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Poems 



John Young 

Poem ofHomag,: H.D., Pott [Part 2 o/3) 

No matter bow pink she wa.s :u moth, 
I don•c believe .t-hc and her poems 
were buried on feminine grounds. 
A phocognph shows :a young woman 
weuing a dark. \'elvec dreu, 
lace :at the neck, '2.moos at the wrius. 
The pocc of""Thc Tree.. named. her Ory.ad. 

Cau$C$ ofdi,favor run deep -
more than she"s .soft or CfCapcs -
no ,hallow$politi(:$ and public taSte. 
The notions ofmodern poetry 
no longer rely upon 
dead concsponck.nccs. 

Her detractors tossed her in 
with dangcrow ch2rac.tcrt 
(not the mere weak). A displayer 
of•cxcnordinary cffiorcsc:cnoc• 
(Hulme', ph....,), ,he held 
a medium newly bequeathed 
ck»cr to her bo..s.om than #le chouglu. 

Votticism and inugi$m, 
along with futurism, 
strudc the pre-war sea.id 
as violent iconocl.ums. 

The accumulation 
ofsensibilities, 
shy in themselves, 
rhrcttcncd t~ old paspwivc. 
The insidiow b:mlc, pitting 
eritica.l ag.ainsc creative, commenc.od. 

Cl,pheu,111 
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John Young 

h's silly to $ly 
women flexed their mlUCk. 
To s:a.y she e,caped 
rcquirca less caution: 
one only nods 
that hen wcs role play. 
Ancmpu to socutt 
t~ fleeting rit/4/,on 
Juve persiStcd since Creek time,. 
Conserv.uion ofpoliti<:al power 
i$ ofthe muter. 

She 
to whom v.-e allude 
wu no nai£ Consider the words 
she spoke when Mr friend, acxus«I, 
but never uiod, was finally rcl~d: 
"'Who arc these dummies. these og.rcs 
ofa put :age, these fetrful 
effigies wbo wrecked our vt0rld -
the5C devils, these dolls~_.. 

-2-

The qu1'ities ofdryness and h2rdnC$S, 
so important to Hulme, wuc likdes:s twin.s 
leading the intcUec:c, in the revival, 
back to the dwi.e.. Accurate 
description 'WU not s«n u proper 
obj«th·c for pocoy. Fluff, 
instc:i.d, ruled the uc. Ronuntics 
debauched the public: cu with vaguenus. 
and the keen-cut remained inaudible. 
Highest Truth urctchcd infinitely. 
Enter: - five or six in London, 
including the author of&11 G11.rdm. 

Tht Sanlc wu neither Wagner's nor Ni«uChc's, 
neither Teutonic her0 nor u~bn-rnmi<h. 
The existen«ofbe.lucy can be dNgg<d in 
short ofthe imposition ofGod.. 

O,phcus/12 



John Young 

-3-

A ccn:ain shyness in being (cmalc:, in tha., era, 
a.nd the inability to be a Poundish person 
halfaccount for the maner ofliterary demotion. 

The rest? Not able to philosophiu . .. 
W1it a mom.cm. This ctn't count. Others 
oonttibutc little in this regard. In truth, 

with the onset ofwu, thought wu deem«!. 
an cmbarra.uing ~tc. Possibly, 
had she .seen Jung instead and boen 

hcteroscxw.l all the way, rudcrs 
of her a,rt may have forgone tbeir own 
coquetry a.nd prized her cliisclcd forms. 

-4-

•what to do,/ my mind is rcf't'" 
"you ... set me apart from the rtsr' 

Greek tags mar the epic thrust, 
but here the simple Anglo-Suon 
fbttcn.s the imagination. 
One :hould be glad the plain 
didn't provoke uncomely laughter 
or th:tt th.at sinc;eritu 
wu not afterward$ denied. 
The direct ucatmcnt 
finds guises in the t2nglC$ 
ofallusion, A high f:a.ult~ 
I think not. I .say )'Ct, ofwhat gcu written 
only small bits captivate 
the C<>llcccivc spirit; -
h~rs. though, should noc 
be buried. Pt.rhaps, 
the cndOr$Cmcnc for 
P,,try (how ,ay thii1) kept 
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John Young 

her lyrics above ground 
with the ren of the limbs 
obviously alive, gr«ning 
coward 1hcir aufumn rU$CS. 

if the authorities ofJustice 
can be so ratdcd by radio, 
and the critical temper 
can be: so spiteful ofthe indispuublc 
surcn~ ofcbc Piu.n amp poems, 
why then shouJd men not corupire 
ro $upprC$$ chis op:miuc's art? 
Mer all, thein wu not called 
..immense organized cow2rdioc.. 
for paltry or impal~blc rea.sons. 
Va.st blackout unshored. Beaches 
without bcaoh-fire or moon. 

- 6 -

ln the homage, 
t.b:at poets bestow on poets -
as Auden on Yeats -
a cone rises and a lov.'Cfing 
ofemotion moistens the tear-duct$. 

We shall havc nothing of that here, 
for it was anger - :u petty scandals:, 
bombing nids, and always 
bctray:i.ls- that sJurpt-ned and shapcd 
her a.rt, so t,l\c could tell us 
this is what it is 10 be alive 
on th<: Greek#lore 
or under the London skies. 

O,phws/14 



Kofei G/Jewonyo 

Lift's]Durney 
Age/4 

In life's journey the pattern's the u.me 
As we live and develop 2.nd grow 
AJ Y.-C praeri« the wanting to know 
N we sec through life's bladu, whites, and grqs 
k we uke in Sun's nururing rays 
With the birth oflife's new litdc being 
With emergence ofhearing and kC:ing 
With the ri tual pu$age of ri tei 
With the repetitive days and nights 
O ur existence in bearing a name 
Our playing oftridts and of gamC$ 
Our bbding to e.xprC$$, spca]( 
Our "<Uy" and our "month" and our~ 
To eommunia.re with one another 
To welcome a sister, a brother 
To morality- right and the wrong 
To recreation to dance and to 1ong 
The bdicfin tc>meching that'$ not there 
T he :answer for life, earth, and ro pr2ytr 
The growing and aging and dying 
T he laughter, emotion, and c;rying 
Though death is not an exaltation 
lt bab.nccs our population 
To .su.ttain the species- reprodutt 
To cimes ofallia.nce and war 
To timc.s where we mun make a truce 
To periods ofabund.2nce or poor 
Thing, we do ju.st for survival 
Thing1 because ofa rivtl arrival 
Things ofsavagery, animal inninc, 
Things - clinu.tc, disease make life cxlina. 
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Kofei Gbewonyo 

I Want to Ride in Paradise 
Agel2 

I want to ride in paradise: to&ee the open shore 
The dc.u blue 5ea 

Oh can I be 
There now 2nd evermore? 

I wa.nt to ride in pa.radisc: the l-and of happiness 
To laugh and sin-g 
And hear bcU, ring 
And .tway, ,ay *God bJ.,.• 

I w:ant to ride in p1radisc to fed the wind blow 
I W1nt to ...ide in paradise: 
And this I surdy know 

0,pheu,/16 



Kofei Gbewonyo 

Togtther 
Agtl4 

Together we sh:a.11 s«. Together we dWI be. 
In p;anncnhip. we' ll bear the whip ofli(c's depravity 
Together we shall mend, the broken Ji..,es we bend 
We'll k.at the odd$ and live like gOcU until th<: very 

,nd 
And when wc reach the nothingness, deq, in the soil 

but without toil 
We'll be content, the lives we've spt-nt 
'Cause we've done ir togcthu 

Together we aha.II strive. Into the depdu we di-.·c 
To earth and stone, we'll dtC alone and be no more 

tlivc 
Together we'll cxin, as memories and mi.st 
To haunt and overwhelm the beings in their brains, to 

~·c them pains 
We'll leave with pride, fulfilled io1idc 
'Cau.sc we've done it together. 



Kafi,i Gbewonyo 

Th, World 

There arc many pla«i in the world 
with$() many thinp tO u,e, 
Try vititing America, a land where it is 6-oc. 

Visic every boy :and g.itl 
ofptoplc ofma.ny kinds 
In Africa. the Yoruba and c\'Cn the Masai, 

The Porcugi.iac: in Ponugal 
The S1>2niu-ds in Spain 
The English in Engh.nd 
and the New English in Ma.inc. 

Visit every other place. 
I know that v,rc can't name them all 
We le.ft out the ,..«y last ones, 
South America and Asia. 

So don't think th.at the world is small 
bca.usc it's ~ry big. 
It is a vtty, very, very good place to li,.·c. 
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Kafei Gbewonyo 

Giving to God 

When a relative d ies 
And all >'OU can hear ve cries, 
Don•t be mournful, jun be glad 
Think ofit u giving to God. 

Giving to God )'OUr lost one 
Giving to God your fmt one. 
When they uk you if you are oby, nod. 
Think ofit as giving to God. 

Giving to God the one you love 
Giving to God, the f.uhe,- above. 
We a.re the pcss and he's the pod 
Think ofit u giving to God. 

God will take good ea.re ofus. 
He's the scab and we're the pus.. 
Oon•t be mournful, jun be gbd. 
Think ofit as giving to God. 

Orph<w/19 



Kafui Gbewonyo 

Wiry the Water's Red 

I wa.s walking by the I-a.kc one day 
And a>uldn't help but notice that 
The water there was red 
Yes, the water there wai red. 

I looked up at my mother 
And then Jocked down and said 
"'Mommy tdl me, what's the rca.son? 
Tdl me why the water's red.,. 

I then looked 1».ck up at my morhcr 
And suddenly she wu crying 
Could someone here be dead? 
J.s that wbythe wattri mP. 

O,pheus/20 



Paul Osoretin Ero 

Desert 

The dcfert b.y naked 
banished to a life ofdrought 
sandy csrth and tired mounWns 
baked and cooked in the ambience of the sun 
it becomes cuy 
the ordinary eye Secf nothing ofworth 
in this boisterous lnrrcn land 
that is the dcsc-rt 

tdl that to the critters 
and to the luscious cactus 
the maptic &obab tree: 
to the animals 
the des.ere carries in her womb 

like th.c: desert 
the homeless man on the corner 
an addia: on the $tte« 
hclplus mothers of nu.ny eh.Hdren 
the emotionally dullcnged being 
in the grip ofa psychiatric wa.rd 

with the ordinary eye 
we a.re quick tO <:ondcrnn 
top soil as too weak co hold its ground 
with hcaru &r roo deep in s.lccp 
we: arc quick to declare worth.less 
the $0ul whose road is cloudy and harsh 
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Poul Osoretin Ero 

Journey into Manhood 

It wu p2St mid afternoon 
rwo days before the leaves turned brown 
agdess mind sicems to know 
confused SC'Yffltttn ycu old vessel 
the patriarch by bed-ridden 
$tubbomly ungenerous with vcrba.l interactions 
broke his ruJes for me 
last words he uucred 
a brc21hing spirit in me 

Calming soothing laser eyes 
burrow through every fiber of my JOU) 

every cdl in me wu his 
frowned at &0mc talcs I told 
smiled at me with love 
product ofmy loin 
your ways I am 

Clouded red C)'CS vision 
bands down the belly of the earth 
conveniently cmbnc;ing in &0litudc-, in rru.gnitudc 
my £:a.the~, my friend 
in submi$$10n, in dcfian«, in pain, in bet 

My illusions were real 
a miNck 1$Ought 
a rC$urrection I pnycd 
a tr.an$0Cndencc it was 
loose earth powdered. his frame 
bodya.nd spirit, nature recycles, rcinarnates 
my journey into msnhood. was born, 

O,phw,/22 



Paul Osaretin Ero 

Seed 

R:tin &Us noc: because: the .sky 
wishes to $Often chc world 
clouds lu.vc gr«dily taken in more water 
th-an her bbddcr can afford to hold 
gr.wicy is forever vigilant 
inviting d i to canh agafrtst their wiU 

Canoeing on a dry river bed 
springs not the river to life 
bclid$ alter not the futility ofbending trut.h 
humanity hu become like the clouds 

As long as the sc:cds we $OW 

d.isharmoni:zc the $UUCturc ofthe being 
and the center nature holds sacred 
remains a plaything for man 

Chaos. piin and bincrncu 
the inevitable poisonous plant ge,rminates 
which brings fonh fruit 
the fruit that is us 
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Poul Osoretin Ero 

Ad•enture 

Life is an 2d¥Vlturc 
And I ha"'C had one hell ofa ride 
An American ofanother ra« 
Living in the other neighborhood 
When crofflng the tracks 
Was a matter oflik and death 
I have died many dcadu 
Died. several deaths 

A curiow bright eyed lad 
With a ze5t for life and an ambitio n to matdl 
Moving over from Watts with my p.i.rcnu 
To live in a suburb ,uuounded by ghcuos 

Where I WU daily reminded 
My brown tkin was no, a welcome sight 
By my protttrors turned :amagonisu 
Powales.s to run spinn the gnin 
My place in prison wa.s made 
The day I was born some say 

Dad w-as a hard v.-orking man 
Surrounded by 10\-c and hate 
Humiliation was taken on like air 
For whcnC'\--c:r ( was taken to jail 
They $topped by and ,mikd 
YOW' son is with us apin 

There were times I begged 
Spate my dad the slumc 
C'mon now they quip~d 
We do this cos' we arc 

Every life Lived i, a work ofart 
Ruin never u.intl perfection 
h giVC$ it a diffc.rent sh.inc 
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Poul Osoretin Ero 

l ha\'C b«n in and out orjail 
My smile hu ytt left my ti« 
Wh-ata-,er journeys my soul undertakes 
Serenely :a.nd gl-adly l surrender and prc£ct 

For everyone whose life I have touched 
For every life who tteer«l me on thit path 
Lo~ from my heart I profCS:S 
And empathy for their d«d. l embrace 
Bittcrnas h.u long been shelved 
And wisdom l v.-car :u my crown 

I may amoum not to much 
In the cy~ ofmy bc.nc:11.ctors 
But I truly call on every roul 
To lo,ok me in the eyes 
And food the beat of my hcuc 

Tdl me I :a.m different than you 
That the air ] breathe is inferior 
The earth you walk is conninucd. differently 

I know now the yearnings of my being 
Same u ~ry being ch2c's ~r b«n born 
No matter how many times they rake me to jail 
And how many times you get at my father through me 
I am a better being for life 
And I etcrnalJy thank you for it. 

O,ph«w25 



Paul Osaretin Era 

Spectre ofLight 

The Opt"nncs.s of thought 
The bestiality of$0Urcc 

The rcna.i~ nc:c ma.n 
h .sc;hoolcd in the way of the v.-orld 
Education u i, 
M1ny a m2n cla.im to h:i.vt 
Yet undcrsunds link: or nc:n to nothing 

The cuenee of knowledge: 
J.s left to rot away 
Jn m.a.ny in educated pcr$0n 
The cup runs over 
Knowledge pnv:idc, the whole 
Fulfilling the quest ofmind and spirit 

Ofpoli1ia and ofeconomics 
Ofpea« 2nd ofwar 
The child docs not undcrst2nd 
In the land ofabumUnc rain 
Why ctops have withered and died 
Yet knowledge dudC$ many 
It'$ nature"s wiy ofreign 
The falJacies education $howus 

The spcct1e ofligbt is aglow 
The suncnmc:c of fraud f.tltcrt 
When the veil of ignof"l_ncc p«ls bade 
The ruins we made in bliss 
When knowfedg<- ukes it's proper place 
Among the educ:uors ofmind 

Then, we will all ttuly bask 
In the glory ofthe know 
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Poul Osoretin Ero 

M=iu 

Mesmeriu me with your charm 
h:armonizc: my scatterodness 
into the calm that i, the ooem 
tame the barbarian in my ps)'c.hc 
imbue my senses with worth 
aptiv:uc my imagination in your cb.n« 

rung my door bdl with )'OU.f laughter 
C'Xposc the subdc1ics ofyour h~rt 
where the perfumed cries of flowc.rcd romances 
lurk. waiting imp.uicndy to be rid 
the humid dcnk dark c rcvi<:es 
it $«.b not understand 

M.agnctiu the world within 
the -world without 
effuse: amorous: innocent gentility 
that 001..C$ sexy, cfTordes.s.ly in t1ddles 
making ordinuy girls out of beaucy queens 

Softtn the rock hud dcme:anor 
that mocks your soul 
levitate and remain on the ground 
destroy not the goddC$.S you arc 
the lover you arc 
the hum1n you uc 

Orphcus/27 
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Paul Osaretin Ero 

Glue In Hand 

His laughter nn cirdcs 
around the walb ofher heart 
vitalizfog ~ry cdl in Mr body 
causing her shine to blossom 
like no star ever should 

His walk makes for an arti$t'S m.1.stcrpiccc 
rendering rnotionlus C\'<C',Y imprC$$iOnabfc 
linlc darling who einv~ th.c eorridon 
ofamorous ad,~murous cuddle shore 
hc:wing sighs- and moan.sin dustless WUcs 

His mannerisms leave pocu gasping fur reason 
eloquent and ~duaivc flare 
succinct an d esoteric da.ncc 
a buttcrHy much is yet unhatched 
Gaulla i.n motion scare in envy 

His eyes wri.p her every dairc 
in mounds of$implified complex rituals 
fcd ing rhc fttl 
touching the touch 
ofpurr blur of magnetic hue 

She drops a china plate 
hitting the floor sh::i.ttcring 
tiny link pieces in m.11.ny sh:mcred directions 
like broken dreams 
hcaru know too wclJ 
she $WC!Cps them up 
time to mend with glue in lund 
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Paul Osaretin Ero 

Jesse's riotous bellow thundc-rs through the night 
a unsitivc man with :a giant heart 
nc,·er really cook to spirit 
un,il he 10ft his job 
Consolation drinking .spree was given 
splash around in the wake ofa liquored truce 
found reason to u.kc a $hot a.t $1int Remy 
Saint Remy was no siuy you know 
rurns Jesse's stomach inside out 
and made him shit in his pants 
He c,•cn had the audacity to inftict upon him a $C\'crc 

eueof 
amnesia 

s«m.s the m«u have bttn switched around 
only flits darc give him directions 
Hannah oh lovdy Hannah 
she undcrsuands she alwa.)'$ under.stands 
cleaned him up and fluffed his pillow 
Jcuc has become quite an C\'Cnt 

did not r«ogniu the linlc girl who a,llcd him daddy 
not been sober long enough to put a &cc 
ro his precious thr« year old 
Many a blurry day 
he $.lumbers to the caJlous c:.,rC$$ ofindifferent ck.menu 
a rime too many to count 
angry old man winter ne2rly cook him un<kr 
Jesse h.u become convinced God was out to get him 
but an old friend came to town and offered him a job 
he hugged a reason to celebrate 
and has le1rncd hi$ lessons from due no·good Saint 

Remy 
Jack Daniels has aJw::i.ys h.t.d a way with frifflds 
and been known to gcnc,rously in-dulgc his friends 
so much that when Jcue left for home 
He nuck his penis in a hole on a h-and.somc uec trunk 
he wa.s too '3d too drunk to know the difference 

O,phew/29 
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Poul Osoretin Ero 

lovely Hannah came to hi$ racuc 
he bickered bincrly about the tricksccr Saint Remy 
until the winds whi.stlcd him down 
Jack Daniels was too much ofa good fticnd 
he turned not a lo\·dy woman into a miurablc p~a~ 

<rec 
Jcue rests beneath the ca.rth thcsc days 
his tombftonc simply reads 
The Man Who Lost His Footing 
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Paul Osaretin Ero 

Union 

Marriage is a pa.uionuc cmbr2cc 
an ambience ofrc•vibrating w:trm feeling 
the subdccy ofamorous adventures 
in the heart ofa lover', silcnc:cd hug 
when lhoughts become a tumbling child 
a univcr$C that i.s 1hc harmony of the rivers ofour 

soul 
merging in absolute contentment with whu is 
un•fragmcntcd beautiful 
tran.s<:cndcnoc ofscparatcne:u 
tchoed beyond the spirit ofdifference 
undcssunds not the other 2S 2no1hcr 
the point where all numbers become: one 
in recognition ofit asis 
a natural union with nature. 
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Ozifo Gbewonyo 
Age 10 

Mike 

Thttt on« was a boy rwncd Mike. 
His hs.ir wu as n i.ff'as a spike-. 
He cut it and combed it, 
He gdlcd it and sprayed it 
until there WU a hair scylc he liked. 
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Orifo Gbewonyo 
Age 10 

LITTLE by little 

Litdc by little , piece by piece 
Your undc, your au.nt, your nephew, your niece, 
)'Our mother, your fuhcr, her ,iucr, hi, brother; 
all in one f.a.mily love each o,hcr. 
Forever and ~rwe :always will be 
living together in o ne family. 
It never will die., and it ncv-cr will cn.sc 
Liuk by link, picc:c: by piece. 
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Jenniffer L. Lesh 

Parts ofMe Have Been Lost 

Puts ofme have been Ion. I thought 
I'd at lean h'l~ been giwn my tonsils in :l tiny ju 
with a lid screwed right aga.inn rot. 
When I woke a.sking for them_., I w.as pushed 
Aat and bound to the table 
with shecu, nu.f'f'ed quiet 
with gelatin fla,·ored by my own blood. 

I W()kc again 
and J was in another room, 
this one smtll :i.nd blue with a rude rendering 
ofa Picasso, a madonna with cold hands 
and a crook«i neck. 
A F.u nurse wiggkd in dutching 
a cloth bundJc. She unwrapped it. caught 
the whole light of the room in the gleam 
of,ilvcr. frccz.ingly precise. I prcs.scd 
my chcc.k to the chiJJ table as the doctor, 
the uar ofthis show. e-ntcrcd, 
This time it WU my toe he was after; 
my left gl"Qt toe with it$ st~...Ax,ry mu-k ofblood. 
A tumor, he $.lid. and the nurtc took my hand 
u he leaned forwud, blodc.ing my view 
with his buJk... and oh. the sting 
ofthe needles sinking in! My fingernails 
dug into the back of the nurse's hand. She winced 
and her head reared ~ck like a frigtucned hor$C. 
Then cuuing, $Craping and the h<>t $wect $tench 
ofburning Resh. 

I wi.shed for death then 
and thffl later, I wanted to Stt my tumor 
or to know its final destininion. 
I was denied evttyt.hing 
but a slip ofpapet, announcing me free 
ofcancer and such thing:s.. 

The third time, 
it wu my breast they were a.fi:cr- I imagined its smooth 

Orpheus/34 



Jenniffer l. Lesh 

round shape, disembodied. on an ivory place 
offered. on a banquet table at some m«lical convcntjon. 
And never ap.in, ftC\'Cr again could I allow 
them to take from me, and t1.ke;, and never give, 
$0 I lcfi, a nurse m1iling aficr me, iaying Mw! 
and Maima!, and ,.he rcocptionisr 
Ion a sheaf ofpapers. like ov«siicd oonfcui, 
to the ma.roon--carpctcd floor. 
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Joanne Schmidt 

Th, Foumain in My Mind 

The fount2in in my mind 
releases the im21cry 
ofyour arcssci: 
a $00thingcreek 
a uick:1.ing rush 
a ribbonliJcc flow 
a velvety spir:il 
a brushing whisper 
a tiddi.s.h lullaby 
a buoyam Ruidity 
a wafting liquidity 
a misty .soltdi ty 
a speeding gr:rnularity 
a ,urging cuc~sy 
in chc wdcomc •u m, 
ofsubjw.i,·ity. 
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James CIJmish 

Potaing M onad 

Aeid Stomach ofa window latch. 
Who's char waUOng. coming l»ck 
To tell me that I'm wrong. 
Patcern, for«d on sanity 
With nrokC$ ofghosu and 
Emotional keys, emotion.a.I Ices, 
Dumbfounded dreams ofmodal auxiliuies. 

Dcci.sion gone with the time at hand, 
Revision sought for chc band offriends 
Within me. Wi1houc me they'd be )().S( 
And more alone than a rhymer in a blank 
Rtalicy, a ioncr in a frank loa.Ji'}', 
More aJone than a running conversationalist 
ShouJd ever be. 

The youthful &«k without a plan 
Beyond the first and euy, but 
The aged Jook on wh.ac went bad, 
Wdl within the frcciing roch 
For immorcaliry. for onoe wichouciry, 
Instant doubity. Add sight to pouting 
Monad - let rise, lee be 
totality. 
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James Comish 

The Tensed 

Afemale ending sounds 10 fluid, 
So ,..cry Rowing. $0 very good 

To the car, so vay dear co a 
Dancer of r<>mantic t tcps 

Even if l could once rem.ult, 
Or remake, or rchcarcen ch.c: sour in me 

With the~ofa La.tin, e,..cn Aattcn 
The glotw nuu and $Cops. 

I want the feeling. the ceiling. 
The kneeling maiden at my hem. 

But whar's the we? No vowel can or 
Could allow the clock co srop. 

Oh, I wish for the /o/s of:a ~ruler tongue. 
To round my mu.sing and case the turns 

Of the songs in me, its so hard co earn 
Through the clogs in the thinking bog-s of me. 

You, the word as the object of 
So many thoughts, the subject of 
The Ian recom, the d.ariw: ofrcprwion, 
Indirect drop!« of my ob.session. 

And on r-arc occasion, I ask '"Why?,. 
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Jim Duriga 

lmpossibk Dreams 

The wotld is full ofimpossible dreams, 
Somehow m1dc poss-iblc (2nd real) 
By people too uninformed to know 
that the impossible can•, be done. 

Ccncuri« ago, the world wu flu; 
Wonder how m•ny people fell offthe edge 
Before it bccmc round. lkforc J903, .science 
Could prove th"tt heavicr-du.n-air flight w.u impossible. 

ln ) 950, sp.a;cc tr.ivd WU d«mcd impouiblc, 
And in 70s a.nd 80s chcy forgot co tdl chc f04.1ndcr 
ofApple tb1t you could nor build and tell 
A computer from your gingc. (or m1yb,c he WU told. , .. ) 

Maytx we should occasionally uy flying c~ to chc sun, 
And find out ifour wings: aaualJy do mdt -
Maybe, like Don Quixote (the Man ofla Mancha), 
We shouJd tih at a few windmills, 

... maybe ,hey lied 10 u,. . .. 

...... m1ybc nothing is impoS$iblc..... 
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Poem7222 

While sitting on Hudes rffl. 
I read ,he 0..d Se, &roll,; 
Spinoza wa.s reading OcK:a«c, 
And Shakespeare and Marlov.-e 
Were arguing over the laccs-c 
Bellow novd. 

Faulkner h.ad gone back to 
Jeff'crson County, hunting for 
John Donne. Robert Frost wa.s 
Reading Emily Dick.in.son while 
St. Thomas em his horoscope:. 

Michael Nes-mith w.u singing 
Kriscoffcuon with a Paul 
Simon beat u Arthur Clarke 
Copies And.re Norton. Leonard 
Nimoy was w,tching his rcftcetk>n 
In a Rcmbr.and1 painting. 
While Br:1.hms played the piano. 

Dylan Thomas wu talking 
Wi,h Bob Oylan, and G.org< 
Harrison w.is arguing with 
Thomat Jefferson over the 
Benefits ofNeil Armstr<>ng°s 
Voy.lgc. h wa.s then due 
Milhous Nixon came aboard 
And asked "Where is culrurc?" 

O,pheus/40 



Jim Duriga 

Th, Big Empty 

the big empty out there 
i.$ nothing like 1hc big empty within; 
a life with no «nrcr 
i$ al w:tys qutSting, 
like an unanchored ship 
or a tree 

without rOOI$. 

"'Who am I?'" is maybe 
a more important question 
than "What's i1 all aboutr 
until you c-an know yourself, 
you mu.s.t confront chc fu.et 
that you 

know nothing. 
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You Said 

\Xlh.2t w2s i1 you s:i.id 
I w.i.sn't listening: 
I W:tS too busy .. . 

, ..w.1.i1ing to speak. 

1 IO$C so inud,. .. 
6)' being so w~ppcd up in M)·sclf 
17,;u I c:in't sec... 

. ..the world beyond 

Each day...E.:ach Rower... 
Each convcmtion is a gift. 
Once gone:... 

. . . the)' arc forC"Yt"r gone. 

[ didn't n,l"1n 10 sttnlc you ... 
I jun wanted 10 say that 
I appreci:atc you ... 

...and the me moimnti we h.2vc. 
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Photo 

The f.oded photo 
reminds me that 

we're :all so d iff't"rcnt 
from what we were. 

[ C::ln ru:mc names, 
and r~II the places, 

But tho~ names and places 
arc now long gone, 

The photo iJ yellowed 
and cu.d<cd with time, 

but so am J . .. 
so am I. 

My mcmoria c.mbdli.sh 
the photog,>ph 

into a hi.s-tory 
I never h1d. 
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Jim Duriga 

Poem Book: (Poem #23) 

The mCS-h ofminds, 
Sorr<iw fi lled 
Call$ me back -
Or alls mC' fon h. 

Never wondering 
Always wandering -
In my deeds 
Tknow my S0\11. 

Death or lifo, 
Hope or tnrs -
T'is th< momcn1 
that calls to me. 

Hdlo good times, 
Good.by h,ud times -
Hello future, 
Goodby sorrow. 

In a poem. 
A $Cory told . 
One uncovtrs -
He tells his soul. 

[n his sorrow. 
Or in his joy, 
He asks a 1nomcnt 
To live 1gsin. 

Questions flung 
To the stars-
The answtrs d ie 
In our words, 
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AnfWcrs flung 
To thcsky-
Thc quenjon, f.alcc-i 
fn our minds. 

Hello drum world, 
Goodby sorrow -
Goodby this world, 
Hello tomorrow, 
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Old Memories 

whatever happened to party lines? 
what happ<ncd to glan•bottlcd milk? 
where did they hide :all the old pay phones? 
what about cucrpillar silk? 

why do you ncV'(r $CC the old milk ans? 
do you rcmc.mber Pro;«t Mercury? 
whatever lu ppcned to Huey Long? 
(that la$t one dOC$n't m:aucr much co me). 

ifyou rcmen,ber 1hc Chicago ~n, 
i gut$$ you're tcs-tifying to your age; 
in the )'drs of Disney's 'Davy Crockcn' 
coonskin caps were all 1hc ngc. 

who Still has a hula hoop? 
do you remember 'buookl gum? 
remember how old Jim Thorpe 
w:u al~ys: on t~ run? 

Mark Spitz was on the 'Wheati<s' box, 
Mihon Berle w:u on the cube; 
Ed SuJlivan brought the Be.ides out 
And put America in a groo\·c~ 

in '71 McCk:an gave u.s 'American Pie.' 
and C\·eryonc u iU recalls the $00re; 
'73 g,,·c us Skyt.b -
it's not in orbit any more. 

we've li\'ffl through so much hi.story, 
and so m:an)' exciting times 
thu to bloc 1hcm out and n~r share them 
\\'Ould be a majo r crime. 

so share a memory with 2; youngner; 
tdl him or her about 1he ~ t; 
it's not just his1ory - it 's the way we wert; 
i1's the memories th.a.twill 1:an. 
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Thomas Allen 

A Fine Spring Day 

Tocby is the day words lou: thdr mt1ning, 
Instead, powerful feelings take their plau. 

Today it'$ time for a new beginning. 
Watch it fall. che decay«! and W2.$tcd. base. 

le is the day flo~rs start to blouom. 
All turn grttn with life, riddled fresh and nice. 
Open eyes know due which was bother.some:, 

ls now uc;rc:d, nothing c:lsc would suffice. 

h is a day co look, co sec 1he light. 
The one who holds my heart could be around. 

Opportunity aft« shedding nigtu, 
Opportunity to be heaven bound. 

Once before all that's good wcnc unnocicod, 
h i.t m>w seen co be that wbkh matters. 

Evil is rc:jc:ctc:d, it won't be missed, 
h givt$ nothing. lc:wing me in t:1.n ers. 

My sigh is restored.. I'm no longer blind. 
Lids wide and open, I 'm cleucr in mind. 
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Blu,Melody 

Deep rwi,ts and ,harp turns anguish the frail he.art, 
picr<;cd, made ,inecrc as ic is torn apart. 

Inner cmocions arc m.tdc manifen, 
in furil-t :mcmpc to l:1y co rcn. 

The blue essence makes the souJ f«I alive. 
Without it passions die, for they can't dive. 
A dn.ma offcdings forg<d chis playwright, 
it's end longing for &<>mconc to hold tight. 

The blue org1n renders person unique. 
ViMng all ocher lands is burcn and bleak. 

Only an cmpcy and full sky an know, 
bccaU$C ic feels dttp free and blue also. 

Blue fruit \v.tndcrs chc rivct rapidly, 
scraped by jagged edges, wounded harshly, 
F.a:cing forks, and choosing its fate blindly. 

Ang.st and fear tail this face, which ends sadly. 

Once all WC$ ofblue end, one b«omes true, 
and th-c chaos uound brought down through C()up. 
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George Ketterl 

Cycle 

consu.nt \'Oid uid fresh 
silver coned bdl lingc1ing in a single strand 

traces disappearing in subtle shadows 
slowly b«oming invisible to the n~cd C)'C 

all the parcidCJ replaced reset mixed in perpetual 
opposition 
pol:a.r nights and days 
sliding unnotKcd like long linc.s o(tourists 
hungry for the next attractio n 
marking with kccpS2kC$ and memories 
interlocking slowly into a box filkd with $CtaJ» and 
leftovers from cndlcn fca.su and famine$ 
broken lines ofvirtue li.c ~tween Rat drt;ims 
waiting for the wind and light 
cxpeccing the morning brightnes.s out from the 
glowing curnain of the horizon 
wanting 
brilliance and in$pir:nion 

repeating circle$ c:onnCC1cd end co end 
without so much u a blink ofrecognition 

transformations 
barely visible 
lo.st in the darkncu with covered rhythms turned 
lower than the car 

while chc ilurpcst edges dulJ again.st the scone 
oftime 

eroding ilowly in the wind and rain or simply in 
the w:ty )'OU look at things 
meu.pho rs offtttdom -muggk ag.1inst reality as if 
the '-lcred gift of fire was only meant for pilgrims 

stacked. l:a.yers collcc.c:cd. :a.nd guarded. like 
rotten treasures u if there will be a counting 

burdens grow heavy and wear down CV(n the 
stronp horse on a long m:il 

so why e2rry anything? 
nakedncu reduces aJI things and remo,•cs any 
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George Ketterl 

need for styled cmbclfohmcnu ofidentity 
prcpara1ion for the journey is different than 

going to Disneyland 
In the chopped up itrectsofYkum, the edge is 
wh:u domin21cs 
heroism is simple when the chip$ arc down 
eye cont:act is the 2cccu 
recognition 
pr~rvaiion 
ina.rmuion incantation 

smoke $Crttns leave the body limp 
with 
anticipation 

lase danoe requC$1.S m,dc h»tily before the lights 
go out can only inhibit the rhythm 

itq,1>ing to the exucmc bc2.t diuolvcs the 
duncr and the 

d2ttcr 
press.i,,g in and out wi1h :t~ndon 

wdcomc to the holy 
where will i.s sublime 
covered in garments ofbalance 
without 2uachmcms 

cv«y hair in place 
centered in empty silcno: 

eowbo)'$ know :inimal 2nd n:uurc like the back of 
their h:ands 
fighters flic~r in their work 
drC'4;mcrs can be lucky 
young d:mcing children arc the music 
gold covered treasures filled with exp«tation c-.at 
ri tual 
single $lrcams brc-..a.k chrough granite Ii.kc butter 
each morning rolls chance into the !IY.'«f po$$ibility 
ofa perfc-cc sphere ofsight 



,

George Ketterl 

Ode to Annabelle 

crisp m<w« spawned in Rickcring 
On)-On light 

patches ofsmooth color 
spread with abandon 

lost details Ulowing for the bricfat moment out 
from 
shadOW$ 
perched like a monk on the 
tenuous edge 

girl eyes piercing into chc 
hcan 
finding the mystery scill sweet 

be('.V(cn 
chc most cxucmc positions 

standing now 
removing the heavy veh·ct d~k 
ofcoo much heady 

contcmpl.uion 

right down to the translucent whitcncu 
ofinncxcnu 

charmed by the presccnces a.nd 
by the ungo dance sway 
of 
place 
,nd 
time 
nature is my nature she S2id 
and color is b,ight 

sining 1h-crc like Doris Day rccognfflng 
the irony 
the soliloquy reaching with the m0$t vital couch 
into the 
deep crevices ofall choJC w rrounding pilg,ims 
innoccm still 

knowing the beauty 
pu-sion. pa.$$lon, burning bright 
picture piccurc on the wall where's t~ balanoc after 
, II 
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Hero 

from out of the past comes the thundering hoofbeats 
ofthe grc:a.t hors,e silver 

a, Byron m.nds cfob footed a.nd alone on a gny Wore with 
no solace 
f«ling the driving rirt deep in his gut 
will not quiet 

eyes du.t sec c~rything and nothing sure stupidly 
into the face ofcomP45sion 

$0 many rceklm e:x.plan:1.tions 
lying Like rags 
lim:ring the gleaming hall <if polished idealism wi1h 
impending doubt 

$Cd1,1ctor of the atrog1nc 
r~u« ofthe psinful with Ian minute tricks 
you flirt with the ~&'C of5:ilvtiion but promise only epitaphs 

death dreaming solitude spr~ds like a heavy blanket over 
high expectations 
watching poltC< and fireman trudging Out from clccuic 
scr~rtl.$ gripping the innocent with open 1nou1hs 

fai lure without tM wdl spring rains beneath a desert of 
unbridltd hope 
how can th:mkyous C\'C,r be enough? 

hidden -a.mong rose garden hope$ the Jlam dunk kinv 
manCU\'Cr for a lait i«ond Ja\'C riJking everything and 
nothing thC$C iaviorJ in the uniforms ofcbrknCS:S giving birch 
co lighc 

march out from the froun ranks shine and simply dim away 
as mythologte$ rurn to fi c.cion 
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$harp edges dull and the mf$cery rider waiJs the bank cry of 
passion out from the cndlcu pubc ofbeing vit~ly alive 
awake full bursting into blooin ,u the precise insunc when 
action and belief arc the only order 

c1gcr youth simple ~liefshrtwd craft hollow words 
clowns all seem co grieve o r smile 
acton can be natur.il 
good wa.rriors don't bl«d too much 
children can never be more innc>ecnt th-an saints 

fingers gra.sp chc thin shell of 
savior hood like 1hc ~sing humility of,tardom 

quick rcspons,e time is chc K«et 
perfect timing equa.b perfect bliss 

foeling 1lont? 
want $0Mc fun! 
go cam go 
p.tint 1hc picture bright 
rcncct the extended p0$Sibility 
swing your trailblucrs machete and forget the doubts 
$a\'Or only bright dreams 
hope chc mirror doesn't fog 

Alexander 1hc Great, J~us Christ, Cus:i.r Om•a., 
Joan ofArc, Gandhi, Simon Bolivar, The Lone Rang<r. 
Charhon Hnton, Lincoln, King. Perez, Mandefa, 
Lawrence, 

choice and ucrifi« become a s:ingl¢ su2nd 
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Willy Boy 

OcKooning died t0<by 
chose blaek raw $lashes :i.t2-insc the white 

action 
one ofthe n,-enticch century's g.,eat paintcri 

"I don't pa.inc co live, I live to paint" 
emotion, extending out from chc fingers and body 
dancing shapes and colors 

br0ad .s-w«ping mocion filled with mu.scvlar intcruion$ 
spreading color and energy 
out into the day to push and pull ag1inst the p1r2dox 

did )'Ou even know? 
living and painting thc&e lut )"~U 
in a sw«t tortured ah:.hicrru:u doud 

did the othCl$ C\'Cr come co visit you 
the last one 
left from the old days? 

white haired dfin paint co~r«l pants posing for the mags 
still carrying out each day's 
ritual 

how must time press or pus 
icon hero? 
staring from the blue C)'Cf., brc:uhing winter's g,.sp 

did )'OU paint t0<,by? 
wuit gray 
or 4,-unny? 

You and the othcn scc: the motion 
here in the 
new land 

your fim one man show at forty four ;-ca.u a.ftcr stepping off 
the boat in new york instead ofpa.ris 
(air haired dutch boy with such dedication 

paimcr, painter, pa.inter 
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Archeowgy and Sacrifice 

Bliu comes in 3$.SOrccd colon it tDCks 
1hrough time inlaid in the eyes 
mung cogcthcr like a $~ring blinking ncd<la« 
of profound power 

piralyied lcgg«I boy becomes a fish out ofwater on the dirty 
brokcn CAicutta .sidewalk 
Maneuvering snuJI businessman 
o n his bdly 

Lee's ju.st gee to the he2rt ofthe qucs1ion 
is it al~ys beucr co give than rttci~? 

extreme reminders ofless than enlightenment arc alw1ys 
there: peering out from the dark shadows ofthe primal hean 

Perilous pit of nature ever pulsing 
just behind the don pure F.tadc 
of 

inno«ncc 

How can the beguiling child girl carrying the baby with pu" 
in the corncn of iu eyes 
be .1ccuscd ofaggrC.$$ivc cxploim ion when she an still 
laugh at the d~ncing man? 

Is it the manu-., or the money 1hat kcq,s her on the strttt~ 
sharp points oftt(Ogni1ion cut from both sides 
specimens in dtctying a.ses and bordes shch'ro in grand 
inint pttling h:alls dcdic,,tcd to Plato and Aristodc 

life and death animated by the chcmim)' of time 
«aying in or $lCpping out come in the Ame foil co,.·« 
placed upon che Ame 
opaque tray 

The lid as in ~ ndora 
is always a maccer or 
ri.sk Or 
opportunity 
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DiJIIIIIU 

On eight meet as 
a passc-ngcr .struclc with 
a subtle luminous ftash of 

extension 

curled in du.$t, forbidden feeling, circling left 
into 
soft brath, con.sider the prosp«t ofno end 

or no bt,ginning 

Like reaching out with the foot to tap the ledge below 
saviors come in all sizes 
devils come only in red. with chrome cccth and 
brocade glO\"CS CO\'Ctcd with honey and charcoal 

light wire conn«:tion 
m.1gnccic case with a tod ofpure light ramming 

through 
chc ecm« 

Co\'cr me with froien incense 
lift the swollen wil then 
kiss the acrtd blue lips of scpar.uion 

Roll the chocolate covered dice ag.1.in.n the hard ac,hc 
put the tip into the mushy middle and blow ju.st hard 
enough to be su.rc 
that the thief ofthe inugin:uion has not rc:irrangcd the board 

Placed before certain alters there's an inclination co invent 
stepping through time an turn the world inside ouc 
dip this and #VC it till th~ mockingbird has it 
memoriud, ok? 
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Sea Castle 

looming at the edge 
blueness elegy 
taken fur granted beyond admiration days like a 
f.a.dcd drcu ag.ain$t a 
rc»c ¢0lorcd $1,ml1$C 

anchored in time 
noppcd 

myriad expressions scaring out from the du.sty 
Jtrua ofdances and 
$ilvcr toned r.1nks of privilege in the city 
vsping out from behind $CCrC( mirrors 

visions spinning like dcrvis.hcs 
driven by fc2r 

;oy 
inspiration etc. 

all ofit dropping i n10 the vast cavern mding around 
until thu January rumble came rolling in ~vcs 

roaring out the question of fate without 
remorse 
survival bal-a.nccd on stadcs ofempty roo,ns 

b.'1l:rnced on columns ofused up cxcwcs 
now in the hands ofthe holy 2nd the wise 

.shdccr ofeyes taken over by pilgrims 
with 

no 
security 

the bright bh.1c $0uthcrn wall ofwhale, 
W2ils iu creaking swollen m~ns 

against t h<: mountains and the~ 
how deep into the heart muse &ding memory 

go? 
c.ach foggy corner longs for life as even the la.A: 
breuh i.s crushed out by the .swinging ball 
of no mercy 
d:Ch cr1ck opens co the sound ofl0$t music 
2rchtd windows trembling reA«tions grace 2nd 
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symmetry surrounded 
echoing 

blinking :u <'ach impa.ct as the moment fades imo order and horizons 
connected by chc tenuous 
.man<U ofdreams which must after all yield as 
everything must 
to Rov.-cr$yet unblooming 
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Tim 

a ,ien5c ofhistory shim mys acr0$$ the wire oftjmc 

to escape 
to be out :1.g1inst order 
resin. untiJ resistance has become the sww breath 
oflifc 
with flowers not fear 
eyes holding bright holy light 
each step an ad~nturc 

all mornings around the world have birds singing 
with bright edges a.nd sublime patience 
do you waver a.gainst the doubt? 
or do you kcc:p in step with the music. 

is your cosmic hearteuc filled with innocence? 

you looking into the darknc$$ dirccdy to th.at $p0t 
where its <yes a~ loaccd smiling and becoming 
the mystery 

silver frail zea.lot ofrcbdlion sining pampered on a 
throne of notori«y w.a.ndcring at the edge of 
courage amid.st the chaos judgment 1i rning and 
incvitabl.c: juni« 
uick.s in rings can only prolong the gl* 

pulse in secret chamber fi lling the void like 
lxautifol smoke clouds riding on sleek fingers of 
gold 
p1.uhing che fine honed po$$ibility ofbirch into the 
endJcn cydc of untold futurct; 

pocu come 2nd leave their vcr$C rcfl«ting 
sMdows ofmoments unfolding 
alone on the st.tgc each scruuing recitation signifi~ 
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George Ketterl 

the pandox of~liefand doubt 
birch and death 
risk everything and ride the: um-:imed theory bt!:a.st 
without the comfon ofactually knowing 
instinct and intuitio n at the abysmal edge of 
oblivion where c-ach litdc Aieker brin&$ a perfect blip 
of.shcc.r life 
don't blow it 
it'$ the finish that counts he sa.id there holding coun 
on a p2dded chair 
.sweet pink v:apor of2l»ndon tinting hit i1uolence 
with chtrubic joy 
:a.s though he had planned some ineviu.ble escape 
u is the way ofthe visionary 
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Lonnie Lopez 

Last Night I Died 

he came from the darkncu 
and touched me 
i scre2med for him to stop 
i prayed 10 god for mercy 

he did not listen 

he plunged his knife into me 
tearing my fldh and my soul 
his fihhy. smelly hand covered my mouth 
he entered into where he did not belong 
imo where he wu not wck.omc 
tears and madncu flaincd my C)U 
2nd the \\.'Orld swirled around me 
why is he hu,ting me 
i cried ro close my eyes 
10 lock Out his nee 
to muAle his words 
to make him go away 

but his hateful brc-,uh told me he wu there 

and now i sit 
:1:lonc in my room 
blankeu won't keep out th<- cold 
and water won't wa.sh away his touch 
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Lonnie Lopez 

Whm the Ont You LtJvt LtJvtJ AntJther 

When the o ne that you love loves another 
Every .scene, every smile that ;-ou .s« 
Fills your heart up with pain to discover 
To share Jove with )'Ou r love will not be-. 

Enduring in silence a pain all )'OUr own 
Your s«ret :a K<rct will stay. 
You whi.sper go<>d•b)'C in :a qui\·cring tone 
N you.r b<-uc.r bars your frtCnd away. 

Looking bick with rtgrcts on "what ifs'" or • jf o nlys," 
On fahc dreams you've contrived in your mind, 
But instead, lacking courage, you stand apart, lond y, 
All faith and all hope, they unwind. 

They mov<" in like the wind, they ffiO\'C o ut like the n in, 
The luckyones whom he caJls lover. 
And just when )'OU think you know jun what he likCJ 
T his type is rcpla«d by .1.nothcr. 
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Lonnie Lopez 

Motw11 

Pus-ing .dowly O\'crhcad 
Wispy cloud, shall fo,m • bed 
Upon which God sh.a.I] rest Hi$ head 
And ponder on the words He's uid 
And how they've often bttn misread 
By ea.gcr followers long since OOd 
WbO$C needy hungry '°ul, were fed 
By gloriC$ th.at could 12,·c from dread. 
Thc curKoflifc: ,o hudship wed. 
One steals anot~r's hard•ea.rncd bread, 
No ground too sacred not to tread, 
Far from the word we have been lead. 
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Lonnie Lopez 

NewPe11dls 

My mind convulses 
And in becv.ttn the p:tl\g-s 
I struggle to fot<c :t poem 
From this pencil. 
Too bad the ltad keeps 
Brcakjng. 
I take an aspirin 
To counter the pain, 
The drug rcliC'l-'CS the .symptom$ 
For a few hour, 
A.nd until I p11reh,-$C new pencil$. 
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Lonnie Lopez 

Debussy's Ruldk 

Why a prdudc to 2 fawn 
I shall never complc,dy undersu.nd 
When ~ts can juSt u ca,ily ,uffio:. 
Pcrh~ps che.rc i.s some incho:ue motion 
Oflimb p«uliar to a dttr 
That my umi-unbiased eye 
Overlooks. Perhaps the song is a 
PrC$GiCnt dedication to Bambi', 
Falkn mod\er, dark 2nd slow-p:i.ced, 
M2abrc 0\'Crtones to a child's French pa.ntomimc. 
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Longewei/e Schmerz 

Jewels Flashing In the Night ofTime 

The .s-torrn rode in :u midnight, 
;1;nd the cats began to bounce 
like freed deacons 
through the murix of the room. 
Ouuide, the: mcdunc swirl stripped 
fronds from palms and eucalypti, 
their humili•nion exposed 
in the nov:i.s of burst transformers. 
Bcne,tth 1hc- roof's flim.sy bcndicen«, 
the larger mammals cowered by the 1V 
co watch 01he.r acu ofGod. 



langeweile Schmerz 

Rtuntmmt, v,rsion 252 

Ckscnsitiud, you con$Umc the days 
sdcecing priorities reiistant 
co the gau of~.shiers 
and other drones leering 
from th<- a.spluh fields 
a d«pcr scrutiny 
ofsuch alien mind.s 
could mu the &e.xu:a.l f.tQdc 
ycc cm~chy's regime 
is not c.uily toppl~ 
for each twist ofThanatos 
seems a riddle demanding response 
considering the :a.ccb.im awarded 
to a precise th rust of attitude 
though )'OU manage to quell 
any sdf•.a.bnegating tcndcncies 
'cil like a sit~com 
Sunday morning <:OmC$ down 
a,,d you shimmer into the pews 
gaining 1mncsty from yourself 
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Portia St. Claire 

Spirit ofOrpheus 

Whispered song stirred Slack Orpheus from his slumber: 
..We arc d in,bing Jacob's ladder. 
E\<C.ty rung go« highct, higher... 

He saw in 1h.c fields 
Pickers of conon sweating in the smoldering sun, 
Pricking their f'ingc", 
lircd. 

Orpheu$ »w bruWity: 
Whips, hom« in fire 2.nd smoke. 

C')'ing, 
He slowly 1,laycd his guitar 
<cars qucnehcd chc .sadness and ire. 
He blew refreshing air, enlivening 1hcir desire 

To bellow, 
..Swing low, sw·cct cluriot, 
Coming for 10 C'lrry me home." 

Home aw:.y from body bondage, 
Frc«lom in the $.howcr of musical notes. 

Prepare a p13<'c 
In che now world. 

"We sh~I <wcrcomc. 
Brothers 111 :arc we." 
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Portia St. Claire 

Heaven's Threads 

My days are clothes by thread$ from heaven. 

Husband's arms wrap me 
in oomfocc, under the quilt. 

Writing poems at night, 
W2tching or.inge <Uwn awake. 

Butterfly fluttt-r, 
hummingbird ~J» ;weet nect.u, 

Poppy unfolding 
ere~ pcr:1.ls dancing in air. 

In chc m2rina, 
light sparkle, shimmy on waves. 

Toddler stomps on floor. 
giggling, laughs hearing the sound. 

My ga.rmc:nt until the wum earth accepts me. 
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Portia St. Claire 

CulturalAllegiance 

TheJapanese imperiali.n', dictum w.u to cruc Kore2n culture. 
"Make the Koreans Japanese! 
AJI Khoo! children must haveJapancie nama., 
In public: Speak only Japanese, 

C-2nnot wcu Korean c:lo1hci. 
~nnot sing Korean $OR&f-• 

The Korc:Ans obc)'<d these rules in public. 

But within the homC"$, protected by the sanguine laughter ofa New Year, 
Korems pbycdy ut•n~ri, throwing poli.shcd sticks into the a.ir 

Watching to sec the /-Ching patterns, 
Belted glories ofthe Kore:ID land, and 

Slurped the rice dumpling soup, 

Outsi<k~the J:apanesc gat:tpo p.urollcd the nr«u in drunken .stupor. 

I did not live during the Japanese occupation of Korea, 
But I luted any1hingJap,-ncs,c. 
In fac,, fo r many years, I refused to buy a Toyota or a Honda. 

I watch in .surpris,e u my boys, who a.re excited to play Japanese video games, 
Take arc of 'lir.mugu<hi pct, wild about any1hing Polumon 2nd 
Even recite the himga11a and Juualuma from the computer. 

And I pleasure in the llubana of a $ingle dahlia next to a gnarled twig, 
And u.liir.ttc even thinking ofsukiy.,ki. 

And I wonder, 
Would 2 Jew c,•c:r buy a BMW. 2 Porshc? 
Enjoy Mot:i.rt'$ •The Magic Flute" or bt2CW\ll1t? 
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John Rose 

Mommy, Mommy, HoldMy Hand 

Little girl with golden hair, $1Tliling, .skipping, not 2 

arc 
Holding hand$ and swinging .ums, cffervaing 

youthful chums. 
Chatter, chatter, skip, and swsy, tOS.S hu hod in 

colrish play 
But hdd by mom for $Ucty's sake, no mutu:al joy can 

mom partake, 
Drawing nigh on $.lender limbs, a visage gaunt; my 

puziksccmt; 
So maybe drugs or healthcare WQCS, a lonely child and 

so it goes 
Lltdc girl with golden hair, .smiling.. skipping not a 

care 
Hand in hand with mom not the.re. 

Orphcus/71 



John Rose 

The Watchers 

f>orC\lpinc, pinC\lshion gr~n. rigid sulk born in the spring. 
Pu!Ty white, se.ntind fl o\.W:r, the yuce1 hu a spiritual 

power. 
ln times ofold the Ind ian told...hiJ Lm.d '"'"f>'d with 

impunity... 
tM whiu man cmnt a"Ni 14()/r 1htSltMt..•and conquered 

with immunity 
With numbers high but .sc.attcred af.u, a.n indigcm super• 

structure 
The lndia.n.s by geog~phy bound, were held. in a stoncagc 

cuhurc 
With Columbia.n .Exchange and gunpowder, dry, Eurc.>-

m;;.n held no baited 
breath 

For he cook wlut he $:aw and be wanted all in exchange for 
the Indian's 
d~th. 

H2icing,s had $2id, so goes the report "...let's hunt a few for 
the fun... • 

So hunting them 211 wu the sport and the- all ',ii hhi 
could no longer run. 

Indian .spirits uc incarnate now in the bloom ofth.c: yon' 
yucca hill. 

Their .springtime .stare and omniK:icnt glare sees the fru its 
ofthe white m:1.1\1 

$ will. 
The ~ir is fou.l, the W2ter coo. Anim2b cxcinct ifnot $oCarce 
No scn.niny a.side, no yielding of pr-idc; che conqueror i.s 

hard to embarrass. 
Yet, whik it l$ uuc 'tis 2 c:ydc to rue, m2n kills a m:an for 

his land, 
Nlcu a.nnot lie for to li\'e is to die, but why must it be by 

his hand~ 
As the yucca sund.s on the crest ofa hill or lcins in the 

bend ofa meam 
The q-de ofman like the C)'<'1ical plan, a demise in spite of 

the scrie2m. 
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John Rose 

Black Eyed-Susan 

CrocU.$, focused, radiant eye, watcliing all, th0$C 
pa.s.-scrsby 

Skirting ro:tdways, fences too, omniscialt numbers to 
rcvi~. . . 

Silent, swaying ifa wind, poignant thought so to )'OU 

wend, •. 
Lookjng, w;udling. $«ing aJI, never talking to forae,ll 
The pusing sojourn, life goet by, recorded singly by 

their eye. 
Ate they simply God's grocn girls, wispy, dainty, 

roadside furlsr 
Some sub.heaven viewing glass w.uching cmhly 

tra\-ders p:a.ss~ 
Or ;uc chey .simply staminate, pistils, re.ady, propague 
Luring bees to yellow glee co polJinatc eye's liligroe? 
Sub•peri5eopc of Heaven's power or simply just a 

roadfidc flov.'Crl 
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John Rose 

A Porch'sTak 

Solit:i.ry, ~mpty there, upon a porch, a gloom1 

Above a bwn so m:anicured, vain effort for a broom. 
An empty ch:iir, innocuous, yet telling passersby 
This veil of prim'.s not luppine.s.s; the chiir reveals the lie! 
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John Rose 

The Veil ofa Porch 

A chair so plain upon the porch, aunere with solemn gt.tee 
The yard so dean and manicured, pres.umes a happy place. 
With efforts keen and concentrate' to veil a lonely hearer 
A $CCOnd cllair upon the poreh ...,-ould be a perfect start. 
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John Rose 

San Emidio at 11 Distance 

HorKt.ails wrinkled, wispy white; brushing spaccous 
strat2 hdght 

SuNhinc low, in from the wat; highlight foothills 
'neath dicaeit. 

Faulc block mountains purple ccchcd, Mont.ana blue a 
b:u:kground sketched. 

Though high and wide :and ch.2nging moSt, horscu.ils 
racing for chc CA»st. 

h gave one thought to pause and s.cc what might cause 
a doud to Aoe. 

A back-.v:1rd glance saw bladccncd roil as thunderheads 
began to boil. 

Surging down Sierra b.ncs water ri\tulcts on widow 
panes, 

Ambiguous black, the smoke ofa co.a.st cha.sing 
hors.cu.ils co the coast. 

Mother earth hears v.~thc,cd voice; addrcuing the 
land with nature's 
choice: 

Good-bye to clear and aturc skies and a.II a horsetail 
race belies. 
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John Rose 

Untitled 

1 was young. with hormonal $Cent$. 
Ea.s.ily, agilely slipptd the fence 
Soaked with fear, propelled by gltt, 
Picked. an apple off' another's m~c. 

l 5« her e,•cry now and then, 
Exch.21,ging looks. "Remember Whcnr 
Ofcour~ I do; I'm not yet dead 
Our ckcuic time slow to leave my head. 
I'd known her m.1.n and an an hc<I been 
And dcse.~dly so, ifhe'd known 'bout "When.• 

Some time had passed and her trio had grown 
When she <2:lled me, Stl'3ngdy, on rhc phone. 
"'He's leaving me now, you know?• she $:lid. 
"'Our p:ts-t's not p:uscd, our ' When' not dead. 
You know 1hc boys? He's paying for cwo. 
And that's why I'm indicting you. 
Of Roy and Jim, he's their F.uhcr. 
The oldc$t, Ian, he's you1 bothc-r." 

• When you picked chat apple offthe 1rce 

You left your seedling for all ro sec. 
Imagineyour shock? Qn you my d ismal 
Sa,'<: vain histrionics: heh.as DNA." 
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John Rose 

Africa, a Far Foreign Shore 

A precipitous place, the African coast; 
D«p water, rocky, no harbon h) host. 
In spite of:all nature. so :ilien to the W~t, 
In but a row boat, they a.tried off her best. 
With a passing interest in pelts and planu 
Attention v.•.u foc:used on primordial chanu. 
The African cuhurc, so wild and energetic, 
Idle. misguided, :a wmc mo" frenetic! 
The Eu.r0-m:an, $0 worldly, astute; 
Recydtd 2 me2.ns, more ricbC$ co compute. 
Llke Doctor ~ th, they lcfi not alone. 
With gun powder barter they headed for h#m~. 
In the bowds ofthe ships, on docks fore and aft, 
Promi5euoudy pad:cd, r2fi :after raft, 
The extorud trilxasmen, not the slow and the lame, 
At hm fill«! 1he ships, their brothers 10 blame! 
"Give us 100!,. 1he ship's bis12rds ~id. 
"Give us your own or your neighbors instead!" 
h's an ongoing story that gets horribly worse. 

h's a bastard)' ofman ill captured in verse 
Mi.stook. mispla«d, mi.suscd, misspent; 
Released, rcpl:a«d. reused; Repent! 
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Barbara Pugh 

The Trip to the Top ofthe Mountain 

Actually two uips 
Yesterday I drove co Sequoia 
My friend said: 
Go to the mountains and uc the leaves: change 
Drive through the canyon and witch the 

m.nsformation from dC$Crt co deciduous t rees and 
up to the pines 

Sc:c the cok,rs change from rans and browns to 
gr«ns, yellows, oranges and gold 

To g,ccns and browns a.gain 
Brc:uhc in chc free, cold air and IO<>k out over chc 

forever mO\lnt2ins 

And what price? 
Twisting ro:td rr:t,·eling up a mountain termiruting *' 

1500 r.., 
I w.as convinced would terminate me 
No one told me 2.bout the road 
Californi.rns know .a.bout e2nyon ro:ads 
I'm a ncoph)'tC ~ lifornian-.ind I know now. 

No room for another car - drop-<iffs on one side, 
rock cliffi on chc o-thcr 

Scared I would m«t someone coming down 
And when I didn't, scared that if somerhing 

happened no o ne would find me until Spring 
The c.rumplod rc-m:aim ofan '87 Honda 
The $kelct',ll rcma.ins of a •45 woman 
She W:tf $0 )'Oung - well not $0 young 
Just starting out o n 2 new c:trttr 
A profcssor-1hc top of her pro(CS$ion. 

I talk to myself when I'm $Cltod and I t:alk to my ar 
Who know which is .str.mgcr 
I talk back. the ear doesn't - not schizophrenic at 

!cut 
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I said 10 myself, •There hu 10 be ano1hcr way our of 
here, I an't dri-..-t this roid back :a.gain." 

Oh, but there wun'1! 
I turned :around and disco"cred the road h2d mil2gc 

signs 

foSt 25.76 
Round it off. how bad could cw-ency-six miles bd 
Oops! I already know that. 
"I can do 1hi$, I ha\'C driven to the top ofthe 

mount.a.in and part way down the oth<.r side.,. 

Yacerday l dro,·c 10 $equoi1, and b2ck again 
I v.-ent up the mountain and I waucarcd of 1hc ro2d, 

1nd the dro~ffs 
The uip down the mountain wu different 
I picked up 1 pustngcr n.2.med Cour:i.gc 
I saw and ~pcricn«d - 2nd $t ill forgot 10 ukc 

pieturcs 
E,•cn had trouble with brak~ ovcrOOtcd 
Rcaliicd I needed to drive in second and I« the car 

slow itself 
Still not scared, laughed, ralkcd to myself and my car 
Congmulued us both 
Mile 9 point something-bade in the dCJert 
The road has an actual yellow line in che middle 
I told myself and my car about the room ,hu 

~rforded us 
We wtre both gl2d. 
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Barbaro Pugh 

Clow11Day 

Out of,~ fog, :a persistent ringing. 
I pick up the phon<: - My daughter 
"'Whit do you need, Honey~" 
..Oh Mom, I was so ,ired :and sick this morning and I 

didn't keep the car- :and it's Oown 01y ... " 
And I say, ''I ha,.·c a paper to fin ish-next week is 

exam Wttk - 1 have dicnu 1his 1ficrnoon.'" 
But it's Oown Day. 

' IV.-o little &en greet me and one tired. p,Jc one. 
I wc:my ab<>ut my child - working•homc•babies 
..Come on, Jimmy, Ice's go to Oown ~y." 
"Look a t tha1, Grandma! Grandma, wh:.at's that? 

Why, Grandma?'" 
The te2chcr smiles 1.s I deliver him - 'Tm $0 glad he 

d id n't have 10 miss Clown Day.• 

I go home for :a time. 
Making a decision, I all - ..M:ay 1 kttp him until 

mid,aftcrnoon 
1nd rake him to lunch?" 

In the backy.ud we pick '"fwowcrs for Mommy." 
'"She likes chc big yellow on«, Gnndma." 
And [ pick tiny purple onts. 
O.1nddions and wood violets make a wonderful 

bouquet. 
And the tree: has tiny leaves, and thc-rc-'s 0ov.-crs on :i. 

bum that $mell good. 

'"Look al 1hc "boodiful'" clouds Grandma!: 
'"There'$ the $<:a.ry one - Shupcooth is dead - he 

couldn't swim." Oh, !..And Befow Ti.me. 
'"Look! That one's a whale... 
..Why arc sharks $Cary and w~lcs aren't~" 
· sturkt di ink )'OU're lunch - wh2Jcs know you're 

not. " 
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Barbaro Pugh 

Wc'2ugh 
Where shall "''C go for lunch? 

McOon2kl's - ofcourse 
On tippy toes his chin is C\'CO with the counter -

McNuggccs with honey. 
•Bees make honey, Crandm:a.,. 
..Why's honey sticky, Gr-andm:a?" 

"CddcrpillcrS make home, 1nd >'OU know wlut, 
Crindma? They m2kc magic and be buuc.rfli ts!'" 

And so do thrcc-)·car-olds. 
I drop him off 

Pan ofmy paper is done 
My clients smile - or not - and talk, and f listen 
And dcput with huS$ and th:tnlu 
Feds right - wh.u I do 

And I "-'Otk a bit longer 
Stop at the score - start home 
And drive with teu-s-rcmcmbuing my own 

grandmo1hcr - I thank her 
for .showing me 
And on the u.blc :at home is a gift - left 
A lopsided. clown - I laugh at the pure. joy ofit 
By habit, I hang it on the refrigerator 
It wis Clown Day 
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Jennifer Seib 

Seedr 

In days gone by the courag«ius ones came 
Fu.nee and Norway, Soccland coo, 
root$ unarchcd, life never the same 
looking for liberty life anew 

Time puus on, new suds :uc planted 
the Rowers arc whisk«! with th<." wind. 
roots grown long, customs supplanted 
great arc the gifu God K"nds 

The uccs in my yard 
whisper 1heir c:all, 
ground underneath u nyielding and tusd 
l choose not co listen, stumble and f.all 

He.avcn behold! What could it be~ 
call ona, small one gather uound, 
their limln cmbraCC' me 
u love in the air abounds 

Tht" roots Streich 1long 
I fi nd my own soil, 
one grows beside me st«dy and strong 
as we v,.acch the young ones coil 

Sough d2noc and SVJ.1Y 
their joy makes me whole, 
blnsingt from God day after day 
their IO\'C is a pa.rt ormy soul! 
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Jennifer Seib 

Red Spots on tht Fb,or 

The television on, screaming (or :aucntion 
The nCW$,. the soai», horror, humor 

A ~a, s~tds bJ qutsi" 
The remote control, very ready 
Vacant sure, lidlus C)'CS 

Tik ulrpl,onr ringing, ttl1"1fi/kd with ethtr 
Click ...you d, :angc the channel 
Evening news, 1cn a r pile-up 
Crim.son sheets blanket the cin_h 
Red wine on 1hc tablocloth, horror, pity 
Click ...comcd)' central, tears of laughter 

Ti,, dry,, buu,s fa,;,usly 
Click...AIDS documentary, sadness 
Clid ...$itcom...elide. ..movie...click ...dc:a1 h 
Sorrow, pi1r, humor, horror ...confusion 
Yellow tongUC'$ offi re licking at a house: 
Clidc:...paralyLA:d, a.n't move 
Tri.ppcd in cement falling 
Nlling co 1hc 0<:c.:in floor 
. .. diek. ..numb ...<:lick ... 

R.adio lmmming in thr bacft~und 
Boy wirh n,achinc g,un ::tt Wlool 
. ..d ick . ..it's colcl, dark 
lc.id(.'S dripping from )'Out 
Nose, youc fing<"rs. )'OUt ha.rt 
R.cd $J>OtS on th<" floor 
Oic.k... b.1, k . . ,<"::i.g<"r 
Did :anybody di<"? 
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Jennifer Seib 

The Rock i11 Shark lnfe,ttd Waters 

She rcsu on a r0ck 
A mik: offsho ,c 
He:r silky fur wirmcd from 1hc sun 
Born co swim 
She's not long content 
W.uming chc rode 
She dives in 

The cool s:slty water 
Is a gen de <aras 
She glides through 
lu .soothing embrace 
H er S¢ul is free 
As she plays in 1hc surf 
Doing the things $C"als do 
She laughs 

Sut th< sea is not :alW2ys 
Safe fo r one like her 
Danger threatens at every turn 
Her pby is cut short 
At the sight ofa shark 
Hctding her way wi1h 
A hungry s1nilc 
Quickly she dam~rs 
&ck on the rock 
Determined to lh·c again... 
She waici 
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Ma,y Lou Macllvaine 

Going Mad 

J'd almost like to jwt go mad 
my hair a mess 
behavior Ind 

J'd kick and hit 
I'd yell wd flail 

my breath come ha,d 
mylogicf.til 

I<I come offwith .some horrid threat 
my eyes unfoc~d in a sweat 

I<l damn your t:)'clnlls if you Stared 
insult you 

say I nC\·cr cared 

I'd cut you down 
your hem would break 

I'd scream to heaven 
my ribs "WOu1d ache 

and when n:I rC$t from this -a.uack 
I'd beg for you co u.kc me back 

I'd look into your qcs again 
to s« if I wu ufc and then 

I'd bawl v,,jth tears jwt strc~ming 
down 
and ask ifyou would hold me now 

I'd shuck mydochc.soffin a heap 
snug up co )'OU and 

go co sleep. 
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Cumulo Nimbus 

Still it goci, 
burgeoning. 

I bring lunch 10 his office. 
He beams, 
reaches to shake my hand: 

One more meeting and then, 
yes,, he will 1akc time to c.at. 

Where will you sit? 
Would you arc for some tea? 
Such calm and chute propriety. 

A t0\1/(ring cumulo 
nimbu$ out the window; 

contained, 
it builds: 

A mounting brightness s.1ill. 
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Swaying Grasses 

W1kc: up co :!"Other d1y of love. 
How would you Row with love ifyour 

life were cur«I? 

Sw«t knowledge would waft IO\'C 
through :di you do, 

Like a br«."'.te through the orGhud, love 
animat ('S your body, 

The car rises co iu owner's couch. 
Hillside grasses $W2y together in the 

wind. 

How often docs one flower blossom 
2.lonc:? 

lovers show gr:uitudc in giving profu.scly. 
Who would not dtsirt! this fragran t 

wisdom~ 
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Promethea 

or00Ur$C I nc)tjccd 
When your kitchen gate g.avc w:ay. 
Opportunistic feeder, ( Stole in: 
Tre.uurcs ofthe Forbidden 
Ciry - don't ta.stc~ it's God 's 
Roti$$Crie. We waned. feasted 
Wilh our :md n0$C$, nc..·cr licked 
A spoon. 

Still ungaml., unsatcd, suay 
I pay, your perimeter rcpa.ircd, 
TI:imcs flaring in my flc:Jh, 
I dream ofsluice of fiery jewels 
From chest to legs to cheit, 
Evt's apple fl:am~ 
Wirh r2isins, cognac. pe2r 
Cherries jubilee: 
Take home 1hc sun god's fa.re. 
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First off, 1 rcjccr th1t 
any ofus arc aetua..l 
:angels in disguise 
I know that gig too v.-dl 

re2J angels 
C\'Cn if mctaphorical/pinafori~ 
arc in cb skies, not here 
not pinch:i.blc, burnp:ablc, josh:ablc 

undcmandablc like u,. 

though we may all in deed be 
spiritual beings 
having a human cxpcricnec 
u someone s:aid 

th:at's human 
human 

angd wings ha"c su~ps and glitter 
)'OU ei.n't move much 
balancing the wire halo 
you do it in the spirit 
then rurn r~m in :i.ftt~rwards 

II 

the ghost ofChris1mu present 
heavenly visitation 
spirit ofgiving 
holiday turkq in the spirit 
pouhrrgtlS't 
whitcmcat Aying .a.round 
for no app:ircnt rcuon 
warm stuffing in your lap 
that's the spirit. 
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Under Grapt Ivy 

When de.sire like a child has gone w~• 
dcring 

And made a hidc•ouc in a neighbor', 
garden, 

Suking out a sen.St: oforder 
That deepens breach and alms chc heart, 
Playing itself out from spring to fall, 

One day you want co bring chings home: 

The little saucepan - knock out the 
leaves and dirt; 

Spoons and jui<:e glu$C'$ mi.$$:ing , ince 
,1.1mmcr; 

The rcd•h:rndled broom; cwo C)-ed.ropper 
bocil('f; 

Pencil nubs and papers; sun•f.tded )'cllow 
$.Welter; 

Returning the g.uden to its simple garden 
s,lf: 

The former swirl of lei partie, ;md 
friendship 

R,le,«d 
Into ,M sunshine and breeze. 

Home and fresh 
From building $0fflCthing bra\·c and line, 
Desire ukc, a rest, 
Content in body and mind. 
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Puffing OutAnnuals 

Commissioning innsi~ 
to express our caring~ 

Briefing lcd.md poppies as 
ambu.sadors ofhigh idtals; 

C harging sw«t :t.lyuum to 
rcprcscn1 our well~bcing. 

Forwud. rdlows! 
Heads high, reds! 
Looking li\td)', p,.uples! 
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Pygmaluz 

But when your hand 
Sweeps through the und 
And you say 1his is i,ca 

And this is land 
I SC< 

I see 
And when you part 
The (um.int ofmy heart 
And point to what is dull 
And wtu.t is sma.n 
I fed 
l know it's rca.U 

My sand is shocked to fed your hand 
My heart is blinded by th.c light 
Pushing my limiu ro withstand 
A n:uh and sudden sight. 
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Contemplative Prayer 

Sinking downwird, musdes melting 
Giving Ol)-stlfinco ihc oceanie h.a.nd.s ofGod 

Surrendcting thought by gem le intention 
Watching "'a''CS ofthought roll by 1bove 

£ merging 10 surface on a thought 
~cending back on the Word as dew on grass 

01$:Sol,'OO iruo the liquid medium ofawarcncss 
Ac1ion (rom our core long in action 

Learning to trust and brea1h 
The flowing w:uers ofour origins. 
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Observtr Thinlu a Fan 

A stage for !cu than an hour, 
Rays oreminent power 
The ol»ervcr chinks 1 fan 
with hopt- ,~ light cxp1nds, 
So the f.a.n soon grows narrow 
And the song ofa di,t11nt s~now 
Break$ the lhou-ght at bc.s-t 
Of 1hc obscrv~r looking west. 
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Dry Platts 

Route 66 in one's mind -
Necessarilyso 

Life lcg<nd"J' 
As one $its niU enough 

To ta.kc pleasure from 
Just knowing -

like a grandchild who', at 
the foot of chi$ gr2-ndfathcr's 

rocking chair 
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Jeffery Scott Elwell 

'"First Datt" 

Lights come up on a crou•scction ofthe interior ofa resraunnt. Thett a.re a 
p2ir of square tables with white linen tablecloths set in front ofa P3ir of 
dark jade cushioned benches anchored to the lnek ...:i.11. Captain'$ du.irs sit 
opposite the l>enchcs. The rcsuur2n1 i.s f.airly dim with much of the 
illumina1ion coming from small candle globe5 on the tables. Music from a 
pi:ano Wt filters into the dining are2. An auracti~ Ho$1d;S le2ds a couple 
to one ofthe tables. The man. D.ivid. pulls out the duir for hl$ dice, April. 
who avoids the chair and Jeits hcrSClfon the bench. O:t\·td. smiles Wct:kJy at 
the Hos.tess and then siu in the chair. 

HOSTESS 
Your wa.i1person tonight will be Sutic. 

(smiles) 
She'll be with )'OU momc.ntarily. 

(exits) 

David and April smile at each other. He looks awa.)'· She takes the silver• 
ware from her napkin and begins inspcccjng it pie« by piece. 

DAVlD 
Waitperson. I ju$t love th,u. 

APRIL 
What', wrong with it? 

OAV1O 
It's just so politically correct. 

What shou1d they be called? 

DAV1O 
Waiter or W2.itrcu. I mumc we have the lane,. 

APRIL 
(nil! looking at silvcrwue) 

I don't bdicvc it. 
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DAVID 
What? 

APRIL 
(holding out knife) 

This. 

DAVID 
Wh#c's wrong with ir? 

APRIL 
You an't sec? 

David shakes his httd. She thrwu rhc knife under his nose 

Spots. All O\'C-r the blade. 

DAVID 
Oh. 

APRJL 
l can't stand dirty silverware. 

DAVID 
l'm sure they'll gi,·c you another one. 

APRIL 
Oh, thqwill. 

DAVID 
I'll gct her aucntion and .. . 

APRIL 
I an uk her m)•self. 

DAVID 
I was ju.tt CJying to be... 

APRJL 

Aman. 
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DAVID 

APRIL 
Men always have to exert their dominance. 

DAVID 
So, wh1t do you do? We didn't gee much ofa chance co calk at tbt the.teer. 

APRIL 
A little ofchis and a little of that. Wh2.t about you? 

DAVID 
I'm a writer. Correction, journa!isL I work at the 1imC$. 

APRIL 
Bigthot, huh? 

DAVID 
Not really. I CO\'Cr the lcgi.s:bturc. Most ofthe Stories :arc boring, page 
~nty-s~.n stuff 

APRIL 
I hate those basu.rds. 

DAVID 
Legislators? 

APRIL 
No, journalists. 

DAVID 
Oh. 

APRIL 
They s:ay they're objective but... 

DAVID 
I ·wonder where that waiuess is? 
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APRJL 
Hungry! 

DAVID 
F2mishcd. I worked n~ight through lunch. 

APRJL 
That's not good. Lunch is the mon important me2I oftb(' day. 

DAVID 
I c.hought it was bre2kfut~ 

APRJL 
That w.u thcn . ..So, wh.tt do you like? Red meat? 

DAVID 
Sometimes. 

APRJL 
Let me guess, rue, dripping with blood. 

DAVID 
Medium~wcll, brown iruidc. You? 

I'm :a. vcgcurian. 

Oh. 

Go on, I've heard it all ~fore. 

Heard what? 

The jokcs . ..thc innuendoes ... 

APRJL 

DAVID 

APRJL 

DAVID 

APRJL 

DAVID 
I don't know what you•rc talking about. 
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APRIL 
Right. 

The Waitress enters with cwo glass« ofw.atcr and two menus. 

APRIL 
It'$ about time. 

April g.rabs a menu from the Waitress. David smiles shyly as the Waitl'C$$ 
hands him the other menu. 

WAITRESS 
Can I get you somethjng to drink? 

DAVlD 
(to April) 

Would you, .. 

APRIL 
I' ll h2vc a vodb martini. 

(hold, up knife) 
And a dean knife. 

DAVID 
Tom Collins for me. 

WAITRESS 
I'll be right b.tck with your drinks. 

(,hcouu) 

DAVlD 
Thnkyou. 

APRIL 
She was anracti\'C, wasn't .she? 

DAVlD 
I guess so. 

APRIL 
You guess so? I thought you were going to burn a hole through her the way 
you v.ruc scaring. 
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DAVID 
[ wun't staring. 

APRIL 
Come on. 

DAVID 
I wasn't. 

APRIL 
Then you must be terribly farsighted. 

DAVID 
I hardly looked at her. 

APRIL 
Plcuc. Give me credit for having a brain. It docsn•c both« me. I've gotten 
u~d to it. l<I jun like ro know why men alway:s luw: to do it. 

DAVID 
Do what? 

APRIL 
Look at women when they're with another woman. I'd ju.s.1 like ro know 
why. 

DAVID 
I told you, I wasn't looking ac her, 

APRIL 
You didn't sec her? 

DAVTD 
You know what I m~. I looked 21 her, I saw her, but I wasn't •Jook.ing• at 
h« . 

APRIL 
You don't h:avc to lie. 

DAVID 
I'm not lying. 
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You don't need to yell. 

DAVID 
I wasn't...ycs, I wa.s yelling. Sorry. Why don't we Sb.rt over? 

APRIL 
Fine. W'hy'd you ask me oue 

DAVID 
I don•t know.. .I jutt did. 

APRIL 
There was no re.son~ 

DAVID 
Wdl. l saw you in the theater...( ran into )'OU in the lobby..• wc talked . ..( 
asktd you out. 

APRIL 
Do you always ask out women you mttt in the th~tcr? 

DAVID 
No... not always. 

APRIL 
Then why me? 

DAVID 
You seemed nice...friendly... 

APRIL 

DAVID 
No. 

APRIL 
You didn't think ( w.u cuy? 

DAVID 
No. I did.n'c. 
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APRIL 
AggrCS$ivc~ 

DAVID 
You might have rouc.k me a, a bit a.ggrC$$ive. Why all the qucstion.s? 

APRIL 
I like to nudy men's rhoughr ptO<CUC$. 

DAVID 
A.nd how do you think I think? 

APRIL 
Like most mc.n, 

DAV!.D 
Take it that's not a compliment. 

APRIL 
h's an anSWt"r. 

DAVID 
h's tough to figure you out. 

APRIL 
Is it? 

DAVID 
When we met Jut week you s«med to be interested in me. Now I'm not $0 

sure. 

APRIL 
lntcrcm~d how? 

DAVID 
lntcre.ntd .. . l don't know, mentally...physically ...malc•kmalc type of 
intcrcsttd. 

APRIL 
Malc~fcmalc type ofinterested,., what kind of interest i, that? 
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DAVID 
Between a man and a woman. 

APRIL 
Companionship? Friendship? 

DAVID 

APRIL 
Love? 

DAVID 
M,yb<. 

APRIL 
Sex? 

DAVID 
Sex? Where's the waittdS? 

APRIL 
Hungry for soimthing? 

DAVID 
I don't led comforcablc calking about tlut. 

APRIL 
Food? 

DAVID 
Sex. I'm not comfortable discussing it in public .. . with someone I hardly 
know. 

.APRIL 
Most men do it with someone they hudly know. Bciidc,, I don't think 
:tO)'OOC is listening in on our conversation. 

The Waitreu enters with their drinks. 

DAVID 
Finally. 
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WAITRESS 
Ha\'C you dccickd wh.a.l you wane 

APRIL 
We'll need a few more minuta 

The Waiueu exits. April pidu up her menu as Dtvid takes a sip of his 
drink. 

DAVID 
Mayl>t chi.:s wun•c a good idel. 

APRIL 
I chink she likes you. 

DAVID 
Wha.t? 

APRIL 
Tbc w.aitttS.S. I dtfinitcly chink she likes you. 

DAVID 
We h2ven't u.id two words. 

APRIL 
Women can cell th.c$C things. 

DAVID 
What, do you have some cypc of.secret rad.u? How an women "tcll chcac 
thingsr" 

APRIL 

DAVID 

APRIL 
Something wrong? 

DAVID 
Womtn. 
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APRIL 
Women? 

DAVID 
It's impouibk to figure them out. 

APRIL 
Maybe v.-e don't want to be .,_figured out.• 

DAVID 
Right. 

APRIL 
What's that supposed to mean? 

DAVID 
Nothing. Where's the waiucss~ 

APRIL 
h's not nothing. Whad What? 

DAVID 
It means what it meffls.. 

APRIL 
That's bullshit. 

DAVID 
Wh.at it means i.s th2t men and women wane different th ing,-. 

APRIL 
Don't I know it. 

DAVID 
Yca.h, right. Poor you and all the others like you. I don't le.now why I keep 
banging my head agairut the wall, things nc.,.cr work out. 

APRIL 
They don't, huh.? 
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DAVlD 
No, rhcy don't. 

APRIL 
I suppose you n~·cr gee what you w2nr? 

DAVJD 
As -a ma.teer of fa.ct, ( don't. What would you know about wh:u I want? 

APRIL 
I know what you w,nt. 

DAVlD 
Wh:n? 

APRIL 
Don't play g:tmes with me. You know what you wi.nr. 

DAVID 

APRIL 
You wi,nc to fuck me. 

DAVlD 
Wh.21!!? 

APRIL 
You want co fu<k me, Screw me. Nail me. Plug me. Bi.LI me. 

DAVID 
Quiet down for Chd- i;_,.,yt,ody'II heu )'OU. 

APRIL 
You don't want them co know that you want to fuck me? 

DAVlD 
No! 

APRIL 
You don't want to fuck me? 
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DAVID 
I... 

APRIL 
Don't lie to me! Th:u's what all of)'OU want. Dinn.ct. Drinks. Maybe a 
little dancing with the c:l'USicr guys, But dlC-n it', a!W2ys the same. My 
ph«...thcir place. A k.iu ...thcy grab a brcast ...pre$$ up againtt )'OU . . . you 
guys think we're all su<.kcrs for a hard dick. 

DAVID 
Hey! Hey! I'm not... 

APRIL 
You don't w.ant to score m-c? You didn't spluh on all that Aqua Velva with a 
little poon1~ng in mind. You didn't tpend a littk cxtr2 time flossing your 
teeth :and brushing your tongue so you could s.lip it to me in the car on the 
way home. You probably shampooed your pubic lu.ir '° it would .smdl nice 
when y~u forced my head into you.r l:ip. I bet you even chcdc your «>ndom 
supply to make sure that you're prot«ttd from any diseases I might hs,«-
whcn you thrust your manhood into me. Right? 

DAVID 
NO!!! 

No~ 
APRIL 

No? 
DAVID 

You don•c wane to foc.k me? 
APRIL 

No. 
DAVID 

Wh:u's wrong with me? 

You... 

APRIL 

DAVID 
• 
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APRJL 
My tits aren't big cnougM l'm not thin enough? What/ 

DAVID 
( 1m not intcrcsml in ... 

APRJL 
Give me a break, huh? That's alJ you guys ever think about. 

DAVID 
Look, I 'm 50rry )'OU ha\'C $0MC bad cxpc:.riences with, . . 

APRIL 
Oh, ain't you the scn.sith·c one. I'm sure you're rc2lly concerned about my 
life. 

DAVID 
I thought. .. 

APRJL 
Stop with this thinking bullshit altt:ady. You didn't think about anything 
but getting your did wet. 1an ae«pt that men want one thing and 
women want 2n.othcr. What I dctcsc ... what I hatc ... what I )01d,c above aU 
dse is when a guy doesn't have the baits to admit it. Now say it. 

DAVID 
No. 

APRIL 
Say it! 

DAVID 
No! 

APRJL 
Say you want to fuck me. 

DAVID 
No. No. No. No. I don't. I don't want to fuck you. I don't want to kiss 
you. I don't want to touch you. I don't want to be with you. I don't Wffl t 

to look at )'OU, I don't want ro have anything to do with you. I don't have 
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any idea why )'OU went out on this date with me and I don't arc. I don't 
even wam to say gooclb;•,c, 

API\JL 
Don't! 

DAVID 
(turns to sec gun in hc:r hand) 

What the hell is th2t supposed to be~ 

API\JL 
Why, don't you know~ h's a nice: warm pha!Jic .symbol. Every girl should 
own one:. Now sit back down. 

DAVID 
Go to Hell. 

API\JL 
Now 1hac's not a niGe thing to say. SJT DOWN! 

David starts to exit again :and April fires the: gun, shooting him in the back. 
He r-aus (0 the: ground, dying. She gets up and stands O\tCC him a.s the 
Waium c:ntc.rJ. 

API\JL 
No, fuek )"'OU. 

(to WaittC5S) 
Get rid of this piece ofgarbage. 

The Waitrui gra~ David by the ankles and dr:tgs him off. April siu back 
down, cakes a sip ofher \·od.b manini and puts the gun back iri her purse. 

She looks at her watch, rcachts into her purse snd pulls out lipnick and :t 
mirror. She re-does her lips, and then replaces the lipstick 2nd mirror. 
Looking offright, $he smiles and wa\'C$.. The Hc»tcss cnttr"S, followed by 2 
ma.n. She leads him to the table a.nd exiu. 

BLACKO\IT 
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YerbaBuena 

Ew:.ry year the ycrba buc-.na comes up, like a sea ofgreen waves lighdy 
swaying in a gen de brocze. Thcic is no longc-r a hou.se near the 
pbnts. There- is no one to gi\'C them water unless someone luppcns 

to come waJking by, like us, on this Sun<by afternoon. There is no one 10 
pick the yerba buc-na and brew the ddicious aromatic tea with 211 it sooth-
ing and holing powers. But still the yc-rba buc-na comes up, perhaps in 
tribute to the hands that planted them here ~d p.,-e them their beginning 
on this very site. Once someone had lived here, it had been their home. If 
we listen very close, we a n hear the ghosdy voi«s that arc carried in the 
brccte. 

"Miguel, come inside! It's time towuh up and cat." 
"ln a minute Mama, I ha,·c co feed the rabbiu.• 
The boy's mother W2lks inside the ho\.l.Slt a.nd continues her daily chore 

ofcooking supper for her family. A large black pot bubbling with bc.ns 
and bacon sits on the ancient white and chro~ stovt:. Mama busies herself 
making torriUas and fresh salsa. The coma! is turned on and waiting for the 
first tonilla. She gently kneads the Aour dough into round litde mounds. 
She takes the rolling pin and begins to pus back and forth over the floured 
mound. It begins to Rauen 2nd tt2ru co ca.kc the sh:a.pc ofa cirdc. Mama 
places the Rmen~ dough on 1he ho1 comal and w2tchcs the bubbles come 
up. When one side is cook~ she quickly turns the tonilJa over a.nd cooks 
the olhc-r side-. When she finished cooking all the toniUas, she gathers the 
fresh vegetables to make the s:alsa, In her black stone grinder, she grinds 
frC$h cumin, g2rlic. and cib.nuo. She c.a.refully dices the tom2toes and 
onion. Mam:.. mixes 211 the ing~ienu a.nd puu thffll in a bowl ready to 
put on the t2blc. When she is jun 2bou1 finished, her d1ughtcr COtnC$ 

running with braicls swinging wildly. 
•Mam2., is i, almost time co cat? l"m hungry!· 
•si mija, g0 call y<)Yf Pl.p2. a.nd Tio Juli2n, They're outside wid, the 

chickens. Oh, 2.nd call M2m2yiu, she's out in lhe front w:nching over her 
pl:anu." 

Ros:ario runs to the from ofthe house to look for her gr.andmother. & 
soon a.s she steps offthe  her nostrils arc filled with the sweet fra:~ 
grancc ofhc.rbs th.at alway, seem to surround M2mayit2. Rosario spou her 
grandmother bcni o,•er dot.ens ofd2y pots filled with hc--rbs ofdifferent 
v.uict.ics. 
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•Mamayica, Marna says it's time to cat supper.• 
•Ay, mija, I ju.st have to move a few ofthese poti againu the fence, 

lxou~ I don't like the way the wind is blowing. You go in.sick and tell your 
mother 111 be there in a few minutes.,. 

The old woman returned to moving 2nd shifting the pots ofprecious 
herbs. The pcopk in the neighborhood called. Mamayita a ,.cura.ndera." 
She could cure anything from a stomaeh ache to an ins«t bite. Her 
mcdicin.a.J concoc:tions of teas and salves brought hc:aling and oomfort to the 
many JXOple who came co the old eurande.r.i for help. People still Wk 
about ch,c cime when the neighbor's b:aby stopped eating. The pa.mm tried 
everything they could but the baby would just c,ry for hours. Desperately 
they came to M:a.mayita for help. They knew if the baby would not ffl.rt 
eating'°°"• he would die. She brewed a fC"N herb$ together and dipped the 
edge ofa soft doth into the liquid. Slowly she dabbed the baby's lips with 
the doth. The bW>y began ro wee the liquid and soon he wu drinking a 
few drops.. The cur:a.ndera sca.y«I with him for th.rc,e days, f«ding him a. f'cw 
drops a.c a tirM. On the third day the baby began to cake nourishment form 
his mother. Evuybody said it wu a mirade tha.t the baby survived. 
Mamayita knew it was the mincle ofher herbs that uvcd him. 

M:a.mayic:i finished arranging her pou and uood up with her head held 
high, sniffing the air and catching a scent of wet earth. The dark douds 
were moving in u she clean~ her hands on her apron and walked in chC' 
house. 

Papi. andlio Juli2n w«e seated at the c:abk talking while Ma.nu. 
prepared thc-ir plates. Rosario and Migud were helping their mothc,r &et the 
ub!e. 

•wdl, brother, you think we shoukl go to McFarland this weekend and 
fight chat ttd rooster? I sparred. hjm with the blade one this morning and I 
think he's going to be a winner." 

•si, you have been 'A'Orking h.ud with thc:$e cwo roosters. I chink you're 
right, we just might have us another champion." 

Papa wu tbc bc$t •g:a.tlero" in 1hc- County. People would come &om as 
fu north u Napa Valley to as far south as Palm Springs to fight one of 
Papa's ga.llo.s. He was respected among the other gaUeros bea.usc- ofhis fair 
play and they knew he would never hodge on hjs bets. 

The hmily sat around the table c-.tting and talking quiedy. Papa tokl 
them du.t the owner ofthe nnch wu worried about thU year's crops. They 
rcally n«ded. .some r.ain co come $00n. It was unusual for this time ofyear 
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dut so little rain had &Hen. Mama promised she would say a rosary tonight 
and pr.ay to the Virgin for rain. Migud asked if he could be o:cuscd to go 
outside and make sure that his rabbits were all inside the pen he built for 
them. Tao JuliMI said he would go with Migud and check one more time 
on the ehickcN and kC ifthey were alJ in their pens for the night. 
M:amayita and Ros:a.rio dear the table, while Mama stuu the dishd. The 
women work together in 1~ kitchen 2nd $00n it is clea.n. Mama asks 
M.a.rn.ayita when they arc going to nan canning tht l2test crop offruitt th2t 
came in. She A-)'1 maybe they will s.tart Sarur<by when the men go to fight 
the v]los. Mamayita says she is tired and is going to bed early. Rosario 
n.ins to her rO<lm to pb.y with her Barbies.. Papa and Mama sit in the cocina 
a while longer and have a cup ofcotT«. Pain i.s worri-cd th:at the old 
curandera .seems to be getting tired easily these days. Mama tdls him not to 
be worrying about Mamayita, she is monger than any ofthem. Pain joins 
the boys outside, and Mama goes to her room to uy the rosary before 
bedtime. 

Mama kneels in front ofhc-r m:ak&shift 2.lu.r in bcr room. The sma.11 
table hu a n-atue ofthe Virgin de Guadalupe, rwo candles with the pi«ure 
ofthe Virgin painted on the front, and 2 jar ofholy water tMt the priest 2t 

the church blesses for her on Sundays. M:ama cake her be.ads and suns 
pr11.ying. She prays for the rain to come soon and wateJ' the thirsty crops.. 
She prays to the Virgin to keep Mamayita urong and healthy, And she 
prays for her family, and thnks the Virg.in for giving them one more cby 
together. 

Rosuio is in h4!:r room putting aw:ay her B:arbie dolls. She iiu in front 
ofher d.rcs.-scr with the oval mirror. Slowly she scam undoing her bnids and 
her ha.ir c:ascades down her back like ripples on water. She's thinIcing how 
much fun it is going to be when Wlcr c.omes.. They wi.U all goto church 
together, and she wiU be wearing a new dress that Mamayita has made for 
her. Then they will drive co Viu.lia for a big ficsca ac the pa.ck with the rest 
ofthe. clan. It i.s so much fun to see all her :aunu :and uncles a.nd the doien, 
ofcou.sins she has. They will ~t and play unril it gcu <Wk. Everyone will 
go home happy and thankful to have such a large fam ily. 

The house is still and dark when the rain begins to fu.ll. Everyone is 
asleep in their beds. The old c.urandera stirs in her bed and w..kc.s up, She 
has to get up and W2.lk around. Her old bones ache form being immobik. 
She knew they were going to Juve rain tonight from the way her bona were 
huning. She gc.u up and walk.$ down che hallvny. Rosario is sound 1$1ocp, 
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dreaming ofa ydlow Ea.s.tct dress. Miguel fidgeting in his bed settles down 
into a $0und slumbet. Mamayica walks out to the porch and $Cttl~ herself 
into an old rocking cha.it. She begins to rock. the chair creaking and 
swaying with each pass. Before long, lightening Rashes in the sky, then the 
loud dap ofthunder begins. Mamayita sits in her chs.ir watching the rain. 
She lets the peace ofthe cool rain wash over hc.r. The earth smells fresh and 
cbn and the Kent ofthe herbs linger in the night air. The lightening 
~. and chc light illu.min.atC$ Manuyita's white nightgown, giving her 1 

gbofl.likc :appeara~. Is she rea.Uy a ghon? Did people a«u.tlly live here? 
On this Sunchy afternoon we an only su.nd here and wonder about 

the ho me once: occupied by a fiunily that made tortillas., fought gallM, had 
rabbits. drtamed ofyellow Easter dr~-s. and grew magic herbs; in day pou. 
Still, the ycrba bucm comes up ea.ch y-cu to atcffl. to the &.a that o nce there 
~, a family vid cantel Wt ""·cct masagc in the gentle brCC'iC$. 



Rebecca E. Ellis 

Untitled 

Big Mama's votGC came r:a.cing around the come,, jolting me into 
con.scicmioumcu, "'Vester and H:a.tcic y'all better gee: up, thO$C 
chic.ken, ain't gonna feed th.cmsclvcs!,. Big Mama wa.s a burly 

woman with sJcin the color ofdark swiss chocol1tc. Her baritone voice 
would ~llow warmly through your body when she spoke: to you, Ev.:r)'One 
had to look upat Big Mama bcauK" ahe$toodat 5'10 .. ; her plump round 
hee alway, wore a smile, and when it did, her eyes would apa.rklc like 
sunlight dancing across the pond on Old M2n River's land mid-morning. 

Big Mama's house w.as old, the wood Roors smelled offresh pine a.nd 
when you walked into the kitchen, old creaky v.'OUld announce your 
prc,cncc-. The wall$ were painted a c~tnut brown, warm :and inviting.. In 
the mornings when you walked into the kitchen, the scent ofl»con covered 
in brown sugu 2nd fryi ng in the skillet pcrmea1ed your nostrils, and the 
sound offried eggs sixzling, cracking and rocking in tune would sing in 
your cars, 

Big Mama always ga\'C me a hug when I came in (or break.fut; she'd 
open he.r a.rms wide and en\·elop my snull body, and I would plant my~ 
into her pillowy soft cha,, as she $<lucetcd me into fresh lemonade. The 
scent ofvanilla 2eeomPJ;nicd by a h,int ofchewing c~cco would di.nee iu 
way into my nOk u I closed my eyes and (de Big Mama's love s«ping iu 
'W\lY through my skin and resting docp within my heart, 

We never had enough money to go to amp in the .summertime, which 
was always okay with my ('.OU.Sin Vester :and I, because we Y.'Ould :a.lways be 
sent to Big Mama'$ inste2d. While our fritnds were sruck at some snoocy 
eamp with milita.ry rules, we'd be alloy,~ to run wildly through the back 
woods and alleys, like uncaged ani m:als in Bryan, Texas, The air in Texas in 
the summertime WU alwaf$ sticky, humid and $COtehillg. Most days we 
would wade in the pond on Old Man River$' property; the steam would 
soep up through t~ smoky black asphalt like smoke coming offthe bteon 
in Big Ma.ma's skillet, burning the tOC$ ofkids 'Who weren't sman enough to 
kttp their sandals on. While they would be walking on their heds mutter-
ing words of, "'Och, Ouch a.nd l.khy Uch Uch: we'd be laz.ily Roating on 
the pond as the cool water tidded us bccwecn our toes. 

Weighing all of 79 pounds wi1h pony tails thu hung to bcr shoulder. 
my cousin Vener wu a skinny litdc kid whom Big Mama had nicknamed 
"'String Bean.,. She coukl .squcczc: in bctwttn the locked g2tcs at the high 
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school, ldving me to climb over the top. We'd go there and pretend that v.-c 
were unior high girls. Vener would strut down the h2.ll sluking her hips in 
a boom boom swing, in the dir«tion ofall the sn,dly sweaty boys, 11 they 
came our ofthe musky :uhlctic room after pr-acti~. Big Mama would tdl 
her that being fa.st like that wasn't going to leid to nothing good, and that it 
would bring upon her nothing but troubles and. bad days. I'd jun sniokcr 
with l;aughtc-r inside every time she did hc,r boom boom shake. 

One time Vcs<cr bee: me tw<> whole big red pop bottles that $he could 
cook scrambled eggs on the tidew2lk. I told her th.at it wu a dumb idea. 
bcc:1usc ain't nobody~ hcud of2 ~rson cooking on the sidewilk bcJorc, 
but with those bottles, I oouJd run down to the corner store and ca5h them 
in. which would give me just enough money to buy a deluxe: c~seburgcr 
from Jake's. I could tutc that warm juicy double cheeseburger smothered in 
sccrc< ,s:aucc., that was juit thouS:lnd Ub.nd drcuing. mixing with the taliva in 
my mouth, a.s we made the bet. 

Anyhow, Vcscer .dipped into Big Mama's kitchen making sure to tip toe 
around the creaky .spots. A gust ofcold refrigerated air brU:kly chilled her 
b,ec: as she slowty opened th.c i,ec:box, being arcful not to make a sound. If 
Big Mama aught us swiping her eggs, she'd be sure a_nd tan our rear e;nds 
good. Rc:aching into the box, Vcstels spindly f'ingc:rs attached themselves to 
two of Big Mama's freshest brown speckled co lo rod eggs. I inhaled the air 
deeply, turning, twisting and tightening in my lungs, I let it linger there in 
fear ofBig Mama hc3ring it as it made its C$C2pc: into the umosphesc a.s 
Vester nude her way towi.rds the door with her priic. On<c outside, we 
botb let our rhe dry st~le air that Vtt:a been holding inside, tasting the 
sweetness that comes wirh inhaling a trc.sh breath; we grinned with delight 
that we had been able to pull offthe theft. 

We decided to UK the sidcw2.lk in front of Mu. Johnson's house. The 
sun was always bca1ing down upon MN. John.son's house as ifit had a 
grudge against her. Her ro.scs wilting 2nd tired sontchow managed to 
survive. We crouched d own, duscing off the sidcw:i.lk making a dean 
cooking su.rfatt :i.rca.. Cracking the eggs againsc the edge ofthe sidewalk, we 
held chem up :a.nd watdied as their slimy, slippery liquid contents slowly 
slithered out oftheir shdls, plopping onto the bluing hot sidewalk, whi.s-
ding, Gtad<ling and sin.ling as they Landed. 

Vesttt began pouring in some red clay d irt for sc-.uoning, I took a 
spindly twig and began Knmbling them. Little bubbles began to form, 
popping, exploding and releasing the eggs fr2grant ,cent into the summ« 
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a.ir. Ru.sty, a scraggly unwuhcd mun, ca.me bumbling across the ttrcct, 
sniffing the air as ifhe wu hunting rabbits for $Upper. Spouing the egg, 
Rusty plundered into Vester pwhin,g her aside with his wet nose. I quiddy 
dove for him, gr2bbing 2 hu~ pan ofhis fle:t infested fur with my left tund, 
~n though I had a hold ofh.im, that mutt m-a.nagcd to squeeze in bc:twcc-n 
the twO ofus and began lapping up our .scnmblcd egg concoctjon. 

Vester fell head fim onto the sidewalk releasing a cu1dled gut wrenching 
scre2m, Big Mama thinking the dog was atucki.ng us, e.tmc racing out of 
the house with her skin WI flying behind her. With her mammoth-siud 
hands, she reached in, grabbing the dog by his coUar, and pulled him tiom 
in between us. Then $he ,pied herfresh ft"m this nwrningpi,lting cw ~f 
cttcn and h.tlf cooked on the sid~lk. Rdeuing the mun, Sig Mama's 
gladiator hsnds flew up into the a.ir and our'bodies tens«! up ttiff2t bcnrdt, 
making them.selves ready for the impending blow. 

Her hands, daec:nd.ing in our direction, found a comfortable home 
upon her hips a.s $he rocked bac.k on her hecb, her bade. bending. Then, 
from $0mcwherc deep inside ofher gut came the loudest belly laugh we'd. 
ever heud. Her bdly jiggled like fresh hammock cheese j:1.m, a.s 1iny lakes of 
salt w.ucr driu.lcd from her eyes. Then, from Big Mama's thick full lips 
came the words, • 1 •vc done that too." 
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A Sensitive Man 

..You're on in five minutes Mr. Turnbuek." 
•Ms. Scuchcn:d, I have a watch. I know what time it i.,.." 
•Sorry sir... 
"'How d o I look? .. 
"'Yout tic is all wrong. let me fix it for you ... The young secreury 

stepped tow.ud her ho$$ and grappled with his cxc.essivdy wide tic with her 
thin, fnil fi ngers . 

..That's tc>o tight. Can you looscn it please?" He rcl<"UCd a he2vy .Ugh. 
The skin ovet"Rowing his coUu was turning a rupberry rod. "'My God, ir 
feds like 2 n~c uound my neck.,. 

"There you go, sir. That looks much bctur. You really should learn 
how to knot your own tic." 

"Maybe later. Did }'OU stand bc,hind the curtain and watch to sec: who 
ha.s come into the 2ud itorium like I asked you to?" 

"Yes sir, I have.• 
"Well~ 
...'Wdl?'. what, sir?'" 
"Who's here? Ate )'Ou lisrcning to me? Who did you recognize?" 
"Sorry Mr. Turnbuck.. I saw Nick Winters c.ntcr with a num~r of 

orhcrs who belong to the Ambus:tdors ofN:uurc group ... 
•Ah, Winters. he just couldn't nay away. Thu man bdie,'« that heh-as 

been given the 60le responsibility for saving the animals on this planet, and 
he will not abort this: mi.uion ofhis until he has liberated the F.a.una of Kern 
County from the tyr3nny ofe<:onomic develop men 1. Haah," the man 
t mirks to himself, •1 don't SV.'d:t him a bit.,. 

"'But, Mr. Turnbuck, what about his argumt"nl that the freeway project 
cwill displace one ofthe m0$C ecologically '4:nsitive arca.s in Bakt"rsficld~ 
Won't a tnff~ corridor mar the Kern fti,.·e.r landsc:a.pc, eliminating it 
acs1hecic val.U(, as well as reducing its functional ity as a rccrc.uional area for 
people and a h2bitat for indi~nous anim:als and plants? I think tlut Mrs. 
Winters lus a . . . ,. 

''Nick Winters doesn't have rwo brain cdls to rub together to start a fite. 
The fu:t ofthe m.aner i.s th2.t hi.s freeway project is a •qu:i.liry oflife' issue. 
Our objCGtiv~ is to enhance the ind ividuaJ lives of the tax payers in west 
Ba.kcrsfidd by providing those tesidenu with easy access to modern. safe, 
efficacious ro:i.dways. not to step aside and allow a granola stuf'f'ed longhair 
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determine what family is more impomant: a den full offield mi« or a mini 
van packed with children.,. 

"Who dsc did you spot in the :1.udicncc Ms. Scatchcrd.~'" 
""Oanid Bcmb,idgc i.s here, $it,,. 
..Danid the tp2nicl. The man, who after forty ycau ofJc1hargy, fin2lly 

pulled his hcid out ofhi.s l'd.r :and fetched him~lf a ausc. Did he bring 
anybody with him?'" 

"'Yes., Mr. Turnbuck, there j,5 quite a luge crowed that c-ntcred. the room 
and is: fitting with him. They mim be Other residents of the neighborhood 
d1.2t d~n't want the freeway to go through tbtir ~ck)~rds. 

..You know, Ms. Scatdte-rd, I wiJI ncv« undcrsu.nd thde: people. Do 
they w,,nt to stay a little $beep pen, fruit mnd, plow :and pb.nt kind of 
town, or do they wa.nt to ride the crest ofthe times: into d,c twcnty..fir$'l 
ccruury? The problem with these: hicks is that chey an't make up their 
minds. That i$ why I get paid to d«idc for them. These dim wits don't 
have the ability to see the larg<-.r piaure as ( do. Oh, thank God for thtL,. 
Mr. Turnbuck then threw up his hands, sueteh.ing them to the ceiling. 
mimicking a believer at a Holy Ghost crusade. 

"I hate to interrupt your pet'$0nal rcviV2I, sir, but )'OU arc expected at 
the podium in OM minute." 

"Ok. Don't press me, you'll make me nervous, and this is one night 
that I want to keep my cool. One last question: is Sal Krausslcy out thetcl" 

"Yes he is,"' 
"Damn him! He i, the one penon in this: whole fia@, this bowi fuU of 

mixed nuu, th.:u frumatcs me the most." Mr. Turnbuck, trembling with 
indignarion for Mr. KraussJcy and suffering the knowlcdg,c that he mu.st 
endure an hour ofscrutiny, began egescing little globules ofmo,i-sture from 
his bald head. Ms. Scatcherd ruffled forw:trd with a KJccncx from her pum 
co remove the gathering penpiration. An unexpected glare from bis shiny 
forehe2d struck her eyes and blin&d her molllfflttri~•. Although she could 
not sec, h« momentum concinued. to carry her forwud and she club~d his 
skuU hard with her f'ist. 

"'Ms. Scatcherd, you idjot!" 
"'I'm so .sorry, sir.• With much trepidation, she completed the wk of 

mopping hi.t forehead. 
..As ( w.u saying, it is Mr. KraU$$lcy who I find to~ the biggest fool of 

all. I don't under.stand him. We a.re both businessmen. And he, being the 
manag,er ofthe Rosedale-Rio Bravo Water Storage Dimi<t, should recognize 
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the sweet deal th:u I am trying to give him. I have bent over backwuds u> 
make th.at gu)' h,appy. I've promised to repay him double and triple every 
acre that we rake away and J»;VC over. Bue all that lunatic keep, u.lking 
about uc hi.s r«hargc apabilitiC$: 'Our ponds arc located upon superb 
percolation ground. The maccrial is coarse; there is greater SJ»cing bctwtt.n 
the gnins ofund which enables more water to pus through. This is a 
naturally occurring phc,nomcna., and we arc unwilling ro rdinqui.sh this 
ground for any other piece ofground that you would like to give us. It j1.»t 
could never do what our ponds ca.n do.' Blah, blah, blah, and more no n~ 
sen.SC 2nd m<:1tc g.ubagc... 

Mr. Turnbuck wu now worked into a full blown frenzy. Suddenly, an 
amplified voi« could be heard announc.ing on the other side of the drawn 
curtain, "'Good cvc-ning, ladies and gcndcmen. Thank you for coming out 
tonight to pg;rcicipatc in our town hall style meeting... His eyes flashed and. 
throwing hi.shad in the direction ofthe speaker, he c.ontoncd his body into 
.$-UCh a p<»ition chat it was evident Mr. Turnbuek did not plan on missing a 
fingle word. The a..nnouncer continued a.fi:er allowing hi., introduction ro 
fink in: "The Kern R;vcr F~y projcc, hu proven itself to be a divisive 
i.s:Sue for out community. But, in spite of this, ladies and gcndcmcn, we att 
all gathct~ here tonight to s«k a c.ompromisc because ... 

"I am dead $Cl on this f'i«way, and I will not change my mind." 
"... and this is why you can all be usured th.at thjs is an impersonal 

matter and we an, 1hcreforc. discuss it rationally and dispusionatdy ..... 
"I will no1 be made to look like a fool in front ofmy c.on$litucnts -a.nd 

my boud member.sf" 
''So now, without fo.nhc.r ado, I would like to introduce to you, the 

director ofthe- Kc-rn Council ofGovernments, WiU Turnbuck., ." 
•1 ftand 10 IO$C coo much. 1rus fre~y WlLL GO THROUGH!!'" 

ln the midst of a genuine tantrum, Will Turnbudc stomp«l upon the mge 
with such emotion 1h:n it aptured an «ho 2nd broadcast it out into the 
la~ room with the waiting audience. The announcer, 2nticip,uing Mr. 
Turnbuck's appcar.-n«. paused and rolled his eyes into the d irection where 
the sound originated from. A soft mu,mur could be heard spreading 
through the crowd. The- dishcvdcd man behind the curtain, sta.rtkcl by his 
own out.bum, struggled to subdue his ~ic:ation and restore a proper 
appc:an..noe. 

Bcfo,e q11iui.ng hi$ bade. stage u na uaty for the podium. Turnbuck shot 
an ironic: smik co his SOCl'etary, She caught it and fired it Nck to him with 
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C'o·e.n greater force. 1l1c crowd wu silcn«d by his :ippenan«, and he took 
his time in Cl'O$Sing the stage to the microphone. WillTumbuck wu now 
in complete control. He took possession ofhis wi1s, manuf.aQ:ured some 
charm, and cleucd his throat. Looking up at the room full of people and 
panning ,.)\'er the many faces, he cased into the role: "'Fellow citiuns of 
&kt-.rsfidd, I fed privileged to have: the opportunity to sund before you 
tonight. You will find that I am a sensitive man. I am scnsiti\'C to your 
fcvs and your concerns. My job is to ramac the u.xpaycn ofchis commu~ 
nicy that their needs will be met. And I will not stop working until you a.re 
s,uUftcd.• 
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The Gift 

St2nding loos,cly behind the sturdy mahogany podium, Solomon ga.ud 
:acr0$$ the o,'Crcrowdod room, and admired the many beautiful 

•.tudC$ ofbbck. From the light-bright--a.lmo$t-whitc "2ees, to the 
bluc,.black onc1, there was a wonderful r.tinbow ofAfri<:an•A.mcricaM 
throughout the auditorium. The hall ,mcllcd ofone-,hundred. dilfctcnt 
perfumes ind colognes: SOl'M Aow-tty, some clean, some fruity, but colleo-
civc:ly OVCt\1.'hdming. And there stood Solomon, diminutive in stature, yet 
enormous in attitude. Hi.s white $ilk shin glistened underneath the hot 
bright lighu, as he continued rogue about the crowd. He knew what they 
•were there for - what they nccdcd - and he was more than able co give it to 
them. Solomon thtn mcthodia.Uy do$Cd his eyes and bowed his head, 
pr1~d silcndy to himself, lifted his head and cytlids .. . and then ~an to 
speak. His booming voice cracked the chicle air ofanticipation like 2 snow 
cap on a mountain top jun before an aw.lanche. And just as an av:alanche, 
the.re was no stopping the magnificent spc:aade th.at w:u about to take 
place. 

Solomon$ words, powerful and precise, r«civcd immediate fccd~ck. 
He hadn•, fini$hcd his first full scntenoe when the elegantly dressed crowd 
uncont.r<>ll:ibly erupted into a thunderous ovation. The applause wu so 
~t that the sound W2vd rauled the large, recungubr naincd glus 
wfodows on both sides ofthe building- cracking three ofthem. However, 
at the time, no one noticed- no one cared. Everyone was captivated by 
Solomon', d ectri(ying l«ture. But just as a.brupdy as the applause began. it 
ocued. h w:is more than jU$t siknoe, the atmosphere wu so serene, ir 
seemed u 1hough time were su.nding still. Solomon looked a.s ifhe had just 
smdled something peculiar. His tic felt as if it were tightening around his 
thick n«.k - a silk noose. Beads ofsweat gathered acr0$.S his broad forc-
hc.ad. whik: he contc-mplatcd whether or not he d-iould begin ,peaking 
again. Suddenly, Or. Hardy, a psychiatrist who hadn't spoken a word since 
his wife's death (ah hough be wu once humorous and outgoing) stood up 
from the middJc scc1ion ofthe: audience and ycUcd at the top ofhis high• 
pitched voice, "Pr(aeh it, Solo! Preach it! You high•ycllow social phobia 
havin' fool!" The s«mingly kdatcd crowd exploded into laughter and 
chttrs. Rd1x«I by this much more normal turn ofevents, Solomon eagerly 
began to $f>C1k. He spoke a.she always did at public gatherings: confident, 
forceful, and without hcsimion. He had them - they were his. Every 
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woman wanted to date him, and every man wanted to be him. But whether 
it was Solomon's words, or Dr. Hardy'$ outburst, something man~ ~n 
to happen. There were character rcvc:r.sals among the church members. A 
young. cocky, profcssion2.I football player namocl RockyAdi.du openly 
wept. Not jun a few sprinkle, oftears edging down his rosy chocks...but 
huge water balloon-like bombJ were bouncing offhi.s musivc chest onto his 
can Dockers, ct~ting an embarrassing s-u.in. Brochu W:atkins. a behemoth 
of2 man, his butt planted d«ply with.in the cushion ofthe pew, struggling 
to rode his girth, positioning himsdf to roU forwud, frees himself from the 
boncbgc Wt is himself, and sprinu (albeit che sprint ofa big man) aroun-d 
the church - twice. And in similar fuhion to the tndi1ion1.l tos.sing of the 
graduation cap, old ,i.ster John$0n snatcha off her vci.kd blue and white 
Scvcrly H ilb Boutique origiM.1, and hurls it into the extr.av:i.gant chanddie, 
owrhetd. And there they hung; the veil, the ha(, the hat pin, and s.iner 
Johnson's wig. Kid$ stated m :rnly at t.heir ~rtnu, sh2king their heads 
abruptly in disapproval, and making loud shushing noises by pressing their 
index fingers firmly against their pouched lips. It was a mad hou.sc, yet 
Solomon continued to dynamically and unaffectedly $peak to the disrin-
guishcd ero'Nd. 

So!.omon completed his oration then methodic.ally doted his C)'C$ and 
bowed his h~d. pra~ silently to himself, lifted his h~d and q,'Clids, 2.nd 
descended from the pulpit. He pulled at his shirt repeuedly to give his 
body air, and to separate the silk from his brown, scmi-mu.scula.r chest. 
When he reached the bottom nep, he wu immcdiatdy overrun with a 
muhitudc of mcmb,crs fiom the congteg:nion. Some $0bbing, some bugh.. 
ing. but all wanting to u.lk t0 him - ro touch him - to cxprcss their gr.ui .. 
tude ...Solo,• a young woman cried, •1 felt as ifyou v,ue ulking di rec... • 

..Solo my boy, you are a preachin' Mothc-1.. . " 

..Solo, could you pray forr ...• 

..Solo dear, I want )'OU to moct my cbu...• 
But Solomon a,'Oided ey<: contact, dodgcd his way through the overbearing 
e-rowd, ooouionally $hook hands, and escaped through the back door. 
Solomon searched for his car in the spacious parking loL He had park«I in 
a dark, lonely corner ofthe lot, undcmcath a broken lamp, However, when 
be got within e)'C view ofhi, ca,, he ,aw twenty people W2iting fot him. 
Though it was :an unassuming ,·chick, ic was~$}' for chem to find 
Solomon's car - cominct. low to the g,ound, and wide (~Imost chubby). 
But the car Md a scuec. a booming stet«>, powerful enough to nisc: the 
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dead. However, he o nly pl-aycd it in soundoff compc1ition$. Wanting to 
avoid the crowd., he dttidtd to WCc the bu, ro the diner where be h2d 
pl:lnncd to mttr his 6anc~. 

In the unusu-aJly crowded diner, Solomon ~tat an isol:ucd booth in the 
corner th-at allowed h.im to sec Main Sr. through the restaurant's large 
squ.Mc•.shapcd windows, The ratding of dish-es, and the unidentifiable 
murmur oftwenty $Cp,uatc convenation.s occ.upicd Solomon's mind. The 
diner smelled offrcshJy baked s~t•potato pie which caused his stomach to 
viokndy growl. He stopped reading the back ofthe pink packec: ofSweet• 
n-Low to look out the window, and therf: she was - the sun ofhis world. 
Though her name wu AJici:a (pronoun«<l Ah-1~-see-uh, as she wu quick 
to correct anyone who mispronounced it), he called her Chatter. She was 
helping an ddcrly woman who had pacbg-es and children to cros.s the 
urccc. The diner iecmcd brighter when ,he bounded into the room. "Yi• 
Ya, Turkcy•butt. . . Sorry I d idn't catch a.lJ ofyour $peec:h, ..Adrian needed to 
talk...} came in when ...Hcy! I didn't know Mrs. John;on was Wd...You 
looked cure up tk.rc. ..You were ~1tinnnnnn' ...t could sec your boobies 
through that shin. . . wh.2tch1 ord« for me to cat &be? He dcq,ly loved 
Chanc-r. Her lxight ;a.nd loving duntcter re.minded him ofhow his mother 
once had been. Chaner continued to Wk, her clumclcon-like eyes (some-
times green, sometimes hazel) sparkling like cwo full gl:wes of Dom 
Perignon. She talked, and Solomon thought. He thought of how much he 
hated to wear underwear. Noc jwt briefs, like the pair he wu we.iring, but 
all kinds: boxers, bikinis, cherma.ls. He wouldn't wear any at all ifhe 
weren't so terrified ofbdng robbed in a crowded place, and forced co nrip -
rcvea.ling his secret. When he faded back into re.tlity he heard (in passing) 
Chanc.r ask an intriguing qucstion. ..Solly &be. why are you so quiet? ...I 
don't mind ...I like you quiet .. .Thi, chide en i, dry... HOW, your 
soup . ..Loolc at dm prcciou.s ba.by...When can we have a ...•? Solomon 
wisn't quiet bttauSt he wu shy, nor wu ic bcou~ he didn't have anything 
co u.y. He w:u confused. He often compared his life to Polliocci's, the 
famous circus down who was able to bring joy to thousa.nds with hi.s gift of 
making people la.ugh, though Luer he committed $Uicide. 

Chatter drove Solomon bade to the church. When chcy drove into the 
lot., she notic:c that there were people waiting by Solomon', car. "'Solly babe;, 
you got visiton: ...Oid ( ,ay you spoke well tonighc...l wonder ifMn. 
Johnson got her hat down .. . gimmc kiu &be I gotta go help Mom 
tonight...Bc nice to 'cm Solly...Love-y.a. . . " Solomon gave Chatter a.n 
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innocent, s.hon kl$$ good-bye, looked at his w:uch, and hesitantly ambled to 
his ar. The night :air immcdiatdy made h is nipples uttt. He watched the 
bre2th expel from their mouths in puffs ofmin, as they huddled together to 
try and k~p w:arm. "Solo, your words chang,ed my..." 

"'Solo, I bclic\'C you arc one ofGod's...• 
•Solo ckv, [ want you to meet my dau.,," 

Solomon curdy exchanged plc:ua.n1rici whik pushing his way through the 
crowd and drove home. 

He putled into the drivcw:ty, and ~w that the kitchen light was on, so 
he waited. He 1hought about the prcviou.s C\'C.nts of the day: the way the 
church smelled, big brother Watkin,s, Chattcr's comusatiom. He had just 
$.tarted to think about Polliocci when the light in the kitchen wc-nt out. He 
slowly w:alkcd to the door, t:tking the t.imc to notia cvt"rything: the lawn, 
the rose bu.s:hcs, his dirty car. He stood at tht: door for several minucd 
looking for his keys - chough they were in his left lu.nd. He found his 
keys and h<sitantly cracked Ol)(n the door. AJ he pecked his head around 
che come, ofthe door, a violent od.or of butt, dirty fccc, and beer l..ccd 
brcarh consumed hi.s nomih.. He walked into the hallway, k>okcd into the 
living-room, and tht:re lay his f1.rher - naked as the d.a.y he~ born, 
snoring loudly, with d,ool running down the side ofhis chock. He inched 
his way down the dark hallway, running his hand along the side ofthe wall. 
Suddenly. the door on his right swings open, 2nd the light momenmily 
blinds him. He heir, the err2tic voice ofhis younger broth« ask. "'Solo, am 
I the Anti-Christ? I don't know if it's the drugs or what, but there arc voia:s 
in my head tdling me thac l'm evil."' Stm confu&ed by the light, Solomon 
squints his eyes to find the doorknob, shakes his head to answer the qucs• 
tion and doses the door leaving his: brother in the room. Solomon wanted 
to c:heck on his: Mother before he \1.-·cnt to deep • .so h,c knocked rcspc,c1fully 
on her door. Solomon's Mother wu the sunstt of his world - 2. defeated 
version ofChm er -he loved her dttcply...Is that you Solly Babe?" she 
asked. "'Hov/d your spc«h go? -good? I'm .sorry I mis.scd :another one, 
I'm ju.st too tired. You know your ofdc.r broth« ealkd tonight. He got mad 
at me 'cause Ididn't have any more money to gi\'e him for his AZT mcdi-
ei.nc.," Solomon g;,.\·e her an innocent, short kiu goodnight on her w~ry. 
wrinkled brow .and went .somberly co his room. Solomon sat in che dtrk :at 
the foot ofhi$ bed. He held his &cc in his small chubby hands while he 
te$tcd his- elbows o n his shaking knees.. He ui,cd to drown out the deafroing 
sounds ofthe hysteria! l:i.ughtcr, sobbing and snoring with music, but it 
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didn't work. As thoughts of PoUiocci entered into his mind. Solomon said 
aloud in a weak. defeated. tone, a.s though someone were lincning. •1 hate 
my life." 
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The Beer Run 

W:ntcrs in Bakers-field can be foggy and cold, but not this one; 
this one had bttn rainy instead. The sun had not shown itsdf 
for several d-ays, and the darkncs.s ofthe clouds and the cold 

brccic only helped to gi,.·c the night a gloomy feeling, It had not rained 
twd today but had sprinkled throughout lhc day. 

On almost t!Vef'Y other normal Friday afternoon, ell<: boy, and girls on 
lucky street would have bttn sining out in the lnc::k y:mi, uound a bonfirt>, 
passing around a fony--ounce bordc ofcheap b«r. Howc,.-ct, the uncoop-
erative weather today Md forced them to seek shelter around the fireplace in 
chis old, dilapidated, abandoned house. From one of 1hc rooms, the .unell 
ofmarijui.n:a emanated to mix with the much softer smell ofctndl~, 
burning for both light and heat. Form du.t same room, roft voices could be 
heard in the datkncss, just whispers, and an occ::uional giggle; nothing 
compu«I to the loud and hnrry l-aughs -around the fircpl:tce. This is where 
th<: fun  For whcncvc:r this group of'homeboys and 'homegirls' came' 
togethc:ar like this, they would spend much of the time tdJing jokes, making 
fun ofnch other, and just having a good time. 

Miguel, in pmicul.a.r, liked these timca because around the fire is where 
he learned much about 1he important goingwin in the ho6'. as he liked co 
call it. It was around the fire that he found out who had just been aird(cd 

and for what; who h.2d just gonen out and who was going to get out of 
prison soon; who wu on the run; who shot who; and in gcnual, all sons of 
information nec.c.ssa.ry for survival in the moeu. 10 r«ci"e the botde that 
was being p:uscd to him, he u..t up from the pillow where he laKI. and sat up 
Indi:an-sryle on the hard wooden Boor. He wain't a big d rinkc,:, but it had 
been a long day. He wa,:n't deepy, only tiredi $0 be took a big gulp, hoping 
that it would make him feel better 2nd passed the 3Jmos1 cmpcy bottle to 
Beto, who finished it. Even in these wet, cold days a good dtink fdt good 
to M:igud. almost as good as pusingTrigonometry or English exams with 
an "A'' or being on the Dean's List at South High Khool. A& he laid himsc-lf 
back down on the dircy white pillow, all other eight people around the 
fireplace laughed hard. He looked a.round to sec what was .so funny. He 
didn't get it; m1ybc the joke wu on him; he didn't know. He put hi$ hinds 
behind his he1d 2nd dosed his eyes. No one said 2nr1hing. 

Beto got up to dispose ofthe empty bottle, not in the tnsh can ouui<le, 
but o n one ofthe dusry counters in wfm was supposed 10 be the kitchen. 

O ,phcu,1133 

https://nec.c.ssa.ry


Javier Medel 

He carefully plu:cd. it there where it v."OuJd join the collection ofd.a.,k gla.ss 
bou.lcs and :1.luminun, cans ofdiffi:rc:nt sius and brands of~r. He: then 
moiled back into the big room with the fireplace:, :and from the ice chest in 
the corner pulled out the la.st bottle. He opened. it, cook only a small sip 
this time:, and p.ss<d it along. 

"Hey, fool, you"ic fucking up the rotatjon." Lcty's voiGC sounded mong 
but not very se,ious. 

"'Y~. punk, it's supposed co be r<>t-1ting to the right, :alway, co thc 
right," thi.s t ilTlc it w:u Greg jumping in. 

Everyone laughed, even Ekto. It wa.s an o1d joke but always funny. 
Beto found his way to the wooden box he had bc:cn using as a sc-.at. One of 
the ocher guys wu busy throwing pi«cs of"rap wood into the fircpbec to 
keep it going. 

•Jt's the luc one. After this someone's gonna ha\'C co go on a minion to 
gtt some more: Beto u_id, pointing to the bonle as he sat down. 

At this, Miguel opened hi$eyes, picked up his head and said, •Ifyou're 
looking for volunu~ers, I'll go.• He was the only one in this group or 
ttoublc-makcrs who h:id a job and was nill in school. He wu proud orthat, 
evc.n when the homeboys teucd him about it. He wa.s no avenge student 
either~ somehow he always man-ag~ to get excellent gr.ades. 

•vou downr Beto sa.id, more u a comment, as pa.rt ora ritual, than as 
aquenion. 

•Simon, esc, I'm down. I can do it; Miguel sa.id, putting his head back 
down and dosing his eyes once more. 

Someone knocked on the door and the place got siknt. For a few 
seconds only the crackling ofthe firc-pl:t« and the .soft $ptinkling orthe rain 
ouu.ide could be heard. 

•Who is it?• This time l.ety's bcautifuJ voice wa,5 powerful, strong and 
serious. M usu.a.I. her voice demanded respe« and authority. Sometimes 
they joked 1hat she had the voice ofa lawya- or a politician. If she had 
stayed ins school, m.aybc someday she would have b«,omc one, but she had 
dropped out h-er sophomore yCLr and going brack to school was out of the 
question. 

"O:imn it, h's me, Casper. Open the damn door 'fore I knock it 
down." 

They all looked at each other. The door was locked. No one warned to 
get up. 

''Co around the back. The back door is open.'" Ekto's voice was 
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$t2ning to sound $lurry, but it wu loud enough for whoever wu at the door 
to understand and trek around the ~ck. 

•Just what we needed," he oonrinued, .. a ride ... 
"'Wh:at's up?• Cuper walked through the bade d<><>r a few moment later 

with the usual greeting. 
•WM.ts up?• Some ofthe boy$ and girls responded. Others just 

nodded their hea.ds in acknowledgment. 
"'Where's the parcy?" C:upcr wu alw;iys active, hi$ voice loud and 

cherry, looking for a-ction. 
"'Man, ain't no party ,hat I know of." Bero lud no rcuon to rai,c his 

voie<, but he did anyway, Putting out his hands closer to the fire to W1rm 
them up, he went on, ..And that's aJI the beer we've got right there." 

They sometime$ looked up to him. He wu built big and strong. and 
his physicaJ ttrcngth came in lu.ndy in case ofa fight. None ofthem woukl 
have ~nted to have Beto against them, but then they didn't want to be 
under his command either. One ofthe reasons why most ofthdC boyf .and 
girls had dropped out ofschool wa.s that they just could not work wdl 
under someone else's authoricy. 

Someone sitting rig.ht next to the fire spoke up, •·well. since you're 
gonna be the one drinking the most, 1 think you should be the one to go get 
it, Beto.• 

.. Punk . . . ; Beto was about to respond with obJccniliC$, but Miguel 
jumped in. 

"l'IJ go a.long with you." 
'"I wanna go too; Lcty volunteered. They all liktd hct bccau$C, in 

.addition to her good 1oolu and sen.sc ofhumor. she w.u always courageous. 
She could always be counted on to go on mWions. She got up, fixed her 
baggy blue jcins, and i ippod up the chide. blue corduroy j.ackcc. Then she 
put hc,r ptttcy, long, black hair in .a ponyuil .and said, "Lds go.• 

Miguel got up, shaking thC' dust offhis pants. He pulled a pilm comb 
out of hl$ pocket and slicked. back his hair. The f'our or them walked out 
into the cold; thi, time th.rough the front door, in single file. 

•cood luck,'" they heard someone ,iuing close to the fire say~ they 
dosed the door behind them. And they were on their way. 

The road was wet and shiny. 
"Got anyftajos?" Beto's question was not dir«ml at anyone in puticu-

lar, but in response, Cuper pulled out a pack ofCamels from his oo:u 
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pocket. Beto took o ne and passed the pack along. They all lit up :a.nd 
settled in the usual 'cruUing mode.' 

There were only a few cars o n the road. T he shiny, light brown 1982, 
two-door Ok4mobilc had almost the whole road to itself. USpcr and Beto 
in the front a-ackccl their windows a bit to let out the smoke and $0fflC fresh 
a.ir in . 

..Did you guys hnr what happened to Efrain?" Ca.per almon had to 
SC:rea.m out his quCftion co~ he.1rd ()\'Cr the loud, thumping, r2.p music. 
..He got busted this morning. T hey S2id he had the FBI, Highway Patrol, 
ShcrifTs...H«k, C\'Cll the dog pound was there co make sure he didn't gc:t 
away. Thc.-y found coke~ weed, money, the whole works. He's gonna be 
doing a long time, it sounds like to me."' No o ne said anything, They 
already knew. News like cMt traveled fut. Miguel and Lety, in the ~ck 
$C'.it, looked at cadi other and smiled, knowing that Ca.spec exag_:g('ntcd a 
litdc. 

Next co siuing atound the fireplace or around a bonfire, Miguel's 
s«ond favorite pu1ime wu c,uiting ,round like they were doing now. Thi, 
time, in addition, bc Nd the added plC1Sutt ofsining next to beautiful Lecy. 
He looked over his shoulder admiring her legs, h:ands and h:air. He loved to 
watch her smoke. The 'Wll.Y she blew out the smoke in a long_, skinny stream 
that we1H straight out through the en.ck in the window excited him. When 
she look«I O\'Cf to him. he smikd, blushed and looked. away. He stared out 
the window. Someday he would build up the courage to ask her out, but 
tonight, 1hey were on a mission. 

A (cw minutes Later, they parked the Oldsmobile in a d.uk eorner 
bdtind a stna.LI convcnicnce Store. Miguel puUed the switch blade he alw:.ys 
arricd in his pocket and handcd it over to B<to. They !di the engine 
running and the doors open and w:.lkcd in. There wa.s no nttd to say 
anything; they all knew the plan. Looking as calm as they could, they each 
grabbed a 244 pa.ck ofBud"'-eisc.r in eaeh hand, aw:.rc that they were being 
w.uched. They w.alked co che counter u though tbcy were going co pay; 
only, once close enough to the exit, a.JJ four o( them 'WCt'lt for the run. At 
the iame rime, one ofthe «ore aucncbnu went on pursuit, while the other 
one reached for a h:and gun under the countc.r. On ocher occasions, these 
)'Oungsters would have b«n free u $()Oft u they had run out ofthe nore, 
but thit time, things g0< complicated. They had not opected co be chased, 
tnueh lcu to be ch:t.SC<l with a gun. k they threw the beer in the bade .set of 
the C1r, two shou rang in the middle ofche night, and Miguel fclt a bullet 
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fly by. ku than a foot aw\ly from his Mad. In shock. he turned around and 
saw Beto on his knees. Both ofthe norc attendants were right there 
sanding behind him, breathing h.ud; one ofthem still pointing the small 
,hiny gun at Beto', head. Miguel looked around and u.w Lety jumping the 
fence behind them; Beto on his knot$, hurt, maybe C\'(n dying; Cupcr 
sttnding ntXt to him with his hands up; the angry Store :aucndant se2ring, 
re2dy to shoot again, if ncccssary. 

The mission was in jeopardy. 
It wu a do o r die sit-uation. 
Flee or fight. 
He caJmly turned around and easily jumped the ffflee where lccy h:i.d 

jumped a few seconds ago. He landed on a puddle ofmud• .s-hook it off, 
and kept on going. A few fcnca later, he uw Letyjogging down the duk 
side ofa quiet n rcct. He struggled to C2teh up to her; shew.as in much 
better sha~ The adrcn:aJinc kept him going evtn though his chcit wa.s 
hurting, and he could hardly btesthe. Together they r.1n 1hrough ba~rds. 
alleys, through Potomac Park, along the a.ntl, and across railrc»d uadu.. h 
had started to rain again, and in the distance they could hnr the distinct 
sound ofsirens, He wu about to give up when he saw hc-r slow down next 
to .1.n old wooden fcnc.c. 

I 1hink we're pfc," i, all she ,aid. She put her ha.ndi on her knccs and 
bresthcd dtcply a few times: then she wip«l the $'Nd.t ofThcr forehead. 

"What do we do now?• Miguel tud to a.sk out loud, more to himself 
than to her. This wu a situation that advanced m.ath and science d2SScs at 
South High had not prcpatcd him fur. 

"Rdu, 1 think we got away and we're doie to the path already,'" 
He didn't know if it wu the beauty ofhcr f,.«, the strength ofhc.r 

voice, or the ctlmncu of the night chat comforted him. but he felt bcucr 
even though his heart was still racing. To his surprise, she hugg«i him. He 
hugged her back and felt the warmth and softness of her body. Then she 
k.i.sscd him gently, and he kissed her bac,k. Holding hands, they slowly 
walked the shore distance to the house. 11lC)' had to jump the fence and 
went in th rough the lnckyud. They walkod in quiedy, wiping the mud off 
thdr shOC$ on the grau.. 

This rime the voi«s inside were even louder. The fire in the fireplace 
was almost out but the c:a.ndJes kept the place lit up, and everyone was 
standing around, not sitting. To their surprise, they saw Casper slamming 
down a beer, and one of the homcgirls pouring another one over Bcto's 
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head. 
..Whu happened?" Lay asked, again u.ki.ng control ofthe -situation. 
..That punk us Anb .s.hot me in the hctd," Beto said in pain, •vou 

didn't think I WU gonna k t him get aw:i.y with that? Did you? And on top 
ofthat he was gonna tum us in to the polic.c; so I had to bump him.• 

"What do you mean you 'had to bump him'?"' Migud asked a.she 
opened his own beer. 

"Yeah, I shlllkcd him five times., and Casper beat up the other one." 
•HclJ )-cab," Casper jumped in, •and we got away with t~ beer and his 

gun." He ttid brandishing the shiny we2pon. Now he was bragging. 
•Arc you gonna be ok, homey?'"' Migud could not help but show some 

concern. 
"'Yeah. I'll be alright. I think it wa.s just a scntch. I'll make it," 
The conversatio n fur the tClt ofthe night involved. thi.$ ad\·cnture. All 

four ofthe pmicipana had the cha.nee to tell their side ofthe story. With 
the dfc<:u of the beer and the excitement ofthe night, everyone finaUy 
settled down in the early morning, Miguel was <:oncenc. The miuion h2d 
bcc.n a $UOOC$$ after :all. ffld he got co $lcep ne:ct co the firepb.u, cuddled up 
w;th Lei)', 
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Drive 

The waves ofheat ,himmc,cd like water ai Fio~ drove, sdf•cnuan«d 
by the white dashed lines of the highway. She fch in control when 
she drove. mcmoriz.ing the landscape like a map, the forest grttn 

n it signs. the beef ~dcy stancls on dirt turnouu. She could hear theatb.s 
paga, like a ,mall phot<>g1aph album ofthe places $.he'd been and lived, 
flipped in the bade $Cat with hot air from the tar fa.n. The synt~ic car air 
WU ,We and stuffy, but the :.iir outside W1Sn't any better. 

She glanced at the sun-faded piautt-on her car duh. It was wtcn at 
Dcnw:r lmcrn2.tional Airport. The inha.bicants ofthe piaurc were teary• 
eyed and rcd.~Hccd, clinging co one :a.nochcr, their faces were ai fa.milfar co 
her as the 1.:1.ttcred blue jc:iins she WU Wdring. The map ofDenver wuwdl 
known in her mind, hiding a d«p code ofmeaning, capturing the wisdom 
ofa childhood. Fiore used. to fly back, back to what wu h.miliar. She 
envisioned. the diaotic jumble ofdiagonal downtown streets between the 
reality ofjagged golden hills. She yearned for the pc2ccful calm ofsnow 
landing On the earth~ all tbc bitter--cofTeed nights in the Bear Valk.y IHOP. 
The s.ecurity of ~nvc, was the only welcoming w.umrh •he welcomed. 

The smoke from her just-lit Qmel cig2rtne filled the car. Fiore 
cracked the window for relief. The harsh heat bl.cw her hair around huder, 
whipping her in the &c.e. The pages sitting in the bade scat whipped 
fiercely. 

The shuffling pagei triggered another map, less familiu, ycc meaning~ 
ful. h contained che road she wu cm-ding now. It wu only three )'ears 
~fore chat chis map was just a new challenge to her. h wu ofsome town 
called 6:a1ccrs1ldd in some statc she'd never bttn to. 

When she had ftrs.t s«n the terrain, she rmrvcled a.t how diff"ercnt it 
was.. How alien it w.u to her; how alien $he was to it. California hadn't 
looked as she expec.tcd. She'd man·ded how ~m trees grew everywhere. 
Tho$c had only inhabited TV or movies. She notie«I how it only grew so 
grctn where there wu water. Even her new nrcct name sounded so difft.r-
ent. Jodyle. She searched her neighborhood for others, yet it stemed. so 
lifeles.s. It was too quiet, She didn't w,mt to live on Beaver Cka\•er's street 
anymore. 

Fiore pu.shed che gas pocW harder and c.racked chc window a little more, 
She coukln't get used to the &ct that no matte, how fut die drove, she 
could never get a cool brccie. Why hadn't she goucn that air--condicioning 
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p2ckagc for lhc Corolla? She imagined the p:aint roUing off ofher che1,p 
plastic duhbo2rd hula girl. 

Below the tran$puenr drips ofthe planie huh gicl dwclled another 
picture. It wu less f.tckd than the other picture on the da.sh. h hckl only 
Fiore and rwo others; their &c:cs were much like hcu, and their arms held 
~ch oth« while their hair d,ipptd W2tcr from the pool. 

h was taken at their house:. B<forc, the house had btt.n muffled by 
wall~pcr; they had freed the walls. ripping the gaudy paper down. bathing 
the house with ivory paint. A jungle ofdying plants a.nd unkempt trees had 
ehokcd the ba<k yard. They pruned and watered the ca.rth until the pbnts 
bloomed ag,.in. Mt.er th.at transformation, even the bird, had seemed to 
sing again and the chaotic frog choir in the y1rd became louder and more 
triumphant. 

The hcu in the car was <limbing. Fiore rolJed all the windows down. 
The shade ofa blanket ofclouds rolJed ovt-.r highway 61 . Suddenly a cool 
brcez.c swept through the car. The a.das caught night and soared out the 
window. The two pictures took after it, finding themsdvcs received by a 
large dust whirlwind. 1bey looped and meandered aCf0$$ the sky, left 
forever behind Fiorc's pa.th, 

Terror stiu~k Fiore in che heut, y~ the wind fch r\l.w, like truth. It 
played a wcighdeu $Ong ofknowledge into her left car, opening up a dwm 
ofunder.su.nding. Alt abrming serue ofreliefblew through Fioce's body like 
a train through a dark tunnel, only emerging ioco blinding light. 

She insu.ndy had forgonen her denin.ation; even the car seemed futer 
and lighter as she blasted avtt the :uphak The land looked tangible all ofa 
sudde-n, the stretch ofthe road g.rcw so enormo us; the , mdJ ofthe earth 
twi.stcd inside her. 

That urge for s«uricy released its firm grasp. Fiore no longer inhabited 
thot,c maps or pictures. She found them inhabiting her, burrowing within 
her memory. She was beyond che •vou Ate He.re" ofmap$. Beyond 
pictures. Beyond time. Filling her Ju.ngs full of the momemary coo-I, crisp 
air, Fiore continued her journey. Her only direction now being f-orward. 
Further. 
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