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William Adam., 

LEAR, V.iii. 311 

''Pray you, undo this button. 
Thank you sir." 

t would pre$$ thi5 child. 
Withered here, 

To one fi.n:.I wiuming 
Draw her near. 

This true, simple k>ve 
I trampled o'er 

Leot I be unkinged, 
In common stare, 

1 bid her make ni.mcnts 
From her core. 

Nevcr's so honest a wcavu 
Bttn paid so poor. 

.. Pray you undo thi$ bunon. 
Thank you, sir."' 

PU let dep.:in: th.is $hell, 
Not King severe, 

But, rtduccd and ttnewed, 
A greater Lear. 

The naked babe who milked 
His mother dear 

For all mortal man 
Need ever wear 

To seal him from the 
Torrtnt air, 

All el,e is gilded 
Shirt of hair. 

"'Pray you. undo this button. 
Thank you, sir.'' 
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William Adams 

Obchair D' Arte 

In Mistr't$$ Havelock's sitting room, 
The sun makes app0intmencs to Illume 
The Aitting motes, when no one ,e,cs. 
As if such p ublic chaos would disple:asc 
Some Divine in$piration VC$ted there, 
Tbat placed each cable. vase. and chalr. 
Supn:mdy arrayed, and balanc.td elements. 
Like st%lunch and banen continents. 
A perfect order amid the scatter 
Of tiny, s«ret, particulate matter. 
A sor. system by God H;nuelf. 
Flawle,.Jy ploced «ool, mlc a.nd ,he!f, 
Where not 30 much as mignnt dust 
Can rest btfore the t'ttniied lust 
Of Mistrc:$S Havdock's wipe and flail 
Of eve:ry slender spool and rail. 
Of every finely lacquered face, 
Each solid interlude in ipacc. 
Fans and screens, all deftly scrolled, 
Eac.h etch meticulously patrolled. 
No fugitive jot shall harbor there. 
And, thus. her univer$C impair; 
Not by Havelock'5 furious flag, 
Her ever watchful rocket rag, 
Intent on that, one, holy 1)\.1.rpose, 
To prorect eac.h shining satin surface. 
A daundC$$ sentry, bound to dury, 
For«taJHng all affronts to beauty. 
Nay, not so much as lint. perverse, 
Shall mu her imm.acul.ne univene. 
Mud\ lea that $Ot'Otone's de:rricre 
Should occupy a sacred, dustless. chair. 

12/0rpheus 

https://imm.acul.ne
https://Flawle,.Jy
https://balanc.td


Patricia llaili, 

Dreams of Yesterday 

An old man rocb and whittles 
His way back to )·cstc-rday. 
In the evtcning he scu dreams gone 
by, 
And, if you a.re ther~ you may just hear 
why 
He rocks and dreams 'ti] time is done. 
Slet:p well old one. 

Comell 

Sit btside me for a while. 
Tell me ttori«. 
For tomorrow's a long way off, 
And the sunshine of today 
1$ filling the rooo,, and holding 
bacl< the bold d>rkn..._ 
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Palricia Bailit 

The Passing of a Day 

The Sea screams her rage as 1 lea,..e 
To dance in the golden light of Dawn. 
Who is shy and fl«ting, and is gone, 
Leaving me Lady Day in her sky blue 
Ort$$. The sunlight shimmers 
,U we whirl in a dance of Spring. Lady 
Day and I. 'til N ight ,ceaJs me away 
To love-In her indigo blue c:arrea. 
l Orum tM night away. 
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Brian Patrick Balcc 

The Polished Soul 

Rough hewn 
Whcnfintmtt. 
Cold giver oflight 
The sound of creation ovtrwhelms. 
Living's voice ~nfolds us 
And offcr:s a gift of tears, 
Waiting. hoping to redeem 
The slow erosion of innocenct-; 
Unbidden answers to unasktd. questions. 
Time conspirts and tolls the loss 
Of one more edge, 
That smoothed itself :ag:,insc life's So.'Qne. 
Thooe, the gods fir,t loved, 
Who. in, and through, u.s moved. 
Arc lost. like storm ravaged leaves, 
Fc:Ued and scattered by that chill wind. 
as visions through colored. portals 
We g:ue upon past journcyt 
Of dulled magic and faded dmms. 
A view as seen through a y;-ell polished soul. 
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Jeannette Batts 

Again 

You Stand, 
Oaunring con&onration in stained white. 
a bra-zcn, self-Created god, 
suring from $hoc out windows 
bo,rdtd 
ag.iinst peering lights wielded by unifonned lo,..c. 
spitting digt$tive slime, Spo,tted brown 
by masticated weeds and coke. 
burning the gullet \/Oke between us. 
"'Do you hate?" 

ya, yes! 
I hate peep holes 
bored thl'"O\lgh sacred waUs, 
spawning genetic murntions in black and blue. 
exhaling the smog of r,1pcd comp;,usion 
co collate add drops of soul into $mlac.tite Points 
'-"Nobody tells me." 

No! 
I choose ... 
co wield my maehcre again$t 
your :.ombiet guard.in_g: the chty$0lite ht~dwaters 
of my exit 
&om the cramped caves of rime. 
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Jeannette Bale$ 

I choose... 
to 1.mcovcr the pan:hmc.nt covenant 
made before salvation's unborn altar, 
to wipe my blood 
off the clear plastic apron 
I plactd betwttn us. 
I choo,e_. 
choose to love. 
Again. 
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Ghetto 

Raped pi!Jows, OOck,fillcd by brown .1sbtstos. 
mildewed padding h uddling between skyscrapers, 
filttti.ng filth's neon C)'~ 
masking the cavts exit from the black bcetlts 
fitting the scorpion's n«t 

silky slut for saJe. 
soft, 
coffee rolortd cum 
c1.1rling 
concupis,cent into 
cupped fl«h. 

ri~r silt covers. 
cascading 
over mounded lace 
open to the fourth button. 

,cl( separated 
to order carmine from e)·cs bruised. 
by sitting in wh.i$kcy colored puddles. 
oiled rainbows 
Ooatod o n dream.s 
regurgitated by needJe thin couriers 
wtaring coostricted rubbtr cuffs. 

hold your money 
and 
walk slowly. 
Oirt :,dhe.res 
to 
ignorant hands, 

IS/Orpheus 
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Jeannette Ba... 

Closet Child 

whm 1 was a child. 
I crawled 
to the house 
with the dark clo,c.._ 
closeu. where I sat. 
tied in silence 
on the little stool. 
where doors clO&ed 
and never open«!. 
Shut 
by the big lady 
with a brown rose 
ribboned hat 
that hid 
the fat £au 
with straight lines. 

Oun fell out of the c:oau. 
over and under, 
covering: twisted tics. 
le:ngths of disobedience 
plugged my nostrils. 

I sat in the clO&tt 
pushing brittle brt-atlu 
with $kinny muscles. 
if I was ~ry quiet 
I would b, dead 
when she came 'oock. 
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Jeannene Bates 

The sl<ln p«led 
off my wrists 
in layers 
that 
mother did not Stt.. 

she wu drinking 
ap.ln. 

she lie on the couc,h, 
the man 
came. 

They laughed, 
and 
lgrcw 
smaller. 

I 
tied 
my soul, 
over and under, 
lnto the doset, 

and I 
dosed 
the door. 
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Gr,gory s. Berg 

Four Haiku for You 

W hen I think of you 
I think ofsunrises new 
W arm and innocent 

When I see your eyes 
I see the end ofour lives: 
And the stan ofour-life 

When I kl$$ your lips 
And embrace your shapely hips 
I'm in rainbow worlds 

W hen you leave my side 
I wa.nt to go, run and hide, 
And dream your return 
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The Bio-Thing 

Silting in the coll~ aifetcria 
Looking :n all the writers of life, 
These minds individual. 
One woukl me:,in n0thing. 
Together, pans of a thing, 
A Bio-thing. 
That calculates, cure$. thcorizt$, 
Laughs. loves, cries. wants, nttds, 
And has the power to assign a whole planet 
To oblivion. 
Bue. for now, they just cat... mosdy 
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Jaime Gil de 8iedma 

Tran$latcd by Jorge Yviricu and Carl05 Lo--..ano 

Against the Poet 

What's the use. rd like to know, to change apartmencs-i. 
Jea,.·e behind a <:ellar darker 
th.an my ttputation - which means -
hang cafe curtains 
and hire a maid, 
rt.noun« the Bohemian Hft, 
if then, dullard., you come 
an embarrassing guelt, a simpleton dressed in my clothes. 
A USELESS BEEHIVE DRONE, 
hands washed, 
to eat off my plate and mess up my house? 
Accompanied by late night ha.rs:. panderers. 
flo-.wr vendor$, dead dawn $tree[$, 
and elevaton with yellow lights. 
you arrive, drunk, 
stop to look at yourself in the mim>r, 
face distorted. 
still violent eyes 
that you don't want to close. And ill $Cold you, 
you laugh, bring up the pas.t 
and say I'm growing old. 
1 could rtmind you that you arc no k>ngcr funny, 
that your cnual style and carefree air 
spell ttuculence 
when one is over thiny, 
and that your enchanting, 
sleepy-child smile 
- certain to please - is a painful remainder, 
a pathetic cry. 
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Jaime Gil de Biedma 

\Vhile you gaic at me with 
a.n orphan•, eyes,, and cry 
and promise: not to do it again, 

If you wertn't such a whore! 
and ifl didn't know, for &0me rime now, 
that you are strong when l am ....-eak, 
and weak when 1 get furious ,., 
Of your returns, 1 keep a confused imp~ion 
of panic, of grief, and unhappinea, 
and the hopelcssneu 
and the impatience and rcsc:ntment 
of suffering again, once more, 
the unpardonable humiliation 
of excessive intimacy. 

Hud put I'll mice >'<>U to bed 
as one going to Rell, 
to sleep with you. 
Dying at each step from impotence, 
running into furniture 
in the da.rk. We'll cross the apartment 
clumsily entwined, hesitant 
frQcn alcohol and suppl'C$$Cd sobs. 
Oh, ignoble servitude of loving human beinp 
and the most ignoble of all 
the loving oi oneself. 
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David Chmo< 

Relationship 

White,-hoc excitement 
Races out to the razor's edge of my life, 
Hurling me over the precipice. 
Into the abyss. 
Headlong toward 
Pure. fine,,runed. fear. 

Temporary peace. 
I'm back in La La Land. 
Floating and detad,«I, 
Happy for the rest. 
What a love! 
Tendemess surround$ me 
Yer, ne«I and de,i,e. 

The engines hum, now roar. 
A ball of fire blasts up my spine. 
Untold pkasure fi ll$ my head. 
The peak of trajeetOr)'• 
Then down, so far down -· 
P l"i"«I by bum-off__ 
lnco the pi t of my st0tnach. 
lam paraly:ed by fear. 
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David ChenOI 

Fawn Street 

She liVC$ on Fawn Street 
Thar's appropriate; almost perfect. 
lc's in the color of her C)U. 
Soft. dark brown, fiHcd with . ...so many things. 
Always ,lightly frightened. 
Vulnerable, ~ntle, appealing, 

But. sometimes a flame ap~rs there. 
Something no fawn's eye hu ever shown. 
A flash of fire berraying biuero«s. 
Pcrhap$, S-J)(>ntane<>U$ oombunion of hate. 

I only know I didn't put it there. 
Eve.rythi~ in her eyes com« to me unconnected, 
Yet, begins to connect with me. 

I like the lawn in her deep brown eyes. it draws me to her. 
The faYm ts loving and irresistible. 
1 fc-ar the flame in her eyes, it makes me want to pu11 away. 
The flame is intense and unbearable. 
She lives on Fawn Strttt 
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David CMnOt 

Untitled 

I leave. 
It tak« .so lone to fall, 
Yet I fly so rut ,hrough the alr, 
Lilting. lingering flight. 
My body ,hoot5 down at the ,pttd of .sound. 
Slow-motion scenu s.lip through my oonsciousnt$$. 

Tex dies, twilled pane ms, wrap upraised arms. 
Cruising, I seem to hover here. 
Fret:ze•framc, They pres& for a betttr view. 
Aiml~ ly floati ng, I challenge both time and sp.11ce. 
Face, aghast, twisted lips iu uing $hock. 

Careening down through the violent vort~ 
Astonished they swann to witness the spectacle, 
Caini.ng vel«:ity, gravity grinds my last instinct fo-r survival. 
Sctuealing sirens soar through wailing wind. 
Ground and gravel advan~ i·n a flash. 
I cea,ci 
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B. J. Dnuhtll 

Changes 
(On being a student at Harvard and a mother ln Houston) 

There's a nip in the air which sparkk$ crisp and clear; 
Idea upon idea bums into the atmosphere 
\Vhich fairly crackles with excitement. 
Lofty $pirirs share their thoughts with youth, 
Adventurous and una.fn.id to dare 
The Steep and rocky PQth that leads to wisdom and to truth. 
The mind's uofencred, stretched. and free -
That's how it used to be 
For me, 

But now it's hot and humid. 
There is no hill in sight, much less a rugged mountain trail. 
The spi.rit struggles upward, but to no avail. 
And ytt a frail and tiny hand in mine 
Can bring delight beyond compare; 
And yt:t a kiss is warm and wet just Uke the air. 
It's true that here the icy brilliance 
Of the mind can have no part; 
It must surrender, now, in favor of the heart. 

Z8/ 0rpheu, 
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The Good Life 

In lnttnse Thought 
Awaiting the sun to be Sttn 
so its warmth could be felt 
Shivering. drawing the blanket closcr, tighter 
Huddled. withdrawn into a fetal position 
between slttping brothers and sistcn 
hurled together, in the bade. 5eat of a faded grey 
sixty-seven Belvedere station wagon 
equipped with AM radio. heater, and ,e,.•en sharpened hoes 

driving through whcat-co,•cttd plains, 
reaching distant fieldt of labor, 
striving to end everyday's toil. 
determined to relie-.•e hunger, 
aiming to defeat debt. 
One truth re\'ealcd. 

we worlced in a state called ''the good life~ (Nebraska). 
what mockery. 
our country, nobly surnamed United.,_ Bl~ 
I Oared not dispute, ... until, 
until from the window projected, I saw 
a sight depicting life. 
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Beto Gont<1kt 

the Wind commanded loudly, consta.ntly 
demanding tribute and praise. 
the Wheat submitted. humbly, instantJy 
bowing in waves of reverence and fear. 
reaping profit from the £-alien grain, 
1 undcn:rood, ... such was our life, then fell asleep 

my deep deepened to a dream. undiswrbtd 
by the holes and bumps on the na.rrow cou.ntry ro:.d. 
1 dream of my country, count!~ $i.lOS overflo\ving with grain, 
schools filled with youth. the Land with opportunities. 
But l was awakened by the sight of my empty bowl 
and the sounds of my yearning stomach 
crying silently. I held the quHtion in, WHY? 

somehow sleep prevailed over my anguish, 
my ttars dried, and stomach quiet«I. 
perhaps the bump$ on the road sounded a rhythm 
that soothed my son-ow and cradled my pain, so as to leave it dom,ant. 

at the screech of an opening door, 1 was. at last, awakened.. 
my fatMr's voice urged, 
«wake up. we're here. Let's move it. 
we need to finish thi$ fieki by tQmom)W." 
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Song, Sang No Wrong 

1 once heard a $Ong say, 
')-ou can't run from thundec, 
from thunder, you can ncv« hide." 
Mocking it with ICOmful unbelief, 
I judg«l it, labeled it a lie. 
anxious to d isprove ic. $im,ple, hum,blc m~ 
I waited pariendy, with cotton in my cars, 
to confirm the truth of my judgcmen'1 
my prideful point of view. 

Targeting my Jighr co that place -
you know, .,-ou've seen it -
that place where both Earth and Heaven agree to meet 
Awaiting a storm. A storm of the type: 
clamoring clouds. whining winds, raging rain, 
and for the sake of my juclgemcnt. my pride, 
an impulsive $trike of Ughmlng, rendering 
resonating: trumpe:cou, thunder. 
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Though I waited long. I saw no crying clouds, no rampant rain, 
no flash of light. I heard no booming soun.d1 

but. suddenly, as if life fastened still. 
with my hand to my chest, I waited. 
Torturing anticipation battered my pride, and I feared, 
until I hurd k By God, I felt I~ 
but I did not cause it. nor did I help it. 
In awe, humbl«i to a tearful cry, 
1knew, then. the Song Sang no Wrong, 
Ma.n can't run. He can never hide from the 98.6 degree, 
God conducted, thunder. 
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Driven Thoughts 

l touch f'<liK$ 
ttd tuming blue-

many nations 
implanted within my mind, 

Li.kc coJon of the shredded flower 
(breakina chains of tall crecn stalks) or 
(thoms pricking skin)-
bleeding $ta.lb swaying a.eross the path like the drummer's 
wooden s.tic.b p0unding narrow culverU. 

Now 
nature's gUU and disastcn spread su.ruhinc and rain 

along mother earth's breast. 
spreading thoughts-

smiles and dreams and hollow eyes a.nd diseased mind$ 
(how d,..•m.s roll 
and laugh and become half-drcle rainbo,.,) 

Thought's fine lips nibble on hearU until a shadow makes the 
mistake of makina a covering-

and these wrong thoughts 
live with wildlife btneath the forest and arc unknown crcatu.rcs, 
not knowing. never knowing. never will know, or keep their soul, 

but they talk to the moon, 
And they see the big bright yellow and orange sun, 
and they conceive, and dre;)J)l, and wonder, and plan, and do, 
and they UY<, and are loved, 
and they are never forgotten by narore. 

or the infinite force, 
until t~ great d.ay when they become unknown and unknowing. 
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H,.gh Hancock 

Intuition Takes Me There* 

You better get back in the ,hadc. babe. 
Your skin is &0 dark 
I can hardly find a smooth bow. 
You tied a knot around your skin,; 
its choking effect kills me. 
What made the string? 
Men, "WOmcn. and cotton,, 1 guess. 
The cotton is drench«!. with ocean w.1ter. 
A few grail\$ of sand trim your fuit. 
A few brains are in your head. 
Much hair iJ on your head, too. 
Shaved and sllek body of a sea~ 
l A.nd )'OU too good. 
Whais the ta,tc of your skin? 
'7utc your •kin?" 
"Meet my kin, A.n:t," she replied. 
Gold paint brush, 
paint me a picrure. 
Gold paint brush, 
da.noe in the sand. 
Your feet 
a.re fine hair, 
painting picture&: 
the toes and heel 
inKri.be }'Our name. 

•John Lennon 
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H"&h Hanox:k 

Walking Around Pyramids 

Standing like butttt$$Cs 
agains.t the many clouds 

the sun'• raYt created pyn.mids ipi.nst the ~c:kdrop of the 
mountains, 

created a vast apaoe of no hiding places. 
because there were no trtts. 

no thick f01"t$U. 
no caves in the mountains (that I 00Uld see) 

where I could run 
climb 
and hide. 

1can hide in the rain-
the thiclc, ten,e h ll 

of llght blue and •~"'~ 
SO wet 
so difficult to sec me 

behind my brimmed hat-
it could only remind you of a ghost 
or some lonely soul 

walldng in circles around those pyramids 
when the nln cleaq. 
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H,w, Hancock 

The Poet 

A cycle 
begins and t ,nds 
with watu. 
i 
bom of water, 
live a, water. 
die in water (s.uckcd down. 
beautifully ,ymbofucd 
and orchestrated 
as the final end) 
where breath ceases. 
vis-ion diminishes. 
Whe,el 
Aow downward to depths, 
fos.si littd and immortal, 
not or not. 
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H"8h Hancock 

Yesterday I Failed the Firemen 

Yesterday 1 saw 
three or four firemen 
dressed lor war 
helmet and suit 
red engine and hose 
passing through the neighborhood 
attracting eyes of youne 
and some sort of envy 
or subtle madneS,S from the old 
and how one fireman tat 
facing toward the back 
hemorrhaged into life 
sitting compla<cnt 
with a tight 
horizontal callow helmet 
on hit head 
and after all Md passed 
be was the one 
I truly noticed 
as performing 
his daily duty. 
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Juana cl, lbarbo,,rou 

T ran,latcd by Carlos Lo.ano 

Rebel 

Charon, I'll be a scandal on your barge. 
While other shadows pn.y, moan, or wee~ 
and ~th your gaze of sinister patriarchy 
the timid and sad ones pray. 

I'll go along the n ...er singing like a meadowlark 
and bring aboard your barge my savage perfume, 
and 1 will illuminate the wave, of the somber brook 
like a blue lantern that lit the way. 

RegardJess ofyour wishes, 
Regardlc5$ of the $.iniSter movement$ 
of )'Out two eves, m.uten in ten'Or, 
Charon, I will be scandalous on your barge. 

Bereft of shadow, valor, cold. 
When you are ready to set me down on the rivtr banlc., 
Your arms will lower me like a Vandal's prize. 
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Solonwn 0. iyasere 

Family Portrait 

He sat there at HeavtNgate, gazin;g 
At the framed dark mirror 
Of Images ofdark wounded faca, chained 
To their Aproru and Will, matching: 
1n &oz.en rhythm under the Whip., manad«l 
To time. 

G-randpa willed it to his fathe:r, 
His father willed to him as the con,..ena.nt. framed 
The mausoleum of all their family rights 

Grandpa was right, 
''We vanquished them All" 
Stultorum numerus infinitus M 
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Kiny Kohler 

We Live as We Dream 

Sunrise spreads its gold for me. 
Like Lethe bring,, new thoughts to be, 
From tangled Y1Cb$ that strive to bind 
The O"Oubled thoughts within my mind. 

Anew 1 go each start of day 
To walk the path along life's way. 
But the unreal city awaits in lie, 
So many undone by death pass by. 

The brightness of the sunlight dims 
As people strive to mttt their whims. 
A Cartesian Circle begins to form, 
Then ro5es fade and render thorn. 

Now vision's dream of happineu 
b turned into a game of chess. 
So chaos mou.nu a.s light ,tays dim, 
Per everybody wants to wi.n. 

No person from Porlock will come to my a.id, 
The person from Porloc,k is abo afraid 
To think for hil'n$Clf or speak with losr souls, 
No one has bothered "for whom the bell tolls." 
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Kitty !<,,hi,,-

A desperate sodcty calls out its fears 
But nobody listen&. &o nobody hears. 
Where is tht: Beowulf or savior therein 
Who hopes to put mankind together a.gain? 

Indifference cxisa: and U voiced in a sigh 
As Apollo sinks westward out of the sky. 
The horror of mankind is all too real 
People can think but don't want to fttl. 

The day i$ now gone and despair settles i.'f\, 
The hour of lead i& upon me again 
M life confirms the revelation 
That people, not hell, are true damnation. 

Torm.entcd by these thoughts ofday, 
My troubled mind begins to stray. 
Di.-ana cu.ru my thoughts of yore, 
Apollo'• sun will dune once m0tt. 

But Ufe revtal$, the truth be known: 
We liw: just as we dtta.m - ALONE. 

Orpheus/41 



Kiuy Kohlc 

So Loftily 

Like birds we d.rifted lnto the sky 
Pulled by a yacht on a cable which r06C, 
Above the oee,n ,o loftily, 
AwC$0meneu iJ seldom like th.is, one knows. 

My mind klt peace which wu light as air 
N, billowy clouds h ugged hillsides around. 
Wind stroked my face and tangltd my hair. 
A private fantasy dwells above ground. 

The cobal~blue ocean gli•tentd like g1.,. 
A, sutf tumbled forth like pu"' f-al~ ,now. 
Bobbing: black dolphins woukl $urfacc, then pass; 
A prideful s.peccacle they share below. 

Spellbinding beauty and feelings thus bought 
Diminished, descending. downward to yacht. 

42/0rpheus 



Lomzine Lalonde 

Hiding Place 

I am hiding from the world; 
I am hiding from its oppression. 

F,om c-,, dirtctioo I am pulled. 
From cvet')' direction they come. 

Family, friend.s, cnemi~ want m0tt than I can give. 
Family, friends, enemies do not provide relief. 

1 can no longer participate in your melancholy ways. 
I can no l0nger give you the comfort that I tee.k. 

Leave me to my words that 1can write in peace. 
Uave me to this page that 1 can hide behind. 
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Lorrain< Lalonde 

Metamorphosis 

Oh how i wish i could 
change You. 
But i cannot, 
for in doi.ng: $0 
You become 
A different person. 

And who You would bcoomc 
i wou.ld not know, 
and You would not like him.-
and You 
Would hate me. 

For as You arc now, You are happy 
yet I am nod 
To You 
What 1 f~l is irrevcl.ant 
to You 
Am 1 nothing_? 

But )'OU say I am &0mcthing, 
"your Companion: 
"'your Friend. ....your Confidant~" 
(At Your Convtn.ience} 
I Must Be Mo,c. 

Though 1 cannoc change ','OU, 
My heart desires It, 
along with you; 
But you will never 
change to 
Love Mc as I Am. 
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Joann, I. l.aporr, 

Love 

l loYe you 
myfustbo.-n, 

I love you 
my son, 

1 lc,,.•e you 
in spite of 

what has been done. 

I love you 
my child, 

as I love 
your brother, 

I lovevou 
because 

l am your mother! 
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Mikhail Ann L,ng 

Under the Toadstool 

In the bacb of ca= 
Under toadstooli 
Behind the sh<d 
That', wher-e we'w been crouching 

Out of the light 
Under cobwebs 
Behind broken g1.,. 
That's where we have ,ra.,.ed 

lmmc.rscd i.n g)oom 
Surrounded by melancholy 
Subme~d in tears 
That's how we have wrvived 

What to do, now that the sun 
Has broken throu,hl 
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Mikhail Ann I.on& 

Untitled 

i think about dying 
and contemplate cryina: 
and sometimes i do 
and sometimes i don•t 

but m0$dy l doubt 
and do well without 
a belief in mortality 
especially my own 
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Mikhail Ann Loog 

Untitled 

The ,ong never ended 
it has simply become 
a gentle wind stirring 
th.rough my lcavu alone. 

The snow encompasses all 
The fi.ret are OUL 

Interiors 
The w.riJI, :lrC al:ass,. 
lean~ them. 
l ean see out., 
can you see in? 

The walls are n'li5t• 
I c:an feel them• 
l can fed you, 
do you ft-el md 

The walls arc mine,. 
fm locked within them• 
I can't ,et out. 
can you gei:in? 
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El Guardia 

Majo, majls:imo, de carretera 
roble informidor. 
ra:z, vid,, tronco 
ramu y Aof'd 
de la Espana de los ruiscoorc&. 

Ouro, maCUO, 
enamorado como Machado 
de Soria. 
A tu soriano rostro flno 
tu casco c.n yclmo transform.ado 
a se1tnos oj<» 
y viril sonrisa 
da $0nlbra y rttiedumbre. 
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Anica Marion 

Rest in Peace 

He is at peace now. 
The clamor of anxiery and fear 
,ilenced for all etemiry. 

Her qU($ti0nS are una.nSWtred. 
No final love note to c<>nsole her; 
Only anxiety and fe.ar, 
threatening to last for eternity. 

Pain takes up ruidcn« 
in a heart that once 
harbor«!l0vt. 
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G.,,, Miranda 

From Earth to the Sea 

Evermore, eve:nnore 
When I "'enture ashc.>re 
l(s you I'll ,udd<nly,... 
But here. it's boen he-re 
I've always been near, 
This d~rt abandon«! by sea. 

I held you to hold you 
At times when 1 had to, 
Each time that I found that 1 could. 
And: then I ask why 
Those ti.ma should wash by 
Like they hadn't eveT been, 

And "'°" you will a,k, as I know you will ask. 
H love is too distant and fluid a wk 
For someone as barren u me. 
But I'll not be a fool, 
Uke childtt,n a.t school, 
But instead you will stt. 
It's the earth that braces the aca. 
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Winter Understanding 

It's fog. moist and cool. protecting 
Semi-dormant buds now resting. 

Forced by life, quickly they will bunt 
And show their color. 

Will most come to green and feed 
The life Crom which they spring? 

Will others briefly flame 
Or smoke or shimmer 

With all the u:al ofdance hall cirls 
Knowing their brief glories 

Have few fTuits? 

A prcny lnterlude they are. 

Life L$ not: 
Rclendes:sly powerful, 

Life is endlessly de$rrucdve cena,inly; 
faemaJly reblooming. perhapi. 

So, aher all. what ls living 
In the fog1 
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Pablo Neruda 

Translated by Carlos Lozano 

To the Heights of Macchu Picchu 
(liighffl bution cl the Incas) 

Sidereal eagle. vineyard of fog. 
Lost bastion, blind scimitar. 
Starry belt, solemn bttad, 
Torrential ladder, immense eyelid. 
Triangular tunic; stone pollen. 
Gn.nite lamp. stone bread. 
Mineral urpent. stone rose. 
Buried \-·cuel, st0ne Spring, 
Moon stallion, stone light. 
Equinoc:tiaJ squad, stone vapor. 
Final g,comctry, s.tone book. 
Drum f-ashioned among gusts. 
Cora] of submerged rime. 
finger-$J'l\00thed wall 
Feather-eml».nled roof. 
Clusteri of minor, storm bases. 
Thrones ovutvmed by vines. 
Regime of the bloodied claw. 
Sea wind ,upl)Orted on the , lope. 
Immobile turquoi.se cataract. 
Patriarchal bell of those asleep. 
Ring of subdued ,nows. 
Iron abed on its staruts. 
lnaocessiblc closed gate. 
Puma hands. sanguinary rock. 
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Pablo Nenula 

Headdres&-likc cowtr, ,now discussion. 
Night elevated on fingers and rOOC$. 
Window of the mists, hardened dove. 
Nocturnal plant, thunder statue. 
&scndaJ cordillera, marine roof. 
Architce,tu~ of lost caglts. 
He:avenly cord.!>« of the heights. 
Bleeding )eve.I, constructed ,ur. 
Mineral bubble. qua.m moon. 
Andean serpent. amaranta brow. 
Cupula. of silence, pure f:uhcrla.nd. 
Bride of the-, tree of cathedr.tl$. 
Cluster of sal~ blaek,wing<d cherry tree. 
SnOW)' teeth. cold thunder. 
Scratched moon. threatening rock. 
Mane of the cold. aetion of the wind. 
Volcano of hands. dark cataract. 
Silver wa-..-e., dirt«ion of time. 
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Pablo Nenula 

TransJated by Carlos Louno 

Ode to the Humming Bird 

To the humming bird, 
Aitting, 
spark of water, 
incandescent drop 
of American 
fitt, 
ignited 
mume 
of f0ces.t, 
rainbow 
ofcelestial 
prttision: 
to the humming bird. 
an arc. 
a thread 
ofgold,
• gr,cn 
blau! 

Oh, 
minimal 
living 
lighmlng flash, 
when 
in m,id#air 
"Poised 
your 
$trucrure 
of p0llen, 
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Pablo Nmula 

feather, 
orcmben, 
I .,kyou 
what you att~ 
where 
you oripnate? 
Perhaps in the blind age 
of the deluge 
in the slime 
of fertility, 
when 
the rose 
&ozc into a handful of anthracite 
and metals enrolled, 
each one in 
ici secret 
gallery, 
perhaps then 
from the wounded 
reptile 
rolled off• fragment, 
a.n atom 
of gold, 
the last 
cosmic scale, a 
drop 
of the terrestrial conflagration, 
and it flew 
,uspending your beauty, 
your iridcsctnt 
and rapid sapphire. 
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Pablo N.,,,Ja 

You slumber 
in a walnut. 
you are contained in a 
minute corolla; 
am,w, 
design. 
shield. 
vibration 
of the honey, the pollen's ray, 
you arc 
so valorous 
that the faloon 
with his black plum:igt 
dots not intimidate you: 
}'OU gyrate 
like light within ligh~ 
air within air, 
and f!y;ng 
yq,u enter 
the moist coffer 
ol a tremulous Aower 
without tear 
that its nuptial nectar will d«apitatc you. 

From scarlet to p0wdery gold. 
tO yellow that bums, 
to rare 
ashm emerald, 
to the orange and black ~lvet 
of your irickscent oorst.let. 
to the tracery 
which like 
an amber th.om 
is your beginning. 
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oh tiny being tupreme, 
you are a miracle 
andblau 
from 
hot Califomia 
co the whistle 
of the bitter wind of Patagonia. 
Sun seed, 
you are 
feathery 
fir<, 
minute 
winged 
flair. 
s,etaJ of people,; 2fOWn silent. 
syllable 
of ruddcn blood, 
submerged 
am 
of the ancient 
heart. 
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In Honor Of 

A dirty plaque 
Made of metal 
Obscure lenen that form a name, 
Ha,ed by ,oi~ 
Forgo«en by dme. 

No one hu uopped. 
No one has ttmtmbercd 
That beneath th01C: trttS, 
Near the soil, 
A minoT honor 
Has been be,tOW<d 
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Lawrence Opma 

Madonna on a Page 

"'Lead Us Into Temptation," 
The ad says. 
Loudly and boldly, 
Fearing none. 
I look, in pity, 
At a girl's smiling face. 
She danoes and ,ing:s. 
And b engulfed in names. 
I look in anger 
At heT confused sou.L 
She laughs, 
And livu 
In a pit ofd.arknc$$. 
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Brent Palmer 

Holly 

To awake and look out forever 
is to see the pa5t in fierce winds 
canyi.ng by memory and memory 
put my window as I watch with 
fierce intensity to ,ee what hu bc,cn 
lost. again, to sec what merit then: was. 

To nand and look out forever 
tS to see a.nd feci again, the past 
of da,nces 1 leamed to step,,$1dc and 
count in early years. reliving 
the thrill of each one I held 
and taught to waltz in Acra wind. 

When the past fiercely :,,wal<cns me 
and I watch again the lo#: 
dancing become, a way of standing. 

To w,ltz Is to look our forever 
and to see th.at life 1s wonh 
t tep«>unting sideways, to escape 
the world fiercely $pinning its same step 
of memory and memory and to prove myse.Lf 
bv dancing. 
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Brent Palmer 

romeo and juliet 

we arc two nails 
hammered into a board 

there is a rubber band 
stretc.hed arou.M u, 

it is trying 
to puU us together 

buc we arc nailed in 
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Bmit Palm..-

Pastoral Two 
1971 

While wading in the ocean, 
my mother took a dip 
and when she rose like Venus from the foam 
her g1,_ took a fl;p 
i.nto the ocean deep, fifty yards from sandy 6horc, 

At. blind as grieving Oedipus, 
she combtd the briny bottom 
of the sea with her feet. 
but fell to ,.Jty «an, f0< fifty dollars for the pair 
was a 10$1 be)·ond compact. 
She bade the Coast Guard. ••fetch them back for me-!" 

Off her face. into the sea. 
hl'$t her gl~ now her tea.rs 
Who had known such miw-y? 
"Twas as P-an h.ad lost hl$ flute; 
for thrtt days no mdody ttU upon my mother', cars. 
She was deaf as wdl as blind. 
so full of SOTrow, seaweed, 5alt and brine. 

Then whiJc walking half a mile away 
from where she IO$t her sight, 
a wave ea.me Cl"a$hing at her f-eet. 
and muth to her delight her glass<$ 
were returned to her; 
the ocean had rcrumed its pri:e, 
had shown the kindness. to my mothtr, 
of a salty beast of enormous 5tt.e 
to a woman feeling lonesome, sorrowfuJ 
and groping for her C}'e&. 
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BmuPolmtr 

Pastoral One: 
The Sofa in the Field 

Decaying martyr, scattered on the Ac1d. 
guned, discarded sofa.. unburied 
though deo.d; skin, of fabri<, rippling 
in the wind: unwanted, di.scarded, vnburied. 

Many invisible Antigone$ 
had walked by to $prinklc, in ritual, 
the duu that oovered you: the {raitor, 
the $0fa, de5pi.sed and rejected. 

ln the morning, dew and mildew oovtrtd you, 
Sparkling in sunlight. smelling of death. 
1hw in the Acid an invisible family: 
a mother, two daug·ht·en.. no father, 
rela.xin,g on your soft. fragile skeleton. 

I wanted to recline with them 
on your open corpse, 
but as the sun gRW hot and ho«tr, 
I left you to be oonve,-ed by the god!, 
like any ancient king. covered in magicaJ patterns 
ofdead grass. to the quiet land 
of my memory and your eternal rest. 
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C. PMadisc 

Seduction of El Mar 

She pushes on yOu.r chest. 
gently, at first. deceptive. 
Then crushing your ribs 
with her great h.ard palm.. 
Then reaching to prt$$ 
wate.l'OO ki$$ed all over rour 
scafoam lung$-
She longs fOT you, pulls .,·ou 
c-.·er further in. 

You arc flesh, composed of 
so much water; you arc like 
the soft a.nd quiet green 
of her detpcs.t pa.ttS • 
)'Ou belong. 
And still you resist. 
Why? 
Each wave ...,'Ondcrs. 
as her tide tugs you 
down to find out. 
Can you hear her whispe-r 
AA &he toys with your hair, 
and evt-ry pull says come i.n? 
Just come i.n, 

But you are air, you insist.. 
and earth. You reach for a scmbL"lnoe of ground 
(an old lover of hers, 
now shelled and d iscarded) 
while she cries for your e"ery part 
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C. Parodi,, 

longs ro hold you, nill and $.leeping 
and place you, like• keep,ake, 
in some va.,:t, green l)O(.ket. 
And doesn't that call to )'Ou: 
to be warm and endlessi 
covered g,ently 
wit.h the whispers of the sea? 

And then, the last touch 
of a red., red ,un, 
(Lingering many moments too long) 
alls you to remember. 

You cannot be her endleu lover. 
Challenge her discarded ochers 
dash to conquer and 
scramble always to survive. 
Uavc tiny fragmenrs of ~•ourse.lf 
in htt midst. 
but 'j'ou'II no longer 
listen to her cries. 
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C. Paradi,t 

To a Study Partner 

Coiled seduction lays tense 
on every white page; 
a coil 50 tight that it 

ma\cei the air shake, 
and bump$ the pale t'\'Cning angels. 
The book swims heat white 

and scalds my brain 
until 1 blink. 

When you close your straining 
eyes, the logic Aces, chased 

by the sting of your palms, 
and the sudden, consuming, hard 
presence of your skin. 

Whuc did that sJdn come from. 
I ask my books. and to what 
does it lead? But I've studied 
how it points in glowing lines 

to the soh of your 
electric lower Up. 

(How the answer thins our angels). 

Your tongue is moist, you stop ro 
notice, and you've 1ttn how 

my own i$ so like 
the sensual ffi'tam &om 

a 1-ummer hose. It washes 
my teeth while I read the air 

above my book. 
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C. Paradis< 

We cannot find our thoughts 
We breathe in tthcr 
pa.deed with feel, and even 

the a.ngels art gone, pressed away. 
My skin. is awash with tiny 

splU. of your glare 
that you mu.st taste. 
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C. Paradi,e 

In memory of the storm 

You could, I'm sure. tu.m water into ttont. 
The bclic.f that Pou.rs out of 
the top of your head wa.ndcrs like 
excess bodyhcat, 
circling the spines of 
aU those a.round you, and tightening them. 
You•,..c turned water into pebblts. 
skipping them bade over their 
mothers' liquid breasts. 

They are eha.ng,ed by your touch, 
and different now. 
ThCIC stony pearls know how to 
sink and how to 
cut th~ ,wed flC$h of 
un,usp«:ring feet. 
They are strong. and they are Li.kc 
the thin..hard fingers ofJesus., 
Who wu once :trod: himself, 
and who waved bis be.1con 
hands over water, 
even on his off days. 
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C. Paradise 

When did you forget? 
You crouched beneath a slab 
of gracious and gray,angry oock. 
Your mouth was chilled, your tongue 
Stt.lrina sand crumbs from your teeth. 
Focused only on the lightning 
that 1tung the trea, 
and stung again. 
You let the skies c:ruc:I 
liquid laughtu taunt you. 
Next time you'll tum it into ,tone. 
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Ro,emari< Pavlicek.Sri.sh 

Great-Grandma's Machine 

The black iron pedal 
mo,•ed boclc - then forth, 
as her foo, pushed heel - then toe. 
and the needle went up - then down, 
while the thread went in - then out. 

That machine is older than L 
older than my di<l. 
older than his mom. 

and yet, as 1 pttSS the black iron pedai 
it movtS back - then forth. 
my foot p-u.shed heel - then toe 
and the nttdlc goes up - then down 
while the thread goes in - then out, 

Almost as if she wen: still here, 
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Ro-.ari, Paoli«k-Srish 

New Glass - New Day 

Each day is a newly washed glass. 
clean. and sparkly, and clear, 
and throughout each day 
i.t may be.-
filled and emptied, 
dirtied and used, 
drol)ptd and broken, 
but in the moming,_ 
another clea.n, clear, new gla$$. 
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Rosemarie Pavli<ek,Sruh 

Book of Anna 

I am a book 
with an easily tom heart, 
just $itting. waiting, 
willing tO sh.are with all who'll c,pen. 

Anna of Tolstoy's mind, 
and Vronskys heart, 
of Oblonsky's blood, 
and Kerenin's soul. 

l've only a crinkled, paper back 
with turned down comers, 
and a sad-woman cover 
with its dark background. 

Ob, t0 be dm child's new book, 
with a bright, hard cover 
to protect the story of its hurt. 
and be read over, and over eac.h day. 

Yct, l have only to wait 
'tit the child is o1der, 
and the new book is put aside 
for me. 

And once again, 
my crinkled cover, 
(r,,gile heart, 
and folded down l)llgC5, 
will tdl my tale. 
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U<cio Rodrigu,t 

Waiting for the Phone to Ring 

My Jove left me. 
l waited by the phone, 
And wait~. 
But I can't call 
1 was told not to U$e the phone. 
Many months have pusec:f. and I am sd.ll waiting 
F<>r the phone 
To ring. 
This docs work for me. 
The m0tt1 think: 
The park. 
The mountains. 
Th<beach. 
The movies. 
The more I wait 
For me phone 
To ring. 
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Eleanor Rothgeh 

Havoc Makers 

Thunder kittens have been tearing up the sky 
And have left soft. grey wads of cotton 
Scatter«!. cvcrywhe~. 
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Eleanor Ro<l,gd, 

Colleagues 

From a tree, somewhere in the block next to me, 
1 htar the clear notes ofa mocking bird 
Trilling, chirping, calling, 
Soolding coo. l gut$$ 
He an't sleep 
Either. 
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Ekanor Rothgeb 

True Contentment 

Giant rodes to lean on. 
Sand to d ig my toes into. 
A renless, open sea 
Wafting brtt"'..cs to the land. 

This is tranquility. 

Curl and froth of bre.tkcl"$. 
Thunder when they crash. 
The swishing sound they utter 
Racing up the yellow sand. 

To feel this it excitement. 

Basking in warm $unshinc. 
Watching scaWttd rise and f'alt 
Knowing that the sea h-ad br~th«l 
The brttUS rifflc-ing my hair 

This is to be free. 
Comenrment is all thttt. 
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Ekmwr Rothgeb 

Convocation 

Walking along the street torugh~ 
My attention caught. in fascination, 
Flashing s:plinten of reflected light 
Bouncing off fuU n-onded palm~ 

Clustered lo0$Cly. as if in conference, 
They leaned in simulation of intimate talk. 
Clapping in approbation, swaying in lauihtu, 
Then t055in1, vigorQUS.ly, in fl-at negation. 

They shared with alien win4 it seemed, 
The dally eveni.ng news they brought. 
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El,ano, Rod,¢, 

Black Bottom Clouds 

Soot on the bottoms of the clouds. 
It looks as if they have skjdded aet'O$$ 
An uprurned a.mp kettle. 
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A Robert Sane"" 

somewhere 

Goi.ng somtwhe~ somehow, no we denying. 
Tired of my brand of ,lctp, 
1can't refuse it. 
The mind constantly dying; 
Tryin& to deal with this scnStless cryine, 
I need to prove it, or move: it to higher colors, varied, blue. 
&0ina somewhere, somehow. 
This is what l'll do. 
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A Robert Sanchet 

Can't Sleep 

Who wanu. who needs, 
who the hell heed, 
An,tr at starvation, 

Anger for deprivation, 
Hunger in a world of plenty, 

Hunger in a world of gone soh. 
Azn I my brothe:rt keeper? 
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A. Robert Sanchet 

tabula rasa 

How I loath it. that bastard dock. 
The white socks, 

And white, wrinkl<d, ,ummer suits. 
I can't ttand it. 

The same thing today, the same tomorrow. 
Hamburgers. french fries. and 00kc,. 
Hamburgers, frcnch frieo. and ooke& 

Momi.ng. noon, and night,, 
Tweh,•c hound.ark. twelve hours Light. 

Morning, noon. and night. 
horror, disgust. ad nauKum, 
Pearl buds and satin shttts. 

White shirts, Angers snapping to a rock and roU ~at. 
h's all the iamc, the ,weat and the heat. 

Hamborg,en, frcnch friet, and cokes. 
Hamburgtts. ftcnch fries, and cokes. 
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Rita Scanlan 

Colorization 

Black 
,tttaking through my mind 
wanting attention, 
needing a place, 
But all I see 
arc colors 
in voices, 
in people, 
in things. 
red. yellow. oran~. blue, 
and then, ,.he black 

comca 
in outlines, 

and then. 
seeps in 
and the colon fade. 
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Rira Scanlan 

always 

tome 
the sun will rise. 

Behind the door, 
as if the room were htt oxygen, 
she sat with a smile. 
Tcan caught• 

not a splash on the ground. 
Laughs on cue-

no room for silence. 
Shouts absorlxd-

none in vain. 

always. 

And now-

Don't 

open the door• 
just-

prov• 
to me 

the sun will ri.sc. 
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Joanrue Schmidt 

Siempre, Our Culture 

Siemprc. a Q.mplc word shared 
between my siskr, 
a Newyorquina, 
born and bred 
of a Latina woman, 
our mother, a passionate Puerto Rican Y.'Oman, 
and an Anglo f.a ther. 

Siempre, a word to brid~ 
cwo radically different culrures. 
A wo«I I heard my mter ,.Y 
to our mothe.r o,,·er the phone. 
Now, my sitter speaks Spanish 
to our mother. 
Spanish, the language we were taught 
to hate, as mainl-and•bom chiklrtn, 

We spent yean as painful 
as bullets ,earing through flesh. 
A,, damaging as child abuse, 
as brutal as wife-battering. 
and as inhuman as dead women 
in New York bade alleys 
after suffering illegal abortions. 

Siempre. yes siempre. 
My sitter will accept her Latina herita~ 
by speaking Spanish to our beautiful Latina m0<her. 
Maria &ther, nuest:ra madre tropical 
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Going Home 

Today my sun LI going out. 
I feel the chill of night dnw near, 
And Darkness circle.round a.bout; 
Today my sun is going out. 

Today my love i5 soina home, 
His kiss $till warm upon my cheek; 
His cares$. a dear love p<>em, but 
Today my love is going home. 

Today my lif< has II<>"• from me; 
Love's tether can no longer stay 
The soul's swttt flight to destiny. 
My Love, my hurt, has gone from me. 

Today my d.arlin(s call«! away; 
Tho' joy a.bides in lone tribute, 
The tweetness of his flame will ,tay. 
Tho' my dearest one has gone away. 
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Comes Love 

Joy is quiet now, as day 
In the wake of fertile mom. 

It seem5 for alwaf$, 
But a$ spring. nourishing the meadow, 

Rerums ln It's time, 
So joy, to the spirit. 

Now, only love i.s. 
In the tmpty place where we walk. it com.es, 

Lone solace to the debris of violation; 
Reaching to the reluctant heart, 

That &ils at fit'$t to know it; 
Seeping in. filling the ctaek in the basement of the soul 

Not crae~ but e,h:um; infinite abyt.S, 
Deep i.n loss and bitter hurt. 

So hug:c, one can only play at its tdgt:, 
Wonder at the rushing black, 

Lone witnC$$ to etcmitys march.. 

But. come6 l.ovt! 
A sweeping golden mist heavy scented as jumine, 

Wafting tremulous on summer's nocturnal breath. 
A fragrance thick. cloying in SWttt dostntss. 

Necessary balm, nowiog. suffusing. permeating. 
Spending itatlf finally in healing warmth. 
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Come5 Love! Reaching out with gentle tentacles. 
To cling sweetly at the cmpdness. 

Seeking findlng sorrow's cort, 
Crtt.ping, quenching grict, utttt turmoil, 

Ar. the oool of ocean fog catc6SeS the dry shore, 
Stretching its fingen in comforting embrace. 

Comes Lovt: penetrating the void 
That reels the soul's foundation; 

Tce,p.,.lng lighdy, to loooe the blndi~of desolation, 
And &lather iu healing salve. 

Al the breeding plaC4.", finally ofacccptanu, 
When undcn.tandlng fails. 

Com«Love. 
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V.Srarr 

silhouette 

lmhfu.1 
att th.e shadows 
of an awkward man 

who quaintly stand.$, 
bouquet in ha.nd 

w/ feelings mingled: 
as a soaked dishtowel; worn-out. 
waiting to Ix tOSK<L 

thom,prieked by rejection 
apologizing. for some mundane queition 

not yet obll vious.-

of an old Indian ghost doll 
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headline 

channel five: 
reports news at ten 
Ant on the firing line 

WC.shocw/ .J8 
shockwavu of rampage 
four, take a slay ride 

ai &mily wrvi,·ors; 
draw a blank 

w/ a series ofquestions 
lelt unuttered... 

abou~ 
the LONE 
mad man. 
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Deborah Si,phms 

Janitor 

i.n the back of my mind, 
behind the ,..,bof notes 

and bottles of life•, colors. racked 
on shdves, du.st covered; 

i believe you'll find 
lcind thoughts, once fresh 

and white as new daisies. now 
prcscrv«l ... graffiti 

e.Kh smudged note 
on« graced the tongue tip. 

$Ou.I qu0<es placed so carefully 
to feed lO\.·e's early sp:trk 

each heartbeat 
(now dust-wrapp«l) awaitl 

a new lover's light and eager heart, 
or the janitor, 

cleaning. 
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Untitled 

little words, in whispers 
of ma$$ivt thought 
but tiny $0und, 

spill from my hand .. my heart. abrupt, alone. 

once out, they're on their own. 
like you and me, as VIC 

lay our heart:5 upon the ground 
before uch other 
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Dd>orah Si,phens 

Haiku 

Voyager, 
upon Li.ft', sea 
bail out londiness 

with laughing: buc.k~t.$ 
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Ha,,I J. Tum,r 

Betrayed 

Catch me, if you can. 
while 1walk softly 
through your mind. 
Dandng wavu of 
whispettd secttts 
hana on bent can, 
sacred trua.ts are broken, 
shattered fragments of 
a life now lay be:s:ide you. 
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H.,.I J. Turner 

The Journey 

The old Black man 
walks silently through 
tim~ into another space. 
His joy abound$ 
as beacon light, 
sing ton.gs of ftttdorn. 
a.nd quiet times. 
Now on hallowed ground. 
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Ha,:el J. Turner 

Listen 

Listen to the $.ilef'l(t of pass:ion, 
two h~ru pounding as one. 
Listen to the silence of night 
as it creeps, like a eat 
stalking its prey. 
Listm to the silence 
of children playing 
on a summer$ day. 
Listtn to the nuclear silence 
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LVII (Metamorfosis) 

La distanda. a tu pcsar, nos magniflca: 
vertc de. )a mano de \'trtigo 
vaticinio de rubores ~rdid05 
en el pttsente de s.ilencio compartido. 

Nada pretel'.ldo ti.no JObornat e.l vado 
ma.n~r nonilgko el a.stdio 
y I.a Aor , precarfa en su pcrennidad • 
que el fruto oontradie ham bom.rsc. 

Habfa justiAcaci.On en d cn.sayo ck un gesto? 
Confiania en la f'(:pctici6n del rtthuo? 
Ccrcan.ia en la intimidad de la $0$pecha? 

Hoy comienta el ayer a desdobla.1'$e 
en pos de lo que pudo ser y seri: 
ya no hay rcmedio. 
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LIV (Para una mascara) 

Airet de pn senora 
$it:iada en su indignaciOn, 
desentona,, Adelita, 
deocletufooo. 
exagera.s la herida 
con dNpecho otonal, 
cl ahar de las «jas 
recak.a el desdoro 
del cabello socnbrfo, 
v deslucen 10$ ojos 
lattigicamueca 
delcenoglad>l. 
No tt: n.jt;s querida! 
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Jorg, Y..ncu 

Si.gue ocuha. 
acumUla agravi.os. dtade,nes. ttne0r, 
escudatc tras el ~jocOncavo 
-Micomicona cha.rra-
de tu condenda helada 
Por la ambiciOn. 
Pero no tit.mbles de envidia, 
no embis.tas sin ton ni son, 
y ttpara cuidadosa, 
con laa y disciplina, 
la percnnc fu.c.hada de tu d«ilusi6n. 
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El Guardia 

'Ma;jo, maJlsi.mo, de eanttcra 
roble informador, 
rail, vid, tronco 
ramas y Aores 
de la Espana de los rui.senores. 

Duro, maci:o, 
enamorado oomo Machado 
de Soria. 
A tu soriano ros.tro A.no 
tu easco en yelmo ttansformado 
a scttn05 oj05 
y viril sonrisa 
da ,ombra y reciedumbre. 
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William Adams 

Lunchtime 

Aman emerged from the skeletal ahadows of «eel beanu and concrete 
columns. His shadow lurched along a foot or two in front of him, 
undulating across rutted ground toward a rroup of men settling 

themselves in the ,hadc of a tool-shed roof. The man's left shoulder tilted 
sha.rply upward; his right $.houldu sloped i.nto the 5ttctc.bed sineW$of a berry, 
brown arm. A five-gallon bucket hung from h.i:scalloused hand, scuffing along a 
path worn in ,he leg of bis deteriorating, grcy,white o..,cntls. A scarred plastic 
lunchpatl dangled from the three remaining fingers of his left hand. 

The seated men studied his approach intermittently with surveys of their 
noon-day meals. 

'"Well,1ooky hyar," a pink faoed man greeted. "There come a car,pcn,tcrwith 
a fo.•c.pllon appetite." 

Another man laughed. "'Hey thar, nail-bender! Ya'll $pose ya'U can cat alla 
that in a half a hour?'" The interrogator sruffed the comer ofa peanut,butter 
and jelly sandwich past four oppc»ing teeth. 

A sandy-haired man nodded ...Man, you gotta be fresh married. On]y one 
kinda W'i.fe's gonna fetch he.r ol' man that kinda lunch, 'n' that's a wife that's 
frtsh offn•n the alta.r." 

A balding ma.n chimed. In. ''Yah, ~• it's only one kinda feller that's gonna 
nttd that kinda lunch, n• that's her ol' man,"' 

"Hot suey!" Particle&of peanut butter and jelly escaped into the air. '1..ooky 
there, th' man's got two buckets. H.ey now, why'n't ya'll sct on down here aside 
o' me, hongry! 111 s.h-ore he'p ya'll eat $00le o' that.., 

The late arrival smiled a.nd sat on the Open five gallon bucket. 
Another guest, propped apinst a roof support, scowled from under his hard 

hat. "Hey, paJ you a Mormon?·" 
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'"What', bc:in' a Mormon got t' do with anyth.in'?" The bald man asked, 
scowling back at his neighbor. 

'"Well, reg'lar 01' wife ~tsupa rq(larol' lunch. A new wife. ,hegeu u.p a five 
gallon lunch that aint At t' cat. so a ftlJcr si.ts on it." 

--Yeah," the owner of the ~anut butter and jeUy sandwich chimed. "'And 
they's on)y tw0 kindsa men tha't goc morc'n one wife, tha's Mormons and 
Ayrabs. and ya'U ain't no Aynb." 

The newcomer only smiled more broadly, placed hi$ lunch pail between hi, 
used-to-be-brown boots. opened it, and remo,.,ed a small harmonica. He rapped 
the instrument Lightly on hLs leg. tucked it firmly into hi.s hand, a.nd ralsed it co 
his lips. They tuned-up as if rwo long acquainted creatures were preparing to 
make love, then they began to play echo«of rockin.gchair, and front Port ht$. 
The tone and tempo changed from hymn to hoe-down, and the gathering ate 
and listened. 

"Hey there, wood,butchcr," a man i.n the open doorway of the shed called 
out. "Why don' ya take alla. thatUt0$$ the lot$00'.'lewhercs?l'mso-nna take me a 
little bn.in•bRa.k." 

.. lfn you had a brain you'd brttk It aplayin' with It," the pink faced man 
countered. 

"They's only one kinda playin' aiioin' on and that's agonna hafta cease $O's I 
can 106e consciousness of Texas for a few minutes." 

The eater of peanutbutter sandwiches sputtered. '1fn ya'Il lose alla ya'll's 
consciousness, ya'U ain't IMt much." 

The man l~ning against t.he roof support rolled a radish betwttn his oil 
stained fingers. .. Son,in-law, you better curbyour tongue or you're Jiablc tofind 
yourself conscious of look.in' for another construction job to hide-out on." 

...He.I~ he ain't agonna run me off. I'm fcedin' his grand.kids." 
' '·Don't be:t your truck on it," the voice echoed in the interior of the ,hed. 
The troubador stood up and held out his hardhat in a mock appeal for 

donations, purposely missing the offering of a radish. He nodded at a man 
sitting slightly apart from the rest. 

.. Ahll ketch ye on th' waU, J«s.." He nodded to the rest of the group and 
moved away with the same scuboard list that ma.rked hi$ arrival Jea nodded 
back. and Anished peeling an orange . 

.,You knowcd him long?" The bald man pulltd some strings from a stalk of 
celery. 

"Uh huh, 'Bout Ave year.'' Jea contemplated the naked lruit, turned it 
around_. sniffed it, and carefully separated it into halves. 

'13-oomers?" The man continued. 
"Uh huh.., Jeu nodded at the ground betwet.n his feet. nretched his arms 

forward, and rested them on his elevated knees. 
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The bald man squinted at the retreating Agurc o( the musician. «HC' jest set 
there an' played that mouth organ. Oon' he cat no lunch!" 

"'Never knowd him to' cat no lunch. Allus cats a helluva brcakfut 'though." 
"He don't cat lunch?.. A new inquLsitOr prcutd. the p0int, hC'avi.ly accenting 

"'lunch." 
'1 guess he's still aworkin' on aJla that breakfast he ate,'" Jts.S chuckled. 
The bald man snapped-off a mouthful of celery. "What's he got in that 

bucked" 
"Di.rt." Jess popped a.n orange segment into his mouth. 
"'You ta.id 'dirt'r' Thc sandy haircd man put down a fried chic.ken Leg and 

squinted at Jess. 
jt&S nodded. ' 'Uh huh." 
..Why?" The bald man's lips formed funhc.r, unvocalittd, questions. 
''Why in hellr' The Jandy-hain!d man helped 
..Sits on it.'"Jc53spit an onngc pip into his hand and flipped it away with his 

thumb. 
Son,in,l;,:w looked up from his third peanutbuncr and Jelly sandwich. "'A 

bucket fulla din? 1 don' get it." 
The pink,fuced man gestured toward the departing Sgure as it disappeared 

into some shadows . ..Ta.kc a look. dummy. lfn' it wam't fulla dirt he'd fall in 
aS$-first, no broader'n he is across th' hf:am." 

"Dummy ycr damn-self. Why don' he jea.t tum t.h'buc.ket over and set on th' 
bonom?"' 

The pi.nk,fuetd ma.n was ready. '1/n he turned it over alla th'dirt'd fall out." 
The group chuckled. The pink,faccd man threw a wadded sandwich wrapper a.c 
the butt of his humor. "It's no damned 1urprise that )'Our a plumber." 

Son•in•law slapped the missile aside. "I ain't nodamn plumber. I am a damn 
pipe-fitter, an' I'll thank ya'll to remember that. Mr. thumb-nailer." 

The tc0wling·,faced man took a.i.m and S.rtd a radish at a s1»,rrow a few feet 
away. "Carryin' around five gallonsofdirt. Seems co me that your pa.rtocr is a 
few bricks ,hon of a full load. 

"Naw, he's alright." Jess studied the ground between Im feet. 
''Man oughta cat lunch." It was the familiar acttnt on 'lunch.' 
'Well, a mandon'nttd tot"atnolunch ifn he ain't of a mind to."The bald 

man picked a slice oftomato out ofhis bologna sandwich andsailed it into the 
sunlight. 

The scowling•face man ,hook his head. "'I knowd. a time when l'da snatched 
up that slice o' tomater, washed it. an' ate it.'' 

' 
1Hdl!" The sandy-haired man ,lammed a crust of bread inro his mouth. "I 

knowed a time when I woulda rasslcd a pit bull-dog foT a sHc.e of tomatcr half 
that sir.e, an' l .,,,.ouldn't s.top t0 wash it afore I ate it." 
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"I'd jilt let th'dawgeat th' tomater, an' then I'd eat th' dawg.., The interior of 
the shed eehoed a lonely laugh. 

"Fine: Uar aint gotta chan<:e." 
"No tdlin' what he'd do ifu somebody throwcd a bonle o' Jac.k Daniels out 

there ... 
"Hell, w.'d all get trampled in th' rush." 
"God ii~ us time to eat lunch. .. There was the familiar emphasis again. 
t•Amen!" The a.andy-haircd man raised his Thermos-bottle cup/cap in a 

salute. "GodandPeterKiewin 'n'Sons Construction Company lncorporattd." 
"You $till harpin' on th.at harmonica player noteatin' lunch?" The bald man 

looked balefully at hi, neighbor. 
"'WeU, hell, it's lunchtime ain't itl"' The cmpha,is echoed. 
The pi.nk,factd man awallowcd a spoonful ofJello. 111n he don't eat another 

bi.te of nothin' so long as he llYd, you ain't agonna l<>&e no weight" 
'"He had a damn Lunch pail, he probly jest don't wanna eat with the crew." 

The scowHng man glattd in the direction of the departed Agu.re. 
"Ya'll nan him off afore he could ~ttlc down. He prob'ly got lots to cat in 

there." Son,in,law cocked hi$ arm and let fly an apple core, barely mi$$ing 
anoc.her sparrow. "'I'll wager a six,pack that he's got somethin' to eat in that 
bucket." 

"You l<>oe.• )ea clooed the lid on hi,$ty,o,(oom box. "Ial.-eady tol' ya, h<don' 
utno lunch." 

''It aint natural to not eat when )'Our supposed to." 
The pink,f-a.ced mat\ slammed the lid on hi$ lunch box. "Supp<md to? 

Suppc:,,se,d to? 1 wish to heU that you'd get offn that note. He ain't no kid. Ifhe 
don't wanna eat, let him go hungry." The man turned a slightly redder face to 
Jess. "Now. What about th' buelc.et of dirt?" 

"What about it?"' Jea pied into the sky. 
11 know,'' son-in,law nodded self..approvingly. 
'"ioudon't know uixinch tube-tumfrom a eight•penny nail l wuukin'his 

partner, here." 
"'lt ain't nOthin."' Jess $Cr3pe,d some dried mud offof his boot. 
The pi.nk,factd man leaned toward Jess. "You ain't ag:onna sell me that.'' 
uwc11, it really aint nothin", We got partner«l-up over in Newport News. 

dose towhere he's from. When th' job run-out wewent over to Missouri andhe 
brought that buclcet along, full o'dirt." Jess smiled. "He wamt no carpenter 
when we flrst partncrf!d, but he caught on fast.,. 

..What'd he do afore?" 
Jess $i.ghed. "He was a son of a farmer." 
"Sort of?" Son,in..taw wrinkled•up his nost. 
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"Yeah. Like a pipe,A.tter &I a son of a plumbc:r." The pink,factd man picked 
up a piece oforang.e peel from buideJess and toued it at Son,in,law. "What'd 
you mean. 'son of a farcntr?" 

ttt already asked that." Son•in•law glattd at the pink face and sailed the peel 
back at him. 

'"Well then. we both asked him," 
SoMn•lawsnortffl, "TU bet he was one o'them orpni.cfarmers, and he got so 

sood at it that he didn't have to~nothin', he jest ate the dirt, an' he in' his 
family jest ate t.h' whole damn f.arm." 

The ,eowHng man shook his head. "l'd like to have a p0und of what yore 
,moki.n'." 

'"Yeah?'" Son..in•law continued. "Well not only that. but he was a 6.xin' to h-cp 
alla us to a Kven course banquet that he had in that bucket, an' ya'll run him 
off." 

~ill you ,hut,up an' ltt th' man answer a civilited quesrionr' 
Jess smiled. ~edon't eat dirt.., 
~edon't eat th' dirt?'' The bald man teased. 
"Naw." 
.._Damn!" The s<:owling,fa«d man slapped hia: kg in mock disgust. ''1 was jest 

gttrin' tt.ady to go over there an' try 50me o' that gou.rmct &OU... 
"We are strayin' from th' point."The bald man lcan«l back and 5Ndi«l his 

gnarl~ fingers.. ''What's he got in the box ifn he ain't got no lunch in itr• 
Jess ,hrugged.. "Harmonica." 
"l ,till say a man oug,hta cat when th' time fer catin' come1." 
The tc:owling:,face glared bad at the d:y. "'Now that 1 think on it.. I don' 

remc.mbcr if lever knowcd a man to not eat no lunch. 'cept if he', sick.., 
The sandy,haircd man laughed. "'It', prob'ly un,American ... 
''Laugh, if ya wanna, but ya know damn well, in them 00mmuni.$t countries 

they gotta work twcn.ny houra a day, seven days a damn week, fifty,two weeks 
ever )•car, alla their lives. an' they don' gtt no lunch neither. An' that", a fact." 

"Your right.., thebald man shook, and nodded, his head in ironicagret.mcnt. 
"'Not catin' lunch is probly uncon.stitutional ... 

Thescowling-face ,tood up and brushod the dirt offofthes,c:atof his overalls. 
'1fn a feller don"t wanna eat with the rest of the hands._ weJL I guess that', 
okay, but it don't teem right.'' 

The pink-faced man ,tood and repeated the-dusting ritual. 'Theresure as hell 
ain't no bw 'at ,ays a man's gotta cat ifn he don' wanna." 

The lunch,fundamtntali.st ,tood and rubbed his back apinsc the support 
1)()$t."I thank ya for your opinion, there, Mr. Law•ptnter. lfn there ain't nosuch 
a law, there bener be one."' 
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~ow thatmake$ a whole lots:a sense."Thepink facc,hook,adly. "1.fn there 
ain't no such law, there better bt one.• Now what in hell does that mean?" 

"\Vhy're you askin'mt-? Yore the high 'n' mighty lawyer. You Aggcr itout." 
Son•in•law crossed. his legs and pressed to a s.tanding pc»icion. '1 got him 

flue.red out. lfn he ate, he'd blow that damn harmonica fuUa food." 
The pink-face nodded apprcdativtly at Son,in,law ...Your theory on the 

matter is duly noted," 
•tYore talkin' more like a damn lawyer e~r minute. 'Yore theory on the 

matter is duly no-ted! Now what does that mea.n?'' 
"Same as, 'ifn thett ain't no ,uch a law, there better be one."" 
.. I'll be damned." 
..Well be damned then.'' The pink foct tvrned bad: to JC$$. ''Like I was 

trying to say,_" 
The lunch advocate picked up his paU and started toward the structure. He 

stopped and turned "It means that there is some things that's right, a.n'some 
that ain't right. Thac's what it mean$, Mr. ChiefJU$tice of the Superior Court 
of the United States of America, E pluribus unum." He nodded. snorted an 
exclamation point ro his comment, and continued toward the nrvcturt. 

The pink f-acc snoncd back, picked up his bucket, and fell in bcsideJeu as 
they crossed the lot. "That bucket of dirt your partner carri« around, that's 
str.1ngc." 

''l don't see n0thin' so terrible strange about it." 
''Comeon, now. He'tg<>t fivegallol\SofVirginnydlrt in a plas.dc bucket. He 

fit$ on it at lunch time a.n' playt a damn h:1nnonica, an' he don' eat nothin. 
Now, yore gonna tdl me th.at that ain't peculiar! 

Jes,s Jhook his head. "'l don't think 1 under1und yore quC$rion." 
"Well. hell. Th'fimone is. he don' need noAvcgallonso'Virginny dirt toJit 

on." 
"Seems like he doe,,"J ... ,h.,ugge<!. 
"WelLwhy?" 
Jess thought for a moment, then confc:~d ...Dunno. Never asked him." 
The scowling,face fell in be$ide them. "'\Vh:u if l was~ dump out alla hisdi.n, 

what then?" 
Jess smiled and made a quick glance at theslcy. '"He'd Jen fill it up agin, like 

he alluf does.-" 
Thegrouppaus«l at the base ofthe 5tructure. Son-·in-law peered atJcss with 

knitted eyebrOW$. "Ya'll mean ya'II would dr.:i.g,up an' haul all th' way t' 
Virginia ;~t so•, he can fill up that damn bucket?" 

.,Naw, He'djesttakc a shovel an' fill it up.'"Je5S put his lunch box in a comer 
of the gang,OOx and started up the la.cider to the t(affolding. t'The1\ we'd 
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drag•llp an' head out lookin' fer another boom. Hell! At. longauhe sun shines, 
there'll allus be a boom ... somewhCTt$."' 

The scowling,face dug his hand into a box of nail& "Soomcrs." he grunted, 
A saw whined through wood in the fa lse•workabove them and a thin mist of 

sawdust filtered down. 
i•Hey!.. The lun.eh .-.d..·~te called to the rwo men on the scaffold. "What're 

ya tryin' t' do. kill th' jobr What's yore damn hurry? That', boomcrs fe.r ya'. 
they just can't wait t' ~ta job o..-er with sos they can move on t' th• next one. 
Damn bunch o' gypsies, tha',all they arc. Hell! Some of us gotta make a damn 
livin' aroun' here!" 

The scowling-face looked up. •·CYva s'J)05C that ol' boy was serious about 
what they'd do ifo l dumped his dirt?" The men looked at one another, and 
moved away into the shadows. 

Give or take a few minutff, it's always lunchtime &0mewherc in the workl. 
For some, it is a ritual with prescribed duties toperform. For others, it isa brief 
celebration of freedom_, a short respite from obligations, rul~ fonns, and 
pollcit'$. lt is a time whe.1,, like a gte.'t dancer at the cop ofthe arc of a grande 
jet~ the-y can hover. momentMily free of pedestrianism. 
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The Perils of Goodwill Diplomacy 

Sometime$ it seemsHifa day has humiliation wrine:n all over it. On those 
days. for some inexplicable ru$0n, ysuddcn1y forget how to read. I $hould 
see;, com;ng:"WARNING-THIS DAY CAN BE EXTREMELY 

HUMlUATINO (if you are not very cartful)!!" Despite tbe waming. I remai.n 
naive. I am never quite sure if this pbenomenon lssimp1y a quirk of fate. or if the 
gods are amusing themselves at my expcnst. 

On one $UC.h oocation, I was attending a scmin.ir. The t<>pic has long $incc 
escaped me, but it was significant in that several local adminitrratorS of major 
international c<>rpOrations ~re in attendance-~ 1 may ha.,·c known two o£ them, 
at the most, but only by name. Needless to say, 1 was .slightly ill at ease in the 
company of so exalted a group. 

Wehad been in sc:s.sion for aboutten minutff when a latccomcrcmercd. He 
was a tall, faihionably dr<'s.scd, Black man. He had a .elfassurance about him 
that said. ''I may not know all of you, but I know who I am, and I am very 
comfortable with that." The gentleman sitting next t'O me whi.spercd, .. He', an 
Ethiopian," The "warning Slgn" na.shed, but it was too late. Three words. and 1 
was offon a mental exeurSion to Africa.. I could sec the newcomer in tribal robes:, 
tcattd in front of his tribal council. by the tribal 6.re, on a dusty plain 
$0mewhere in Ethiopia. Idon't really know ifEthi0pian corporate c.x«utivts sit 
around tribal 6.res on dusty plains, but atthatmoment cultural accuraey didn't 
Stt.m terribly importanL 

The dirutor of the sc:minar introduced the man to the assembly. He didn't 
mention thatthe Ethiopian was ofroyal blood. Hedidn'teven mt.ntion that the 
man was Ethiopi.an. l di$Mi.$.$Cd the fact, attributing it tosimple Ovtt$ighL Thm 
1thought, "What if no one hu remembered toextc:nd an appropriate welcome 
to this foreign dignitary? What must he think of Americar" My brain was 

O,pheus/111 

https://Ethiopi.an
https://scmin.ir


completely on its own. and lgaveup any effort coconcentrate on the Jeminar. l 
filled the time formulating plans tocorrect the direct.Or's faux pas. The"warning 
t.ign" flashed re~~ly, but l forged on. I was fully cngagcd in a drive toextend 
a goodwill welcome to this ambassador from Ethiopia. Thedirector had done a 
very bad job ofpronouncing the man', name, and thatpttscntedthefirttmajor 
obstacle in my plan to make the Ethiopian welcome in America. The man who 
had informed me of our honored guest'$ nationality could not remember his 
name. so I was in a real qu,andary. How could 1be ,racious to the man wht-n I 
couldn't remember his name? 

I sat for $Orne time, p0ndering my dilemma. The man was seated only a few 
feet from me, but I heard no one call him by name. Suddenly, 1 had an 
inspiration - his binder. His name would be on his binder. I was relieved until I 
thought. "What if it's written in Ethiopian." I was desperate for a solution, so I 
decided to take a chance that the name would be in English. l lefr my 5eat and 
started toward the rc{rt$hmenu table.. NI passed behind the man, 1glanced 
quickly over his shoulder at the biodcr on the table in front of him. En.gli,h! At 
least the letters were r«ognizablc:. I proceeded onmy Journey to the coffee um, 
elated that I had his name firmly in hand. I casually repla~·cd my perception of 
the binder as I returned tomyseat. Thenamewunotquiteasclearas l had 6.nt 
thoug_ht. "No matter." I said to myself. "'I'll ju.st look a.gain.., When I arriv«l 
behind the man.on the way tomy ~at. his arms wettcovtringthc binder and 1 
could not see. the name. 1 hC$.itated for a moment that seemed like an hour, 
hoping that he would remove hi.s arms from the binder. He didn't, and 1 
returned to my scar fumbling with the "3;gmenu of what I had seen., 

l sat staring, in my mind, at the indistinct picture ofthe binder. "t.e ·-0", it 
seemed to say. '1..e ... On". lt was becoming more clear. '1..e: ·- Oniu('. "'Le 
Onius". I had it. M.r. Le OniU$. 

I congratulated myself on mylllocess.Ofcourse. there was Kill the problem of 
howl, a person totaJJy inexperienced. in diplom.acy, was supJ)OiCd to address a 
foreign di,gnita.ry. J tried tovi.sualbe my options. I could approoeh him after the 
meeting closed,, extend my hand, and say, "Mr Le Onius, I would like to 
welcome you to America." Or, I could say. "M.r. Le Oniu.s, as a citizen of the 
United Sa.ces of America, and a resident of the fair city of Bakersfield, 
California, please accept mywarmest welcome toourgrcatcountry. I hope th.at 
you are enjoying vour stay with us."' I decided to be $pontancous. 

Themectingcontioued for an houror more, and fantasy followed fantasy as I 
pictured the Ethiopian', eyes become misty in gratitude that $0tnCOne had 
remembe:red totender him a welcome. Dteadcs lattt he would relate the story of 
the scl0css Ame,rican who took the time to befriend him when he was hr from 
home. I AW letters of appreciation, 5Cnt to our State Department. pra.i, ing my 
kindness. Trade between our twocountries would flourish. There would be a 
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commendation from the White Hou.&c. 1n a final flight of egomania, 1 saw my 
good deed $plashed on rhe front pagtt ofmajor ncwspapeN extolling my act as 
an example that all Americans should emulate. 1 would be inte.rviewed by 
"Time," "Newsweek." and "People" magazines! 

In the mid,t of my ea price l wasjerked back toreality bythescuffingofchairs 
as the group &tood to leave. The se:minar was over. The &tal moment had 
arri\'ed. 1 ,:rood, took a deep br~th, squattd my , houldcrs, and turned in the 
direction of the Ethiopian. He, likewise, was ju.st standing. I approached the 
$OUtee ofmy future glory as he tu med toward me, holding hi$ binder :1;gaiMt his 
chest. As I closed the few feet between us I glanced at the leuers on the folder. 
"MlSCELLANEOUS.•Id;dn'trats.my eyes, I fastened them Armly on the exit 
gj,n over the d00r and hurried into relative oblivion. 
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Rosemarie Pa.t;,ek-Stish 

The Witch and the Toad 

Once upon a time, there wua Witch who was marritd to the King of the 
land caJled Eternal Garden$. Eternal Gardens was bordered by Arcadi.a 
a.nd Pcscadcro, and, because there were no wan. the ~pie of Eternal 

Cardtns were happy. Their one {ear was that PrinceJohn, would ncvt.r marry 
bcc.ause no princess had rtceiwd Witch's approval, 

Oneday, when PrinceJohn wuridingin the hills, he metToad.The~• became 
friends at once. Every day, rhe Prince rodeintothe high hills to meetToad, and, 
after a time, they fell in love. The Prince knew that hi$ mother would ncvt-r 
appro"'e, but he brought Toad homeand proclaimed hislnt·ention to marry her, 
with, or withovt, his mother's approval. Witch was furious and her tantrums 
went on for yea.rs.Toad was frightened of \Vitch,soshe became equallyasnasty 
to Witch as Witch was to her. The mutual nastine» guaranteed infrequent 
meetings. and that suited Toad very well. 

Throughout theearly partofthe marriage. Princtu Becky, tried to be friends 
to her motherandToad.The King and the Royal Advisor. Duke Richard,ruled 
the kingdom and stayed out of the silly Ag.ht. Prince John, howc,..cr, always 
found himself in the middle 

Then, one day, Witch sajd. '"That thing is a toad!'" 
Prince John was fu rious and leh the castle screaming. "'She is my wife, and 

you ca.n't talk about her that way." 
Witch tried many spells to make Toad disappear, but the love betwttn the 

Prince John and Toad was $0 ,trong that Toad could not be gotten rid of. 
When Prince John proclaimed the birth of his second child the kingdom 

celebrated fora week. When Prince Timmyjoined hissister, Princess Cathy, in 
the castle nursery, almost everyone was happy. Witch was not. but ,he had 
begun to rcali:c that. like her or not, Toad was there to stay, 
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For many years, Princess Cathy and Prin~ Timmy joined in sprinkling 
happy dust in the f'.accs of Witc.h and Toad. Each year toad ~ me IC$$ toady, 
and witch became lcss witchy untiL one day, they realittd that they had almy$ 
been a princts$ and a queen. They di$COvercd that they only looked like a toad 
and a witch toone another. On that day, Toad and Whch became fricndsa.nd 
all of ,he people of Eterru,1 Gardens lived happily ever after. 
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The Fable of the Jeweled Fish 

There on« was an o ld man and an old woman who lived in a wrt•tchcd 
shack by the sea. Their meage.r exi.stCJ'.\Ct was made be.arable only by th.e 
hope th:u, $0mtday, their fortunes would Chan.gt. 

One morning, after a particularly violent storm, they found a large, beautiful 
fish str.tnded ln a tide pool. Hi&sidcs sparl<lcd likcjewe.Ls..,At least," said the okl 
man, "we know what our l\CXt meal will be." 

As they ,toopcd to pick up thclish. it spoke to them, '1 am a prince ofthe sea,"' 
it said. '1fyou will return me to thcocca.n, beyond the surf, I will grant you each 
a wish." 

Thco]dcouplc looked atone another inamatcmcnt. They oould notbt.He,•e 
their ears. At Last, the old woman answered. t•Yes, let us have our wish and we 
will return you toyourocean." The old man nodded hi$agreement. and the old 
couple's eyu glistened with anticipation. The fish, howc\.-e.r, was aware of 
human creed. He also knew how dcce.J)tive humanscan be and ins.isted that he 
be re1ea$Cd fin-L But the o ld woman did not trust the fish and she rt.fu$Cd to 
release him. Theold ma.n Anally propo$C(I asolution.Hewould put the fish in a 
net, take it out beyond rheaurf.and. after thecouple we.regranted thc:lt wishes, 
the old man would rele~ the Nh. They all .-greed and it wa.s $Cttlcd. 

As the old man1eft the shore with the fish. he looked b.-d: ath.iswife and said, 
'Tle.asc make your WUh, andsay it loudly $0 that wccan hear it over the roarof 
thcsurf.''The old woman nodded, and the old man row«l toward the open sea, 
cowing the fish. 

Theold woman was soexdtcd thather heart raced as fastasher mind. "\Vhat 
shall I wish for? There is only one wish. What do l want most in the whole 
W()rktr Riches? Youth.? Beauty'r' The o ld woman paused for a moment. "Or-· 
power?" The old woman's eyes grew wide with excitement. ' 'Po,..,-er,'" she 
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repeated...Power. powtr, power," 5he repeated over and over, and louder a.nd 
louder, her heart pounding like the surf. Suddenly, $he clutched her chest and 
collapo,d, dead, on the ,and. 

The old man and the fish could not help overhearing the frtn:ied chant. and 
were looking in the direction of the ahott when the old w0man oollapscd. '1t 
appears." said the fish, '\hat your wile has had a heart attack. I am ,..ery sony. 
Oo you still desitt. to make a wish?" 

The old man pa.ltd, and looked confused. "I want...." his vokc cracked, •, 
want... I want us to~ together." 

••So be it,,. said the fish. The old man held out his hands toward the shore, 
then clutched his CM$t and fell into the sea. 
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October 29, 1987 

The third ,rav-e was the hardest to dig. Katherine McKcnsie was 
exhausted. Her stttna:th had drained until she feared that she might 
colla~ into the grey dusr before the work was finished. She rai.$ed the 

,hovel, drove it into rhe britduoil and her armuhoo~ became numb. and felt 
u if they ~re flo.·uing away from her shoulders. This gra..,c was the hardest. 
When ,he completed the wall rectangularhole~ her baby would rest forever in 
its dark depths. Never again would she hear hLs Uttlc boy voice calling. 
..Mommie." Never again would he wrap his chubby arms around her neck. or 
grab her with muddy hands, leaving tiny Joshua print5 on her skirt. 

Katherine rcmcmbcred Joshua's binh as if it was yesterday, He let out one 
lusty bellow, and then cooed softly as Katherine took him from the mid-wife's 
a.rms. Katherine's husband.James, had remained in the fie lds, working. during 
the binh. Four•)'car-old Jeremiah had danced around her bed. laughing at his 
new brother. Together, they named him Joshua, Two months later, the baby 
was baptised., Joshua Taylor McKensic, wearing the same gown that Jeremiah 
hadwom. 

It seemed like an incredibly short time ago that Joshua was a baby, and 
Jeremiah was still too young to work in the fields. Those wett happy times. 
Katherine sat c,..cry afternoon in front ofthe cast window and rocked Joshua to 
sleep. Through the lacccurtains.shccould sec the neatly planted fields. and, in 
the distance, just the tip of the church stttple Pointing the way to God. She 
blinked away her reverie a$a silent hawk skimmed the nearby prairie grass like a 
sailboat gliding across water. It startled her. She braced hcntlf agai.nst the 
sho\'el handle to catch her breath. She eyed the prairie coldly. Katherine had 
hated it from the beginning. It was too vast, a,nd too empty. She ached for the 
geometric $ymmetry of the plow«! fields butted up to ranks of fruit trees that 
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sheltered he'r home. She longed to look down the narrow, fence lined lane 
leading to town. The enormity of the prairie frightened her. It made her feel 
isolated and insignifi<:ant. Now, Katherine was utterly alone. 

Within a week ol lcaving Ohio she was sick. physically and emotionally, of 
the bouncing wagon, the sound ofwhips over the horses. and the dU$t.The dU$t 
that filte.rcd. into everything - her clothes, the food; even the water tasted of 
dusL 

Jun as he did at home,Ja.meseschewcd socializ.ing with the others. Katherine 
sorely mwed coovcr'$.ltiOns with the other women, but she rcspe<:ttd her 
husband's wishes. When she cooked their meals, she could hear the other 
womtn calling to each other, and to their children. 

''Maybelle, ah« supper cou.ld you show me that f'06C 5titch?" A woman 
called. 

''Sure. Leddy,• the ansv.-er came. 
K.-therine longed to call back. .,canshow you right now, if you'd like." But 

she didn't. She heard the gossip from her boys. At night, when they were curled 
upin the wagon.and James was snoring i.n h.isbedroll outside, the thrttofthem 
woukl whisper and giggle about the days events. 

Theywe.rea.lmos:t two months intothejoumeywhenJ:a.me, fell iJI. She had 
been aha.id when James fifft got the fever. She was afraid that he would gi\1e it to 
the boys. She wu further terrified that James would die and she would be left 
with the rts-pof\S:ibility for getting herself, and hersons, toTexas. The wontof 
Katherine's fears was realized when Jeremiah awoke, two mornings later, 
feverish and crying. 

Shesent Joshua to another wagon, away from the contagion. She divided her 
time between James and Jeremiah, bathing them, trying to case their (e\1Crs. 
"Dear God," she prayed. "'Not my first born. Plusc don't take my son.'' 

They brought Joshua to her late that same. nighL She held hi$ tiny, burning 
body to htr breast and crooned softly, tea.rs coursing down hc.l' chttks. At that 
moment she could have lolled James, but the men had already wrapped his 
body in canvas and laid it buidc the wagon. Never in her life had 1he felt so 
totally helple$$and alone. The other ,;,,-omen knew nomore than s.he did about 
how to tr~t the fever that ragOO in heel' children. She could only use what Uttlc 
water there wu to cool their bodies and pray that merciful God "''Ould Spare 
their livu. 

Somehow the few elaps«i hours M.~mcd to make up a whole lifetime. She 
p0i.$ed the shO\.'t.l above the ground. In a combination of anger, disgust, 
frustration, and fear, she. plunged the spade into the $Oil The steel bit ,kidded 
across a rock and she stumbled toher knees. Fora few moment$ all she could sec 
was the hostile earth and the indifferent gra$$U. She raised he-rself slowly 
looking around her for the traik left by the other W3$01U a.1 they continued 
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their&Carch.for Texas. There was no evidence that anything had passed, ever. 
At, far u she could set, the golden gnl$$C$ undulated over the land like ocean 
swells bc:forc the wind, In the distan«, a lone trtt reached batt, scrawny 
bra.nches toward Heaven as if to implore Goel to rescue it from it.t lonely 
existence. They had much in common., Katherine's eyes rrave.lcd along the 
branches, into the cobalt ,ky where wispy, trttY clouds g.1lloped like a flock of 
panicked sheep. Behind them, edged on the horizon, follo""-ed ma$Sive, blade., 
rolling clouds moving with dirgclikc solemnity, tseorted by Aashing Ug;hrnll"lg 
and drumming thunder. 

She heard the voices before TullyMoo~ opened the flap on the bac.kof her 
wagon. 

1'Mi: McKen.tie,w he called peering into the dim interior. "Mu McKensic, we 
gotta move on, ma'am. Jack Waters cut$ignsof injuns th!$ momin,' an' folks is 
gcttin' mighty jumpy, ussittin' out here in the oixn like thi$. Ma'am, we b«n 
he.re three days already," 

«My boys cannot travel yet, Mr. Moore. They willdicifl try to move them 
now." Katherine prused Joshua rightly apinst her a.nd roe.keel. 

,.Mi: Mc.Kensie, we got to head on. Most e,•erybody is runnin' low on 
$upplies. and the node i$ needin" water." 

Katherine hated his whiny voice. "1 can't go. Mr. Moore. You do what you 
must, but l will not leave until my boys arc better." Her voice noated outto the 
crowd around her wagon. There was a murmuring that $0011 b«.ame ,houting. 

"Well I ain't gonna get kilt by no injuns 'cu: a.he ain't r~dy ta move." 
"We got to think about everybody, not jus' one family." 
"Her husband', dead. who's gonna drive her wagon?" 
'1 hate like hell to say it. but thost younguns ain't gonna m.alce it anyhow/" 
The group deb.1tcd far into the night. Finally, they drew Iota.Jade. Waters 

pulled the short $traw and cuncd loudly. 
In the first light of dawn, Katherine watched as Jack Waccn a.ngrily kicked. 

the ground and cursed as the wagons slowly pulled away.Jack Waterswu not 
$11'0ng. A few mlnutC$ before Jeremiah died, Katherine heard him leaving. 
taking: ~r hones with him. 

As she emptied the $hove.I beside the hole, the dutt billowtd a,round the 
tattered hem of hercalioodttu. With each stab intothe ground,,hc cuntd the 
demon inJame, McKensic thatmade him sell the farm in Ohio. Each suoke of 
the shovel increased her rage. and her rage drove her on. Again, and again, the 
sho1-•d tore at the ever widtni.ng ho1e. 

At fint she scn.scd, rather than heard, them. There were three next to the 
wa.gon. and ihe saw others in the disronce holding a brace of nervous horses. 
Thev sat astride their p0nic.s like copper, pagan gods, tota.llv mo<ionlcu, their 
flat. black eyes ne~r blinking. They sat andstared. Thick, long braids framed 

Orpheu,1121 

https://widtni.ng


Gina RO$$ 

thrir exprC$$ionless faces, and trailed down torc,t on their should<"r'-Eachone 
had an a.$$0ranentof fe:uhcrt attached to a leather band around his head. The 
feathe11 danced and dove in thutiffening brttte. Paint streaked their faces and 
bare chesu. a.nd the wind carried the pungent odor of ,rease and ,wcat to 
Kj,theriu's n06trils. They looked like Death's auendanu come to ensure that 
he was not cheated out of hit pri:es. 

"'l tuppc:,$C you'll kiU me," Katherine called o-,.,er her shouklcr. "1t doesn·'t 
matter. The Wolter is gone and l'U die $001\ anyway." 

An indian looked past her to the <:omplcted gravt$. For an instant she 
thought she saw compassion cross his otherwise placid cou.nttnan<:c. 

'1 am Katherine McKen,ie." She said it politely,asifshe was addressing some 
new neighbors bade in Ohio. '°Those arc the graves ofmy hu,band James. and 
my son Jeremiah. Thisone is for my $01'l,}oshua." Katherine's chin quivcn:d as 
she looked skyward. "l did not want to come here, you know." Her voice 
trembled. •1 loved my house in Ohio. Itsaton a hill, and lcou1d look down and 
see the Adds and 0rehards that my fathe,r had planted. It was a A.ne farm, but 
James ... " Her Ups twisted bitterly. "'James wasn't content to stay there, He 
wanted tooome west ... to Texas. He sold the fa.rm... my farm_ my father's farm. 
He sold it without tel lineme. I had nochoice but tocome with him." Katherine 
stabbed the shovel into the e:a.rth...Oo you $te what you've done, James? Look 
what's bccomcoi us.You, ,mdJcremia.h, andJO$.hua, all dead, and !soon will be. 
Wild beamwill scarcer ourbones all over thts hellish pra.irie because you had to 
go to Texas! Oo you see what you've done.James McKel\$ic!? Do you $CC what 
~·ou've done?" 

The india.ns stirred their poniu and murmured to one another. 
Katherine rumed and faced them defiantly. "You'll have to wait until l've 

buried my baby." 
For a moment there was no sound exctt)( the grasses rubbing together, 

passing their gossip, sharing their secrets. waiting. theca.nva.s ,ttetehed over the 
wagon snapping and the frame crcalcing under the inc.ruslng prt:$$urt of the 
wind. A heedless.chill wind brought a darkening sky. Then the indians moved 
slowly away,aod Katht'rine wauei-u:d with a desperate desire tocall them back. 
.,Oh,Katherine,_..she thought aloud, 'You a.redemented, indeed, ifyou nctd the 
companyofsavages on your death bed." The wind sifted dirtback into the hole 
as she watched the indians s.inking into the irass in the diS-tance. 

She returned to her labor, driving the shovel into the earth undl the grave 
was handledet.p. She looked around tosec iftheindians had returned, they had 
not. As quickly, and as silently as they hadappeared, the indians had vanished. 
She was alone, standing next to the grave th.at would soon embrace the Ian of 
her family. A few yards away, a prairie dog stood beside her hole, stiU,as still as a 
hunters trophy. Katherine felt a sudden ,urgeofenvyatthe lifethatmust exist 
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in that ,mall hole. For scvtral minutes. Katherine and the pra.irle dog Jtood 
motion le$$, each ofthem a mute se.nrincl, Poised be$1de a labol'of lovt: for what 
was. and what was no more. There wu a sudden flash oflightning nearby, and 
the prairie dog disappeartd into its hole breaking the spell that had r00tcd 
Katherine to the edge of thegravt.Shc sighed,drove the blade ofthe shovel into 
the soft dirt at the edge ofthe grave and shuffled through the grass to the wagon. 
Joshua's body lay near the ttar of the wagon, wrapped in a quilt that 
Katherine', mother had made. Katherine pulled the (tuilt away, gently, until 
she could see the small face. He was a beautiful child. The wind caught his hair 
and blew itaway from hit forehead. He seemtd to besmililna: as though he Wtte 
dreaming ofcandy, or Chri.smiM, or the cite\1$ that came to town just before 
they left Ohio. Katherine knelt be5ide him. "'Oh, Joshua, Momma's sony. $0 

vtry sorry." 
She carried the tiny bundle to the grave. It had taken $0 long«> dig. and h 

took so little time toAll it in. When she had finished t moothing the mound, she 
looked a.c.ross the waving grasst$, bent sharply in thedamp wind. They seemed 
co reach completely around the world. How long would it bt~ she wondered, 
before the~tte.laimed her thttc moundsofcanh? How long before all of 
the evidence t.hat the McKcnsie family had ever existed would di!appcar? 

Katherine McKensie sank to her kneu and pitched foTWard, embracing the 
mound that CO\'Cred her youngest child. Large drops ofrain began todent the 
fre.hly smoothed earth. 
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The Story of My Life 

Once upon a timt-, there was a man nam«l Dewey Kossuth. Dewey li.ved in 
a ptt:tty pink house., on a broad blackstr«:t. in a whole neighborhood of 
pretty houses. The roof ofDewcy>s house. like all ofthe other roo&oo all 

of the other hou~in Dewey•, neighborhood, was painted happy, Kelly Green. 
Sometimes. espec.-ially in lovely weather. all of the roof, in the neighborhood 
hove.Ted a few inches above the house$. 

t•took,.. Dewey's wife, 8ipsy, would ~y, ~the roofs are up a~in.." 
'1.s.n't that the darndcsc thingr' Dewey would reply. 
Dewey had a job at the $pongee Bread Bakery. Hisjobwasto make su.re that 

each and every loaf ofSpongcc Bread, that was wrapped in a blue and white 
$pongee Bread wrapper, was suitably soft and pliant. Dewey s:at on a stool 
beside a slowly moving train of Spong« bread can.. As they pused. Dewey 
would ttach out and gently prod each loaf. lf his little poke mark didn't 
disappear in tw<> seconds, that loaf was eliminated beuuse it jutt didn't ha.,.e 
what it took to be a Spoogcc. 

'7oo br.ld." Dewey would say, t0$$ing: the loof over his shoulder. 
When Dewey came home after worlc, there was nothing he en;o.,,ed more 

than having his dog Slicko gnaw on his toes. AJ $00n as SUcko heard the door 
latch dick. he woold stop whatC\·cr he w.u doing and come lumbering O\'er, 
eager to wrap his gums around the toes of Dewey's wedgies. Every day, after 
v.-orlc, Dewey would $tandjU$t inside the front door while oJd Slicko gum.m«l 
his t<>e$. 

''Hi, Honey!' ' he'd say, wa\ling to Bipsy. 
One night afteradeliciousdlnnerof avocados and lavc.ndercakes, Bipsy put 

down her fork, a tparkle dancing in her eyes. 
'~h. pipsy•poo," she said coyly. 
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..yet, mugglcwumpums?" Dewey oootd back. 
"Tve got a surprise for you." 
Ot"'--ey, bis fact the picrurt of wide-t:yed wondu, said, "What', a 'surprise.' 

BipSy?" 
Bip$y gave a condescending look. "A surprise is: something that you could 

never, ever ima,ine, no matter how ha.rd you tried. Something that you couldn't 
even guess in a million, trillion ;·ears." 

Dcv.-ey looked appropriately ehastcned and stupid. ••Oh," he mumbled. 
.,You'll ncW:r, c,•er, auess,., Bip,,,y teasod. 
"Probably not," ~wey murmured. 
••J.t•s a baby!" said 8ip$y, jumping up from the table and skipping proudly 

over to the kitchen pantry. She rtac.hed in, and pulled out a burbling bundle of 
pink and blue blanket.s. Bipsy turned to the table and u1d the bundle so that 
Dewey could Stt the baby's face 

"'Oh, a white one," said Inwey. Heheld out his arms. ''T06Sittome/' he said, 
Bipsy frowned. ~owOtwt:y, you bigidi«, thi$isa baby, not a frisbee. ltjust 

came today.'' She ga:ed lovingly at the baby. "'You should see:h change colors/' 
she said. '"Someday this baby will make u, happy." 

"Wonduful!'" said Dewey. "When?" 
"Someday!,.Bipsy emphasized. "'I just know it. Why, it will wur little red and 

white striped hau, and eat marshmallows and tall, sour-grass, and call to u, 
sometimes.'" 

"When!" ul<ed 0.wty. 
"Someti.mt$!'" Bipsy repeated. For in,tance, if it ,ets ,tuck in a tr~. or if it i$ 

tryingto tie iushoes and,ta.rtstoc.hokt. Whoebe doyou think it would call to, 
if not to U$?'' 

"Nobody$." Dewey asked timidly. 
"°Thar's right. Nobody.Jt»t to U$I And ifthis baby ever need, ut,. we: willcome 

runningbecausethat',what babiua.re for, and that's what we are for. We mu,t 
live and breathe, and spend every moment ofour U"·et t-rying toplease and bcof 
service to this little c:reature.'' 

Dt.wcy choked down a bite of a\.•ocado. "'Can 1still go to workl" he asked. 
"'Of c.ourst you wHI go to work, and so will 1-- whenever I want to. But, for 

now, I don't want to.. I just want to stay at home with this baby, and putclothes 
on it t.hat are too right, and help it chew it$ nails, and clean out lu ea.rs with a 
cold wet cloth. Oh, won't it be wonderful, Oe,.,.'ty? Won't we just be the most 
wonderfully happy family that ever assembled under one roof?'' 

Dewey ,miled a wan smile and ,ta.red at hi.s plate. Bipsy walked back to the 
table. Aube bent to kiss Dewey on the cheek. she banatd the baby', head on the 
back ofhis chair. It wuonly a little knock, butit left a slight dent in the baby's 
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head. Dewey watched thespot for afewseconds.expecting it to pop backout. It 
didn't. 

"Too bad." said Oew,y, t<><slng the baby o,,u hl, ,boulder. 
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Variations on Male Chauvinism 

During the 1970'1therewHa great deal ofdiscussion about femini$.O'I and 
male chauvinism. luues of faimC$$ and equal right$ were widely 
deb.ited. And, although the discussion ha$ continued into this decade, 

many of the inequities of the put have apparently been redressed. However, 
male chauvinism has not disappc:iircd, ithugone underground, making it more 
dlffk-ult to recognize and a.,.oid. 

The most apparent form of ma.le chauvinism is. paradoxically, the leaSt 
detrimental. Thisform i.s embodied in the man who LS most comfortable with 
traditional roles for men and ,.,.,omen. Contrary to the stereotypical chan.c:ttriia• 
tion of this traditionalist, he is not a tyrant who insists that women remain 
barefoot, prqnant, and silent. Hes.imply prefers to relate to women within a 
more e,ustomary context. Moreover, this form does not emanate from any 
malice toward women, but from an honest preference for conventional 
relationships. President Reagan'& remark that, .. Without the i.nRucnce of 
women, civilization would not ha\.'e advanced so far," demon$tritea the 
traditional ma.n'a genuine esteem for the TOie of women in iOCiety. 

A more in$idlous form of male chauvlni$.t\l is personified by the ma.n who 
only appears to be $)'mpathetic to women's i.ssuu Th.Ls man profe5$t$ to 
eapouk the feminl$t cause, identifying with role models like Phil Oonahue and 
Alan Alda. Yet he remains unable torelate towomen asindividuab. l'l'l.$ttad he 
sees all women as partof a generic group. This man assumts that heknows what 
individual women think or feel about ,1 partieul.u subject becau~ he thinks he 
knows what the general feminist view of that subject may be. 

In the wake of the women's rights movement, the:rc has bttn extensive 
prusurc to remove prejudices again$t women. This pre$$ure has led, in some 
cases, to the development of the moo odious form of ma.le chauvinism. In this 
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form,, a man pretends tobe fair~indtd on behalf ofequal treatment ofwomen. 
An example of thi$ form is the employer who maintains a facade of equal 
employment oPPQnunitie:$ by hiring a perce.nrage of women. He employs 
women atequiva.lent rateS ofpay, and grant, simila.r job tides to both men and 
women who have s:i.milar credentials and experience. His fundamental 
prtjudice surfaces whtn there is a difference of opinion betwttn male and 
female cmplO)'C6. Invariably, th.isehau vinist will view anothtr male's assertions 
concerning a conflict as legitimate andrational, while seeing a woman's views as 
somehow tainted by ht-r 'Tlature." Such a man believes that women. due to the 
effects of a varying hormonal cycle, can never be quite as rational as men. He, 
therefore, never gives equ-al credence to the vicwa of women. This view of 
women i.s expressed in an unequal di.stributiOn of powtr among employ«& 
This man may never give voice toa pejorati..-eviitwof the nature ofv.-omcn, but 
he d~consider that women arc inherently lc55able, and he assigns the more 
important rt$ponsibilicics to men. 

Thi.$ last example of maJc chauvinism uodencores the imp,orta.noe of 
~iting tacit prejudice:J. One is alwayt more vu1ne.rablc to an unreccgnued 
adversary. While rrying to exorci.se ingrained prejudice from oursociety may be 
laudable, for now it would &eem prudent to acknowledge its continued 
cxisttnu~ and tncoura.gc women to concentrate their efforts on finding the 
most tffeetive ways to suocced within our cuJture despite the existence of 
specific prejudices. 
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On Higher Education, 
Further Education, and Bloom's 

The Closing of the American Mind 

In a work that covengrovnd $0diversc Ari$tode and Add Rock. f uic Ui1tm 
to feminism one would think it hard to miu "a" p0i.nt, letalone "the" p0int 
But 1 believe Allan Bloom has done just that in his The Closing of rht 

Amffican Mind. 
Perhaps "miss" is inaccurate. o-r at minimum insufficient, for Bloom •in h is 

resolute zeal topunishall transgressors• obscures a central and tellingissue.one 
that is far more figurative and historical than he evidently adm owlcdgcs. The 
fundamental debate in American coll~sand uni\•crsiries is n«. nor should it 
be, about Westcm Civili::ation, or commonality of values. or cultural (read 
minority ethnic and racial) diversity, Rather. it is of the distinction bctv.ttn 
" higher"' and ''further .. «lucarion. 

H igher education supp05Cs a hierarchical and cumulative rationality, a 
certainty that truth can~ meaningfu.lly pursued, andthatthe pursuititselfisof 
high value and benefit. Further education,on theother hand, views rationality 
asdis~rscd and spccific, and truth as a relativity wherein its pursuit is merely 
ftmaional, not fundamenral. The discourse and cacophony cunent in and 
about America.n oollcges a.Ml univel'$.ities is srructured by this d ialectic, and 
demarc.trions ol patricians and plebs are merely manifestations of th.at 
structure.Classicist.sand fcminist.s, ''people o(cok>r," and '"old. white men,. are 
on..ly the names of cunent players in an ag:e-old game. 

Western universities began when the Parisian sons o( the p0werful and 
wealthy sought to become more po\J.l'Crful and wealthier.J udgin~ that law and 
eoonomic order were t$$Cndal ir'\gredients to their $Uoctssful anainment, these 
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JOns-to-be,fathen hired Arabian professors to teach them thue. and other, 
teere(S,. This. alm°'t a thousand yean ago. Soon, similar e.ffom were bom in 
Cambridge and Oxford, and some 800 years later i.n new America.. In this. the 
feminists and radicals of race arc: incontrovertibly correct Uni,,.ersitics were 
founded. funded. and furthered by white men intent on maintaining• yea, even 
improving • their  station. 

Wealth and power, however, do not a patrician make. The "'cit:itens'" of 
Athens,obliged by all thatis noble. undertcood th.isand in their delineations of 
what really counted set forth a model ofenlightened humanity. This model was 
clearly divorced from practical matteB of status attainment, largely btcausc 
their starus was taken for granted, neither doubted nor foresceably imperiled. 
Such also W3.:$ the lot in life ofthese Fttnc.h, Enalish. and ultimately American 
JOM. who dutifully pul"$ucd an ethos of civility and a rupec:t for mnhs, both 
certain and ethereal. 

The creation of toc:.hnical knowledge in the 15th c:cnrury altered this cou~. 
first in Germany then everywhere else, Coupled with the effects of the most 
plebeianofall inventions-the printing pre$$• there now was a knowledge of we 
to the most common of men (and $till only men), and a meam of transporting 
th.at knowledge over time and distance. Jun as im,ponant. this ~owlcdge 
•technical knowledge • wu not: viewed by those emp0wered as a great threat. 
6ince only efficiencies of servirude were promulgated. not th.e$C:(ttUofclvi.lity. 

To communicate these practical mattcn m0re conveniently and efficiently, 
technical $ChOOls and "high" schools were ertated, and outofa sense ofnohlesK 
oblige smatterings ofcivility • in doses not too taxing • were gradually added, 
often in partnership with very elementary theology, Such was the case in 19th 
ccntu.ry America, where the "normal schools"' sought to train small cohons of 
immi.ncncl}' modest men (andnow. women) thetec.hniqucsof. and appropriate 
currirolum for. instruction in serviceable knowledge. 

Uni,,.ersitics, pOpulatcd by peoples not needing •~knowl~ which sc.n·ed," 
continued mueh ts they had. p,ve one new responsibility. Expanding in 
numbers as they had, universities $000 exhau$ced the ready $upply of Ara.b 
intellectuals, and realued if other sons and sons-ol40ns were to be passed the 
secret& and civilities. new professors would have to be fashioned. Thi$ they did 
out of thc.ir own fabric, and one has to say, much out of their own likeness. u 
well. 

A near millennium, and a whole ocean, had passed since Paris, Cambridge, 
and Oxford, and save JOme minor alterations and the addition of another 
Cambridge, a new New Haven and a$$0rted otheraddrC$SC$, little had changed. 
A higher education for thoc.e who we.re higher, a common (or ~rving) 
education for those who would $CrVe. 
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The end of World War 11 foretold a truly fundamental changt>, as a smaH 
waveofrecumingserviocmen- tt\elr ruition.s now pa.id by a p:nriotized nObksse 
oblige through, horrors. a public government# ente.rtd univertities. It was ju$t a 
comparative rriekle, however, and the communion ofsUitus and civility was not 
thre:nened. Such a real threat 'NOuld have to wait another generation. For the 
prtte.nt,, the distinction between higher .iind furthe.r education \Jl()Uld rem.aln, 
unmixed and unc.hallenged. 

In 1964 and l965 with the Ar$t thrust of the ba.by boom, the impact was 
immediate, rt$0unding. a.nd e..-er consequential. Teacher colleges, which had 
betn "normal schools" and would soon bt<::omc univtnitits at Inst in name, 
were inundated# not by masses. but rather by 1he ma.s.sN. So, t~were public 
and land gr-ant universities. atthat time thehigher elevation oftechnical tow~n. 
Thtse studcntSi, $000 fearful of a war and now rt~ntful of tht-ir na,ion, 
demanded the "secrets'' $tripped batt of the "civilities"' they long ago had been 
wrapptd. in. lm~ricnt,dcmanding.and in wholly unanticipated numbt:1"$, they 
creattd a forcit th.at could only be rtSiued, n0t shaptd. or repelled. Relevance 
became a code-·word for "teach me what 1 ~nt to know." 

AU in ;1111, this was noc: much different a dem;11nd from that firsc voiced by 
those P.iirL$i;11n sons a thousand ',"e.llrt before. American proft$$0rs, however, 
unlike their far earlier Arabian counterpa.rts,couJd not fas.hion these demands. 
Public money, public values, and~ indeed• public professors were too great an 
ally, and the faculty concerned with higher education were f<>rccd to retreat 

They barricaded thc-mselves in the fortttu "'General (nee: Libtral) F.duca• 
tion," and indepartments ofthehumanirits. Some set up pc-rimetc.rs ofdc-fc-nse 
in the sciences and &Oc:ial Kienccs, but in their withdrawal ( or,trategic retreat) 
ceded territories soon enc.amped by bus.inns. engineering. 60Cial work and 
t~chtr education, A new synthesis had bttn formed in the dialectic. Mos.t 
imp0rtantly, the battle had been joined, and it is the iame battle being fought 
roday, a quarter of :a centvry later. 

Itls i.n this sense that Bloom misses the Point Voieeful Afrlcan,Amcrican and 
ftmalc studentS arc jv$t the fmheit troops in a long4tanding confrontation, 
not entrant, in a new war. Thtir cry l$ no difftrent from that of nursing. 
busineu and education majors. and no dmtrent from that voi<lcd 25 ','ttrs 
befort by their parents. 

What they wa.nt to know att rdative truths which are functional, that 
advance a course, balm a.n e:go, $-«urea job. Curriculum, professors and courses 
ought, they bclievt, do these thingg. and tho&e who do not arc irrelevant, 
wasteful, and perhal)5~en evil. The value ofpursuit can be measured only by 
it$goal and the goal's $ubsequent attainmenL The purpose ofa university is to 
"further" thdr cau.sc, rcgardlffl of whether that COUl'$C is ide<>logical or 
monetary. 
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Further educacion is easily grasped, u are all ~furthers.., One simply looks 
forward. along the same dimension onecurrently occupies. Higher education is 
nocso easily grasped. in the Qmt way all "h.ig:hers" a.re more difficulL Another 
dimension is neceaitated, and a profoundlydi.ffcrent one. as well. Hori%onta.lity 
is a &mi.liar perspective, verticality is not. 

The issue and debate remain the. same: Whether to pursue what t tudcnts 
want to know, or what they should know. These considerations should be 
thoughtfu~ notgtnufleaive. A .. higher education," despite its somewhat sordid 
underpinnings, is me:iiningful and what is most worthy in our humanity and 
historygi.,.es ample evidence ofthis. There need benort.tttnehment. However, 
and because it b "higher," there should be no expectation chat ,wdenu(or their 
parents) would undc,rstand this. After alL it is not a priori. but rather a $tudied 
deductionoflogic. and induction offact, whichtstablishCI this truth. AJ such, a 
"'higher education" i.s something the student shouldgrad uatc with; itshould not 
be a condition for admittance, or even retention. 

A3t(l avert.ions and ill-thought admonitions toward television and rock and 
roU are simply prejudic,es. as are selective tt$rimonicstowrongdoing by African• 
Americans andwomen. Bloom should recogni-ic these things for what they att. 
particularly sinGt his pcn-pcctive is so close. Shakespeare meant for his plays to 
bepublicly perfonntd,sotoo with Mo:art and his opera. Only to read or liS(cn is 
to miss the communion, a communion of pc<>ple, be they of any oo10r, 
background orgender. The same can bc$aid of Dylan's words apart from his 
music, and the album apart from theoonce.rt. The truthto be sought lie&in the 
communion of art and audienc-c, not in the apcrccptions svi gmnis, and the 
greater truth lie& in a greater communion. 

Whic.h pleases Cod more, Cregorian chants or Negro $pirituals? A high.ct 
education may be able to answer this. but unless we examine both with equal 
vigor, anyjudgment would simply be a prefercn«. Similarly, in what literature 
is truth to be found, that written by white men, or that written by others? The 
claim that the former wrote more is irrelevant to this pursuit oftruth. First, let 
usbeclear about the truths that wes«lc. Clarityin that will inform our c.hoicesi, 
and perhaps expand them as well 

It is certainly true that only a smaU fraction of students entCT a uni\'crsity 
seeking a higher education. Most see.k only a funher education. It abo i$ true 
that some administrators and f.l.c.u.lty share in this pc.npoetivt, perhaps even 
most. It may even be true that these disparate visions should be instirutionally 
separ:ued, crtating once again di.stinct institutions of •~rther"' and .. higher" 
education, but this would he ditis.t and is impossible. What we are left with, 
perhaps for the next millennium, is a continuing struggle to thrust students 
,.higher" ~•en as they rush tobe we will fail, and somewill fail 
us, in mission noc: in grade$. But an honest effon by aU and for all is certainly a 
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civility we can enthrall Higher education is neither <:omp<>sed of. nor dir«:ted 
t0, human pigmentation. gender 0t genetics, and prejudice is not informed 
perspective. Whtthe.r women wrote books ofclass.leproportion is an cmpi.rieal 
qu«tion dmrving of e.xamlnation, but the qutMion is begged if ..classic 
proportion"si.mplym~n.s thewriting.,,of men, The study ofwe&tcmcivilization 
i.s incomplete if it focuses only on what was included, and noc on what was 
missed. What do wt: learn of "western values," absent the inquiry into the 
values of other$ who preserved our earliest histori~ while we ignored, 
abandoned, and Red without them? What ca.n we know of Powt!' and 
exploitation, if we examine only the powerful and exploitari,.•e? 

One should welcorMthe $parks of Bloom's(and Bcnncu"s) Are, but rccognU.C 
it is not the flame nor the coals. His expression., and very v.-cll hi:s vision, is too 
nanow, too contemporary and too petty. No number of mcntionmcnts of 
Hobbes and lock~ Plato and Ari5totle, can obscure this. Hi$ criticism, of 
specific disciplines are superficial a.nd unscholarly, and tepid in c.ocn,parison t0 
the $tlJ-s.tudieJ generated by these disciplines themselves. Too often hit labels 
are divisive and demeaning, not disciplined and di.:seussive. StiU there is a caU 
here. a genuine call for eommunion in the community ofscholars. Wedo lose 
our way, and settle for the familiar dimensions scrvtd b«t by pre--read 
textbooks, op-scan exams, and pusillanimous ptdagogy, Too easily we cede 
tenitory to tcchnid-ans and control to constituencies. Our vis.ion is much too 
ohcn too vague. In all ofthis, Bloom iscorrect and funhcr corttct tochallengeit 
and with i~ U$ all 

But hi$ shelter a.nd his ire obscure this. a$ well as hi$ willing disposition to be 
u$C.d by those who nei1her undet'$tand nor respect these fundame ntal iuuu. 
Afriean,American $tudenu :,,ssociace with 0then like them for many reasons, 
butchief among them is that fcw~nuinc and penistent efforts at inclusion arc 
made by whites, whether $tudenu or faculty. Bloom d0e$n't undel'$tand this, 
but more imp0rtandy, his resolute insistence on blaming the victiN of 
discrimination balms the bigots who alwaysthought so. lf81oomdjd noc:incend 
this outcome, then he was thoughdC$$. If he does not intend thi.$ outcome, he 
will pro<est itandcorreah.iistatcmenuin the next edition. And lf he did imend 
them ... 

Thevolume is too often riddled with like ap0swiu Thertide-r is forced into 
a great patience and tested critically to exhume from the refuse the plausible 
pericion, ofgenuine consideration and importance. Those uneagcr for this, or 
incapable ofit. simply find inthepaguagild for their chauvinisms, and for this 
Bloom is, and must be held, responsible. 

His confusions arc palpable. and with sympa.thy, undcl'$hl_ndable. The 
m.anifeshlrion, of student cultures have btfuddled most academicians, present, 
putand ldarmy future. Theyare different from us even though weonc:ewcre 
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they; children beget children who beget children. Generational discomfort and 
status dissimilarity are not cvidc.n«s of evil. howe.,.cr, but merely unending 
articulations of functional lt.Surrection. Youth i.s, u Robert Louis Stevenson 
noted, ••wholly experimental."' and no place so f~cn and nurtucts these 
experiment$ asdOC$ the university. This is as it should be. Feminism and rock 
and roll, affinnativc action and political protestation 1)05t no threat to the 
rowenofiYOf'Y. Nordid jitterbugs and engulfed goldfish, communism and open 
c.nr-olJment. Only the prOft$$0riatc holds whhin it all the l)OWCI'$ that are 
necessary for enduring civility and true conservatism. To blame othcN, ro 
objurgate, to credit much to that which is unall, is to squander the p0wer and 
the responsibility that is the professoriatc's alone. 

The university is not a Cordon sc.utitairt, but neither is it a discounc cathedral 
for the most cun-ent and com.moo of gods. 1t is rightly a place of higher 
txpectariOl'\S, bc$t measured fint agtiil'\St iu m06< el'\duril'\g inhabitant$, the 
fac.ulty. In obscuring this most worthy of truths, in seeing unveracious threat 
among those mos.t vulnerable, disservice-notservice-is done. Aim distracted 
is an arrow amiss. "'The Closing of the American Mind" is jwt such a weU~ 
drawn arrow, but with so many distractions. the target itself is amiss. 
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Yes, this man was fighting, fighting with words. He was 
using words as a weapon, using them as one would use a 
club. Could words be weapons? Well, yes, for here they 
were. Then, maybe, perhaps, I could use them as a 
weapon? No. It frightened me. I read on and what amazed 
me was not what he said, but how on earth anybody had 
the courage to say it. 

- Richard Wri&ht, Black Boy 






