexisted outside my 
home. The passage oftime meant nothin_gto me, nordid my life, until Michael. 
I remember a year ago a knock at my door in the afternoon. Ignoring the 
disturbance I sat back and wailed for it to pass. But the knocking became 
louder and more insis1cnt. Irritated, 1 answered my door. There before me 
stood a small boy wi1h a look of desperation on his flushed face. 

"'Excuse me mister, but Tammy's cat go1 out and it•s my faull and if Rosanna 
gets hurt, my mom's. . . . •• 

I cut him offbefore he said anymore, .. Hold on boy. Hold on. Now who arc 
you? And what does a cat ha\'c to do with me?.. 

With a flustered look. the boy answered, .. I let the cat outside so we could 
play. And she jumped over the fence and came over here." 

For some strange reason I was moved by the fresh innocence of the boy. 
Something inside of me flickered as he stood there. Apparently he noticed my 
staring. 

Nervously, hcstutte.rcd out, "l beuergo home. My mom said I ~hould never 
oomc here. Sorry ... 

But before be left I stopped him,s.aying, .. Don't leave yet. t can help you find 
the cat if you can tell me its name and what it looks like." 

A slight smile of trust appeared on the boy's face when I said this. He 
warmed me there and lhcn with that sweet smile . 

.. Okay mister, Rosanna's her namean<I she•s black." I thought about 



what he said and pretended to mull it overseriously:Even'though I hadn, been 
oul$ide for a few days. Then extending my hand Jintroduced myself, "By the 
way. my name is Edward Thomps.on. how do you do?" 

He put his hand over his mouth and giggled, then standing as straight as he 
could he shook my hand...Michael Trenor is my name.•• 

The softness of his hand shocked me. Its touch not only made me admire 
him, but it made me want him . .. Come in and we:11 see if we can, figure out 
where that cat of yours has got to.•• 

Michael walked in and sat down on the couch. We talked for about halfan 
hour, then someone knocked on the door. Answering it I found at my door a 
young girl with a black cat i,n her arms. Without regard for common cou.rtesy. 
the girl shouted pa.st me and at 1he boy, "Michael, Mom is mad, and she wanes 
you home, now! .. 

With a sneer ofdefiance she turned and lefi. Michael immediately got up and 
left. Halfway down the walk he turned around and waved goodbye. 

If I remember correctly, it was quite a few days before I saw Michael again. 
That black cat had gotten loose again, and Michael was out looking for her 
again. Once more the scene of the rude little girl with the smug attitude was 
played out. I tried to introduce myself, but she only ignored me and waJktd off 
in a huff. Michael promised he would return after I gave him an apple.and told 
him that I would show him my butterfly collection. And so the weekly visits 
began, Michael would always use thecat'sgeningout as an excuse to leave his 
yard. We usually jus-t sat and talked or looked at photographs and old 
memorabilia. I can't believe ayou.ng boy like Michael could hold such interest 
for me. But the youth blaicd out of him like searing heat that revitaliud me 
every time he was near. All I had to do was see him and I was moved beyond 
telling. And the mere touch or smell of him left me exasperated from 
excitement. Oh, it was a beautiful time until my confrontation with his mother. 

It seems that Tammy w8$ not vc,ry happy with her younger brother's visits 
and was- going to feed her hunger for domination by exerting a little of her will 
over him. I had come to despise her for her cruelty to Michael. He had told me 
throughout the months of hi.s visits about how dominating she was. Tammy 
also loved her dear liule black cat Rosanna more than anyone else. Michael 
confided in me that she also hated me for some strange unknown reason. I 
laughed about it now. Thinkingtha.tshe might havegumed my fe,eling.,about 
her dear brother. 

Well, the months passed steadily. Michael visited me at least once, 
sometimes twice a week. Our friendship grew and so did my afrection for him. 
B'ut sometimes good things as this are not allowed to continue unaltered. 
Parents sometimes have miscon«ptions about things due to their over~ 
protectivcn«s. Michael's mother was no different. More than likely Mrs. 
Trenorhad some terrible rcelingsabout my relationship with Michael. Women 
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and their intuition! 
Michael told me everything possible about his dear little sister. And my hate 

fo r her grew. Especially theday Michael's mothercame to my home and curtly 
asked for Michael to come home, and for me to stay away from her son. I was 
shocked and confused by such behavior, until 1 heard Tammy's high pitched 
laughter. When the mother left with Michael without a goodbye, Tammy ran 
up to mydoor and yelled at me as she held her black cat. "You stay away from . 
Michael you dirty old man! You're.a dirty old man! A dirty old man!" 

That night I sat alone in my bedroom and cried from the pain or lonclinc5$ 
and anger. Noone really knows what it is to lose someone until that someone is 
gone. And I knew, yes I knew, who was responsible for taking Michael away 
from me. No one on this earth had the right to take him away. No one! 

So in the fo llowing months I planned and waited. Yes I waited ever so 
patiently. I would have Michael back and reveal to him my true feelings. And 
he would come to love me as I had come to love him. So I waited. 

Now a figure hangs at theend ofa rope and slowly wastes away. Itswings to 
and fro much like a pendulum. I only sit back and watch with suchsatisfaction 
that warms me beyond any fire. And I have Michael back. Life is indeed good! 
Sitting here laughing in the dark. 

t 
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Individual 

I put the phone rcoci.,·cr 
down slowly, ind walked 
outside. 
Noticing, as I thought about 
her words or finality, 
a board that stood leaning 
against the tool shed in my 
back yard. 
It had never been touched, 
never moved. 
The rains had come, 
and the sun had dried it. 
It had become warped. 

A Prayer After Dark 

Turning things over, 
Forever reasoning with the past. 
T rying to wrangle out a new conclus-ion 
From the permanent old. 

Words uttered as I stared at the ceiling. 
Passing away like a moment's thought. 
Slipping into a muddled sleep, 
Yet, woken by the nagging teeth or realization, 
I know the truth, 
But it's the lies that frighten me. 
Because we always belit\lC ourselves.. 
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Old S hirts 

She opens the closet door 
and sties the shirts pushed 
to one side. 

Washcd•OUI colors 
and stains 1ha1 never 
rt-ally came out. 
She hangs a new shirt, 
something of a surpriJC, 
a change of pa«. 
Closing the door, 
she need never worry 
about wearing 1hcm again. 
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Jamy Garcia-Persel 

Jets 

A ndrew crawled on hi.s ba.re stomach, holding a short stick between his 
teeth. He shook his head and waved away the gnats that Ocw around 
his e-yes and mouth. As he crept into an irrigation ditch, he peered 

suspiciously through the rows ofcorn. His green eyes squinted from the glare 
ofthe sun. He nodded towards the scarecrow perched protec1.ively above him. 

"Cover me," be said. Taking the stjck from his mouth, he jumped to his feet 
and pointed it at a tall stock, heavy with green corn. ••Come out, wich your 
hands up!" He moved menacingly forward ...Okay, that was your last chance 
- now you"re in for it!" He swung the stick hard. "Aiii-yah!"The plant shook, 
and an car ofcorn thumped into the dirt. Andrew's hands clutched his chest as 
he crumpled to his knees, .. Ahhh. you got mcee . .. ... He rolled hiseyC$ and 
sighed, then fell Jimp1y forward. 

The dampearth felt good against his skin; the airsmelled sweet and fresh. He 
lay on his back with his leg over his knee. He shucked an ear or corn and 
chewed the not•quite-ripc meat,expert1yspiuing 1he white, biller kernels onto 
the ground. His freckled nose wrinkled. He wished he oould play the animals--
in•the-elouds game that Da.niel had taught him, but there were no clouds 
today, nothing but plain blue sky. Andrew threw the cob into the air, 
remembering that that was how the sky !OQlccd at the air force. bas.c betore the 
jets made smoke. His brother had told him, "'No, they're not on fire; it's not that 
kind of smoke." Andrew d idn't know why, but Daniel did - that was the day 
he had gouen his wings. 

Daniel knew a lot of things, a.nd he didn't mind Andrew's questions. Daniel 
had explained about girls oneday when Andrew had come home mad at Peggy 
Louise. She had been pushing him out of Iineat Sundayschool, getting him in 
trouble with Mrs. Martins . .. S he likes you, Andrew. She's just afraid to say it to 
you, that's all." Andrew couldn't $CC how that was going to get him to like her, 
but Daniel told him, .. Just you watch, kid, that's what she means-Ill betcha.'" 
ft had turned out to be true because Peggy Louise had picked him to go with 
her to the Sadie Hawkins dance at church. Daniel had come home for that 
weekend. He went with Peggyts big: sister, Nancy. and they all rode tOS(:thcr. 
Andrew watched them throug_h the window ofthe truc.k; Daniel kept grinning 



his coyote•in•the.oeh.icken--coop grin and let Nancy wear his hat. Andrew was 
mad at Peggy Louise because she kept untying his shoes, and then when he did 
1hem up again, she•d put a knot in them. He tapped the glass to ge1 Daincl's 
attention. He tried to tell on her, but Daniel j ust smiled and wiggled his 
eyebrows at him in the rear-view mirror. They pulled into the parking lot, 
sending dust flying behind them. Andrew jumped over the side and came 
around to the driver'$ window ...I ain't dancin' with that dumb girl!.. he jerked 
his thumb backwards. 

••It's okay kid, no one's forcing you. But listen to that fiddle, boy; it sounds 
good, don't you think?" 

.. Yeah, I guess so .. . ... 
Daniel slipped his ann around Nancy's shoulders. "Let's get a move on, you 

slowpokes!" He laughed. They stood in the doorway for a few minutes, their 
eye$ adjusting to the light. The neighbor folks turned to look at Daniel $licked 
up in his uniform. Then, Daniel pulled Nancy onto the dance floor and 
promenaded down the line, His buttons flashed as he mo..,ed. He caught 
Andrew's e-ye and motioned him to come on out. 

.. Aw, come on, kid. She's dumb, but she's the only partner you've got." 
Andrew ga..,e in and brought Peggy Louise onto the da.ncc floo r. They had 
danoedeverydance, Daniel a.nd Andrew.side by side. He had a good time that 
night. Even so. he Still d idn't like that dumb Peggy Louise much. 

He rolled onto his stomach and pointed his stick at the $Care-crow, .. Pow!" 
That's what Oaniel would do if he were here, Andrewwishcd he was, He heard 
the rumble ofmachinery in the distance. and it reminded him ofthe roar ofhis 
brother's jet. After the general had pinned medals on the pilots, the band had 
played while they rolled the jets onto the field. The silver g_leamed as the jets 
screamerd down lhe runway. His papa had put him up on hi$ shoulders and 
told him to salute them. But he'd been afraid because they were $0 loud that 
even covering hisears with his hands didn't help. When thcy0ew upsidedown, 
he cried out. "Oh Papa? No!" 

But Papa said, .. No. son, they won't ran down. Those bra..,e boys make our 
oountry safe~ t.hcy11 never fall . .. 

"But why, Papa?" 
.. Because they're going too fast , and because of the force of their engines.... 
"'Oh." Then he asked . .. Safe from what?" 
Papa gestured towards 1he flags waving in the light brceu. "Those jets help 

keep our freedom safe. We live in a f rce nation, and we don't want nocommies · 
on our side or the world ... 

"What docs a commie look like?" 
Papa shrugged, .. Thank the   I've never had to look one in the eye 

yet." He had laughed when Andrew told him, "111 make sure no commies get in 
our com field, Papa." 17iey had watched as the jets flew in fo rmation, a.nd 
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clapped as they landed. Daniel had walked from the field, his helmet under his 
arm. He shook his papa's hand...,,m glad you could see the show - preuy 
good, huh?" 

His mama had kissed him. "We're very proud or you, honey. You're a good 
boy." 

Daniel crouched down and shook. Andrew•s hand. "'Take care of the com, 
kid.111 write you ... Hes1ood and smiled at him. Mama always said they looked 
like two-peas-in-a-pod when they smiled, so Andrew smiled back at him. 

'1'his is it, I guess. Good-bye! .. 
.. 'Bye, Daniel! .. Andrew watched him walk away. 
"Pow!..This morning hethought he'd seen something in the corn, something 

with a pig's nose and big horns like a bulJ. He'd been searching for it, sure that 
his papa would be glad he was guarding lhecornfield. Andrew put his stick on 
his shoulder like a gun) and stood at attention. No commies allowed on ourside 
of the world! 

Clang! Clang•Clang! The bell called him from the house. He brushed the 
hair from his mouth, and looked at the sky. The sun stilt felt hot on his face so 
that it was too early for supper. He ran, pushing the tall stocks from his path as 
hedid, Hecould sec the topofthe hou.se above the corn, the white paint peeling 
in big patches, As he broke throu.gh the clearing, he saw his papaon the porch 
next to the bell, and he waved. He stopped at the steps, panting . 

.. Yes, Papa?" 
His papa stared at the windows, with the sun reflecting offthem, leaving a 

pattern on his face. "Come into the house, Andrew." He held his hand out, then 
put his arm across his tanned shoulders as they pushed the sc-roen door open. 
The service porch was cool, the big house-Oies batting against the window 
pane, buzzing_. They walked through the kitchen and into the darkened living 
room. Grandma·s dock broke the silence as it ticked rhythmically on the 
mantle. 

"Mama. what's wrong? Why arc you crying?" She pushed the rocker with her 
toe- and looked down at the paper lying in her lap, 

"What's that?" 
His father knelt beside him, "h's a telegram." His voioe sounded hoarse . 

..Son, it'S Daniel - his plane has been shot down." 
"Daniel? But you said it couldn't fall down.'' 
"ll didn't fall down. Andrew; he was shot down." 
His mom put the telegram on the table beside Daniel's picture and puUcd 

Andrew into her lap, 
"Daniel fell down too? .. 
'"Yes, honey, he - he's gone to heaven." 
"He's not coming home?" 
.. No. He's with Jesus now ... 
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..Like grandma? .. 
•·Yes, Andrew, like grandma ... 
He pulled away from her and faced his father. "Was it a commie? Was it a 

commie who did it, Papa?" 
They looked at each other sadly ...Well, son, it's not that simple. There's a 

war- " 
..lt was a commie! You told me Daniel's jct made it safe! .. He shouted, ..A 

commie shot him down!" 
..Andrtw, stop." His mama cried, and held her race in her hands. 
' 'And there's one in the corn field - Isow it.,. He pointed. "I'm gonna find it, 

and then, then I'm gonna kill it! " He turned and ran through the kitchen, 
stumbled, and fell in the service porch. He crawled outside and lay in the dirt 
crying. His papa crouched down, and picked him up. Andrew struggled in his 
arms, then broke down and sobbed into his shoulder. 

•·You told me hecouldn'i fall down, Papa - You told me he wouldn'i fall. 
You told me. .. 

t 
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Ana Gong 

Observations 

Observing all shapes and sizes in human fo rm, 
Looking a1 a d isplay - a simple store window. 
The forms are s1ill as their eyes $CC, 
The window now becomes a frame for lhc bodies. 
A pointing finger towards whut is seen. 
Mannequins that smile buck. 
The motionless statues appear alive and seeing 
" I look at you - you look at me." 
A nd the wi ndow surrounds all forms, 



Quest 

A bre<:tc, gently blowing, a fragrant scent. 
He came., he went. and is no more. 
What other consciousness. what o ther plans? 
He ler,. but where is he. where? 
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Laurie Vondriska (Strahan) 

The Secret 

I t•s like they always say,·•she strained in a quiet, raspy voioc, "ya never 
think itil happen to you." She turned her head and a wisp or dull 
brown hair fell across hercheek. It wauo strangc. I sat mesmerited by 

j ust this wisp of hair. A. 1my life I envied her because of the mass ofthickness 
thisdulJ brownstrand had been separated from. But it wasn't like that before. I 
remembered how the sun would bounce linlc fl«ks ofgold from hershoulder• 
length uesscs and I would swear she must have paid a fo rtune tor that 
particular shade. But, come on, we were only fourteen then. 

Now she looked one hundred. Tired, so very tired, but always lying there 
awake. Her lips, parched and cracked, seemed to take C\•cry ounce ofstrength 
to chew those icechips. Somc1imesshe'djus1lelthem melt in her mouth. Why 
cin'I shejust have wa1er, l wondered, Water. A liquid substance you're told has 
everything in it you need to survi-.-e: minerals, vi1amins. Yet all 1hey'd give her 
was 1hose damn ioe chips. 

But then she always loved ice. We would dri-.·c across town~ hot, s1icky, 
suffocating days j ust to find the drive-thru that had thecrushed ice.she seemed 
to crave. I guessshe didn't mind only gettingice; it was kind ofhard to tell. Her 
race didn't seem to have the strength to show much expression, just an 
oocasional flinch or pain. 

On some days though, her eyes would betray her body and they would 
sparkle, intelligently, interested in whatevtr boring subject I might be rat:ling 
on about. That was ano1her asset she posses.std. Soft, brown, cnormouse)'CS 
that at times s«med to blend right in with the blacknessof her pupils. Howher 
eyes changed with her emotions is something Icould never quite understand. I 
used to 1easingly compare her with those li1tle animals that were sold to help 
forecast the weather. You know, pink for nice weather, blue for storm's. 
Something to that effect anyway. The last day they had life th~y were gentle 
brown, like a frightened doc. 

Suddenly\ would be shaken from my memories by a cruel, intrudingcough 
that would stiffen the back of my spine and raise the hair\ at the nape of my 
neck. 1'he coughing would seem to throw her body into convulsions. Tiny 
beads of sweat wouJd break out on her forehead i nd I could n't keep 1hecool 



washcloth from fall ing. My hands would be clenched so tight at times I would 
later notice fingernail marks had cut into my palms. Water! Can't she even 
have a swallow of water? That might help stop the cough! This voice would 
scream out inside of me until I would notioe a nurSC telling me to relax: they 
had given her a small drink. Then why was she Still coughing? Can't they do 
something? Don't they know how it hurts? Then I would $CC a glass of that 
traitoroussubstan« thrust in front or me. God, it looked so good, but 1 felt 
guilty fo r even thinking of bringing it to my lips. But the nurses were adament 
and soon I would l'tgain my senses. 

I sat back and recalled tl1e books I had read that spoke of death. Death &! 
No, f>roud, excerpts from Kahlil Gibran's The Proph~t. quotable quotC$ from 
all sorts ofphilosophical 1hinkcl'$. Some. helped to bring this insane situation to 
some le~•el ofsemblance. I tried desperately to believe in everything: life arter 
death, miracle cures. medical breakthroughs. Mexico, the Bible. Buteach time 
I saw her, a liuJe or1his foith slipped away so unabtrusively I had barely noticed 
what I was losing. Then I would read an article tucked away in some medical 
journal,orshewould h'tpfromeoughingfor longer periods oftime and a new 
spark or hope would ignite. 

Friendship goes back :1 long way and endures many things. But I remember, 
with enormous guilt. how 1 orten dreamed (only for a moment) ofjust geuing 
up and leaving. I'd dfivc and drive, running away and then I'd feel myself 
slipping back in time: learning to drive a four speed on the column on a 
de$ertcd de$Crl road: painting a room and being chased outside j ust because I 
ran the roller across her face; stu(fing our beds with pillOW$ and sneaking out 
the bedroom window, only to become 100 tired and yearn 10 be asleepi having a 
1hroat so dry and sore and being handed a chocolate milkshake. Then l would 
snap back to reality Md the frail hand that rested so calmly in mine. 

Why couldn't it be me'? She was always the better one when it came to being 
consoling orcomfon ing. At times she st-cmed to ha,,e empathy oozing from 
her pores. I was alway.!>•• liu le shy, embarrassed and very clumsy. I figured I 
hadn'1 changed inueh. Then I soon came to rcalite that sometimes all that's 
needed is for someone to j ust be there. 

She would s1art coughing again. icars would s.tream back. falling into the 
hair 1hat covertd her e:1rs. I was never quite sure if 1hey were just from the 
strain of the cough. or if het emotions were fighting 1heir way through the 
parntyzing pain-killers they had injected into her. She wouldn't talk anymore. 
It seemed she just slept, her body relaxing and finding that elusive peace. The 
constant rhythmic lx.-ep of the monitor fell reassuring and at times I would 
sleep too. 

After all the d :1)'S or wai1ing, watching, hoping and despairing, the end 
seemed to come all too quickly. 1 had j usl come in from spending a few 
moments in 1he morning air. I sat down next to her and picking up her frail 
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hand I gently squeezed it. l remembered later that the monitor mu.st hal(e ~n 
taken away because the room looked more like home. Flowers, cards on the 
wall, stuffed animals in a chair; notu~ machines orconsta.nt beeps.. Only the 
white walls and chrome around the bed made me rem-ember where we really 
were. The doctors had even given up. 

And then it happened. It was nothing ugly or cruel. It was peact-ful, quiet, 
just as ifshe had finally decided to just let go. And all the books, and quotable 
quotes made sense to me. I knew Karen had lived life tothe fullest and accepted 
death. For as the Prophet stated, "'You would know the secret ofdeath. But 
how shall you find it unless you seek it in the hc-.a.rt of Ji!e?"' 

And that she did. 

t 
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Laurie Clark 

To My People 

I am in control-
I have all the power-
What do I care ifyou people arc 
Miserable? 

You are in control of your own Jives; 
Whether you believe it or not, 
You put me here-
You allow me 10 be here: 
ff you people a.re miserable, 
Well then ... 

We only live once. 
I h.avc, in my one life, 
Aehicv«l au that I s.tt out to do; 
l pOS$CSS all that I wanted to own; 
I am all thai I wanted to bee 
lf you people arc miserable, 
Well then . . 

There is no tomorrow after my death-
My only retribution will be 
The disintegration of my 
Dirt•ladcn corpse. 
Wait in foolish anticipation or my 
..Just reward!" 
Ah yes, wait and sec! 
But in your martyred patience, 
If you people arc miserable. 
Well then. , . 

This country - you people - are 
Poor, underfed, and u.nhappy: 



You arc $trug,gling for. 
Struggling? 
Why arc you not 
Thinking, choosing, doing? 
Rul lhat is too dirficull; 
I am an easier mark. 
And so, 
Al my dcalh, 
For the world to see, 
To clear your own conscienoe, 
Lel my epitaph read: 
"He was in control-
He had all the power-
What did he care if 
His people were miserable?" 

The Actors 

You $Ce our faces, 
We $mile So, 

And yet you 
Do not really know 

Our feelings. 
How we fight inside 

A storm 
That only smiles hide. 
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Kristen Muller 

EvV and the Search or Comfortably in an 
Upside-Down T 

E lizabeth Engel vonVoss sat quite comfortably on the sunporch floor 
with her legs forming a 1800 angle-a line segment if so preferred. 
While her left toes pointed g.tacefullytoward the penguins in the South 

Pole, her right toes pointed at the supposedly non-<:xistent Santa Claus in the 
North Pole. Eliubcth Engel (the "Eng·• pronounoed ..ing'" as in parking, she 
often explained) positioned herself in this upside-down '"T", vowing not to 
move until she found a word to rhymcwith .. purplc.'' Miss vonVoss was not a 
poet, nor was the young lady wtird. She k.ncw 1his. because r«¢ntly she had 
re.ad that there was no such chingas a weird person, but that some people nec-d 
more understanding than others. No, this little girl, who once gave a 
spontaneous performance of the Fig Newton danoe in her orange mummy 
sleeping bag at Girl Soout camp, was not weird, nor was she creating a poem. 
EvV was merely trying to answer another one of life's inevitable, infinite 
question marks. lncidently, Elizabeth Engel has yet to disoo\'cr_, or invent, the 
word to rhyme with orange. 

During most of her Human life, EvV has directed most of her brain waves 
toward phenomena that the average Joe ( or J ane-sorry) was generally too busy 
to bother with. ••Purpose, Burple. Quple, Purple ......Her think'.ingcarcer 
began at age four, when the content of cartoons jumbled her logical mind. 
Everyone is aware of "Death.. (one more of life's inevitabilities), f"l that 
Saturday morning, as with other Saturday mornings, the fiendish coyote 
launched uncountable, unsuccessful missions to hunt and capture that 
annoying beeping roadrunner. While EvV 1Uned in, the coyote suffered 
through nattenings, bombardments, and de•skinning$. This was okay, exoept 
that only one crunchy•sweet cereal commercial later, our coyote was healed 
and on the prowl again. "It's a shame we all can't live in a cartoon, then we. 
might never die, ..stated Elizabeth Engel. ..But then, ofcourse, it would always 
have to be Saturday morning. Hmmmm.'' Thus, the initiation of Elizabeth 
Engel's pattern of thought. 



Being the darling. polite li1tlc girl 1hat she intended to be, Miss vonVoss 
shook hands with CYeryone she met. Most people's Grandmas were overly 
impressed with her. "Hi, J'm Elizabeth Engel vonVoss," accompanied by an 
extended hand, EvV's hand-shaking habits only logic.ally induced her M&M 
eating habit. "I wonder if the aver-age Joe (or Jane--sorry)can name how many 
and what colorS the ..Mars"company drops into an M&M bag . .. Engel only 
recently confessed her ignorance concerning the linle candies. For weeks she 
thought the bag contained four varieties while much to herdismay(ordelight), 
another color was discoverocl. This obvious fact led Engel to uncover more 
mysteries concerning M&M's and the world. For instance. why arc blue 
M&M's not found in the dark brown paper bag? She had never encountered-· 
nor popped in her mouth a blue one ...Blue is such a prevalent color; we have 
blue skies, blue bruises. blue fingernails (when cold), but no blue food. Even 
blueberries are purple. - With this current revelation, Eliiabc1h set the non-
existent blue matter aside, to concentrate on the word that rhymes with purple. 
"Murple, Ourple, Qurplc . . .'" 

Still sitting on the sunporch floor forming an upside-down '"T .. , Miss vV 
recalled a time when a point, or, when a point in time. traveled through her 
brain waves to add another concept to her list ofconcepts. "Youngsters color 
their pictures in an intriguing fashion. A strip of green, undoubtedly 
symbolizing grass. lines the bottom of the page, while a stripe of blue (blue is 
found everywhere excep1 in food), representingoursky. borders the top ofthe 
same paper, leavi,,g a blank white streak stretching from east to west. Now, 
why do childtcn le.ave an empty space between up there and down here?" 
Elizabeth Engel <:oneluded that the innocence (or was it ignorance) of 
childhood leads us to accept unknowns as mystery, so that we may utilize our 
imaginations to the limit. 13ut, if there are boundaries to imagination, shoutdnl 
the sky meet the e-l\nh'! H mmm. "Surple, Turple. Urple.. .. 

Elizabeth Engel had fallen in love once. His name inee-ss.antly echoed in her 
head. When crossing streets. she tripped over every cutb. Daydreams of how 
they would avoid crnshing noses when they kissed, reappeared in night dreams 
(mares?). Due to the love sensation, Engel was unable to func tion normally. 
Similarevents occur to most human beings when they fall in love. Engel said, .. , 
am afraid to think ofthe hazards involved if everyone in the world fe ll in love at 
the same time. Hmmmm.'' 

Elizabeth Engel's parents were in IO\'C once, too. She knew this because her 
father, who had a fla1 nose because he smashed it after falling offa fence while 
eating blueberry pie. presented his wife with two double-decker boxes of filled 
chocolates every other Sunday. Little Engel, before her days of M&M 
contemplation, huhit ually .. borrowed" pieces ofcandy, always. ofcourse, from 
the bottom layer. However, she usually anticipated the aU•tO•familiar dilemma 
of picking the righ1 one: her favorite was the gooey, stretchy caramel kind. 
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interspersed with nutbits. The problem lay in the diversity ofeach unit Was it 
the long and rectangular. the stout and square, orthe round and thick? Finally, 
EvV devised a scheme for foolproof selection of the gooey, stretchy caramel 
kind, inter!persed with nutbits. "'I will not divulge my method, because then all 
would figure out who has beensquishingin the bouom ofevery(almostevery) 
chocolate candy." El.iubeth Engel had not )'Ct graduated from Brownies to 
Girl Scouts when she was silly enough to let her secret slip out. 

..Wurple, Yurple, Zurp1e. Hmmmm."Actually. Elilzabeth Engeldidn't have 
any secrets. Usually, whenever one came into her posse$$ion ($uch as the blue 
s.ecrct), she gave it away. EvV was. heard to say...Life holds so many .secret" 
and if people keep secrets, then mys.terics become more mysterious, and 
everybody wonders about lhe world cvtn more. But," she continued, ..even if 
all the s«:rets were known to everyone, I wonder if the word to rhyme with 
..Purple" would be given to me, or if it even exists on our planet yet. If 1he 
long•searched•for.word does not enter my ,,ocabulary before my soul leaves 
Earth, perhaps J'II be okay anyway. After an,•· EvVconcluded, "'everything i$ 
part of it. Unless,.. she pondered, ··most of it is irrelevant. Hmmmm... 

t 
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Helen L. Worley 

Spring Cleaning 

1 picked up my pencil 
And began dismantling 

an old poem, 
When, suddc-nly, 

how foolish it seemed, 
Stripping the worn~out phrases 

down to their bare bones, 
Then building a new creation 

on a 
second-hand skeleton. 

Why should l merely hope for 
a Phoenix 

Rising out or the 
cold. gray ashes 
of a spent emotion, 

When a rdrt$hing repertoire 
of new words wait, 
expectantly, 
to breathe life'? 

And so, I will, 
I will go for the new words. 
Gi\·e life to the new thoughts, 
Fearlessly challenging the 

world-as-I-sec-it, 
with a 

Bold. new generation 
or ttuth..elect. 



Puppetry and Poetry 

Dance, linlc words, 
on the end of your string. 

I can make you do 
most anything 

I want to. 
I can hide, 

anywhere. 
And watch you 

say the things 
I would never dare. 

Thank You 

t read your proposal 
To be my Angel. 
Read it. 
Mouthed it. 
Turned it sideways, 

first this way, 
then that. 

Even turned it around 
and looked 

at the back. 
Gently, I lifted it 

from the page 
And placed it in 

a vclvtt-lincd 
C3$QUC, 

There to view it 
at my will 

In the spk:ndKI setting 
it dcser\•es. 

Faith. 
Gold-plated. 
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Maria Moniz 

Moments 

Such a fine line we tread 
Tightrope waJking on each other's lives. 
Moments of sincere honesty 

when fearful confessions llre freed from their shackles 
and massaged gently with tender hands-
hc.alcd with human lo\'c. 

Moments of frightened confusion 
when mistrust ruins the harmony of us 
and slowl)' unravels the fragile web of woven security-
suspicion smothers delicate trust. 

Then there are the moments 
when thoughts and emotions arc. 
blended into blistering body language-
riding on the. cresting waves of each other. 

We become consumed, 
Engaged deeper and deeper 
Until there is nothing on earth but 
You and I 
And what we experience 
Together 
As we tightrope walk on each other's lives. 



Watching a Widow Recall 

A melancholy mist meanders over her features 
Time tc.ascs tedious memories 
Leaving wrinkles in their stead 

Gray hairs atop her head 
And one tear 

Glistening sil\'er 
Against a black brt.ast. 
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Mary Allen 

The Fat Woman 

A delicate, affectionate 110 pounds at her wedding, Wendy's gentle 
tempcramcn1 and small waist grew over the years. She was a healthy 
woman ofgood peasant stock who k new bt:tterthan to starve a fetus or 

waste the leftO\'Cr p11blum. Each suooceding pregnancy and infancy left its 
res-id ue, packed nea11y on her hips, thighs. and breasts, just where God had 
intended women 10 store nourishment and love for their offspring. Wendy 
knew that lifewas cruel. There are so many ways for a woman tosin. but most 
could be hidden. Oneooukl drink in the closc1. swear in the bathroom, covet in 
her heart, or have an affair in a mote.I across town, but theglutton must wear a 
badge around her body announcing to the world her awful habit. 

Wendy went to her priest. He told her to pray for strength. She prayed O\'Cr 
her pretuls. Her mother told herto love herself and her body more. She loved 
herself o~•er lasagna. She went to a nutritionist and was told to chart her diet. 
When her pen ran out of ink she mailed the tear--smeared chart to the 
nutritionist with a recipe that the nutritionist had requested. She 1ried a 
consciousness-raising group, but decided that all they wanted todo was attack 
her church and husband . 

.. Maybe I want 10 be fa1,•· she concluded 10 her therapis1. "Maybe i1's God's 
will o r sci in my genes." 

Caught off guard fo r a moment, the therapist mumbled something about 
how Wendy was in charge of her life and couldn"t blame God, her mother, or 
her genes. Then he decided to follow up on her first new suggestion in months. 
"'You're telling me that maybe you want to be fat." 

Wendy wasgcuingprc11y tired ofher therapist parroting back herown ideas 
to her. She pa.id the sixty dollars and promised herself never to return, 
rememberingthchypno1is1 that had helped a friend stop smoking. But over the 
next few days she kept thinkin.g back to the idea that maybe there was 
something about being fat that she really liked. After au. why would a 
reasonably normal, healthy woman like herself work so hard 10 maintain and 
nourish those rolls of ncsh? 

It took her a few weeks ofhard thought to come up wilh a preliminary list of 
good things about being fat. She knew she was getting close when she had to 



hide 1hc lisl from her husband and children. She didn't mind ,heir intrusion 
and gen1le teasing when the lis1said things like J. If there were a famine I could 
live for months. 2. Fat is a symbol of my womanhood. 3. If I lost weight my 
breasts would be too small. 4. Fat people are jolly and popular. (Even shedid 
not believe that last one.since her weight and depression tended to rise and (all 
together.) But, when the concept of SEX went on the list. it was definitely time 
to store it under the carefully folded collection of siic S panties in her bottom 
drawer. 

The fi11t or t hcse SEX items came to her at 1he supermarket. She had gone to 
school with George, the bu1cher: they had da1ed pre1ty seriously until her 
parents made them split up. George was a big, broad-shouldered, wavy-haired 
Jtalian. When she bought a stick ofsalami or a pork roast, she always rang the 
bell so that George would slicethe me.at for her. Hissmile still fe lt good and she 
always noti~ how strong and sweet he was, at all like John. Not that John 
was a bad man, but hcwasbuihonthclight side,more likeastringbean than a 
watermelon. Sometimes, e$pecially during tax season when John worked past 
her bedtime-, she would lull herself to sleep imagining scenes with George. She 
could never do this when John was with her;somchow it seemed adulterous to 
think about another man when her husband snor<.-d beside her. A virgin bride, 
she did not have a 1erriric imagination in those areas,. but it did no1 take much 
to make her blush. She felt so guihy about those dreams that she ne"'er told 
anyone, not even her therapist. There was a second reason she never told her 
therapist: even in her most erotic dreams she only pictured George from the 
waist up. The therpist might ha,..e laughed at her guilt and might ha..·e tried to 
force her to liberate her libido. Wendy took herguih tooseriou.sly to risk that. 

Wendy had ne\'erre.ally gotten over hererush on George. When they handod 
the salami or pork roast back and forth, $he would flutte r her eyelashes, 
acxidently touch his hand or wrist, and, if the meat were hcary enough, 
teasingly ask him if he'd carry it home fo r her. Good•natured George would 
ignore the more blatant flirting and always took a (cw minutes to d isC\1$$ the 
weather with her. Wendy liked that, George rarely talked to the other 
customers. so she knew that she was special. She also realized that if she were 
thin she would bcso beautiful thal George might no longer be able to resist her. 
So, she added to her list: S. Only fat women c.m flirt with men without being 
taken seriously. 

Number6 cameto her in church. She had developed the habit over the years 
of scanning the pew$ and ramrodding her family to sil behind a man with a 
good physique. Wendy was re-ally into wide shoulders. When communion 
came she did her best to follow the physique up to the alter, so that she could 
kneel beside him.just to get the feel of it. She knew that no one suspec1cd her 
intentions. Her family was proud of her devout habits. But, if she were thin, 
people might suspect her sexuality more, hence, 6. Only fa1 women can follow 
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men around without being suspected of being on the make. 
Although Wendy and John did not have an active social life, they regularly 

attended church and P'TA affairs.. Wendy was one or those women who could 
talk 1oanyone. When the men drifted to the right todiscusssports and poli1ics 
and the women to the left to discuss whoever wasn\ there that evening, Wendy 
drifted to the righL Sometim~she'd corner Georgewith his ever-present wife. 
Wendy had never liked George's wife; she was one of those squat, hairy~lipped 
women with a rasp)' voice who felt like she was invited into every conversation. 
How could Adonis marry that witch'? Wendy secretly wondered if George 
married her on the rebound, although there was a five year span between when 
her parents caught them necking on the couch and George's wedding.. 

"George," Wendy would say, loving the sound of her voice saying his name. 
"Did you ever find out the price ofI hat special rib roast l wamed 10 order for 
next Sund.a)'!,. (She tried to pick topics that the witch could not talk about.) 

.. Yeah, MrS. Morris, the manager said J could give it to you for S2.89 a 
pound ... In the store he'd call her Wendy, but in front orhis wife it was always 
MrS. Morris, adding to Wendy's dC-light. She wOndercd if George fantasized 
about her at night. Sometimes she'd try to send him thought messages, 
imagining him in bod wishing that he had never married the witch. "George,·• 
she whispered to him with her mind, .. Good night, Love. I know your life is 
tragic without me and that you life for those times when we can be together.111 
try to be more generous and shop more often.so that we can touch each other's 
li•.,es again soon ... Wendy was very romantic under all that fat. 

She knew thatshe would never have an affair. with George or anyother man. 
Protected by that fat no man would ever tempt herto follow him toTahiti. But 
if she were thin, she might be faced with a moral dilemma, for staying with 
John might lead another man tosuicide. She added to her list: 8. No man ever 
died for the unrequited love ofa fat worn.in. She felt morallysupcriorover1hat 
one, 

Number9 came to her after another one ofthose long, honest talks with her 
women friends. Harriet, the blond bombshell of Buttonwillow. bemoaned the 
fact that men were always coming on to her. "You wouldn't believe what Dr. 
Amesdid to me during my pelvic exam last week ... Wendy didn't like thinkin$ 
about pelvic exams, especially Harriet's, She tried hard to tune it out, but 
couJdn"l help hearing every juicy detail. 

Ofcourse, once the topic turned in that direction, each woman had to add 
her own experience with the lewd pape.rboy, TV repairman, o r mechanic. Janet 
Turpin couldn't even visit her son"s fifth grade teacher. since he tried to grab 
her during the last parent-teacher conference. Wendy kept looking at her 
wateh and, when her turn was near, jumped up ...l'Ve got to run. got to get 
Jamie to the orthodontist in IS minutes.•· Later that night she added to her list: 
9. Fat women can li,·c a normal life without being bothered by every lecher in 
town. 
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Wendy had a real sense ofproportion. Sheknew that a list of nine items was 
not enough; therehad to be ten. Shesmilcd when she added the last item to the 
list: 10. I like to eat. Then she folded up the list and stored it for future reference 
under the site S panties in her bottom drawer. She knew that the list would be 
s.afe lherc. 

t 
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Raymond Stimson 

Good Bye 

The doleful 
Cloud burdened sky 
Shed few tears for you today. 

Numb with the heat 
And loss, 
I sipped bitter coffee, 
And gruted old face, 
From our pMt. 
Gray hairod 
and gray faced, 
They came to say 
Good byt. 

At Jan, they lei us see you. 
But you weren't quite yourself, 
Lying there in the suit 
I nCvcr knew you owned. 
A round~yed Preacher 
You wouldn'I know, 
Told us an about you. 
You didn'I move 
Or fidget. 
He went on 
About salvation 
And redemption, 
But you just lay there. 
Then J knew, 
You were really gone. 
Forever. 



Every-Other-Saturday Goodnights 

Asleep at last, 
Your day's toils done. 
Your to)'$ put away. 
Well most of tM:m. 
Y0~1 lay at peace 
Thumb-in-mouth 
And precious blanket 
Clasped in hand. 

So short a time ago 
I held )'OU, 
Rocked you. 
Listened to your first cries. 
And cried myself 
To watch you burrow 
Closer still. 

These days 
I miss the echo 
Of your dashing feet 
And shouts of, .. Daddy's home:· 
No more the sparkling C)'CS 
To greet me. 

So, now I savor 
My C\'Cry--other•Saturday 
Good nights 
And stand and 
Watch )'OU sleep. 
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Ajaykumar Patel 

The Lamentation of a Mute 

I am an aborigine . . 
a procession ofsilence . ... . 
the tomb of 1.hc tongue . , . , . 
a silent admirer of ineffable beauty .. . . . 
a mobile statue with breath and passion .... . 
a one way t.raffic 10 the vehic les of 1houg_h1s .. 
a turbulent ooean, 
with the facade of a composed lake . . ... 
a desert of flesh, 
where no human phcnomc could sprout . ... . 
a perfect follower of Polonius' maxim: 
"Gi\'C thy thoughts no tongue .. ..... yet, 
the beads of tears betray my thoughts, 
for they arc my only words ... .. 

if blindness is the nap of mankind 
dumbncs.s is its reverie, 

I am an aborigine ... . . 
a prooession of silence . .. . 



Nina Cli/10!1 

Highway 

It winds ahead. divide<! 
Black knifed by white 
Bigger than life, bright frames march 
Selling their wares. 

Quick thoughts image 
Fast chrome-footed chariots 
8ox-color, mctaJ coffi1~s 
~ide black rubber. 

SwiJt hisps of wind 
Clip sharp the rolling riggers. 
FingerS clutch, steering forward 
Eyes search the $«RC, 

It winds ahead, divided 
Black knifed by white 
Destinations known, unknown 
Expectations. 



Lee Charles 

The Pendulum 

in the distance 
there hangs a rope from a tree 
that dangles 
waiting in the mistrusting wind 
where seconds are murdered 
inside a wooden box of t.ime 
that entraps the pendulum 
yet does not interfere 
as it counts offthe death 
of another declining day 

and inside this very room 
time is suspended 
as if when the doors were locked 
an image was cast unchanging 
where dust outlines the forces 
of those who passed these doors 
how unceasing is the noise 
of the clock counting down 
the days continuously passing 
an endJe.ss cycl-e of foes. 
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C. Wilson 

Paradise 

L ooking back on how it was. and how all things came about thirteen 
years ago, my recall refuses to dull itsclr. Tall sturdy reeds ofelephant 
grass towered above my head when I ventured through the lowlands. 

Hut surnding atop a mountain called the abandoned turtle shell, from which 
the city of Andck•hep was named, I could sec that the green bladesclothed the 
ma~sivc land as elegantly as smooth fea thcrS clothed a tiny duckling. 
Vcg,cta1ion decorated my homeland withgi;.int ferns and clumps ofpalm trees. 
an array of vines and branches collecting intoadensejunglefor miles along the 
horium where dark, pleasing green mcc1s light, soothing blue. 

It wns u.sually when the forest green grew darker and the blue began to 
Mrcak with orange that I pushed my way through the foliage and headed for 
the g.11hcring of bamboo houses belonging to 1hc Cham. M aking my way 
through the rustling. squc.alirigeageof pigs\\ ith an armload or bamboo shoots 
or a b<1~ket of mangos or lamut or papayas, I would give a sam MOh to my 
friend) who were also bringing home the. fruits or their labors. Kai Wan and 
Sum-Sareolun were always together. laughing and tossing something, often a 
coconut. back and forth to each other. 

The sun 100k hours to sub<hie itself, and eV(n then the hea1 sweltered 
relentlessly. I had only a limited nu1nber of shoots. and my clo1hes were 
sponges or sweat. The work. was more run when Lon Nol ~ nt with me, but 
once a week her father insist«! she spend 1he greater part or the arternOon 
under the bod hi tree offering incense. That should keep her from bcComing 
bewitched by that evil spirit Behlial, he told her. 

I hurried past the squealing animals and the odor that seems to accompany 
them over to 1he bamboo pile. The weight of the hollow sticks, compared to 
the weight of papayas or coconut$, made m)• choiceofhan•estingancasy one. 
Maybe if I hurried I could catch Lon Nol. 

"Bopha!" Dy Bcllong was staringdown Mme. "Where i.s Kuch Kong? I musl 
sec the witch doe1ora1 once. " I could sec the monk's orange-colored robe from 
the corner ofmyeye, and though not pcrmit1cd to look him directlyin the foce. 
I still fc.h his e)•es sear<:hing for an answer from me. 



"Have you checked the bohde? I saw him leave this morning with a spirit 
house in his hands ... 

··which bo<lhi?" I shrugged my shoulders in ignorance, not knowing where 
my father was. Dy Bcllong turned and hurried away. 

Months could pass by and the seasons would never really change. II was 
always hot and steamy, always bcau1iful, and always filled with enough sun to 
keep our bodies dripping wet. The weeks for lc.aming began again and during 
the coolest hours in the morning we all met in the clcaringjust this side of the 
open rice paddies. "Sopha, please be silent," my instructor would plead. but 
Lon Nol and I would laugh with Eng Ly and Saran and Somonthaand the rest. 
Sam-Sareoun was asked to leave our presence many times for his persuasive• 
ness in getting Kai Wan to pelt us girls with mudbalb. Sometimes wc would 
hear the sounds of a thousand giant mosquitos buzzing through the air 
overhead, a T•28fighter bomber.socking whose blood it might feed upon next. 
The occasional bomber was the only reminder of the vio lent rape the Khmer 
Rouge wascomminingin the other pans ofour gentlecountry. But as for me. I 
pondered Dy Bellong·s worJ.s even when the vulturti weren, soaring above 
me. From atop the abandoned turtle shell, where Sam•Saroun led us on 
pompous and selJ--elcYated missions to discover a new territory o r else win a 
victorious battle for 1he Cham, I would stop amid the playful screams or my 
friends and look to 1he south. Looking to the Pochentong airport at Phnom 
Penh, I could not hear the tortured screams ofdying Cambodians. nor hear the 
screams of halting airplane engines as they landed; norcould I sec the wings of 
the planes flying oN to commit further immorality, nor see the wings of a 
mother's soul taking her to the gods while herchild held a mutilate<! body in his 
small arms. It all took place too far for me to reach, but I could feel the vio lenoc 
in my stomach. I could sec the glow of orange from the corner of my eye and 
hear the words of Dy Beloong ..., , is the witch doctors, they bring the bad 
bu.ddhas here. The spirit houses with sacrifices and incense invite those 
murderers to punish the innocent. Kuch Kong is one of them." 

"Kuch Kong is one oflhem"was a hcart-strikings1atcment thatcroS,Scd my 
mind SC\'eral times. allowing me to fee.I the terror of Phnom Penh within. 

It was the first day oflhc wcek, a day that was not for harvesting or learning 
but a day for resting and meeting with friends. And it was the day I had been 
born in Andek~hep ten years earlier. My father spent some time of mourning 
by himself, for my mother 's life was lost while-giving life to me, and then we 
climbed into the cyclo together to dri\'e north to Kampong Chhnan,g. 

•·Knyomc Kleein,"were the first words my father had spoken since the time 
we had first begun walking up and down the crowded dirt streets. Merchants 
ocxupicd sturdy hutsthat housed their livelihood. I was hungry too, I told him, 
and so wc squeezed in between two shops, went across the alley. and found a 
small eatery that served u.s lots of l).abou soup and chaa. 
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··Why did you name me Sopha?.. 
.. We both loved nowetS. They sway so innoccmly in the breeze ... 
.. Did you sec the soldiers in front or the linen shop?" 
" I thought you were eyeing the fine cloth, Bopha. You shouldn't be so 

amazed by war ... 
In the hotsun I was wriog.ingwet ason most days and thedirtwasstieking to 

my feet and ankle.11 as we j oumeyed away from the congestion of people and 
motorbikes. We parked our cyc1o on the side of Nehru Boulevard at a spot 
when: it widened. A fewyardsaway, a shiny object caught my eye as it sparkled 
in the d irt. Maybe it was a ring with a large ruby in it like the one I had seen 
down the boulevard. I skipped ovcrtoit, and as I squatted down I looked up 
toward the sound of a thousand mosquitos. I was too ignorant to be fearful, 
and within seconds the thunderous <:lap knocked me to the &round and 
covered me with dirt. Screams and cries told of the pain taking place in the 
streets. My eyes were tearing to wash away the rough sand, and even as I 
opc1,ed them clouds of smoke and dust obstructed my view. The cyclo had 
fa llen O\'Cr, my fa ther with his head resting 0 1, the front wheel. The back wheel 
was s1ill spinning freely. A long oval piece ofwhite•hot shrapnel had imbcdded 
itself and melted into his check. He was lying on his side, his teeth clamped 
together tightly. deep lines in hi.11 forehead, his black jacket soaked with thick 
blood. I laid my hands upon his che,;t and gently rolkd him over. The lower 
part of h is arm was gone. leaving tendons and flesh torn and dangling like the 
vines and branches of a mutilated jungle. The left side or his chest was now a 
bloody cavity. Many Cambodians me1 a bad budd ha during the attack. Kueh 
Kong was one of them. "Kuch Kong was oneofthem" rolled through my mind 
and the pain of Phnom Penh beeame the to rment of Kampong Chhnang. I 
raised the cyclo, started it, and sped in the same direction toward the Thai 
border with all the other,, dodging the dead and wounded lying in the dirt, 
Cyclos and Yamahas sped by. families ran togc1hcr toward the densejungle 
with few, ifany, belongings in their hands. Exploded shops that had sold fine 
linens and jewelry were wonhlcss: wads ofritllay in the street unable to buy 
back the flesh eaten by me1al teeth. Lovely brown skin was chopped into 
putrid waste. Many lay in the streets wriggling and wailing with the to rtured 
pain of missing limbs o r lo.st loved ones. Shouted rumors passed back and 
fo rth that Andek•hcp had been overrun by the Khmer Rouge, Cambodians 
won over by thccannibalismofdevouringtheirown people. A man was in my 
path ahead,dis.ablcd in some way or another. He cried with his hand stretching 
up in the air. reaching 10 anyone for help. A thn::c•wheeled taxi nearly struck 
me from behind as I came 10 a halt. 

"Put him in yourtaxi and take him with you." Relief came over his (acca.s he 
began to hope. The skinny driver started to backup and scoot his remorqu~ 
around to circumvent u$. "Take him with you!" I ordered. 
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•
A scowl covered his race. ..Riel!" He pul out his hand demandingly. 
•Jt's all over the streets." I was helpless to soften his·stony heart. 
••Then it's his katma." He drove offlike a terrified squirrel seekingthe safety 

of his burrow to hide him from the threatening world. 
Idrove offwiththe traffic, imagining that by the next day the Mekong River 

would be a vCln of crimson. flowing for the redemption of the blood•thirsty. 
For fifteendays or so we traveled. We were an entiregroup, led byexpens in 

dark clothes through 1he jungle, walking long distances in the blackness of 
night. I felt theeompulsion to return, to roll him overagain and again, to find 
him alive. Hearing himcall my namconeday, I turned to look,only to have the 
sounds ofbirds and small animals mocldngly answer me. The cries of hungry 
and tired babies mixed poorly with the fearwe allcarried ofsabotage. I wanted 
to quiet them, yet whenever a plane flew overhead, I cried with them. Not 
wtnting to show my anguish, though everyone had their share, I otherwise 
saved my tears fo r at night. 

Once the arduous journey was over, my new home was one of many long 
rectangulartents. One hundred orso "survivors..shared a tent and the meager 
portions of food. Some of the..survivors,"especially the young ones who had 
been there forquite some ti me. had shallowChestsand hugely unproportioned 
bellies. Their eyes, from which the sparkle had been robbed, stood out much 
too far from a lack of 0<:$hy health in their checks. Their ribs were perfectly 
aligned and all too ckarlyvisible,scrving as an ugly rcmindcrofthc way solid 
bars can cage the heart and i1s desires. 8cd after bed was lined up within tent 
after tent, within 1he walls or a sturdy fence that enclosed the camp of 
··survivors." We dcah wi1h boredom and confinemen1 as if we had been 
cri.minaJs. 

"You're just lying on the bed s-taring again, Ropha." 
..Hi, Tak Tay. r m 1ired, I suppose." 
:·Flowers wither if they go without sunshine. •• 
Tak Tay's age presented a mystery to us all as we wondered howshe made it 

across the freedom line. as theycall it. Somehow Iwas glad forher being there 
because she was an excellent listener, and today she was open to recei.,-e my 
ramblings aga.in. Sheslowlysat her large frame on thec<lgc ofmy bed. '"What 
great thoughts are weighing so hc.avy on your mind today'?" 

"Wishful think=ng." Isaid, never taking my eyes off.ofa focU$ point: thoug1'. 
what the focus point actually was l didn't kno.w. 

"'Wishing fo r what'?" 
''Wishing to carry the heaviest basket of coconuts. Wishing to be silent 

during learning. Wishingto tell Lon Nolthatshcwas . .. wishing - to spit on 
Dy Bcllong's shoes." 

And it was lovelyl·~k 'faythat snuck me out late in the middle ofche night. 
She muttered something about being very old and I was very sleepy and not 
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sure whether to be afraid. h was socold out and a large white man, with what I 
would havecaUcd at the time .. banana--colored .. hair, grabbed my arm tig_htly. 
pulling me alongfor miles with eight or nine others. We finally came to a large 
open space and I n ill felt as though I was dreaming. We squeued tightly 
together for lack of space on the aircraft and again I was on an adventure 
procJaimcd for me by fate. 

Yes, l will always have a vivid recollection of the events that led to the 
American "paradise." But standing atop an cightecn•story high rise, I see the 
way many buildings clothe the massive land with an extreme lack ofelegance. J 
see a "survivor"ofthat dark day. transported from paradise to "paradise,., and 
again I begin to wish at the lea.st that my memory will someday dull its vivid 
self. 

t 
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Jim Duffield 

History 

History 
Accumu1ation of ideas given weight, 
The view of a seg~nt of society. 
Given as a whole. 
Truths for a new generation, 
Sorted by those who 
Have the weight of gold, 
The blast or gunpowder 
Or the cry of a crowd. 



Joanie Oreolt 

Search 

'fhc moon watches 
As a leaf in a lonely ballet 
Disconnected from the life 
Which gave it color and form 
Drifts. pirouettes and 
Slowly, quietly, searches 
Its way back to sweet 
Beginnings from which it came. 

Wild Apple 

Wooded countryside filled with 
Lush gret:n and tasty 
Natural wildness. 
Crisp navor and sassy smite 
Ripened to perfection 
Succulent and tempting 
Untended fruit with delicate heart 
And har\'tstcd with addiction. 



Chaukim Dinh 

Voix de la Terre Natale 

Unc voix si dou«- si dork>tame 
One chanson mClodieuse, troublame 
Un air piein de regrets doux-amcr 
Une robt d iaphane J'Crnlam librc sous l'nur 
Ondubm et tou.rnoyanc au get du zCphyr 
Rappdlem du bon vicux temps lc-s ariettes oublitts. 

Malgri l'Hivcr comme un Clan de ma tcndre jcunessc 
Les rayons ::irgCmCs de la lune bfa(:mie 
Mirokant dans le catmc de: la RiviCre des Parfwns 
Jcncnt une 1')()(C nrc enfoujc sous le fouilJis dc.s Ctoiles! 

Le c.ripuscuk aurC:oM d'un arc.cn-dcl splcndide 
Scmblc dire adieu 8 l-a plage dCscrrc vidc d·amourcux 
Mais rhonnc- scul nc sc sent pas seul dcvam fa nature immen$e 
Absorbe dMs s:a mCdimion sur fa vibe des vagues lcngourcuscs. 
0 images oonfusts de ma vie en tcrre natalc 
Elles font vibrcr !cs fibres sensibles de mon cocur 
Elles me font plC\ucr commc un cnfam de pe-ur Cpri.se 
Et jc sangkM:c, pauvre vagabond sans pauic 
RcjctC par !es turbu!,ences d'un monde Cv:anoui 
Je crCbuchc d1ns le pays des rock-roll aroblt d'enoui. 

Com me le upis vert tendre des planccs ck riz 
Sc-mble frissoncr sous la carcssc de la br·ise 
Les lames Japis-lazuli sur la mer agrC$(e des champs nau1ls 
M'enchantenr comme un marin ivre d'avcnt1.1rc$ 
O'l:l senteur d u riz mU.ri.ssant qui m'cnv6ucc 
Comme le bouquet de ntnuphar un soir d'chCa;outc 
Un parfum d'enccnsoir Cmanant de l'Ct11.ng vert i tC<e dorte. 

k ciel, la mer, les rnoms, b 1erre beoie de mon pays 
Tous tveillent en moi hon nombre d'imprcssions inoubliable.s 
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Ocpui.s le $0mmct du mont de Yen-TIie I~ ba.s au Nord 
Qui suin1e dans le lin~il livide un matio d'hiver 
A la main qui trig~ au C.Cncre cc vCtusct sanetuaire 
Sur la «>queue rolline une oasis de p:iix suprem.e 
OU le son de cloche ck- la pagode Thien-Mu 
S'Cpanchc et CgrCnc bicn loin clans la campagne 
Sa voix mystique cmportCe par la bcise noeturne 
l 'ineHable message de paix, de concorde universclle. 

Au printemps souvenc on emend Jes confidences amoureU$CS 
Parmi lcs pins cbantants au flanc d u Tr0nc Royal 
En ~t~, on aime adrni.rtr cascades d':argent 
de Lantbiang et ks chutes dCgringolantes de Oalat 
Cc pctit nid d'amour juchc sur uo pl:m:au si haut 
qu'il sc figc et se mire dans son lac ~terncl. 

Parfois, le jeune aventurier, fatiguC d"avcmurcs 
Sait r«rueillir le son argemin d'un trCmolo inl:t$$l'lble 
Cette voix s-us-vrranie d'une $0Urce au port tit$ Mille Fleurs 
Trouve, dans une imc trisce 1oujours un Ccho mCmorable. 

0 Grocte des MNveilks magnifique ma.~ oublik et pe-rduc 
Parmi le dCdale de la Baic d'Nalong brumeusc 
Palais digne des comes de fttS et d'immoncls 

baie de jade jonchce cl(' montagoes fascinamcs 
roman1ique dCC:Or qu·on croit surgir de tableau:ii: antiques! 

0 saulcs pleuters qui effleurtnt 
la surface sercine du Petit lac qui leurrc 
ks amants, a COtC des belles du vicux Hanoi rCvcuscs 
au regard voilC scrutant rimed' un voyageur lassC. 

0 chanson mervcilleuse d\1nc ammblCC de (ilaos 
Quel concert C'Cltste, quel violen C1Nng,e 
si riche en g:ammes 1onale.s, en air tptquc 
quellc harmonic, quel crescendo fa1,umique 
Musiquc d'a.ngc qui mt pimc ct me 1ransponc 
des confins de la terrc au pays des immonels. 

0 Mere, 0 Terre Natale, je voodrai.s t"cmbramr 
et secuir ta chalcur dans mes mains uemblantc, 
m:ii.s 10 m·Cc-h:ippe$ entre me, doigts t!llonnants 
.Et com me en un beau l'C'Ve uop court, tu dispariis 
Au moment mCmc oO les ra)'OOS du $Oleil de Ptimemps 
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Surgissem commc un bouquet d'espoir riconfonam 
Dans mon !roe tristc cc ma c~c branlamc. 

Mals Cooucc: cc ululcmcm lugubrt d'un hibC>u 
Seancbnt de la vit et du temps l-a marche macabre 
0 roi nocrurne, -angc d&hu, oiseau de m-auvaise -augu.re 
l,n$ariablc, con cri pe-rcc mon irne conur«" 
par la rribul.:uion des rourmancs soufrcrrs 
par parents cc imis, par cous ceu:x qui me sonc chCJ'$. 

Car ils vivem courht, jour er nuit sous le joug -accablam 
d"un rCgirne <k gens g.rincheux cc cncombrancs 
C.ar les nouve:i.ux mst1rt$ conduisenr la marche dramaciqi>e 
d"u.n peuple souinis er d'u.n monde ferffle dans une rondc frtnCciquc 
Sous la ftrult' des appdbtnsions f.es plus noires 
e t les promesscs d"un paradis des p lus illusoires! 

76 

https://nouve:i.ux


Anne-Marie Dull 

The Holocaust 

I am a Jew and a survivor of the HolocaU$t. My original name was ZAvia 
Mahler, but was changed to Sara Martin shortly after the war. The 
Holocaust did much more than change my name. 

I am now settled in New York, married, and have three grown children. 
When I first moved to New York I was young. scared, and alone. All my family 
and friends had d ied. It was there that [ met my husband (an American). From 
that time until the prc$Cnt, I pushed all thoughts of the war out of my mind. I 
pretended that it never happened. As did most surviving Jews of my time, I 
re1naincd silent. Only now, after fony•two yea.rs, ean I bear to reveal the 
horrors that I experienced at the hands of the Natls. 

It all began when I was sixteen. I lived in thcsma.11 shtetl of Ro:tiatowwiah 
my parents and two brothers. The wardidn'I actually·begin forus until May of 
1942. This was when the Nazis assembled all of the Jews in our town - there 
were around 3,000 of us - and took us to nearby Warsaw. 

The Germans built a ghetto there to isolate the Jews from the Chris-tian 
population. Its wails were8 ft high. physicallycuuingit off from the rest ofthe 
city. This was at·first d isguised asa quarantine measure to prevent the spread of 
typhus which was already raging in the Jewish sector. But when JeW$ from 
surrounding areas were shipped there it took on a more sinister purpose. 

We were allowed a few necessities and the clothes on our backs to take with 
us. At that time, I stmdidn't fuUyunderstand the severity ofour situation. My 
parents told me that it was a new German policy for us 10 be segregated in such 
a way. 

We were given two small rooms for the five of us. The beds were made of 
straw and were filled with insects. My Fatherand brothers were sent to work in 
the fields 0111side the city. They would come home late at night with a few 
rotten potatoes forour supper. Then one night the city was completely blocked 
off. Barbed wire was hung across the few streets that connected the Jewish and 
non-Jewish sections. German police were stopping all traffic.out ofthe Jewish 
sections. My eldest brother woke us all up and showed us the barricades. There 
was no way out anymore. Other people came out of their houses and stared, 
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stunned by the fright ru1 suspicion that was creeping into their minds. Then, 
suddenly the realiz.ation struck w. Like cattle we had been herded into the 
conal and the gate had been barred behind us. J clutched my motherts hand 
and stared into the cold. midnight sky . 

.. What will become ofus now?" I thought miserably. But I stHI had faith in 
God and in my parents to help me survive; so I slept souDdly that night 

Starvation and disease quickly took their toll in the Ghetto. My brothers 
both died oftyphu.s wilhinwcekso! each other. We hid their bodies under our 
floorboards so that their ration cards could still be used. I always went to bed 
hun_gry, but I was still bener off than many. We kept the doors and windows 
boarded up at night. Thieves and hunger,<ra-zed scavengers roamed the streets 
looking for food and they had been known to kill people while they slept. 

My parents and I took to making goods for the Polish, working with raw 
materials already in the Ghetto or smuggled into it. We made soap, kerchiefs, 
and many useful gadgets that were used to trade for food. It was done illegally 
through smugglers or Christian workers in the Ghetto. 

After a year in 1he Gheuo, I c-0uldn'l stand living in such miserable 
conditions any long(r. People were dropping dead in the st.reets like flies and 
were Jen there co roe. Human waste and garbage were everywhere. Hunger 
drove some to madness, others to slow death. 

One night my mother came to me and said, ..Zivia, your brothers are dead, 
and your Father and I arc sJowlystarving. We want you to haveyourchance at 
life. so you must listen carefully." She then proceeded to tell me of her plan of 
escape for me. 

A young J ewish boy came to our door 1hat night and I was to follow him to 
freedom. I knew that we would be immediately killed ifanysoldiersspoucd us, 
but it was well worth the risk. We ran through thedark anddinysueeu, hiding 
in the shadows and jumping over dead bodies. Finally, the boy pointed to a 
barricading wall before us. A clump ofbushes were pulled away to reveal the 
s-mall hole. I crawled on my belly through theslighc opening. It seemed to ta.kc 
forever to get to the other side. I came into a small hut on the other side of the 
wall. A strong man pulled me out and into the room. The boy was right behind 
me and soon we were fed a small portion of bread and soup. There was a kind 
looking man serving it to us. He was a Christian, but took pity on the Jews. 1 
was smuggled away that night inside a cart while the boy stayed behind. 

We had barely gouen out of the city when the driver of the cart demanded 
extra payment for his troubles. I had none and so he pushed me out and went 
on his way. 

There was a detp forest outside of Wars.aw. I tried to reach it before 
daybreak, because it was easier to hide from the Nazis there. I kept running, 
occasionally stopping to drink from cattle trough$. 

When I was finaUyinside the forest the early momingsun began to rise. l saw 
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a woman jump up from the fields and dash between the trees. I caug_ht up to· 
her. All I said to her was, "'Amkho'?"Thewoman answered, ..Yes... She was a 
Jewish daughter. She told me that her small baby Jay hidden deep in the forest 
and that she had escaped from a concentration camp. 

Ifollowed the woman to her baby. It was covered with boils and lice and was 
grossly underweight. I knew it would not live long. 1'hc woman offered me a 
piece of bread and I hungrily accepted. 

She tokd me of the camps and it made me want to vomit. The medical 
experimentson men and womcn(especiallytwins); the tortures and the killings 
were unbelievable. The young woman described how babies were born and 
ripped apart and then discarded. She described 1he crys ofpeople beingsent to 
the gas chambers or about to be shot. 

L,istening to her speak I lost all my faith in God. If God exists, then He's a 
monster to allow the innocentslaughterofso many. "Ordid He eursethc Jews 
for what wedid in killin.g Christ?" I 1hought, "No. EitherGod does not exist or 
He is the Devil." I preferred to believe in no God at all, 

The woman finished her story and then fell into a fitful sleep. Idid the same, 
When we awoke the next morning, there was a frost on the ground and her 

baby was dead. Drained ofall emotion my poor friend wrapped the small stiff 
body in a blanket and buried it with dirt and leaves. 

The days were monotonous, spent digging up roots and potatoes. Some-
times a kindly priest rrom the village would leave bread and beets for us toeat, 
We lived and ate, rarely talking and never smiling. 

One cold evening, while we huddled tog,cther,someone approached us from 
the shadows. 

"Zivia ... "said the man in a soft, broken voice. 
·•Jerzy!" I cried and fell into his arms. He had been my nextdoor neighbor 

and close friend in the Ghetto. 
"I escaped!" he told us breathlessly. "But almost everyone else is dead.'" 
My hean sank as 1 thought of my parents. Then he began his story. 
·'The Nazjscame to liquidate our Ghetto. Your parents, Zivia.were old and 

publically shot along with 600othcr Jews. It was terrible! They had todigtheir 
own graves . .. I was lucky. Theysent me to a slave-laborcamp. Mysisterwas 
sent with me but was killed in the gas chambers soon after.. , . One night I 
bribed a guard and escaped."Jerzy had cuts and bruises on him that made him 
winoe while talking. 

I tried to Cry afler I heard his story, but no tears would come. They v.'Cre all 
used up. 

We were slowly dying in the forest. I suggested that we go to the road and 
stop the firStjeep that came by. Ifit contained Nazis, then we would beshot,Jf 
it contained Americans, we would bespared.Jeriyvolunteered to do it. He ran 
out from behind the trees and was immediately shot. The two Nazis stopped 
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their jeep and came to loOk for other Jews. The woman and I hid in different 
plac«. She was soon found, raped and then killed. I was lying under a pile of 
rotting leaves. There-were many maggots and worms crawling on my body but 
I couJd not make asound for fear ofbeing found. The two Nazis waJkc<l by me 
several times. Finally, they seemed satisfied and went on their way. I passed out 
from fright. 

I huddled in the forest for days. I didn't move, except to close my eyes. I 
hoped to die quickly. Then, two days after my friends w-cre killed, the kindly 
Prics-t came with food and news of the Americans. They were in his town. 

Ofcourse, I am thankful that I am alivc(cven though I sometimes feel guilty 
about it); "And, still. we arc one people! Made one by common misery, 
common dist re»... 

t 
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Steven D. Ross 

Sable Hair 

Bewitched was 1 tha, day now past. 
Where I first laid eyes upon 
Hcl' sable hair 

Now I am captive to azure prisons, 
Midden by playful wisp 
Of sable hair 

I no more seek time to study 
Finding my time filled with 
Dreams ofstarlight, softtalk, 
And sable hair. 



Dennis Brenneman 

Puzzle 

Where do these women come from? 
Why 

do they all have lover, in their eyes? 

Frigidaire 

Does someone else know 
that il doesn't take long 

to freeze a banana? 



Ute Margarete Saine 

Lifestyle 

Would you not knot your shirt 
On your bike rack in back 
Would you no1 unwind when wint<I and dined 
Or be cringing with fear 
Catching up with a vengeance 
To sharks and minnows here 
The undiscovered country of the few 
Shocks the living daylights out of me 
Life on the bald spot underscored 
Coming up roses and lilies of sort 
Would you not sell your shirt 
And have it too 
Would you not sell your $0UI 
And be a good sport? 



Horario Primavera) 

QuC suerte leer 
mi suerte en las hojas 
mi sucrtc en las horas 
primavera de horas 
en estas hojas leer 
la suerte de hojas 
salud de los ramos 
y bienC$tar de a'rbol 
le.er la suertc de paJaros 
y la primavcra de las ardillas 
en la hoja la vida leer 
y airc y viento, y sol y sombra 
salud quc circunda 
la t ierra de mi cuerpo 
en las hojas de mi suertc 
los pulmones y la mentc 
en cl Jibro de vida y muerte 
leer el 3rbol y el animal 
y aire viento Uuvia y t ierra 
leer en las hojas 
la suerte hcrmanadcl a"rbol 
la sucrtc·hcrmana que circunda 
y las horas de vida y muerte 
y las horas de vida ysuciio. 

85 



Abwarten 

Frau Tod sitzl im Fenster 
und schlackctt kokctt 
cin knikhcmcr blaucr Engel 

NA OU HIRR sagt sic 
mit dickcm Akzcnt 
NA DU WILi.ST DU LIEBER 
DA I 

Sic wartct dai was 
Klang Farl>c Ocsc-hrci 
was son da.s dcnn 
dai 

Ach spinnst du 
na so was die mcim 
Stcrben na freilich 
dai 

Dan gcht htir wohl nicht 
mit rechten Dingen 
nich mal cin Mann 
nich mat c.in dcutschcr Akzcnt 

Dai und nichts wcitcr 
da haste TISne dai dai 
zisch bums und vorbci 
dai 

Na wartc schr frcundlich 
ncin dankc dain Fragcn 
ich kucke mich gcrn noch 
cin bis$Chcn hicr um 
Bin lcidlich bti Kraftcn 
nein dankc fi.ir daincn Besuch 
und stccke auch mittens in eincm Roman von dcm Dickens . 
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Und kannstc nicht ::anders 
Klang Farbc Gcsch rti 
Jtomm $pater mal wi<=d er 
an d i($Cm Fenster vorbei, 

To Sylvia Plath 

All the summer she was mad 
dcstrOy she said 
flying in and o ut 
fondling the silence 
like the dark ofthe moon 
destroy she said 
dreaming round and round 
hugging lree bark: tree 
like the mother of earth: but 
destroy she said 
envying butterflies 
1heir foundtring du,,.1y wing 
pe1als like scales C'l f sun 
she- rose i.he saw she ~aid 
dcslrO}' 
fl it the su mmer she was mad, 
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Metamorphose IV 
Humankind cannot bear very much reolily 
T.S. Eliot 

Es ist als trUge 
die Traucr FlUgel 
und schwinge hiriUber 
z.Ugelbefreit 
drUbcn tu fallen in segclndc Sonnen 
HUgel dein KOrper im Wind 
die ungcstilmen OUfte 
wolkentrUb verdampfende Meere 
malcn sich in allc vier Winde 
es ist als trl:Sge Trauer 
in Freudefunkcln Lichterschauer 

es ist ats trUge 
die Trauer Flugel 
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Tante 

Oa h:ingcn sic wie Marionc1tcn Rcih und Glied 
wie to1e V~gel lcndcnlahm in Zwtigcn 
wic HUllcn cints Tiers dctcnt vcrcnde1 
bl!iiht sich dcr Stoff und nicht vorhandcn 
dcr KQrpcr und was w-citer 
vcrcndct und in F'ahcr flthrt gcballt 
cin gr-aucr frcmder Wind was wcitcr blcibt 
als ein t wci Bilder Orehidccn und tapfrc Papagcin 
im Stapel O1'mmcrfofos fruh belichtct 

Da hangen 0Ugelmatt in Rcih und Glicd 
gespicsstc Klifcr an die 8Ugel angeschwcisst 
als Tcil von Stoff mit CUnfiig siebzig ncuniig 
von vietcrlci Gestalt und viclcn Ahern 
der K0rpcr und was wcitcr 
glcich schwimmt um Schein und Widcrschcin 
das SpUlicht saufcn immcr wicdcr Spinncn 
die sich als .Erdbecrbun;en tarnen 
zwar bist du tot doch Wasser ist bczahlt 

Im Abcnddunst des 1aubenbl:1t1en Sonn1agskleids 
von tauscnd Tonncn Sand vcrschlucla 
vcrsinkcn wcstentaschcnhintergartenhaft 
die K0rncr deincr wcggcnognen Stimmc 
dcr K0rpcr und was weitcr 
blcib1 schlccht gcplanter le111cr Untcrschlupr 
des Atcms wci1c S1reckcn Strenge- Luft 
bticht UberfaUig in des Morgcns plumpe >."ullc-n aus 
im Sch,m en spiegeln Lich1er a.us dern t0len Hnus. 



Apres la Fete 

Dc'cidc'mente 
jc me suis bicn amusc'e 
j'ai parlC 1hCStrc avcc !'artiste 
j'ai pattc' art avcc les musiciens 
j'ai par!C musique avcc la poCte 
ct lcs affaircs faire faire faire 
ct la politiquc tiquc tique tiquc 

J'ai rcnc-omrc' pas mal de true$ 
j'ai racontc' pas mat de types 
j'ai ttnonct' aux punaiscs niaises 
qui m·ont fait la rtte 
t~tc-~-tc'tc 
qui m·on1 tcnu t~c 
en tcnuc d'c'tc' 
nuditc': 
je me suis bien amus.e'e 
dc'cidc'mcnt. 

Facetie 

- Qu'cst--ce: que 1·as e'crit, Marie? 
- De la poe'sie, Henri. 
- De la poe'sie. Marie? 
- Oui-<la, pardi, inon pctit. 
- Nenni. ncnni. ma petite chc'ric, 

ricn qu'hc're"sic-s, ricn qu'hCrc'sics. 
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Le Douanier en Detresse 

YCyC. c·es1 moi. 
me voila au Mexique. 
respirant Its suffO(:ants lincculs 
de tcmpcle tropicalc. 
lcs vents hurlants 
brandissant barbichcs c1 c,anichcs. 
un 1igrc cffarC, trois roses du ncrificc 
ct des rcux roulant sous un c.icl dCmen1, 
Et moi. sans ve10. jc confcssc 
mouillC jusqu'aux os. jusqu'aux fesses, 
que pounant 
YCyC c'est moi. 
me voi1a au pays 
des enchantcressts ... 
euh. euh, c'est-.i-<lirc en P.S. 
je parlc de tem~es 
cml)Ctrcsscs. 
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Tina Frisbee 

The Silent Force 

A') I meandered away fron, home 
Nature encompassed me 
with exahed grandeur . 

Her hills, barren in spots. 
covered with 

muddy black clay, 
she painted 

in awesome golds 

Upon her trees 
an abundance ofjewels 

glistened and danced 
in sunshine's 

crram ,ays 
Her wild roses. 

with tiny thorns 
illuminated delicately. 

proudly proclaimed 
their last horray 

Beautiful and ma,estic 
as $he was.• 
I g.,11.ed away . . . 

Beneath her vibrant autumnal portrait 
~he tvuched me still 
another way ... 

petrified 
lc.aness spires 
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jagged 
colorless masses 

mellow 
reaching pines 

each whispered 
a purpose 
a charm 
a grace 

His Smile 

Crumbled 
stuffed into a wheelchair, 
seeming 
drained of expression, 
void of thought, 
a soft smile 
mo,.'C=S across 
his deeply can•cd face:, 
gently murmuring 
a tcnaeious hoJ)c 
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Fear 

Tugging, tumbling 
like a raging river. 

fc-1r wracks 
my soul. 

freezes 
1ny vision 

Plowing 0\'Cr 
rocky feelings 

she tosses boldly, 
carving harshly 

~ilcntly choking 
my diligent dre~rns 
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Philip Thompson 

A CLoser Look 

I ga:r.c as if they arc a 
thousand miles away, 
yet they arc so close. 

Pools of liquid autumn 
tranquil and undisturbed 
yet, >tiething with feeling. 

I am close but forever 
distanl in my mind, 
yet reality is 1rucr. 

They rcncct little depth 
but dwell in dark shadows, 
yet. none have explored. 

To the touch the edge is 
delicately moist, yl."l 
cracked and dry. 

A brown wood flourishes 
nearly, but draws 
equal fascination. 

Someone special will find 
this view. but now, I 
am the only spectator 

I am content with lhc 
memory. and walk away 
from my mirror. 



Bill Anderson 

The Confessions of a Recovering Nihilist 

My name is Bill. :ind I am a nihilist. I suffer from a disease that ean be 
controlled, but ncvcrcurod . 1-\hhough I ha,,c kept meaning in my life 
fo r nearly (h"t )'CMS, it remains a constant struggle. I must wake up 

each morning, look in the mirror and say .. , shall find meaning in my life 
1oday."' I offer this tcstimQny to those among you who may still suffer from the 
acti-.·c phase of this pernicious malady. I hope 1hat, through my example, you 
may find the courage io begin the slow, tor1urous road to recovery. 

My ba1tle with nihilism began seven yea.rs ago. I was living in Greenwich 
Village, and attended the City College ofNew York. My studies bored me, as 
did so much ofmy lire a1 the time. I frequently skipped classes and went instead 
to the coffeehouses near my apartment. I fell in with an intellectual crowd and 
was introduced to existentialism. Although I found it repugnant at first, I 
gradually acquired a taste for it. I discovered that many ofits writers seemed to 
share my view of life, that it was senseless and void of purpose. My taste soon 
became a craving. I even wrote a play. a work that was to mark the beginning of 
my downfall, It was very short, and was intended to be read, not performed. 
Ah hough I realize that Ido this at great risk (I never obtained a copyright). 1 
have reproduced it here. in itsentirety;such has been my increase in trust since 
beginning my recovery. 

One and All 

Tht Players: 

One- Person,·JX>.ues:,·i11g the potential to be onyo/the/ollowing: avaricious. 
bumptious, conceiled, deceitful, envious, feckless. ghastly, horrid. 
indolem.j,wndiced, kleptomonlac, lictmlous, malevolent, norelssistie, 
ogrtlsh,ptt11ltm1, qutrulous. rudt. saw,ge. tlmorous, ugly. vain. weak. 
xenophobic. yahoo/sh. and zany. 

All- Persons: bdug in many and varied combinations. each ofthe above. 

Curtain 



Ont and All are huddled together on an otherwise empty stage. 

Curt1i:n 

The play was instant1y popular and highly praised among the literari. It was 
printed and reviewed in all the Village papers. One reviewer called it '"an 
existential statement of the fil"$t order ... Another termed it .. an insightful 
indictment of life itself. ·• My favorite was wriuen by a pertonal friend. who 
labeled it "exquisitely mordant. .. I was the talk of the coffeehouses! 

One week after the first reviewseame out, I was visited by an off-Broadway 
producer. He owned a small theatrical company that catered to inteUeauals. 
He had read my play and wanted to perform it. He felt, however, that it needed 
dialogue and asked me if I would be willing to write some. I replied that 1 felt 
dialogue would be an artistic compromise. I told him, hOwt\-·er, that I might 
consider a few well-spaced coughs, burps. and similar noises. We met several 
times and eventually settled on a long, plaintive moan. This would be done 
chorally and would be acce.ntuatcd by having halfofthe cast wring their hands 
and the other halfshake their heads violently. We had reached agreement: the 
way was clear. 

A cast was chosen and production began. I attended many rehearsals and 
was pleased to note that each seemed 10 go more smoothly than the previous 
one. Still, I was frequently a walking case of nerves. Then, during the early 
afternoon of the scheduled opening night. my world fe ll apart. I received a 
phonec.all from lhe owner-producer. He informed me.that he had had the same 
dream, identical lo the small«t detail, three times during the previous night, 
He dreamt that he was writing at his desk when an official ohhc court walked 
in and served him with a subpoena. It was for a ten million dollar libel suit and 
named him as the defendant. Theplaintiff wasone"Humanity Incorporated ... 
The owner•producer related that. though he fe lt certain that Humanity Inc. 
was merely a front for some outfit in Jersey. he was pulling the play. The.same 
dream three times in the same night was a bad omen indeed. He was sorry, but 
that was lhat. 

I was crushed. For days I did nothing but lie in bed and stare at the ociling. 
Then I returned to my former sources ofsolace, the existential writers. I soon 
broadened my reading to include anything pessimistic. I was miserabk: and I 
wanted as much company as possible. I was on a downhill course that nearly 
killed me. By the third week following the: demise of my play, I was reading 
Schopenhauer before breakfast, if I bothered to eat at all. Once. during this 
period, I rented a car, feeling a need to get out of the city. I was driving the 
wrong way on a one~way street, a glassy-eyed vac.uous stare.on my faoc. I hit a 
s1rcet lamp. The investigating officer searched thcc-ar and found an open copy 
of &ing and No1hingntss. J was cited for operating a vehicle while under the 
influence of Sartre. 
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Thecndcamcaweek l::itcr. I sensed that I wasfadingfas1,and vowed I would 
notgo alone. I carried aoopy of Kafka's shor1 stories to a crowded intersection. 
I walked to the midd~ of lhc strttt and began reading from in In The Penal 
Ccfony. Soon trafficbacktd up in aUdiroctions. A large crowd gathered. There 
were a few hecklers. but most people wore horrified looks. Many were crying. I 
was blazing in my final moments of glory! Then, quickly and quie1ly, two of 
New York's finest walked up to me. They took away my book and arrested me 
for public Nihilism. I was led away. handcuffed and shamefaced, to the 
precinct station. 

Once inside the station, J began to hallucinate. J was very ctrtain that the 
desk sergeant was the Seif-Taught Man in Sartre's Nausea. Another officer, 
who had evidently read Jean-Paul, attempted to explain the reference. The 
sergeant cut him off in mid sentence and faced me with a fury. He made it very 
clear that he was quite popular With women, and had never practiced 
autodidacticism. He pointed out, furthermore, that it was / and not he who 
wore thick glasses. He then warned me that I had better watch my mouth, lest I 
need a dentist as well as an attorney. The arresting officers, apparently fearing 
for my safety, look me back into their custody. They put me back into the 
patrol car, and drove me, posthaste, to the Center for the Treatment of 
Philosophical Disorders. 

I was admitted for a twenty-four hour observation period. I spent a sleepless 
night in an open ward. l was kept awake by two Platonists who argued 
oe.aselCS$ly whether Mayor Kocll would be welcome in the Republic. I was later 
admitted as an inpatient with 1hc diagnosis .. nihilistic existentialism." I was 
moved to a semi-private room, which I shared with a Cartesian. He was a most 
unpleasant fellow, an 31)solute know-it-all. 

I was at the centerforsix w«ks. My initial treatment consisted ofeducation 
about the disease process. I was given a copy ofa Readers' Digest reprint tilled 
I am Jot's AngSI. I learned from this, and from lectures by the staff, that 
nihilism has a psycho-philosophic.al base. ll is, in the simplest terms, the 
inability to distort reality into socially•ac«ptable substitutes. My later 
treatment consisted of helping me undergo a radical life-style change. The 
rationale was that n0\'elly ooutd provide what denial could not. Exactly six 
weeks from the day of my admission I was discharged, with the single word 
··recovering" stamped on my chart. 

That was nearly rive years ago. I now liV( in the small, central California 
town of Bakersfield, where I relocated immediately following my discharge. 
The mo\'e has proven to be, as it were, "just what the doetors ordered. "There 
exists here an an1i-intcllee1ualism so incredibly pervasive, that I have all but 
forsaken my former interests. Moreover, I have assimilated well into the toe.al 
culture-: I chew tobacco; I drive a pick-up truck mounted on ten foot tires; and I 
curse the northern, big-city Fresno liberals. I have even become active in civic 
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affairs; I am currently circulating a petition to designate the Budweiser can as 
the county wildflower. 

Still, there arc days when even all of th.is is no t enough. Such is the curse of 
nihilism;control, but never cure. It is on there days,especially, that I nocd todo 
what I doeach morning: I look in the minor,gri1 my teeth and say, "l s.hal/find 
meaning in my life; and damn it, I will do it today !" 

t 
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Mely M. Gonzales 

Brown Wood in Cotton Fields 

Cotton fields symmetrically laid 
under the summer fire ball 
that crisps to,paper thin 
the blooming harvest 

Brown skin people with 
short hoes break the u rth 
slowly they melt 
into a puddle of $Weat 

flame in the sky 
chars brown wood 
motionless 10 black ashes 
Ashes and dust mix 
from dust to dust 
from ashes to lost panicles 
carried by the august winds 
to the ends ofthe cotton field 

Flame in the sky 
gradually dies 
coolness or dawn lifts 
melted souls and crisp dreams 



Mi Amado Salvador 

Mi Amado SaJvador, 
a tus pies taigo 
mi humilde oorazon 
Roto, hcrido, oon 
solo una csperania 
esa espcranz.a cres Tu 

El mundo y sus placcrcs 
lcjos di Ti 
me tcnian 
pcro 
Tu dulce voz 
llcgo hasta 
donde pcrdido 
llorando y hcrido 
vagaba 
Fuc cuando 
renacio en mi 
la cspe:ranz.a perdida 
y sin direccion mas 
quel sonido de tu voz 
vine elamandotc 
pcrdon y rogandote 
cl amparo de tu amor 
De rodillas y llorando 
tc pido Pa<lre Santo 
me rcscates deste 
cruel mundo 
y me tomes en tus 
bra.tos misiricordiosos )' de amor 
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Como Todos las Demas 

Espera. no 1c marches 
quc at!n tst1' Uovicndo . .. 
deja quc la lluvia 
SC' tome en arco iris 

En1onccs, pucdcs ir1c 
y yo qucdarme aqui 
me qucdart' un rato 
has1a quc mis ojos 
tu figura ya no dis-tingan 

?Tc he rcgrcs.ado todo? 
Tus canas. tu re1ra10. 
aqucl libro de pocsias? 
Y tU me devucho 
todo. ya lo veo . 

Espera quc lluC\'C mils 
fucrtc. cspera quc asi 
sin abrigo tc pucdc haccr 
dano ... rccucrda que f,ic il 
e:s para quc un rcsfrio tc 
cnfcrme ... 

?Te acuerdas de aquCI dia 
cdando nos conocimos . . . ? 
Estabas sentada bajo cl 
viejo arbol y lcias ... 
cuando pa$l me mirastc 
y nucstros ojos sus 
mirados no pudicron 
desatar . ..? 

Supt' enton«s que serias 
especial en mis d ias 
vcnideros 
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Nos promctimos amor 
ctcrno y nos cntrcgamos 
nucstras vidas en cambio 
pero ahora. 1odo aquel 
amor inagotablc aqui 
tcrmina . .. somos como 
todos los dcmis 

Cuando te hay-as marchado. 
no 1e lo prometo. pcro 
qui1.a's sc me cscapen un 
par o dos de lagrimas 

Y despuCs de un mes 
cuando nos vc,amos 
pasara's lijera en traje 
para mi ya desconocido, 
y yo con mi barba. crccida 
seri otro ante tus ojos 
Mis amigos te prcguntaran 
por ··aqull" y tU con desdCn 
les contcstara$ ""?Cua'!?" 

Y yo ansioso, con 
aparencia de indifcrcanc 
hablarC de aquClla la 
quc hacc mucho tie.mpo 
fuc mi cstrclla 

Si. nos miraremos !rcnte 
a frentc y pasar3 por 
nuestras mcntes 
aquellos dias 
de dieha y que 
scra'n mcmorias 
inborrablcs 

Sf. pa.sara5 dcl braio 
de otro muy enamorada 
eomo cuando del mio 
te paseabas 
y cl eco de tu risa 
sen{ la espada 
quc mM hicra mi rttuerdo 
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Y tus labios foriarin 
una sonriz.a cuando 
me vcas de la mano 
de aquclla quc tc 
quisO quitar mi carino 

$4:remos como todos los dcmis 
vcrdaderamente enamorados 
solo dos personas queen 
un ticmpo se amaron , .. 
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Lee Charles 

Skeletal Branches 

awuy in the abandoned lield 
there stood a tree of oak 
w ho:-.c lifeless sk e:letal br.itnches 
wen.· contorted 
in :.inhritic decay 

d:wk hirdl!- o f omen 
perc.:hed by the un4uench~ble brook 
w;;11ching with their fortboding eyes 
tuned to the misfortune of the masses 

then came the winds 
th;;ll transcend this very pluin 
whc1\' a bomshee was heard 
cryi ng through the branches 
but went un.sttn 
where clouds parted 
and light d id not resume 
darkness. with it~ withered hands 
had come to SC.ti this ean hen tomb. 



H. Z. 

Prayer 

Lord-
The rhy1hm or a blade or grass shifting in the wind 

sings ofThee; 

Clouds rising i nto thunders 
echo the deep majesty Thou a.rt. 

The restless seas, moving on their shores 
crtate anthems of praise to Thee. 

Help us this day, Lord, to let o ur small voices 
al$0 sing of Thee 
in puritiC$ a$ beautiful as Thy natural works.. 

Make our quiet rhythms and our weak thunders 
peal praises and excite passions of wonder 
and ofjoy for all who hear. 

For we want to respond even as grasses 
and seas and mists 
to the majesty in Thee. 

Oive us subtle a.races of n:uura.l powers in mu.sic 
and let us praise Thee. 
In Jesus· name, 

Amen 



Cup of Gold - Breakfast 

"'Some people sleep late - ya'know. 
But that's what breakfast is - brt.aking the fast." 

(jellied rolls and bitter coffee) 

•'The NEST? - It's over there - where the campesinos 
arc. bein' busted ... 

(before breakfast) 

'"This service is so damned slow 
it11 be lunch before we get any." 

Yellow-gold teeshirt and bluejeans Allen 
docs his black boat shoc- jigglc -
upn'down - upn'down 
pluckin' d rcams with the ty's-hccl rock 

(hopin for breakfast) 

·•t got a right to take it, - ya know. 
It's my ladder. It ain't nailed down. 
I can take it. It'$ my ladder." 

( ls that part of brcakfa:;!'?) 

The towhead blonde licks his S(RSUOUS 
upper lip free of syrup -
where the teen-white moustache 
hair hope$ for manhood 
and curls it ba<:k in a smi le 
over the milky teeth -

(furred with the residue of breakfast) 

" Have a good day!'" 

(the cash•regis1c-r rings up breakfast) 

Hustlers - hunching over Eggs Benedict 
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in booth three artfully review 
their "tricks.. -

(the source of breakfast) 

The old man - cane in hand -
smiling under the yellowed Elk's tooth -
hanging pendant as 1he remnant of his ye.ars -
oomes in - sits - c·a1s - leaves 

hobbling to the door 
talking to himstlf 
talking to the white dude on the sidewalk 
1alking to the lady across the street 
(who isn't there) 
talking to nobody 
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Investiture of Or. Tomas Arciniega 
Third President 

II May 1984 



lj'Orphcus voy,·e had/orre 10 breathe such ,m.ui<'kes love 
'n1rnu,1:h pores of.venreless ,rees. as it rouldnu,f.:e•them move: 
(/stones goo<I ineas'"" daunr'<J 1he Thcban wall,u IQ build, 
To (·(ltf('l1('t• ,ifthe 11111('$, A m ph)'ORS lyre di(/ )'ee/J, 
Mor<• Nmst u like ejfer1 a, leastwist bringeth: 
0 .v1mu-s. o trees. leume ht:arlng. Stella sl11ge1!,, 

Sir Philip Sidnty 
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