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Poems



John Young

Poem of Homage: H.D., Poet [Part 2 of 3]

Mo mamer how pink she was as moth,

I don't believe she and her poems

were buried on feminine grounds,

A phetograph shows 2 young woman
wearing a dark, velver dress,

lace 2t the neck, cameos at the wrists.

The poet of “The Tree" named her Dryad.

Causes of disfavor run deep —
maore than the’s soft or escapes —
ne shallows pelitics and public taste,
The notions of medern poctry

no longer rely upon

dead correspondences,

Her detractors tossed her in

with dangerous characters

(not the mere weak). A displayer

of “extraordinary efflorescence”
(Hulme’s phrase}, she held

a medium newly bequeathed

closer to her bosom than she though.

Vorticism and imagism,
along with futurism,
struck the pre-war staid
as violent iconaclasms.

The accumulation

of sensibilities,

shy in themselves,

threatened the old perspective.

The insidieus barte, pitting

eritical against creative, commeneced.
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John Young

Ie's silly o say
women fexed their muscle.
To say she escaped
requires less caution:
one only nods
that hers was role play.
Atemprs o secure
the fleeting eidalon
have persisted since Greek times.
Conservation of political power
is of the matrer.

She
to whom we allude
was no naif Consider the words
she spoke when her friend, accused,
but never tried, was finally released:
“Who are these dummies, these ogres
of a past age, these fearful
effigies who wrecked our world —
these devils, these dolls?”

P

The qualities of dryness and hardness,

so important to Hulme, were likeless pwins
leacling the intellect, in the revival,

back to the cassic. Accurate

description was not seen as proper
objective for poetry. Fluff,

instead, ruled the art. Romantics
debauched the public ear with vagueness,
and the keen-cut remained inaudible,
Highest Truth stretched infinitely.

Enter: — five or six in London,
including the author of Seq Garden.

The Bamle was neither Wagner's nor Nietzsche's,
neither Teutonic hero nor Llebermensch.

The existence of beauty can be dragged in

short of the imposition of God.
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S

A certain shyness in being female, in that era,
and the inability to be a Poundish person
half account for the marter of literary demotion.

The rese? Mot able to philasophize. ..
Wair a moment. This can't count. Others
conrribute lictle in this regard. In truch,

with the onset of war, thought was deemed
an embarrassing waste. Possibly,
had she seen Jung instead and been

heterasexual all the way, readers
of her art may have forgone their own
eaquetry and prized her chiseled forms.

— 4

“what to do, / my mind is reft"
“you ... set me apart from the rest”

Greek tags mar the epic thrust,
but here the simple Anglo-Saxon
flarzens the imagination.

One should be glad the plain
didn't provoke uncomely laughuer
or that that sinceritas

was not afterwards denied.

The direct treatment

finds guises in the angles

of allusion. A high faule?

I think not. 1 say yet, of what gets written
only small bits captivate

the collective spirit; —

hers, though, should net

be buried. Perhaps,

the endorsement for

Poetry (how say this?) kepe

John Young
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John Young

her lyrics above ground
with the rest of the limbs
abviously alive, greening
toward their autumn rusts,

S

If the authorities of Justice

czn be so natiled by radio,

and the critical temper

can be so spitcful of the indispurable
sureness of the Pisan camp poems,
why then should men not conspire
te suppress this exparsiate’s are?
Afrer all, theirs was nor called
“immense organized cowardice”
for paltry or impalpable reasons.
Wast blackout unshored. Beaches
without beach-fire or moon.

—Re

In the homages

that poets bestow on pocts —
as Auden on Yeats —

a tonc riscs and a lowering

of emotion moistens the rear-ducts.,

We shall kave nothing of that here,

for it was anger — at perry scandals,
bombing raids, and always

berrayals — thar sharpened and shaped
her art, so she could cell us

this is what it is 1o be alive

on the Greek shore

or under the London skies.,
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Kafui Gbewonyo

Life’s Journey
Age 14

In life’s journey the pattern's the same
As we live and develop and grow

As we practice the wanting to know

As we see through life’s blacks, whites, and grey:
Aswe take in Sun’s nururing rays

With the birth of life’s new little being
With emergence of hearing and secing
With the rirual passape of rires

With the repetitive days and nights
Owur existence in bearing a name

Owur playing of tricks and of games
Our labeling to express, speak

Ohur “day” and our “month” and our “week™
To eommunicate with one another

To welcome 2 sister, a brother

To morality — right and the wrong

To recreation to dance and 1o song

The belief in something thar'’s net there
The answer for life, earth, and o prayer
The growing and aging and dying

The Iaughu:r, emotion, and crying
Though death is not an exaltation

It balances our population

To sustain the species — reproduce

To times of alliance and war

To times where we must make a truce
To periods of sbundance or poor
Things we do just for survival

Things because of a rival arrival

Things of savagery, animal instinct
Things — climare, discase make life extiner.
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Kafui Ghewonyo

I Want to Ride in Paradise
Age 12

I want to ride in paradise to sce the open shore
The dear blue sea

Ohean I be

There now and evermore?

I want to ride in paradise the land of happiness
To laugh and sing

And hear bells ring

And always say “God bless”

I wane 1o ride in pacadize o feel the wind blow

| want to ride in paradise
And this 1 nm:l}r know
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Kafui Gbhewonyo

Together
Age 14

TnE::l'lr_r we shall see. Together we shall be.

In partnership, we'll bear the whip of life's depraviey

Together we shall mend, the broken lives we bend

We'll bear the odds and live like gods until the very
end

And when we reach the nothingness, deep in the soil
bur withour toil

We'll be content, the lives we've spent

“‘Cause we've done it together

Together we shall strive, [nto the depths we dive

Ta earth and stone, we'll die alone and be no more
alive

Together we'll exist, as memories and mist

To haunt and overwhelm the beings in their brains, 1o
give them pains

We'll leave with pride, fulfilled inside

‘Cause we've done it rogether.
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Kafui Gbewonyo

The World

There are many places in the world
with so many things o ses,
Try visiting America, a land where it is free.

Visit every boy and girl
of people of many kinds
In Africa, the Yoruba and even the Masai.

The Portuguese in Portugal
The Spaniards in Spain

The English in England

and the New English in Maine.

Wisit every other placr.

I know that we can't name them all
We left out the very last ones,
South America and Asia.

So don't think rthar the woreld is small

because it's very big.
It is & very, very, very good place to live.
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Kafui Gbewonyo

Giving to God

When a relative dies

And all you can hear are cries,
Don't be mournful, just be glad
Think of it as giving 1o God.

Giving to God your lost one
Giving to God your past one.

When they ask you if you are okay, ned.

Think of it as giving o God.

Giving 1o God the one you love
Giving 1o God, the father above,
Ve are the peas and he's the pod
Think of it as giving 1o God.

God will take good care of us.
He's the scab and we're the pus.
Den't be mournful, just be glad.
Think of it as giving 10 God.
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Kafui Ghewonyo

Why the Water's Red

[ was walking by the lake one day
And couldn’t help but notice that
The water there was red

Yes, the warer there was red.

I looked up at my mother

And then locked down and said
“Mommy tell me, what's the reason?
Tell me why the warer’s red.”

| then locked back up at my mother
And suddenly she was crying

Could someone here be dead?

Is that sy the water’s red?
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Paul Osaretin Ero

Desert

The desert lay naked

banished vo a life of drought

sandy earth and tired mountains

baked and cooked in the ambience of the sun
it becomes easy

the ardinary eye sees nothing of worth

in this boisterous barren land

that is the desert

tell thar to the criters

and to the luscious cacrus

the majestic Baobkab tree

to the animals

the desert carries in her womb

like che desert

the homeless man on the corner
an addict on the strect

helpless mothers of many children
the emetionally challenged being
in the grip of a psychiatric ward

with the ordinary eye

W are i:]u.i::l-r. to condemn

top soil as too weak to hold its ground
with hearts far too decp in slecp

we are quick to declare worthless

the soul whose road is cloudy and harsh
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Paul Osaretin Ero
Journey into Manhood

Ir was past mid afternoon

rwo days before the leaves urned brown
ageless mind seems 10 know

confused seventeen year old vessel

the patriarch lay bed-ridden

stubbomly ungenerous with verbal interactions
broke his rules for me

last words he urered

1 breathing spirit in me

Calming mr]'fln.g la.lcr:yu

burrow through every fiber of my soul
every cell in me was his

frowned at some rales [ rold

smiled ar me with love

product of my loin

your ways | am

Cloudeil oad ey viion

barrels down the belly of the earth

conveniently embracing in solitude, in magnitude
my father, my friend

in submission, in defiance, in pain, in fact

My illusions were real

a miracle | sought

a resurrection | prayed

a rranscendence it was

loose earth powdered his frame

body and spirit, nature recycles, reincarnates
my journey inte manheood was born.
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Paul Osaretin Ero

Seed

Rain falls not because the sky

wishes to soften the world

clouds have greedily taken in more water
than her bladder can afford to held
graviry is forever vigilant

inviting all te earth againse their will

Canoring ona dr}r river bed

springs not the river to life

beliefs alrer not the furility of bending truth
humanicy has become like the clouds

As long as the seeds we sow
disharmenize the structure of the being
and the center nature holds sacred
remains a plaything for man

Chags, pain and birterness

the inevitable poisonous plant germinates
which bri:ngs forth fruit

the fruit that is us
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Paul Osaretin Ero

Adventure

Life is an adventure

And 1 have had one hell of a ride
An American of another race
Living in the ather ndﬂuburhuu-d
W'hen crosing the tracks

Was 2 marter of life and death

I have died many deaths

Died several deaths

A curious bright eyed lad

With 2 zest for life and an ambition to match
Maoving over from Warts with my parents

To live in a suburb surrounded by ghetros

Whete | was daily reminded

My brown skin was not a weleome sight
By my provectors rurned antagonises
Powerless to run against the grain

My plm In prison was made

The day [ was bom some say

Dad was a hard working man
Surrounded |:|31' love and hare
Humiliation was taken on like air
For whenever | was taken to jail
They stopped by and smiled
Your son is with us again

There were times [ begged
Spare my dad the shame

C'mon now they quipped
We do this cos’” we care

Every life lived is 2 work of art
Ruin never taints perfection
It gives it a different shine
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Paul Osaretin Ero

1 have been in and our of jail

My smile has yert left my face

Whartever journeys my soul underrakes
Serenely and gladly [ surrender and prefer

For everyone whose life [ have touched
For every life who steered me on this path
Leve from my heart [ profess

And empathy for their deed [ embrace
Bitterness has long been shelved

And wisdam [ wear as my crown

[ may amount not to much
In the eyes of my benefactors
Bue I truly call on every soul
To look me in the eyes

And feel the bear of my heart

Tell me | am different than you
That the air | breathe is inferior
The earth you walk is constituted diﬁ‘cr:ntlf

| know now the yearnings of my being

Same as every being that's ever been bom

No marter how many times they take me to jail

And how many times you get at my father through me
| am a better being for life

And | erernally thank you fer ir,
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Paul Osaretin Ero

Spectre of Light

The openness of thought

The bestiality of source

The renaissance man

Is scheoled in the way of the warld
Educarion as is

Many a man claim to have

Yer understands livtle or next to nothing

The essence of knowledge

Is left to ot away

In many an educated person

The cup runs over

Knowledge pervades the whole
Fulfilling the quest of mind and spiric

OFf polirics and of economies

OFf peace and of war

The child does not understand

In the land of abundant rain

Why crops have withered and died
Yet knowledge eludes many

Ie's narure’s way of reign

The fallacies education showers

The spectre of light is aglow

The sustenance of fraud faleers

When the veil of ignorance peels back
The ruins we made in bliss

When knowledge rakees it's proper p!mc
Among the educators of mind

Then, we will all truly bask
In the #uqafrh:lmw
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Paul Osaretin Ero
Mesmerize

Mesmerize me with your charm
harmonize my scatteredness

into the calm that is the ocean

tame the barbarian in my psyche

imbue my senses with waorth

captivate my imagination in your dance

Ring my door bell with your laughter

expose the subtleties of your heart

where the perfumed cries of flowered romances
lurk, waiting impatiently to be rid

the humid dense dark crevices

it seeks not understand

Magnetize the world within

the world without

effuse amorous innocent gentility

that oozes sexy, effortlessly in riddles
making erdinary girls out of beauty queens

Soften the rock hard demeanor
that mocks your soul

levitate and remain on the ground
d.:srmy not the gudclcas you are
the lover you are

the human you are
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Pawl Osaretin Ero

Glue In Hand

His laughter ran cireles

around the walls of her heart
viralizing every cell in her body
causing her shine to blossom
like mo star ever should

His walk makes for an artist’s masterpiece
rendering motionless every impressionable
liztle darling whe canvasses the corridors
of amorous adventurous cuddle shore
heaving sighs and moans in dustless wakes

His mannerisms leave pocts gasping for reason
eloquent and seductive flare

succinct and esoteric dance

a butterfly match is yet unhatched

Gazelles in motion stare in envy

His eyes wrap her every desire

in mounds of simplified complex rituals
feeling the fesl

touching the touch

of purr blur of magnetic haze

She drops a china plate

hitring the floor shattering

tiny lictle pieces in many shattered directions
like broken dreams

hearts know too well

d':l: l\'-'l:lr.pi ll'l::r.l l.lP

time to mend with glue in hand
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Paul Osaretin Erp

Jesse

Jesse's riotous bellow thunders through the nighe

a sensitive man with a giant heart

never really took to spiric

unril he lost his job

Consolation drinking spree was given

splash around in the wake of a liquored truce

found reasen to take a shot at Saint Remy

Saint Remy was no sissy you know

rurns Jesses sromach inside our

and made him shit in his pants

He even had the audacity to inflict upen him a severe
case of
amnesia

seems the streets have been switched around

only flies dutsiw: him directions

Hannah oh lovely Hannah

she understands she always understands

cleaned him up and fluffed his pillow

Jesse has become quite an event

did net recognize the lintle girl who called him daddy

not been sober long enough 1o pur a face

to his precious three year old

Many a blurry day

he slumbers to the eallous caress of indifferent elements

2 tiMme 100 Many 10 COURE

angry old man winter nearly tock him under

Jesse has become convinced God was out to get him

but an old friend came to town and offered him a job

he hugged a reason o celebrate

and has learned his lessons from thar no geod Saine
Remy

Jack Daniels has always had a way with friends

and been known to generously indulge his friends

so much that when Jesse left for home

He stuck his penis in a hole on a handsome tree trunk

he was too sad o drunk to know the difference
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Paul Osaretin Ero

lovely Hannah came to his rescue

he bickered bitterly about the trickster Saint Remy

until the winds whistled him down

Jack Daniels was too much of a good friend

he turned not a lovely woman into a miserable papaya
tree

Jesse rests beneath the earth these days

his tombstone simply reads

The Man Who Lost His Footing
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Paul Osaretin Ero
Union

Marriage is a passionare embrace

an ambience of re-vibrating warm feeling

the subtlety of amorous adventures

in the heart of a lover's silenced hug

when theughts become a tumbling child

a universs that is the harmony of the rivers of our
soul

merging in absolute contentment with whar is

un-fragmented beautiful

transcendence of separateness

echoed beyond the spirit of difference

understands not the other as another

the point where all numbers become one

in recognition of it as is

a natural union with nature,
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Dzifa Ghewonyo
Age 10

Mike

There once was a boy named Mike.
His hair was as stiff as a spike.

He cur it and combed it,

He gelled it and sprayed it

until thers was 2 hair style he liked.
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Drifa Ghewonyo
Age 10

LITTLE by lirtle

Litele by lictle, piece by piece

Your uncle, your aunt, your nephew, your niece,
your mother, your father, her sister, his brother;
all in one family love each ather.

Forever and ever we always will be

living rogether in one family.

It never will die, and it never will cease

Little by lietle, piece by picce.
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Jenniffer L. Lesh

Parts of Me Have Been Lost

Parts of me have been lost. | thoughe
I'd at least have been given my tonsils in a tiny jar
with a lid screwed right against rot.
W'hen [ woke asking for them, | was pushed
flat and bound to the table
with sheets, stuffed quiet
with gelatin flavored by my own bloed.

1 woke again
and | was in another room,
this one small and blue with a rude rendering
of a Picasso, a madonna with cold hands
and a croocked neck.
A fat nurse wiggled in clurching
a cloth bundle. She unwrapped it, caught
the whole light of the room in the gleam
of silver, freczingly precise. | pressed
my cheek to the chill table as the doctor,
the star of this show, entered.
This time it was my toe he was after;
ey left grear toe with its strawberry mark of blood.
A tumaor, he said, and the nurse took my hand
as he leaned forward, blocking my view
with his bulk...and oh, the sting
of the needles sinking in! My fingernails
dug into the back of the nurse’s hand. She winced
and her head reared back like a frightened horse,
Then eurting, scraping and the hot sweer stench
of burning flesh.

1 wished for death then
and then later, I wanted o see my tumor
or to know its final destination.

1 was denied everything
but a slip of paper, announcing me free
of cancer and such things.
The third time,
it was my breast they were after — [ imagined its smooth
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Jenniffer L. Lesh

round si'.lap:, disembodied, on an ivory plan:

offered on a banquet table at some medical convention.
And never again, never again could [ allow

them to ke from me, and take, and never give,

so [ left, 2 nurse trailing after me, saying Min'

and Maam! and the receprionist

lost a sheaf of papers, like oversized confert,

to the marcon-carpeted floon

Onrpheus(35



Joanne Schmidt

The Fountain in My Mind

The fountain in my mind
releases the imagery
of your caresses:

a soothing creck

a erickling rush

a ribbonlike flow

a velvery spiral

a brushing whisper

a ticklish lullaby

a buoyant fluidity

a wafting liquidicy

a misty solidity

a speeding granulariey
4 Surging ecstasy

in the welcome arms
of subjectivity.
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James Cornish

Pouting Monad

Acid stomach of a window latch,

Who's thar walking, coming back

To tell me that I'm wrong.

Patterns forced on sanity

With strokes of ghosts and

Emotional keys, emotional lees,
Dumbfounded dreams of modal auxiliaries.

Deecision gone with the time at hand,
Revision sought for the band of friends
Within me. Withour me they'd be lost

And more alone than a rhymer in a blank
Realicy, a zoner in a frank locality,

More alone than a running conversationalist

Should ever be.

The youthful seck without a plan
Beyond the first and easy, but

The aged look on what went bad,
Well within the freezing reach

For immaorality, for onee withoutiry,
Instant doubity. Add sight to pouting
Monad — let rise, let be

totality.
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James Cornish

The Tensed

A fernale ending sounds so fluid,
Se very flowing, so very good
To the ear, so very dear to a
Dancer of romantic steps

Even if I could once remark,

Or remake, or rehearten the sour in me
With the ease of a Latin, even flatten
The gloteal starts and stops.

1 want the feeling, the ceiling,
The kneeling maiden at my heart.
Bur whar's the use? Mo vowel can or
Could allow the dlock o stop.

Oh, [ wish for the /ofs of a gentler tongue,
To round my musing and ease the turns

Of the songs in me, its 50 hard 1o carn
Through the clogs in the thinking bogs of me.
You, the word as the abject of
Se many thoughts, the subject of
The last retors, the darive of repression,
Indirect droplet of my obsession.

And on rare occasion, 1 ask "Why"
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Jim Duriga
Impossible Dreams

The world is full of impossible dreams,
Somehow made possible (and real)

By people wo uninformed to know
that the impossible can't be done.

Centuries ago, the world was flag

Wonder how many people fell off the edge

Before it became round. Before 1903, science

Could prove that heavier-than-air flight was impossible.

In 1950, space travel was deemed impossible,

And in 705 and 80s chey forgot to tell the founder

of Apple that you could not build and sell

A computer from your garage. (or maybe he was twold....)

Maybe we should occasionally try flying close to the sun,
And find out if our wings actually do melt —

Maybe, like Don Quixote (the Man of La Mancha),

We should tile at 2 few windmills,

++.maybe they lied vo us. ...

«eee.maybe nothing is impossible.....
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Jim Duriga
Poem 7222

While sitting on Huck's raft,

I read the Diead Sea Serolls:
Spinoza was reading Descarte,
And Shakespeare and Marlowe
Were arguing over the larest
Bellew novel.

Faulkner had gone back o
Jefferson County, hunting for
John Donne, Robert Frost was
Reading Emily Diickinson while
St. Thomas cast his horoscope.

Michael Mesmith was singing
Kristofferson with a Paul

Simen beat as Arthur Clarks
Capies Andre Norton. Leonard
Mimaoy was watching his reflection
In & Rembrandr painting,

While Brahms played the piane.

Dylan Thomas was ralking
With Bob Dylan, and George
Harrison was arguing with
Themas Jefferson over the
Benefits of Neil Armstrong’s
Voyage. It was then thar
Milhous Mixon came aboard
And asked “Where is culrure?™
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Jim Duriga

The Big Empty

the big empty out there
is nothing like the big empry within;
a life with ne center
is always questing,
like an unanchored ship
or a tres
without roots.

“Who am [#" is maybe
a more important question
than “What's it all abour?”
until yeu can know yourself,
you must confront the facr
thar you
know nothing,
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Jim Duriga

You Saed

What was it you said. ..
I wasnt listening;
I was oo busy. ..

Loowaiting to speak.
I lose so much. ..
By being so wrapped up in myself

Thar I can’ sce...

...the world beyond
Each day...Each flower...
Each conversation is a gift,
Onee gone...

...they are forever gone.
I didn’t mean to startle you...
I just wanred o say dhar
1 appreciate you...

«.and the rare moments we have,
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Jim Duriga
Photo

The faded photo
reminds me char
we're all so different
fram what we were.

I can name names,

and recall the places,
Bur those names and places
are now long gone.

The phota is yellowed

and cracked with time,
bursoam I...
soam L

My memeries embellish
the photograph

inko a history

I rever had,
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Jim Duriga
Poem Book: (Poem #23)

The mesh of minds,
Saorrow filled

Calls me back —
Or calls me forch.

Mewver wondering
Always wandering —
In my deeds

1 know my soul.

Death or life,
Heope or vears —
T'is the moment
that calls to me,

Helle good rimes,
Goodby hard times —
Hello future,

Goodby sorrow,

In a poem,
A srory teld,
Cine uncovers —

He tells his soul.

In his sorrow,
Or in his jor,
He asks a moment
To live again.

Questions flung
To the stars —
The answers die

In our words,
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Answers flung
To the sky —
The questions falter
In our minds,

Hello dream warld,
Goodby sorrow —
Goodby this werld,
Helle tomarrow,

Jim Duriga
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Jim Duriga
Old Memories

whatever happened to party lines?

what happened to glass-bottled milk?
where did they hide all the old pay phones?
what about caterpillar silk?

why do you never see the old milk cans?
do you remember Project Mercury?
whatever happened 1o Huey Long?

{that last one doesn’t marter much to me).

if you remember the Chicago Seven,

i guess you'e testifying to your age;

in the years of Disney’s 'Davy Crocker’
coonskin caps were all the rage.

who still has a hula hoop?

do you remember ‘bazocka’ gum?
remember how old Jim Thorpe
was abways on the run?

Mark Spitz was on the "Wheaties' box,
Milton Berle was on the tube;

Ed Sullivan brought the Beatles out
And put America in a groove.

in ‘71 MeClean gave us ‘American Pie,’
and everyone still recalls the score;

‘73 gave us Skylab —

it's not in orbit any more,

we've lived through so much history,

and so many exciting rimes

that to blot themn our and never share them
would be a major crime.

s0 share a memaory with a youngster;

tell him or her abour the past;

ir's mot juse history — it's the way we were;
it's the memories thar will last,
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Thomas Allen

A Fine Spring Day

Teday is the day words lose their meaning,

Instead, powerful feelings take their place.
Today it's time for a new beginning.

Warch it fall, the decayed and wasted base.

It is the day flowers start 1o blossom.
All turn green with life, riddled fresh and nice.
Open eyes know that which was bothersome,
I’ nons ﬂ';l':d, nnthi.ng :Eﬂ: wn"'-l-]d ’Um'ﬂ.‘-

It is a day 1o look, 1o see the light.

The one who holds my heart could be around.
Opportunity after shedding night,
Opportunity to be heaven bound.

Onee before all that’s good wene unneticed,
It is now seen to be thar which mamers.
Evil is rejected, it won't be missed,
It gives nothing, leaving me in taters.

My sigh is restored. I'm no longer blind.
Lids wide and open, I'm clearer in mind.
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Thomas Allen

Blue Melody

Deep rwists and sharp rurns anguish the frail hearr,
pierced, made sincere as it is torn apart.

Inner emorions are made manifess,
in futile aempr to lay 1o rest,

The blue essence makes the soul feel alive,
Without it passions die, for they can't dive.
A drama of feelings forged this playwright,
it's end longing for somesne to hold tighe.

The blue organ renders person unique.
Viewing all other lands as barren and bleak.
Only an empry and full sky can knew,
because it feels deep free and blue also.

Blue fruit wanders the river rapidly,
scraped by jagged edges, wounded harshly,
facing forks, and choosing its fate blindly.

Angst and fear tail this fate, which ends ﬁ.d]}r.

Once all rales of blue end, one becomes true,
and the chaos around brought down threugh coup.
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George Ketterl
Cyele

constant void arid fresh
silver toned bell lingering in a single strand
traces disappearing in subtle shadows
slowly becoming invisible to the naked cye
all the particles replaced reset mixed in perpetual
opposition
polar nights and days
sliding unnoticed like long lines of tourists
hungry for the next attraction
marking with keepsakes and memories
interlocking slowly into a box flled with scraps and
leftovers from endless feasts and famines
broken lines of virtue lic berween flat dreams
waiting for the wind and light
expecting the morning brightness cut from the
glowing curtain of the horizon
Wanting
brilliance and inspiration
repeating circles cannected end o end
without so much as 2 blink of recognition
rransformarions
barely visible
lost in the darkness with covered rhythms turned
lower than the ear
while the sharpest edges dull against the stong
of time
eroding slowly in the wind and rain or simply in
the way you look ar things
metaphors of freedom struggle against realicy as if
the sacred gift of fire was only meant for pilgrims
stacked layers collected and guarded like
rotten treasures as if there will be a counting
burdens grow heavy and wear down even the
strangest horse on a long trail
s why carry anything?
nakedness reduces all things and removes any
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George Ketterl

need for styled embellishments of identity
preparation for the journey is different than
going to Disneyland
In the chopped up streets of Caleurta the edge is
what deminates
heroism is simple when the chips are down
eye conract is the access
recognition
preservarion
Incarnation incanration
smoke screens leave the body limp
with
anticipation
last dance requests made hastily before the lights
go out can only inhibit the rhythm
stepping to the extreme bear dissalves the
elueeer and the
clarrer
pressing in and out with abandon
welcome to the holy
where will is sublime
covered in garments of balance
withour attachments

every hair in place
centered in empty silence

cowboys know animal and nature like the back of
their hands

fighters flicker in their work

dreamers can be lucky

young dancing children are the music

gold covered treasures filled with expectation eat
ritual

single streams break through granite like butter
each morning rolls chance into the swear possibilicy
of a perfect sphere of sight
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George Ketter!

Ode to Annabelle

crisp moves spawned in flickering
canyon light

patches of smooth color

spread with abandon
lost details showing for the briefest moment out
from
shadows
perched like a monk on the
renuous edge

irl piercing into the

heart B

finding the mystery still sweet
berween
the mest extreme positions
standing now
removing the heavy velvet cloak
of too much heady

contemplation

right down to the translucent whiteness
of innocence

charmed by the presences and
b}* the range dance sway
a
place
and
time
nature is my nature she said
and color is bright

sitting there like Doris Day recognizing
the irany
the solilequy reaching with the most vital rouch
into the
deep crevices of all those surrounding pilgrims
innocent still

knowing the beaury

puﬁnn. passion, buming br]ght
picture picture on the wall where's the balance after
all
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George Ketterl

Herp

from out of the past comes the thundering hoof beats
of the great horse silver

as Byron stands elub footed and alone on a gray shore with
no solace
feeling the driving fire deep in his gue

will nat quier

eyes that sce everything and nothing stare stupidly
into the face of compassion

so many reckless explanations

lying like rags

litvering the gleaming hall of polished idealism with
impending doubt

seductor of the arrogant
rescuer of the painful with last minuce tricks
you flire with the edge of salvation bur promise only epitaphs

death dreaming selitude spreads like a heavy blanket over
high expectations

watching police and fireman tredging out from electric
screams gripping the innocent with open mouths

failure without the well spring rains beneath a desert of
unbridled hope

how can thankyous ever be enough?

hidden among rose garden hopes the slam dunk kings
maneuver for a last second save risking everything and
nething these saviers in the uniferms of darkness giving birch

ta light

march out from the frozen ranks shine and simply dim away
as mythologies turn to fiction
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George Ketterl

sharp edges dull and the mystery rider wails the battle ery of
passion out from the endless pulse of being virally alive
awake full bursting inte bloam at the precise instant when
action and belief are the only order

eager youth simple belicf shrewd craft hollow words
dWI’IS i“ soem o gri:\'c or E:I'.I'Iill.‘

actors can be natural

good warriors den't bleed too much

children can never be more innocent than saints

fingers grasp the thin shell of
savior hood like the passing humilicy of stardom

quick response time is the secret
perfect timing equals perfect bliss

feeling alone?

want some fun?

£O team go

paint the picture bright

reflect the extended possibility

swing your trailblazers machete and forget the doubts
savor only bright dreams

hape the mirror doesn't fog

Alexander the Grear, Jesus Chrise, Caesar Chavesz,
Joan of Arc, Gandhi, Simon Bolivar, The Lone Ranger,
Charlion Heston, Lincoln, King, Perez, Mandcla,
Lawrence,

choice and sacrifice become a single strand
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George Ketterl

Willy Boy

DeKooning died roday

these black raw $|ﬂhﬂ against the white
action

one of the twenticth century's great painters

“I don’e paint to live, | live te paint”
emetions extending out from the fingers and body
dancing shapes and colors

broad sweeping metion filled with muscular intentions
spreading coler and energy
out into the day to push and pull against the paradex

did you even know?
lwmg and p;mtmj these last years
in a sweet tortured alzhiemers doud

did the others ever come to visit you

the last one

left fram the old :Iays':‘

white haired elf in paint covered pants posing for the mags
still carrying out each day's
ritual

how must ime press or pass
icon hero?
staring from the blue eyes, breathing winter's gasp

did you paint today?
was it gray
ar sunny!

You and the others set the motion
here in the
new land

your first one man show at forry four years after su;pping off
the beoat in new york instead of paris

fair haired dutch boy with such dedication

painter, painter, painter
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George Ketterl

Archeology and Sacrifice

Bliss comes in assorted colars it tracls
through time inlaid in the eyes

strung together like a staring blinking necklace
of profound power

pnral:.m:d ltggcd bay becomes a fish out of water on the dirty
broken Calourta sidewalk
Maneuvering small businessman

on his belly

Let’s just gee to che heart of the question

is it always berter vo give than receive?
extreme reminders of less than enlightenment are always
there peering out from the dark shadews of the primal hearr

Perilous pit of nature ever pulsing
just behind the clean pure facade
af
Innocence

How can the beguiling child girl carrying the baby with puss
in the corners of its eyes

be accused of aggressive exploitation when she can sl
laugh at the dancing man?

Is it the mantra or the money thar keeps her on the soreec?
sharp points of recognition cut from both sides
specimens in decaying cases and bottes shebved in grand
paint pecling halls dedicared vo Plaro and Aristotle

life and death animated by the chemistry of time
staying in or stepping out come in the same foil cover
placed upon the same

apaque tra

The lid as in Pandora
is always 2 mateer or
risk or

opparunity
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George Ketterl

Distance

On eight street as
a passenger struck with
a subtle luminous flash  of
extension

cutled in duse, forbidden fecling, circling lefe
into
soft breath, consider the prospeet of no end
ar no beginning

Like reaching cut with the foot to tap the ledge below
saviors come in all sizes
devils come only in red with chrome teeth and

bru-catlr glm: f'ﬂ'p‘f]’td 'W'id'!. Ilﬂl'l::( lﬂd c]urcoal

Tight wire connection

magnetic case with a rod of pure light mmming
through
the center

Cover me with frozen incense
lift the swollen veil then
kiss the acrid blue lips of  separation

Raoll the chocolate covered dice against the hard ache

put the tip into the mushy middle and blow just hard
enough to be  sure

that the thief of the imagination has not rearranged the board

Placed before certain alvers there's an inclination to invent
stepping through time can tum the world inside aur

elip this and save it till the mockingbird has it
memaorized, ok?
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George Ketterl
Sea Casele

looming at the edge
blueness ¢l
taken for granted beyond admiration days like a
faded dress against a
rase colored sunrise
anchored in time
stopped
myriad cxpressions staring out from the dusty
strata of dances and
silver toned ranks of privilege in the ity
gasping out from behind secret mirrors
visions spinning like dervishes
driven by fear
iny - - -
inspiration ctc.
all of it dropping into the vast cavern rattling around
until that January rumble came rolling in waves
roaring out the question of fate without
FEmicrss
survival balanced on stacks of empty rooms
balanced on columns of wsed up exeuses
now in the hands of the haly and the wise
shelter of eyes taken over by pilgrims
with
ni
security
the bright blue southern wall of whales
weails irs ereaking swallen means
against the mountains and the sea
hew deep into the heart must fading memory
go?
cach foggy comer longs for life as even the last
breath is crushed out by the swinging ball
of ne mery
each erack opens to the sound of lost music
arched windows trembling reflections grace and
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George Ketterl

symmetry surrounded
echoing
blinking at cach impact as the moment fades into order and horizons
connected by the tenuous
strands of dreams which must after all yield as
everything must
to flowers vet unblooming
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George Ketterl
Tim
 sense of history shimmys across the wire of time

1o escape
to be out against order

resist until resistance has become the sweer breath
of life

with flowers not fear

eyes halding bright holy lighe

each step an adventuse

all mornings around the world have birds singing
with bright edges and sublime patience

do you waver against the doubt?

or do you keep in step with the music.

is your eosmic heartcase filled with innocence?

you leoking into the darkness directly vo that spet
where its eyes are locared smiling and becaming
the mysrery

silver frail zealot of rebellion sitting pampered ona
throne of notoriety wandering at the edge of
courage amidst the chaos judgment timing and
inevitable justice

tricks in rings can only proleng the glaze

pulse in secret chamber filling the void like
beautiful smoke clouds riding on sleck fingers of

gold
pushing the fine honed possibiliy of birch into the
endless eyele of untald futures

poets come and leave their verse reflecting
shadows of moments unfolding
alone on the stage each strutting recication signifies
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George Ketterl

the paradox of belief and doubt

birth and death

risk everything and ride the untamed theory beast
without the comfort of actually knewing

instinct and intuition at the abysmal edge of
oblivion where each litde flicker brings a perfect blip
of sheer life

don't blow it

i’s the finish that counts he sid there holding court
on a padded chair

sweet pink vapor of abandon tinting his insolence
with cherubic joy

as though he had planned some inevitable escape

as is the way of the VISIONary

Orepheusoh


https://bt!:a.st

Lonnie Lopez

Last Night I Died

he came fram the darkness
and rouched me

i sereamed for him o stop
i pnjmd to god for mercy

he did not listen

he plunged his knife inte me

tearing my flesh and my soul

his filthy, smelly hand covered my mouth
he entered into where he did not belong
inta where he was not welcome

tears and madness stained my eyes

and the world swirled around me

why is he hurting me

i eried ro close my eyes

1o lock our his face

to mufile his words

to make him go away

but his hateful breath told me he was there

and now i sit
alone in my room
blankets won't keep ourt the cold

and water won't wash away his touch
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Lonnie Lopez

When the One You Love Loves Another

When the one that you love loves another
Every scene, every smile that you see

Fills your heart up with pain to discover
To share love with your love will not be.

Enduring in silence a pain all your own
Your secret a secret will stay.

You whisper good-bye in a quivering tone
As your better bears your friend away.

Looking back with regrets on “what ifs" or “if onlys,”
On false dreams you've contrived in your mind,

Bur instead, lacking courage, you stand apart, lonely,
All faith and all hope, they unwind.

They move in like the wind, they move out like the rin,
The lucky ones whem he calls lover.

And just when you think you know just what he likes
This type is replaced by another.

Orpheus/62



Lonnie Lopez

Motion

Passing slewly overhead

Wispy clouds shall form a bed

Upon which God shall rest His head
And ponder on the words He's said
And how they've often been misread
By eager followers long since dead
Whase needy hungry souls were fed
By glories that could save from dread.
The curse of life: 1o hardship wed.
Oine steals anorher’s hard-earned bread,
Me ground too sacred not to tread,
Far from the word we have been lead.
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Lonnie Lopez

New Peneils

My mind convulses
And in berween the pangs

| struggle o force 2 poem
From this pencil.

Too bad the lead keeps
Breaking,

| take an aspirin

To counter the pain.

The drug relieves the symproms
For a few hours

And unril | purehase new pencils.
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Lonnie Lopez
Debussy'’s Ridedle

Why a prelude to 2 fawn

I shall never complately understand

When cars can just as easily suffice.

Perhaps there iz some inchoate metien

Of limb peculiar to a deer

That my semi-unbiased eye

Orwverlooks. Perhaps the songisa

Prescient dedication to Bambi's

Fallen mother, dark and slow-paced,

Macabre overtones to a child’s French pantomime.
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Langeweile Schmerz

Jewels Flashing In the Night of Time

The storm rode in at midnight,

and the cats began to bounce

like freed clecrrans

through the marrix of the room.
Ouside, the methane swirl stripped
fronds from palms and cucalypti,
their humiliation exposed

in the novas of burst transformers.
Beneath the roof’s flimsy beneficence,
the larger mammals cowered by the TV
to watch other acts of God.
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Langeweile Schmerz

Resentment, version 252

Diesensitized, you consume the days
selecting priorities resistant

to the gaze of cashiers

and other drones leering

from the asphalr fields

a deeper scrutiny

of such alicn minds

could mar the sexual facade

yet empathy’s regime

is not easily woppled

for each twist of Thanatos

seems a riddle demanding response
considering the acclaim awarded
to a precise thrust of attitude
though you manage to quell

any self-abnegating tendencies

ril like a sit-com

Sunday merning comes down

and you shimmer into the pews
gaining amnesty from yourself
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Portia 5t. Claire

Spirit of Orpheus

Whispered song stiered Black Orpheus fram his slurnber:
“WWe are climbing Jacob’s ladder.
Every rung goes higher, higher”

He saw in the fields

Pickers of cotton sweating in the smoldering sun,
Pricking their fingers,

Thired

Orpheus saw brutalicy:
Whips, homes in fire and smoke.

Crying,

He slowly played his guirar

tears quenched the sadness and ire.

He blew refreshing air, enlivening their desire

To bellow:
“Swing low, sweet charior,
Caming for to carry me home.”

Home away from body bondage,
Freedom in the shower of musical notes,

Prepare a place
In the now warld,

“NWfe shall overcome.
Brothers all are we.”
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Portia 5t. Claire

Heaven's Threads

My days are clothes by threads from heaven,

Husband's arms wrap me

in comfort, under the quilt.

Whriting poems at night,
watching orange dawn awake,

Bucterfly flutter,
hummingbird sips sweet nectar.

Poppy unfolding
epepe petals dancing in air.

In the marina,
light sparkle, shimmy on waves.

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

My garment wntil the warm earth accepts me.
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Portia 5t. (laire

Caeltural Aﬂegl:mrm

The Japanese imperialist’s dictum was to erase Korean culture,
“Make the Koreans Japaness!
All school children must have Japanese names,
In public: Speak only Japanese,
Cannat wear Korean clothes,
Cannor sing Korean songs.”

The Koreans obeyed these rules in public.

But within the homes, protected by the sanguine laughter of a Mew Year,
Kareans played yur-no-ri, throwing polished sticks into the air

Wal:ching to see the faCﬁM patterns,
Belted glories of the Korean land, and

Slurped the nee dumpling soup.

Outside, the Japanese gestapo patrolled the streets in drunken stupor.

I did not live during the Japanese accupation of Korea,
But | hated anything Japanese.
In face, for many years, [ refused to buy 2 Toyora or a Honda.

I watch in surprise at my boys, who are excited to play Japanese video games,
Take care of Tamaguchi per, wild about anything Pokernon and
Even recite the .Gl'mgam and katakana from the compurer.

And | pleasure in the fkebanag of a single dahlia next 1o a gnarled rwig,
And salivate even thinking of sukiyaki,

And [ wonder,

Would 2 Jew ever buy a BMW, a Porshe?
Enjoy Mezart's “The Magic Flute” or brarwurse?
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John Rose

Mommy, Mommy, Hold My Hand

Lirtle girl with golden hair, smiling, skipping, not a
care

Holding hands and swinging arms, effervesing
youthful charms.

Charter, chartter, skip, and sway, toss her head in
coltish play

But held by mom for safety’s sake, no mutual joy can
mom partake.

Dr:wllng nigh on slender limbs, a visage gaunt; my
puzzle stems;

So maybe drugs or healthcare woes, a lonely child and
50 it goes

Lietle girl with golden hair, smiling, skipping nota
care

Hand in hand with mom not there,
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John Rose

The Watchers

Parcupine, pincushion green, rigid stalk born in the spring.

Puffy white, sentinel flower, the yueea has a spiritual
power.

In times of old the Indian told... hés lond ssnrped with
inspunity. ..

the robite man came and took the same. ..and conguered
with immunity

With numbers high but scattered afar, an in&ig:nt super-
structure

The Indians by geography bound, were held in a stoneage
culture

With Columbian Exchange and gunpowder, dry, Euro-
man held no baired
breath

Far he tock what he saw and he wanted all in exchange for
the Indian's
death,

Hastings had said, so goes the report *.__let’s hunt a few for
the fun..."

5o hunting them all was the sport and the call "ul Ishi
cauld no longer run.

Indian spirits are incarnate new in the bloom of the yon'
yucea hill.

Their springtime stare and omniscient glare sees the fruits
of the white man's will.

The air is foul, the water too. Animals extinet if not scarce

Mo scrutiny aside, no yielding of pride; the conqueror is
hard 1o embarrass.

Yer, while it is true tis 2 cycle to rue, man kills a man for
his land,

Facts cannot lie for to live is to die, but wh],r must it be h}r
his hand?

As the yueca stands on the crest of a hill or leans in the
bend of a seream

The cycle of man like the C}'l:]ical P]an, 1 demise in spite of

the scream.
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John Rose

Black Eyed-Susan

Crecus, focused, radiant eye, warching all, those
passershy

Skirting roadways, fences too, omniscient numbers o
TEVIEW. ..

Silent, swaying if a wind, poignant tjmught 0 00 You
wend...

Looking, watching, seeing all, never talking to forestall

The passing sojourn, life goes by, recorded singly by
their eye.

Are they simply God's green girls, wispy, daincy,
roadside furls?

Some sub-heaven viewing glass warching carthly
travelers pass?

Or are they simply staminate, pistils, ready, propagate

Luring bees to yellow glee to pollinate eye’s filigree?

Sub-periscope of Heaven's power or simply just a
roadside flower?
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John Rose
A PorehsTale

Saolitary, empry there, upon a porch, a gloom,

Above a lawn so manicured, vain effort for a broom.

An emprty chair, innocuous, yet tv:Lli:nE pasltml:}r

This veil of pri m's not ]'uppincss; the chair reveals the lie!
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John Rose

The Veil of a Porch

A chair so plain upon the porch, austere with solemn grace
The yard so clean and manicured, presumes a happy place.
With efforts keen and concentrate’ to veil a lonely heart?

A szcond chair upon the porch would be a perfect start.
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John Rose

San Emidio at a Distance

Horsetails wrinkled, wispy white; brushing spacecus
strata height

Sunshine lew, in from the west; highlight foothills
‘neath the crest

Faule block mountains purple etched, Monrtana blue a
background skerched,

Though high and wide and changing most, horsetails
racing for the coast.

It gave one thought to pause and see what might cause
a cloud to flec.

A backward glance saw blackened roil as thunderheads
began to bail.

Surging down Sicrra lanes water rivulets on widow
panes,

Ambiguous black, the smoke of a roast chasing
horsetails to the coast,

Mother earth hears weathered voice; addressing the
land with nature’s
choice:

Guood-bye 1o clear and azure skies and all 2 horsetail
race belics,
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John Rose

Untitled

1 was young, with hormenal seents.
Easily, agilely slipped the fence
Soaked with fear, propelled by glee,
Picked an :.pp]c off another's tree.

I see her every now and then,

Exchanging looks, “Remember When?”

Of course 1 dog I'm not yer dead

Chur electric time slow to leave my head.

I'd known her man and an ass he'd been

And deservedly so, if he'd known ‘bout “When.”

Some time had passed and her trio had grown
When she called me, strangely, on the phone.
“He's leaving me now, you know?” she said.
“Our past's not passed, our "When' not dead.
You know the boys? He's paying for owo.
And thar's why I'm indicting you.

Of F‘.o]r and Jim, he’s their facher.

The oldest, lan, he's your bother.”

“When you picked that apple off the tree
You left your seedling for all to see.
Imagine your shock? Can you my dismay?
Save vain histrionics; he has DNAL"
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Africa, a Far Foreign Shore

A precipitous place, the African coast;

Dieep water, rocky, no harbors 1o host.

In spite of all nature, so alien 1o the West,

In but a row boat, they carried off her best.
With a passing interest in peles and plants
Artention was focused on primordial chants.
The African culture, so wild and energetic,

ldle, misguidad, 2 waste most frenetic!

The Euro-man, so worldly, asture;

Recyeled a means, more riches ro compute.

Like Doctor Death, they left not alone.

With gun powder barter they headed for home.
In the bowels of che ships, on decks fore and aft,
Promiscucusly packed, raft after rafft,

The extorted tribesmen, not the slow and the lame,
A fiest filled the ships, their brothers 1o blame!
“Gaive us 10007 the ship's basrards said.

“(ive us your own or your n:ighburs instead!™
It's an ongoing story that gets horribly worse.

It's a bastardy of man ill caprured in verse

Mistook, mi.splaﬁcd, misused, misspent;
Released, replaced, reused: Repent!
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The Trip to the Top of the Mowuntain

J’u:tu:ﬂy two trips

Yesterday I drove 1o Sequoia

My friend said:

Go o the mountains and see the leaves change

Drive through the canyon and watch the
transformarion from dessrr to deciduous trees and
up to the pines

See the colors change from rans and browns w
greens, yellows, aranges and gold

To greens and browns again

Breathe in the free, cold air and look our over the
forever mountains

And whart price?

Twisting road craveling up a mounain terminating ar
7500 feet

I was convinced would terminate me

Mo one told me about the road

C:Iifnmi: ns lﬁl‘l(!"\-"lI ahnut anyon mds

I'ma nmphytc Californian—and [ know now,

Mo reom for another car — drop-offs on one sids,
rock eliffs on the other

Scared | would meer someone coming down

And when | didn't, scared thar if something
happened no one would find me until Spring

The crumpled remains of an *87 Honda

The skeletal remains of 2 *453 woman

She was so young — well not so young

Just starting out on a new career

A pmﬁ:&mr—tht wp af her prafcsaian.

I talk ro mysclf when I'm scared and [ ralk vo my car

Who know which is stranger

I talk back, the car doesn't — not schizophrenic at
least
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I said vo miyself, “There has to be another way out of
here, | can't drive this read back again.”

Oh, but there wasnt!

I turned around and discovered the road had milage
igns

First 25.76

Round it off, how bad could twenty-six miles be?

Oops! [ already know that.

“I can do this, | have driven m[hctupufl:ht
mountain and part way down the other side.”

Yesterclay [ drove 1o Sequoia, and back agsin

I went up the mountain and | was scared of the road,
and the drop-offs

The trip down rthe mountain was different

| picked up a passenger named Courage

I saw and experienced — and still forgor to take
pictures

Even had wrouble with brakes overheated

Realized | needed to drive in second and let the car
show irself

Still not scared, laughed, talked to myself and my car

Congratulated us both

Mile 9 paint something — back in the desert

The road has an actual yellow line in the middle

[ tald myselfand my ear abour the room thar
afforded us

We were both glad.
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Barbara Pugh

Clown Day

Out of the fog, a persistent ringing.

1 pick up the phone — My daughter

“What do you need, Honey?"

“Oh Mom, [ was so vired and sick this mormning and |
didn’t keep the car — and it's Clown Day..."

And [ sy, “I have a paper to finish—next week is
exam week — I have clients this afrernoon.”

But it’s Clown Day.

Two lictle faces greet me and one tired, pale one.

I warry about my child — working-home-babies

*“Come on, Jimmy, ler’s go to Clown Day”

“Look at that, Grandma! Grandma, what's chac?
WH}', Grandma?™

The teacher smiles as | deliver him — “I'm so glad he
didn't have to miss Clown Day.”

| go hame for a time.
Making a decision, | call — "May | keep him until
mid-afternoon

and rake him to lunch®”

In the backyard we pick “fwowers for Mommy.”

“She likes the big yellow anes, Grandma.”

And | pick tiny purple ones.

Dandelions and wood viclets make a wonderful
bouguet.

And the tree has tiny leaves, and there's flowers on a
bush that smell good.

“Look at the “boodiful” clouds Grandma!;

“There's the scary one — Sharprooth is dead — he
couldat swim.” Oh, Land Befare Time.

“Lock! That one's a whale.”

“W'hy are sharks scary and whales aren'd”

“Sharks think you're lunch — whales know you're

mot.
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We laugh
Where shall we go for lunch?

MeDenald’s — of course

O tippy toes his chin is even with the counter —
McMuggees with honey.

“Bees make honey, Grandma.”

“Why's honey sticky, Grandma?”

“Cadderpillers make homes and you know whar,
Grandma? They make magic and be butterflies!”

And so do three-year-olds.

| drop him off

Part of my paper is done

My clients smile — or not — and wlk, and [ listen
And depart with hugs and thanks

Feels right — whar | do

And | work a bit longer

Stop at the stere — start home

And drive with tears—remembering my ewn
grandmeother — I thank her

for showing me

And on the rable at home is a gift — left

A lopsided clown — [ laugh at the pure joy of it

By habit, [ hang it on the refrigerator

It weas Clown Dy
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Seeds

In days gone by the courageous ones came
France and Narway, Soctland too,

roots unearthed, life never the same

|n¢]-|:ing for |ib4:n‘}l' life anew

Time passes on, new seeds are planted
the flowers are whisked with the wind,
ToOLs Efﬂ'w'l'l IUI'IE-. Cusoms EIIP'PIHI'I“{I
great are the gifis God sends

The crees in my yard

whisper their call,

ground underneath unyielding and hard
I choose not o listen, stumble and fall

Heaven behold! What could it be?
tall ones, small one gather around,
their limbs embrace me

as love in the air abounds

The roots strerch along

1 find my own soil,

one grows beside me steady and strong
as we watch the young ones tail

Bough dance and sway
their joy makes me whole,
blessings from Ged day after day

their love is a part of my soul!
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Red Spots on the Floor

The television on, screaming for attention
The news, the soaps, horrer, humer
A car speeds by oueside
The remote control, very :ﬂd}r
Vacant stare, lidless eyes
The telephane ringing, ears filled with ether
Click...you change the channel
Evening news, ten car pile-up
‘Crimson sheets blanker the carth
Red wine on the tablecloth, horror, pity
Click...comedy central, vears of laughter
The dryer buzzes furivusly

Click...AlDS documentary, sadness
Click...sitcom.. .click...movie.. .click.. .death
Serrow, pity, humaor, horror. ..confusion
Yellow torgues of fire licking at 2 house
Click...paralyzed, can't move
Trapped in cement falling
Falling to the ocean floor
.. -elick...aumb. . .elick...

Radvo bunsming in the background
Boy with machine gun at scheol
...chick...ir's cold, dark
lcicles dripping from your
Mose, your fingers, your heart
Red spots on the floor
Click.. .back. < EAEET
Did anybody die?
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The Rock in Shark Infested Waters

She rests on a rock

A mile off shore

Her silky fur warmed from the sun
Bormn to swim

She's not |u-n5 confent

Warming the rock

She dives in

The cool saley warer

Is a gentle caress

She glides through

Itz seething embirace

Her soul is free

As she plays in the surf
Dioing the things seals do
She laughs

But the sca is not always
Safe for one like her
Da.nf,l.'r threatens at every turn
Her play is cut short

Ax the sighe of a shark
Heading her way with

A hungry smile

Quickly she clambers

Back on the rock
Determined to live again. ..
She waits
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Going Mad

I'd almost like to just go mad
my hair a mess

behavier bad

I'd kick and hit
I'd yell and fail
my breath come hard
my logic fail

I'd come off with some horrid threat
my eyes unfocused in a swear

I'd damn your eyeballs if you stared
insulr you
say | never cared

I'd cut you down
your heart would break

I'd seream to heaven

my ribs would ache

and when I'd rest from this attack
I'd beg for you to take me back

I'd lock into your eyes again

to see if | was safe and then
I'd bawl with tears just streaming
down
and ask if you would hold me now

I'd shuck my clothes off in a heap

smug up to you and
go to sleep.
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Cumulo Nimbus

Suill ie goes,
burgeoning.

1 bring lunch to his office.
He beams,

reaches to shake my hand:

One more meeting and then,

yes, he will take time to ear.

Where will you sit?
Would you care for some tea?
Such calm and chaste propriety.

A towering cumulo
nimbus out the window;

contained,
it builds:

A mounting hrighmcss still.
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Swaying Grasses

Wake up ro another day of love.
How would you flow with love if your
life were cured?

Sweet knowledge would walt love
through all you de.

Like a bireeze through the orchard, love
animates vour body.

The cat rises to its owner’s touch,
Hillside grasses sway together in the
wind.

How often does one flower blossom
alane?

Lavers show gratitude in giving profusely.

Who would not desire this fr:gmm
wisdom?
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Promethea

OF eourse | noticed
When your kirchen gate gave way.
Opportunistic feeder, | stole in:
Treasures of the Forbidden
City — don't taste; its God's
Retisserie. We wasted, feasted
With our eyes and noses, never licked
A spoon.

Suill ungated, unsated, stray

[ pay, your perimeter repaired,
Flames flaring in my flesh,

| dream of sluice of fiery jewels
From chest to legs to chest,
Eve's apple flambé

With raisins, cognac, pear
Cherries jubilee

Take home the sun god's fare.
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Angels
1

First off, | reject that
any of us are actual
angels in disguise

1 know thar gig roo well

real angels

even if metapherical/pinaforical

are in da skies, not here

not pinchable, bumpable, joshable
understandable like us.

though we may all in deed be
spiritual beings

having a human experience
as someone said

that’s human
human

angel wings have straps and glitter
you can’t move much

balzncing the wire halo

you do it in the spirit

then turn them in afterwards

the ghast of Christmas present
heavenly visitation

spirit of giving

heliday turkey in the spirit
poulirygeist

whitemeat flying around

for no apparent reason

warm stuffing in your lap
thar's the spirit.
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Under Grape lvy

When desire like a child has gone wan-
deri ng

And made a hide-out in a neighbor's
garden,

Sraking eur a sense of order

That deepens breath and calms the heart,

Playing itself out from spring ro fall,

One day you want 1o bring things home:

The lictle saucepan — knock out the
leaves and dirt;

Spoons and juice glasses missing since
SUmimer;

The red-handled broom; rwe eyedropper
bortles;

Pencil nubs and papers; sun-faded yellow
sweater;

Returning the garden to its simple garden
self;

The former swirl of tea parties and
friendship
Released

Inte the sunshine and breeze.

Home and fresh

From building something brave and fine,
Desire takes a rest,

Content in body and mind.
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Putting Out Annuals

Commissiening pansies
0 EXPIEss OUr Caring;
Bricfing lccland poppies as
ambassadors of high ideals;
Charging sweet alyssum to
represent our well-being.

Forward, yellows!
Heads high, reds!
Looking lively, purples!
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Pygmalia

Bue when your hand
Sweeps through the sand
And you say this is sea
And this is land

I see

I see!

And when you part

The curtains of my hearn
And point to what is dull
And whart is smart

1 feel

I kmaw it's real!

My sand is shocked ro feel your hand
My heart is blinded by the lighe
Pushing my limits o withstand

A flash and sudden sight.
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Contemplative Prayer

Sinking downward, muscles melting
Giving myself into the oceanic hands of God

Surrendering thought by gentle intention
Warching waves of thoughr roll by above

Emerging to surface on a thought
Descending back on the Word as dew on grass

Dissolved into the liquid medium of awareness
Action from our eore long in action

Learn i.ng o trust and breath
The flowing warers of our origing.
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Jason T. Grist

Observer Thinks a Fan

A stage for less than an hour,
Rays of eminent power

The observer thinks a fan

with hope the light expands,

Sa the fan soon grows narrow
And the song of a distant sparrow
Breaks the thoughe at best

OF the ahserver looking west.
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Dry Places
Route 66 in one’s mind —
MNecessarily so
Life legendary

As one sits still enough
To rake pleasure from

Just knowing —
Like a grandchild whe's at
the foor of this grandfather’s
rocking chair
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Jeffery Scott Elwell

“First Date”

Lights come up on 2 cross-section of the interior of a restaurant. There are a
pair of square tables with whire linen tablecloths set in front of a pair of
dark jade cushioned benches anchored 1o the back wall. Captain’s chairs si
apposite the benches, The restaurant is fairly dim with much of the
i].rumjmri.un coming from small candle globes on the tables. Music from 2
piano bar filiers into the dining area. An atractive Hostess leads a couple
to one of the tables. The man, David, pulls out the chair for his date, April,
who avoids the chair and sears herself on the bench. David smiles weakly ac
the Hostess and then sits in the chair.

HOSTESS
Your waitperson tonight will be Suzie.
{smiles)
5he'll be with you momentarily.
(exins)

David and April smile at cach other. He looks away. She takes the silver-
ware from her napkin and begins inspecting it picce by piece.

DAVID
Waitperson. [ just love that.

APRIL
What's wrong with ie?

DAVID
I¥'s just so politically correct.

APRIL
Whar should they be called?

DAVID

Waiter or waitress. [ assume we have the larrer.
APRIL

{still looking a silverware)
I don't believe it.
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DAVID
Whar!

APRIL

(holding cut knife)

This.

DAVID
Whar's wrong with it?

APRIL

You can't see?
Diavid shakes his head. She thrusts the knife under his nose
Spots. All over the blade.

DAVID
Ch.

APRIL
I can't stand diry silverware.

DaAvID
I'm sure they'll give you another ane.

APRIL
Oh, they will.

DAVID
I'll get her attention and...

APRIL
I can ask her myself.

DAVID
[ was just trying to be...

APRIL
& man.
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DAVID

Excuse me?
APRIL

Men always have to exert their dominance.
DAVID

So, what do you do? We didn't ger much of a chance to talk ar the theater.
APRIL

A lictle of this and a little of that. What about you?
DAvVID

I'm a writer. Correction, journalist, [ work at the Times.
APRIL

Bigshet, huh?
DAVID

MNeot really. 1 cover the legislature. Most of the staries are boring, page
owenty-seven stuff.

APRIL
1 hate those bastards.

DAVID
L::gislatorl.’

APRIL
Mo, journalists.

DAVID
Oh.

APRIL
Tbe_}' say they're objective but...

DAVID

I wonder where thae waitress is?
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APRIL
Hungry?

DavVID
Farnished. I worked straight through lunch.

APRIL
Thar's not good. Lunch is the most important meal of the day.

DaAVID
I thoughe it was breakfasc?

APRIL
That was then...S0, what do you like? Red meat?

DaVID
Sometimes.

APRIL
Let me guess, rare, dripping with blood.

DavID
Medium-well, brown inside. You?

APRIL
I'm a vegerarian.

DAVID
Oh.

APRIL
Go on, ['ve heard it all before.

DAVID
Heard whar?

APRIL
The jokes...the innuendoes. ..

DAVID

I don't know what you're talking about,
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APRIL
Right.

The Waitress enters with two glasses of water and two menus,

APRIL

It's about time.

;"Lpril gnhi a menu from the Waitress. David smiles shyly as the Waitpess
hands him the other menu.

WAITRESS

Can [ get you something to drink?

DAVID

(co April)

Would you...

APRIL
I'll have a vodka martini,

{holds up knife)

And a clean knife.

DAVID
Tom Collins for me.

WAITRESS
I'll be right back with your drinks.
(she exits)

DAVID
Thank you.

APRIL
She was attractive, wasn't she?

DAVID
I puess sa.

APRIL

You guess so? | thought you were going to burn a hele through her the way
you were staring.
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DAVID
I wasn't staring.

APRIL
Come on.

DAVID
1 wasn't,

APRIL
Then you must be terribly farsighted.

DAVID
I hardly looked ar her,

APRIL

Please. Give me credit for having a brain. It doesn't bother me. ['ve goten
used to it I'd juse like to know why men always have 1o do i

DAVID
Do whar?

APRIL
Look ar women when they're with another woman. I'd just like o know

DAVID
I wold you, | wasa't looking at her.

APRIL
You didn't see her?

DAVID

You know what I mean. [ looked at her, [ saw her, but I wasnt “locking” ar
her.

APRIL
You don't have to lie.

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

DAVID
[ wasn's...yes, | was yelling. Sorry. Why don't we searr aver?

APRIL
Fine. Why'd you ask me out?

DAVID
I don't know._. I just did.

APRIL
There was no reason?

DAVID

Well, | saw you in the theater...l rzn into you in the lobby...we talked...1
asked you our.

APRIL
Do you always ask our women you meet in the theater?

DAVID
Nao...not always.

APRIL
Then why me?

DAVID
You seemed nice. .. friendly...

APRIL
Easy?

DAVID
No.

APRIL
You didn't think [ was easy?

DAVID
Ma, I didn't.
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APRIL
Apgressive!

DAVID
You might have struck me as a bit aggressive. Why all the questions?

APRIL
I like to study men's thought processes.

DAVID
And how do you think I think?

APRIL
Like most men.

DAVID
Take it that's not a compliment.

APRIL
If's an answer.

DAVID
It's tough 1o figure you out.

APRIL
Is ic?

DAVID

When we met last week you seemed to be interested in me. Mow I'm not so
sure.

APRIL
Interested how?

DAVID
Interested...1 don't know, mentally. .. physically. .. male-female type of
interested.

APRIL
Male-female oype of interested. . .what kind of interest is thar?
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DAVID
Berween a man and 2 woman.,

APRIL
Companionship? Friendship?

DAVID
Yes.

APRIL
Lowe?

DAVID

APRIL
Sex?

DAVID
Sex? Where's the waitress?

APRIL
Hungry for mnud\ing.’

DavID
| don’t feel comfortable talking about that.

APRIL
Food?

DAVID

Sex. I'm not comfortable discussing it in public...with someone 1 hardly
know.

APRIL
Mest men da it with someone they hardly know. Besides, | don't think

anyone is listening in on our conversation,
The Waitress enters with their drinks.

DAVID
Finally.
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WAITRESS
Have you decided what you want?

APRIL
We'll need a few more minutes

The Waitress exits. April picks up her menu as David takes a sip of his
drink.

DAVID
Maybe this wasn't 2 good idea.

APRIL
1 think she likes you.

DAVID
Whar?

APRIL
The waiteess. | definitely think she likes you.

DAVID
We haven't said rwo words.

APRIL
Women can tell these things.

DAVID

%il‘. {ID ‘lﬁ!l.l hl.\"c SOme I}"P‘E leitcl'ﬂ I'i.d.'l.'!? HW Can women utt“ I'J.'H:‘EC
things?™

APRIL
They juse can,

DAVID
Jesus!

APRIL
Something wrong?

DAVID

Wamen.
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APRIL
Women?

DAVID
I's impossible to figure them out.

APRIL
Mi}rhcwc don't want to be "E;u.fnd our.”

DAVID
Righe.

APRIL
Whar's that supposed 1o mean?

DavID
Mothing. Where's the waitress?

APRIL
It's not nothing. What! Whar?

DAVID
It means what it means.

APRIL
Thar's bullshir.

DAVID
What it means is that men and women want different things.

APRIL
Don't I know it.

DAVID

Yeah, right. Poor you and all the others like you. I don't know why [ keep
hanging my head against the wall, tjfmgs never work out.

APRIL
Tl'lqr don't, huh?
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DAVID

Ma, they don't.
APRIL

| suppose you never get what you want?
DAVID

As a mateer of faet, I don’t. What would you know about what | wane?
APRIL

I know what you wanr,
DAVID

Wha?
APRIL

Don't play games with me. You know whart you want.
DAVID

Whar!?
APRIL

You wane to fuck me.
DAVID

Whart!?
APRIL

You want to fuck me, Screw me. Mail me, Plug me. Ball me.
DAVID

Quiet down for Chrissakes. Everybody'll hear you.
APRIL

You don't want them to know that you want 1o fuck me?
DAVID

Mol
APRIL

You don’t want to fuck me?
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DAVID

APRIL
Don't lie to me! Thar's what all of you want. Dinner. Drinks. Maybea
litele dancing with the classier guys. But then it's always the same. My
place. ..their place. A kiss...they grab a breast...press up against you...you
guys think we're all suckers for a hard dick.

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

APRIL
You don't want to score me? You didn't splash on all that Aqua Velva with a
little poontang in mind. You didn't spend a little extra time flossing your
teeth and brushing your tongue so you could slip it 1o me in the car on the
way home. You probably shampooed your pubic hair so it would smell nice
when you forced my head into your lap. [ bet you even check your condom
supply to make sure that you're protected from any diseases T might have
when you thrust your manhood inte me., Right?

DAVID
MO

APRIL
Meo?

DAVID
Mot

APRIL
You don't want to fuck me?

DAVID
Mao.

APRIL
Whar’s wrong with me? n

DAVID
You...
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APRIL

My uts aren't Big muugh? I'm not thin enough? Whar!
DAVID

I'm not interested in...
APRIL

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

DAVID
Look, I'm sorry you have some bad experiences with...

APRIL
Oth, ain't you the sensitive sne. I'm sure you're really concerned abour my

life.

DAVID
1 rlwugh':...

APRIL
Swop with this :hinir.ing bullshix :l]ﬂc-.'l.dy. You didn't think abour anything
but getting your dick wet. [ can accept that men want one thing and
women want another. Whar [ derest. .. what [ hare. . whar [ loathe above all
else is when a guy doesnt have the balls to admit it. Now say it

DAVID
Mo,

APRIL
Say il

DAVID
Ma!

APRIL
Say you wane 1o fuck me.

DAVID

Mo. No. Ne. Mo, I don't. 1 den't wane to fuck you. I don't want to kiss
you. Idon't want to touch you. [ den't want to be with you. I don't want
to look at you. [ don't want to have anything to do with you. [ don't have
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any idea why you went out on this date with me and [ don't care. [ don't

even want to say goedbye. . »
itz Lo £XIT)

APRIL
Dont!

DAVID
{turns to see gun in her hand)
Whar the hell is thar suppesed 1o be?

APRIL
Why, don't you know? It's a nice warm phallic symbol. Every gurl should
awn one. MNow sit back down.

DAVID
Go o Hell.

APRIL
MNow thar’s not a pice thing to say. STT DOWM!

David starts to exit again and April fires the gun, shooting him in the back.
He falls to the ground, dying. She gets up and stands over him as the
Waitress enters.

APRIL
Mo, fuck you,
(ro Waitress)
Gex rid of this piece of garbage.

The Waitress grabs David by the ankles and drags him off. April sits back
down, takes a sip of her vodka martini and puts the gun back in her purse.

She looks at her watch, reaches into her purse and pulls out lipstick and a
mirror. She re-does her lips, and then replaces the lipstick and mirror
Looking off right, she smiles and waves. The Hostess enters, followed by a
man. She | him to the table and exies.

BLACKOUT
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Yerba Buena

very year the yerba buena comes up, like a sea of green waves lightdy

swaying in 2 gentle breeze. There is no longer a house near the

planes. There is no ene o give them water unless someone happens
o come walking by, like us, on this Sunday afternoon. There is no one o
pick the yerba buena and brew the delicious aromaric tea with all it sooth-
ing and healing powers. But still the yerba buena comes up, perhaps in
tribute to the hands that planted them here and gave them their beginning
on this very site. Once someone had lived here, it had been their home. If
we listen very close, we can hear the ghostly voices thar are carried in the
bresze.

“Miguel, come inside! It's time to wash up and car.”

“In a minute Mama, [ have to feed the rabbirs.”

The beoy's mother walks inside the house and continues her daily chore
of cooking supper for her family. A large black pot bubbling with beans
and bacon sits on the ancient white and chrome stove. Mama busies herself
mabking tortillas and fresh salsa. The comal is turned on and waiting for the
first tortilla. She gently kneads the flour dough inte round little meunds.
She rakes the rolling pin and begins vo pass back and forth over the floured
mound. It begins to flarten and stares to take the shape of a circle. Mama
places the flarrened dough on the hor comal and warches the bubbles come
up. When one side is cooked she quickly rurns the torrilla over and cooks
the other side. When she finished cooking all the torrillas, she gathers the
fresh vegerables to make the salsa. In her black stone grinder, she grinds
fresh cumin, garlie, and cilantro. She carefully dices the tomatoes and
onion. Mama mixes all the ingredients and puts them in a bowl ready 1o
put on the table. When she is just about finished, her daughter comes
running with braids swinging wildly.

“Mama, is it almast time to eat? I'm hungry!™

“8i mija, go call your Papa and Tie Julian, They're outside with the
chickens. Oh, and call Mamayita, she’s out in the frone warching over her
planes.”

Rosario runs to the front of the house 1o look for her grandmother. As
saon as she steps off the porch, her nostrils are filled with the sweer fra-
grance of herbs that always seem to surround Mamayita. Rosario spots her
grandmaother bent over dozens of clay pots filled with herbs of different
varieties.
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“Mamayita, Mama says it’s time 1o eat supper.”

“Ay, mija, | just have to move a few of these pots agrinst the fence,
because [ dor't like the way the wind is blowing. You go inside and tell your
maother I'll be there in a few minures.”

The old woman returned o moving and 5hiﬁing the pots of precious
herbs. The people in the neighborhood called Mamayita a “curandera.”

She could cure anything from 2 stomach ache to an insect bite. Her
medicinal eoncoctions of teas and salves brought healing and comfort 1o the
many people who came to the old curandera for help. People still ralk
about the fime when the neighbor’s baby stopped eating. The parents tried
everything they could but the baby would just cry for hours. Diesperately
they came to Mamayita for help. They knew if the baby would not start
eating soon, he would die. She brewed a few herbs together and dipped the
edge of 2 saft cloth into the liguid. Slowly she dabbed the baby's lips with
the clath. The baby began to taste the liquid and soon he was drinking a
fewr drops. The curandera stayed with him for chree days, ﬁ:cdi.ng him a few
drops at a time. On the third day the baby began to take nourishment form
his mother. Everybody said it was a miracle that the baby survived.
Mamayita knew it was the miracle of her herbs that saved him.

Mamayita finished arranging her pots and stood up with her head held
high, sniffing the air and carching a seent of wet earth. The dark elouds
were moving in a3 she cleaned her hands on her apron and walked in the
house.

Papa and Tio Julian were seated at the table talking while Mama
prepared their plates. Rosario and Miguel were helping their mother set the
table.

“Well, brocher, you think we should go to McFarland chis weekend and
fight that red rooster? 1 sparred him with the black one this morning and [
think he's going to be 2 winner.”

“8i, you have been working hard with these two roosters. [ think you're
right, we just might have us anather champion.”

Papa was the best “gallers” in the Counry. People would come from as
far north as Mapa Valley to as far south as Palm Springs to fight one of
Papa’s gallos, He was respected among the other galleros because of his fair
play and they knew he would never hedge on his bets.

The family sat around the table eating and talking quietly. Papa told
them that the owner of the ranch was worried about this year's crops. They
really needed some rin to come soon. It was unusual for this time of year
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that so little rain had fallen. Mama promised she would say a rosary tonight
and pray to the Virgin for rain. Miguel asked if he could be excused o go
outside and make sure that his rabbits were all inside the pen he built for
them. Tio Julian said he would go with Miguel and check one more time
on the chickens and see if they were all in their pens for the night.
Mamayita and Rosario clear the wable, while Mama starts the dishes. The
women work together in the kitchen and soon it is clean. Mama asks
Mamayita when they are going to starr canning the latest erop of Fruits that
came in. She says maybe they will start Samurday when the men go o fight
the gallos. Mamayita says she is tired and is going to bed carly. Fosario
tuns to her room to play with her Barbies. Mapa and Mama sit in the cocina
a while longer and have a cup of coffec. Papa iz worried thart the old
curandera seems to be getring tired casily these days. Mama tells him not to
be worrying about Mamayita, she is stronger than any of them. Papa joins
the boys outside, and Mama goes to her room to say the rosary before
bedtime.

Mama kneels in front of her make-shift altar in her room. The small
table has a statue of the Virgin de Guadalupe, two candles with the picture
of the Virgin painted on the front, and a jar of holy water thar the priest ar
the church blesses for her on Sundays. Mama take her beads and starts
praying. She prays for the rain to come soon and water the chirsty crops.
She prays to the Virgin to keep Mamayita strong and healthy. And she
prays for her family, and thanks the Virgin for giving them one more day
together,

Resario is in her room purting away her Barbie dolls. She sits in frone
of her dresser with the oval mirror. Slowly she starts undoing her braids and
her hair cascades down her back like ripples on water. She's thinking how
much fun it is going to be when Easter comes. They will all go £o church
together, and she will be wearing a new dress thar Mamayita has made for
hee. Then they will drive to Visalia for a big fiesta at the park with the rest
of the clan. It is 5o much fun 1o see all her aunts and uncles and the dozens
of cousins she has. Thqrw'lu ear and play unal it gers dark. Everyone will
go home happy and thankful to have such a large family.

The house is still and dark when the rain begins to fall. Everyone is
asleep in their beds, The old curandera stirs in her bed and wakes up. She
has 1o gee up and walk around. Her old bones ache form being immehbile.
She knew they were going to have rain tonight from the way her bones were
hurting. She gets up and walks down the hallway, Rosario is sound asleep,
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dreaming of a yellow Easter dress. Miguel fidgeting in his bed settles down
into a sound slumber. Mamayita walks out to the porch and sertles herself
into an old rocking chair. She begins to rock, the chair creaking and
swaying with cach pass. Before long, lightening flashes in the sky, then the
loud clap of thunder begins. Mamayita sits in her chair watching the rain.
She lets the peace of the cool rain wash over her. The earth smells fresh and
clean and the scent of the herbs linger in the night air. The lightening
crackles, and the light illuminates Mamayita's white nightgown, giving hera
ghost-like appearance. Is she really a ghost? Did people actually live here?

On this Sunday afternoon we can only stand here and wonder abour
the home once occupied by a family thar made tortillas, fought gallos, had
rabbits, dreamed af}rd.[ow Easter dresses, and grew magic herbs in dz}* pots.
Still, the yerba buena comes up each year to attest to the fact that once there
was a family and carries thar sweet message in the gentle breezes.




Rebecca E. Ellis

Untitled

conscientiousness, “Vester and Hattie y'all better get up, these

chickens ain't gonna feed themselves!™ Big Mama was a burly
woman with skin the eolor of dark swiss chocolate. Her baritone veice
would bellow warmly through your body when she spoke to you. Everyone
had to lock up at Big Mama because she stood at 5°10"; her plump round
face always wore a smile, and when it did, her eyes would sparkle like
sunlight dancing across the pond on Old Man River’s land mid-morning,

Big Mama's house was old, the wood floors smelled of fresh pine and
when you walked into the kitchen, old creaky would announce your
presence. The walls were painted a chestnut brown, warm and inviting. In
the mornings when you walked into the kitchen, the scent of bacon covered
in brown sugar and frying in the skiller permeated your nostrils, and the
sound of fried eggs sizzling, cracking and rocking in mune would sing in
'}"{“." CArs.

B..ls MIITII alwa}'s Sﬂ"lﬂf me x I'I'-I.s “"I'.I.EI'I [ came il'l fﬂ-l' I}rﬂﬁkﬁit; Sh:.:d
epen her arms wide and envelop my small body, and [ would plant my face
inta her pillowy saft chest, as she squeezed me into fresh lemonade, The
scent of vanilla accompanied by a hint of chewing wobacco would danee s
way into my nose 25 | closed my eyes and felt Big Mama's love seeping its
way through my skin and resting deep within my heart,

We never had enough money to go to camp in the summertime, which
was always okay with my cousin Vester and [, because we would always be
sent to Big Mama's instead. While our friends were stuck ar seme snooty
camp with military rules, we'd be allowed o run wildly through the back
waoods and alleys, like unc:gcd animals in Er}r:m.Tm. The air in Texas in
the summertime was always sticky, humid and scorching. Most days we
would wade in the pond on Old Man Rivers' property; the steam would
seep up through the smoky black asphalt like smoke coming off the bacon
in Big Mama's skillet, burning the toes of kids who weren't smart enough o
keep their sandals on. While they would be walking on their heels murrer-
ing words of, “Och, Ouch and Uchy Uch Uch,” we'd be lazily floating on
the pond as the cool warer tickled us between our toes.

Weighing all of 79 pounds with pony tails that hung to her shoulder,
my cousin Vester was a skinny litdle kid whom Big Mama had nicknamed
“Suring Bean.” She could squeeze in berween the locked gaves at the high

B g Mama's voice came racing around the corner, j\ull:'l ng me into
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school, 11:2'.1:\3 me to climb over the top. We'd g0 there and pretend that we
were senior high giels. Vester would strut dewn the hall shaking her hips in
1 boom boom swing, in the direction of all the smelly sweary boys, as they
came out of the musky athletic room after practice. Big Mama would tell
her that being fast like that wasn't going to lead to nothing good, and that it
would bring upon her nathing but troubles and bad days. I'd juse snicker
with laughter inside every time she did her boom boom shake.

One time Vester bet me two whole big red pop bottles that she could
cook scrambled eggs on the sidewalle [ rold her thar it was 2 dumb ides,
because ain't nobody ever heard of a person cooking on the sidewalk before,
but with those bottles, [ could run dewn to the corner store and cash them
in, which would give me just enough moncy to buy a deluxe cheescburger
from Jake's. [ could taste that warm juicy deuble cheeseburger smothered in
secret sauce, that was just thousand island dressing, mixing with the saliva in
my mouth, a5 we made the bet.

Anyhow, Vester slipped inte Big Mama’s kitchen making sure 1o tip toe
around the creaky spots. A gust of cold refrigerated air briskly chilled her
face as she slowly opened the icebox, being careful not te make a sound. 1f
Big Mama caughe us swiping her eggs, she'd be sure and tan our rear ends
good. Reaching into the box, Vesters spindly fingers attached themselves to
two of Big Mama's freshest brown speckled colored eggs. 1inhaled the air
deeply, rurning, twisting and tightening in my lungs, [ let it linger there in
fear of Big Mama hearing it as it made its escape into the atmosphere as
Wester made her way towards the door with her prize. Onee outside, we
bach ler our the dry stale air that we'd been holding inside, tasting the
sweetness that comes with inhaling a fresh breath; we grinned with delighe
that we had been able to pull off the theft.

We decided to use the sidewalk in front of Mrs. Johnson's house. The
sun was always beating down upon Mrs. Johnson's house as if it had 2
grudge against her. Her roses wilting and rired somehow managed o
survive. We crouched down, dusting off the sidewalk making a clean
cooking surface area. Cracking the eggs against the edge of the sidewalk, we
hield them up and watched as their slimy, slippery liquid contents slowly
slithered out of their shells, plopping onto the blazing hot sidewalk, whis-
tling, crackling and sizzling as they landed.

Vester began pouring in some red clay dirt for seasoning, [ took a
spindly twig and began scrambling them. Lietle bubbles began o form,
popping. exploding and releasing the eggs fragrant scent into the summer
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air, Rusty, a seraggly unwashed mutr, came bumbling scross the streer,
sniffing the air as if he was hunting rabbics for supper. Spotting the eggs
Rusty plundered inte Vester pushing her aside with his wet nose. 1 quickly
dove fior him, grabbing a huge pare of his flea infested fur with my left hand,
even though 1 had a hold of him, that mutt managed 1o squeeze in berween
the two of us and began lapping up our scrambled egg concoction.

Wester fell head first onto the sidewalk releasing 2 curdled gut wrenching
scream, Big Mama thinking the dog was attacking us, came racing out of
the house with her skirt tail flying behind her. With her mammeoth-sized
hands, she reached in, grabbing the dog by his collar, and pulled him from
in between us. Then she spied her fresh from this morning pickings eggs half
earen and half cooked on the sidewalk. Releasing the murr, Big Mama's
g]:dia.mr hands flew up into the air and our bodies tensed up il as boards,
making themselves ready for the impending blow.

Her hands, descending in our direction, found a comfortable home
upen her hips as she rocked back on her heels, her back bending, Then,
from somewhere deep inside of her gut came the loudest belly laugh we'd
ever heard. Her belly jiggled like fresh hammock cheese jam, as tiny lakes of
salt water drizeled from her eyes. Then, from Big Mama's dhick full lips

came the words, “I've done that two.”
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A Sensitive Man

“You're on in five minuves Mr. Turnbuck.”

“Ms. Scarchered, | have a warch. 1 know whar time it is.”

“Sorry sir"”

“How do [ look?”

“Your tie is all wrong. Let me fix it for you." The young secretary
stepped toward her boss and grappled with his excessively wide tic with her
thin, Frail ﬁngl:rs.

“That's tao tight. Can you loosen it please?” He released a heavy sigh.
The skin overflowing his collar was turning a raspberry red. “My Ged, it
feels like a noose around my neck.”

"There you go, sir. That looks much betrer. You really should learn
how to knot your own tie.”

“Maybe later. Did you stand behind the curtain and watch to see who
has come into the auditorium like [ asked you 1e?"

“Yes sir, | have.”

el

Wl whar, sir?”

“Whe's here? Are you listening 1o me? Whe did you recognize?”

“Sorry Mr. Turnbuck. | saw Mick Winters enrer with a number of
others who belong ro the Ambassadors of Narure group.”

“Ah, Winters, he just couldnt stay away. That man believes that he has
been given the sole rcspons]l:ilil}r for saving the animals on this plan:r, and
he will noe abort this mission of his until he has liberated the funa of Kern
County from the tyranny of economic development. Hazh,” the man
smirks to himself, “T dont sweat him a bit,"

“But, Mr. Turnbuck, what about his argument that the freeway project
twill displace one of the most ecologically sensitive areas in Bakersfield?
Won't 2 traffic corridor mar the Kern River landscape, eliminating it
aesthetic value, as well as reducing irs funetionality as a recreational area for
people and a habirat for indigenous animals and plants? 1 think chat Mes.
Wingers hasa..."

“Mick Winrers doesn't have rwo brain cells to rub rogether to starc a fire.
The fact of the matter is that his I"'mcwn}r project is a ‘quality of life" issue.
Owur objective is to enhance the individual lives of the tax payers in west
Bakersfield by providing these residents with easy access to modern, safe,
cfficacious roadways, not to step aside and allow a granola stuffed longhair
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determine what family is more important: a den full of field mice or 2 mini
van packed with children.”

“Wheo else did you spet in the audience Ms. Scarcherd?”

“Daniel Bc[l:sbri.ds: is here, sir”

“Daniel the spaniel. The man, whe after forey years of lethargy, finally
pulled his head our of his rear and ferched himselfa cause. Did he bring
anybody with him?”

“Yes, Mr. Turnbuck, there is quite a large crowed that entered the room
and is sitting with him. They must be other residents of the neighborhood
that doesn't want the freeway to go through their backyards.

“You know, Ms. Scarcherd, [ will never understand chese people. Do
they want to stay a little sheep pen, fruit stand, plow and plant kind of
town, or do they want to ride the crest of the times into the twenty-first
century? The problem with these hicks is that they can't make up their
minds. That is why [ get paid to decide for them. These dim wits don't
have the ability to see the larger picture as | do. Oh, thank Ged for that.”
Mr. Turnbuck then threw up his hands, seretching them to the ceiling,
mimicking a believer at a Haly Ghost crusade.

“I hate to interrupt your personal revival, sir, bur you are expected ar
the podium in one minure.”

“Ok. Don't press me, you'll make me nervous, and this is one night
that [ want to keep my cool. One last question: is Sal Kraussley out there?”

“Yes he is.”

“Damn him! He is the one person in this whale fiasco, this bow] full of
mixed nuts, that frustrates me the most.” Mr. Turnbuck, rrembling with
indignation for Mr. Kraussley and suffering the knowledge that he must
endure an hour of scrutiny, began egesting little globules of mojsture from
his bald head. Ms. Scatcherd rushed forward with a Kleenex from her purse
to remove the gathering perspiration. An unexpected glare from his shiny
forchead struck her eyes and blinded her momentarily. Although she could
not see, her momentum continued to carry her forward and she clubbed his
skull hard with her fist.

“Ms. Scarcherd, you idiod™

“I'm o sorry, sie.”™ With much trepidation, she completed the sk of
mopping his forehead.

“As 1 was saying, it is Mr. Kraussley who I find 1o be the biggest fool of
all. I don't understand him. “We are both businessmen. And he, being the
manager of the Rosedale-Rio Bravo Warter Storage Districr, should recognize
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the sweet deal thar | am trying 1o give him. | have bent ever backwards wo
make that guy happy. I've promised to repay him double and triple every
aete thae we take away and pave ever. Bur all thar lunarie keeps talking
abour are his recharge capabilities: "‘Our ponds are located upon superh
percolation ground, The material is coarse; there is greater spacing berween
the grains of sand which enables more water o pass through. Thisisa
naturally occurring phenomena, and we are unwilling to relinquish this
ground for any other piece of ground that you would like to give us. It just
could never do what our pends can de.” Blah, blah, blah, and more non-
sense and more garbage”

Mr. Turnbuck was now worked inte a full blown frenzy. Suddenly, an
amplified voice could be heard announcing on the other side of the drawn
curtain, “Good evening, ladies and Bcntlr.mcn. Thank you for coming out
tonight to participate in our town hall style meeting.” His eyes flashed and,
throwing his head in the direction of the speaker, he conterted his body into
such a pesition that it was evident Mr. Turnbuck did net plan on missing a
single word. The announcer continued afver allowing his introduetion ro
sink in: “The Kern River Freeway project has proven itself to be a divisive
issue for our community. Bu, in spite of this, ladies and gendemen, we are
all gachered here tonight vo seek a compromise because. ..

“l am dead set on this frecway, and I will not change my mind.”

“...and this is why you can all be assured that this is an impersonal
matter and we can, therefore, discuss it rationally and dispassionately...”

“I will not be made 1o look like a fool in front of my constituents and
my board members!”

“So now, without further ado, I would like to introduce to you, the
director of the Kern Counal of Governments, Will Turnbuck...”

“I stand to lose too much, This freeway WILL GO THROUGH!"

In the midse of 4 genuine tanteum, Will Turnbuck stomped upon the stage
with such emorion that it caprured an echo and broadcast it our into the
large room with the waiting audience. The announcer, anticipating Mr.
Turnbuck's appearance, paused and rolled his eyes into the direction where
the sound onginated from. A soft murmur could be heard spreading
through the crowd. The disheveled man behind the curtain, startled by his
own outburst, struggled to subdue his agitation and restore a proper
appﬂnm.

Before quitting his back stage sanetuary for the podium, Turnbuck shot
an ironic smile 1o his secretary. She caughe it and fired it back to him with
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even greater force. The crowd was silenced by his appearance, and he took
his time in crossing the stage to the microphone. Will Turnbuck was now
in complete control. He ook possession of his wits, manufactured some
charm, and cleared his throat. Looking up at the room full of peaple and
panning over the many faces, he eased into the role: “Fellow citizens of
Bakersfield, 1 feel privileged to have the opportunity 1o stand before you
tonight. You will find that 1 am a sensitive man. | am sensitive to your
fears and your concerns. My job is to reassure the taxpayers of this commu-
nity that their needs will be mee. And | will not stop working until you are
satisfied.”
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The Gife

tanding loasely behind the sturdy mahogany podium, Solomon gazed

across the overcrowded room, and admired the many beautiful

-shades of black. From the light-bright-almost-white faces, 1o the
blue-black ones, there was a wonderful rinbow of African-Americans
throughour the auditorium. The hall smelled of one-hundred different
perfumes and colognes: some flowery, some clean, seme fruiy, but collec-
tively overwhelming. And there stood Solomen, diminutive in stature, yet
enormous in attitude. His white silk shire glistened underneath the hot
brighe lights, 2¢ he continued to gaze about the crowd. He knew what they
were there for — what they needed - and he was more than able to give it to
them. Solomon then methodically closed his eyes and bowed his head,
prayed silently to himself, lifred his head and eyelids...and then began 1o
speak. His booming voice cracked the thick air of anticipation like a snow
cap on 2 mountain top just before an avalanche. And just as an avalanche,
there was no stopping the magnificent spectacle that was about to take
place.

Salomon’s words, powerful and precise, received immediate feedback.

He hadn't finished his first full senvence when the eleganty dressed crowd
uncontrellably erupred inte a thunderous evation. The applause was so
great thar the sound waves rarled the large, rectangular stained glass
windews on both sides of the building — cracking three of them. However,
at the time, no onc noticed — no one cared. Everyone was captivated by
Solomon's c|mrif}'in5 lecture. But just as :brupd‘y as the applausc bcg;n, it
ceased. lvwas more than just silenee, the atmosphere was so serene, it
seemed as though time were standing still. Solomon looked as if he had just
smelled something peculiar. His tie felt as if it were tightening around his
thick neck — a silk noose. Beads of sweat gathered across his broad fore-
head, while he contemplated whether or not he should begin speaking
again. Suddenly, Dr. Hardy, a psychiatrist who hadn't spoken 2 word since
his wife's death (although he was once humerous and outgoing) steed up
from the middle section of the audience and yelled ar the top of his high-
pitched voice, “Preach ir, Sala! Preach ic! Yeu high-yellow social phobia
havin' fool!” The seemingly sedared crowd exploded into laughrer and
cheers. Relaxed by this much more normal wurn of events, Solomon eagerdy
began to speak. He spoke as he abways did ar public gath:rins;: confident,
foreeful, and without hesitation. 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's outbuest, something strange began
tos happen. There were character reversals among the church members. A
young, cocky, professional foatball player named Rocky Adidas openly
wept. Mot just a few sprinkles of rears edgging down his rosy cheeks. .. but
huge warer balloon-like bombs were bouncing off his massive chest onte his
tan Dockers, creating an embarrassing stain. Brother Watkins, a behemaoth
of 2 man, his butt planted deeply within the cushion of the pew, struggling
to rock his girth, positioning himself to roll forward, frees himself from the
bondage rhar is himself, and sprints {albeir the sprint of a big man) around
the church — twice. And in similar fashion to the wraditional vossing of the
graduation cap, ald sister Johnson snatches off her veiled blue and white
Beverly Hills Boutique original, and hurls it inte the extravagant chandelicr
overhead. And there they hung: the veil, the har, the hat pin, and sister
Johnsor's wig. Kids stared sternly at theie parents, shaking their heads
abruptly in disapproval, and making loud shushing noises by pressing their
index Flng::s Fu:mly against their p-uuchl:d iips. It was a mad house, yer
Solomon continued to dynamically and unaffectedly speak to the distin-
guished crowd,

Selomon completed his oration then methodically closed his eyes and
bowed his head, prayed silently 1o himself, lifted his head and eyelids, and
descenided from the pulpit. He pulled at his shirt repeatedly o give his
bedy air, and to separate the silk from his brown, semi-muscular chest.
When he reached the bottom step, he was immediately overrun with a
multitude of members from the congregation. Some sobbing, some laugh-
ing, bur all wanting to talk to him — to touch him — w express cheir grari-
tude. “Solo,” a young woman cried, *1 felt as if you were ralking direc...”

“Salo my boy, you are a preachin’ Mother..."

“Sele, eould you pray for?...”

“Solo dear, | want you to meet my daw...”

But Solomon avoided eye contact, dodged his way through the overbearing
crowd, occasionally shook hands, and escaped through the back doar.
Salomon searched for his car in the spacious parking lot. He had parked in
a dark, lonely corner of the lot, undemneath 2 broken lamp. Howcever, when
he gor within eye view of his car, he saw twenty people waiting for him.
Though it was an unassuming vehicle, it was easy for them to find
Solomon’s car — compact, low o the ground, and wide (almost chubby).
But the car had a secret, a booming stereo, powerful enough to raise the
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dead. However, he only played it in soundoff competitions. Wanting to
aveid the crowd, he decided 1o rake the bus to the diner where he had
planned 1o meet his fiancé.

In the ununﬂ]!}r crowded diner, Solomon sar ar an isolaved booth in the
corner that allowed him to see Main St. through the restaurant’s large
square-shaped windows. The ratiling of dishes, and the unidentifiable
murmur of twenty separate conversations eccupicd Solomeon’s mind. The
diner smelled of freshly baked sweet-potate pie which caused his stomach to
violently growl. He stopped reading the back of the pink packet of Sweet-
n-Low to look our the window, and there she was — the sun of his world.
Though her name was Alicia (proncunced Ah-lee-sec-uh, as she was quick
to correct anyone who mispronounced it), he called her Chatter. She was
helping an elderly woman whe had packages and children to cross the
street. The diner seemed brighter when she bounded into the room. “Yi-
Ya, Turkey-burr.. Serry | didn't catch all of your speech. .. Adrian needed 1o
talk...l came in when.. Hey! | didnt know Mrs. Johnson was bald. .. You
looked eure up there. . You were sweatinnnnnn'. .1 eould see your boobies
through that shirt. ..whatcha order for me to ear Babe? He deeply loved
Chamer. Her bright and Im'ing character reminded him of how his mother
once had been. Chatter continued to talk, her chameleon-like eyes (some-
times green, sometimes hazel) sparkling like two full glasses of Dom
Perignon, She talked, and Selomon thought. He thought of how much he
hated to wear underwear. Mot just briefs, like the pair he was wearing, but
all kinds: bexers, bikinis, thermals. He wouldn't wear any at all if he
weren't 3o terrified of being robbed in a crowded place, and forced 1o strip -
revealing his secret. When he faded back into reality he heard (in passing)
Chatter ask an intriguing question. “Selly Babe, why are you so quiet?...1
don't mind...I like you quiet... This chicken is dry... How's your
soup...Look ar that precious baby. .. When can we havea . .."? Selomon
wasn't quiet because he was shy, nor was it because he didn't have anything
to say. He was confused. He often compared his life to Polliocci’s, the
fameous circus clown who was able to bring joy to thousands with his gift of
making people laugh, though later he committed suicide.

Charter drove Solomon back to the church. When they drove into the
lat, she notice that there were peaple waiting by Solomon's car. *Solly babe,
you got visitors... Did [ say you spoke well tonight...1 wonder if Mrs.
Jehnson got her hat down, . gimme kiss Babe [ gotta go help Mom
tenighe. .. Be nice to ‘em Solly...Love-ya..." Solomon gave Chatter an
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innecent, short kiss good-bye, looked at his watch, and hesitantly ambled to
his car. The nighr air immediately made his nipples erect. He watched the
breath expel from their mouths in puffs of mist, as they huddled together to
try and keep warm. “Selo, your words changed my..."

“Sole, [ believe you are onc of God's...”

“Solo dear, I want you to meet my dau...”

Solomon curtly exchanged pleasantries while pushing his way through the
erowd and drove home.

He pulled into the driveway, and saw that the kitchen light was on, so
he waited. He thnuglu: abaut the previous events of the :Er_r: l‘l‘l.twa}" the
church smelled, big brother Watkins, Chatter's conversations. He had just
started to think abour Polliocei when the light in the kitchen went our. He
slowly walked to the door, taking the time o notice everything: the lawn,
the rase bushes, his dirry car. He stood ax the door for several minures
looking for his keys — though they were in his left hand. He found his
keys and hesitantly cracked open the door. As he pecked his head around
the corner of the door, a violent odor of butt, dirty feet, and beer laced
breath consumed his nostrils. He walked into the hallway, looked into the
living-room, and there lay his father — naked as the day he was born,
snoring loudly, with drool running dewn the side of his cheek. He inched
his way down the dark hallway, running his hand along the side of the wall.
Suddenly, the deor on his right swings open, and the light momenrarily
blinds him. He hears the erratic voice of his younger brother ask, “Solo, am
I the Anti-Christ? I don't know if it's the drugs or what, but there are voices
in my head telling me that I'm evil.” Still confused I:}*tl'u' |iE|1t, Solomon
squints his cyes to find the doorknab, shakes his head to answer the ques-
tion and closes the door leaving his brother in the room. Selomen wanted
to check on his Mother before he went 10 sleep, so he knocked respectfully
on her door. Solomon’s Mother was the sunset of his world — a defeated
version of Chatter — he loved her deeply. “Is that you Solly Babe?™ she
asked. “How'd your speech go? — good? I'm sorry | missed another one,
I'm just too tired. You know your older brother called ronight. He got mad
at me ‘cause [ didn't have any more money 1o give him for his AZLT medi-
cine.” Solomon gave her an innocent, short kiss poodnight on her weary,
wrinkled brow and went somberly to his room. Solomon sat in the dark ar
the foor of his bed. He held his face in his small chubby hands while he
rested his clbows on his shaking knees. He tried to drown out the deafening
sounds of the hysterical laughrer, sobbing and snoring with music, but it
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didn’t work. As thoughts of Polliocci entered into his mind, Selomon said
dloud in a weak, defeated tone, as though semeone were listening, *I hate
my life.”
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The Beer Run

inters in Bakersfield can be foggy and cold, but not this one;

this one had been rainy instead. The sun had not shown itself

for several days, and the darkness of the clouds and the cold
breeze anly helped to give the night a gloomy feeling. It had not rained
hard today bur had sprinkled throughout the day.

On almost every other normal Friday afterncon, the boys and girls on
Lucky street would have been sitting our in the back yard, around a bonfire,
passing around a forty-ounce bottle of cheap beer. However, the uncoop-
erative weather today had forced them to seek shelter around the fireplace in
this ald, dilapidared, abandoned house. From one of the raoms, the smell
of marijuana emanared ro mix with the much softer smell of candles,
burning for both light and heat. Form thar same room, soft voices could be
heard in the darkness, just whispers, and an occasional giggle; nothing
compared to the loud and hearty laughs around the fireplace. This is where
the fun was. For whenever this group of *homebaoys” and *homegirls' came
t 1 like this, they would spend much of the time telling jokes, making
fun of cach other, and just having a geod time.

Miguel, in particular, liked these times because around the fire is where
he learned much abour the important goings-on in the boad, as he liked 1o
call ir. It was around the fire thar he found out who had just been arrested
and for whart; who had just gotten ourt and who was going to get out of
prison soon; who was on the run; who shot who; and in general, all sorts af
information necessary for survival in the streets. To receive the bortle that
was being passed to him, he sat up from the pillow where he laid and sat up
Indian-style an the hard wooden floor. He wasn't a big drinker, but it had
been a long day. He wasn't sleepy, only tired; 2o he took a big gulp, haping
thar it would make him feel berrer and passed the almost empry bortle w
Beto, who finished it. Even in these wet, cold days a good drink felt good
to Miguel, almost as good as passing Trigonometry or English exams with
an “A” or being on the Diean's List at Seuth High schoal. As he laid himself
back down on the dirty white pillow, all ather gight people around the
fireplace laughed hard. He looked around to see whar was so funny. He
didnt get it; maybe the joke was on him; he didn’t know. He put his hands
behind his head and closed his eyes. No one said anything,

Beto got up to dispose of the empry bortle, not in the trash can ourside,
but on one of the dusty counters in what was supposed o be the kitchen.
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He carefully placed it there where it would join the collection of dark glass
boteles and aluminum eans of different sizes and brands of beer. He then
serolled back into the big room with the fireplace, and from the ice chest in
the corner pullcd out the last bortle, He apened ir, took only a small sp
this time, and passed it along,

“Hey, fool, you're fucking up the rotation.” Lety's voice sounded strong
but not very serious.

“Yeah, punk, it's suppesed to be rorating to the right, always to the
right,” this time it was Greg jumping in.

Everyone laughed, even Beto. It was an old joke bur always funny.

Beto found his way to the wooden box he had been using as a seat. One of
the other guys was busy throwing pieces of scrap wood into the fireplace 1o
keep it going,

“It's the last one. After this someones gonna have to go on 2 mission to
ger same more,” Beto said, pointing 1o the borle as he sar down.

Ax this, Miguel opened his eyes, picked up his head and said, *If you're
leoking for volunteers, I'll go.” He was the only one in this group of
troublemakers who had a job and was stll in school. He was proud of thar,
even when the homeboys teased him abour it. He was no average student
cither; somehow he a!wa}rs m:lu.gcd to get excellent gl:.dcs.

“You down?" Beto said, more 25 2 comment, as part of a ritual, than as
a question.

“Simaon, ese, I'm down. | can do it,” M'Igu:] said, putting his head back
down and clasing his eyes once more.

Someone knocked on the door and the place gor silent. For a few
seconds only the crackling of the fireplace and the soft sprinkling of the rain
outside could be heard.

“Whe is it?" This time Lety's beautiful woice was powerful, strong and
sertous. As usual, her voice demanded respect and authonity. Sometimes
they joked thar she had the voice of a lawyer or a politician. [If she had
stayed ins school, maybe someday she would have become one, but she had
dropped out her sophamare year and poing back to schoal was out of the
questicn.

“Damn it. It's me, Casper. Gpcn the damn door fore | knock it
down."

They all looked at each other. The door was locked. Mo ane wanted o
EST Lp.

“Go around the back. The back door is open.” Bero's voice was
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searting to sound sluery, bue it was loud enough for whoever was at the doar
to understznd and erek around the back.

“Just what we needed,” he continued, “a ride.”

“Whar's up?™ Casper walked through the back door a few mement later
with the usual greeting.

“What's up?” Seme of the boys and girls responded. Ovhers just
nedded their heads in acknowledgment.

“Where's the party?” Casper was always active, his voice loud and
cherry, looking for action.

“Man, ain't no parry that I know of.” Beto had no reason 1o raise his
voice, but he did anyway. Putting out his hands closer to the fire 1o warm
them up, he went on, “And that’s all the beer we've got righe there.”

They sametimes looked up to him. He was buile big and strong, and
his physical strength came in handy in case of a fight. None of them would
have wanted o have Beto against them, but then they didn't wane 1o be
under his command either. One of the reasons why most of these boys and
gitls had dropped out of school was that they just could not work well
under someone else’s authoricy.

Someone sitti ng risl'lt next to the fire spolo: up, “Well, since you're
gonna be the one d.r'lnﬂng the most, | think you should be the one to Bo get
it, Bero.”

“Punk...,” Bete was abour to respond with obscenities, but Miguel
jumped in.

“I'll go along with you."

“l wanna go too,” Lety volunteered. They all liked her because, in
addition to her good loaks and sense of humer, she was always courageous.
She could always be counted on 1o go on misions. She got up, fixed her
baggy blue jeans, and zipped up the thick, blue earduroy jacket. Then she
put her prewry, long, black hair in a ponyuail and said, “Let’s go.”

Migurl £oL up, ﬂuking the dust off his pants. He pullrd a palm comb
out of his pocket and slicked back his hair. The four of them walked out
into the cold; this time through the front door, in single file.

“Good luck,” they heard someone sitting close to the fire say as they
closed the door behind them. And they were on their way.

The road was wet and shiny.
“Got any frajess” Beto's question was not directed at anyone in particu-
lar, but in response, Casper pulled out a pack of Camels from his coat
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pocket. Beto took one and passed the pack along. They all lic up and
settled in the wsual ‘cruising mode.'

There were Onl}ra few cars on the road. The shin}r. |igl'|.t brown 1982,
two-door Oldsmaobile had almest the whole road to iwself. 'Cisp-:r and Beto
in the front cracked their windows a bit to let out the smoke and some fresh
air in.

“Did you guys hear what happened 1o Efrain?" Casper almost had 1o
seream out his question te be heard over the loud, thumping, rap music.
“He got busted this morning. They said he had the FBI, Highway Parrol,
Sheriffs...Heck, even the dog pound was there 1o make sure he didn't get
away. They found coke, weed, money, the whole works. He's gonna be
doing a long time, it sounds like to me.” Mo one said anything, They
already knew. MNews like that traveled fast. Miguel and Lery, in the back
sear, locked ar each other and smiled, knowing that Casper exaggerated a
lietle.

Mexe to sitting around the fireplace ar around a bonfire, Miguels
second favorite pastime was cruising around like they were doing now. This
time, in addition, he had the added pleasure of sitting next to beautiful Lery.
He looked over his shoulder admiring her legs, hands and hair. He loved to
watch her smoke. The way she blew out the smoke in a long, skinny stream
thar went straight ourt through the crack in the window excited him. %hen
she loaked over to him, he smiled, blushed and looked away. He stared out
the window. Someday he would build up the courage to ask her out, bue
tonight, they were on 2 mission.

A few minuies later, they parked the Oldsmobile in a dark corner
behind a small convenience store. Miguel pulled the switch blade he always
carried in his pocket and handed it over to Beto. They left the engine
running and the doors open and walked in. There was no need 1o say
anything; they all knew the plan. Looking as calm as they could, they cach
grabbed a 24-pack of Budweiser in each hand, aware that they were being
watched. They walked to the counter a5 though they were going to pay;
only, once close enough to the exir, all four of them went for the run. Ar
the same time, one of the store arendants went en pursuit, while the other
one reached for 2 hand gun under the counter. On other occasions, these
youngsters would have been free a5 soon as they had run out of the sore,
but this time, things got complicated. They had not expected o be chased,
much less 1o be chased with a gun. As they threw the beer in the back sec of
the car, two shots rang in the middle of the night, and Miguel felt a bullet
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fly by, less than a foot away from his head. In shock, he tumed around and
saw Beto on his knees. Both of the store attendants were right there
standing behind him, breathing hard; one of them still pointing the small
shiny gun at Beto's head. Miguel looked around and saw Lety jumping the
fence behind them; Beto on his knees, hurt, maybe even dying: Casper
standing next to him with his hands up; the angry store atendant staring,
ready to shoot again, ifnmar}:

The mission was in jeopardy.

I was a do or die situarion,

Flee or fight.

He calmly turned around and easily jumped the fence where lery had
jumped a few seconds age. He landed on a puddle of mud, shook it off,
and kept on going. A few fences later, he saw Lety jogging down the dark
side of a quiet sereer. He srruggled ro carch up to her; she was in much
better shape. The adrenaline kept him going even though his chest was
hurting, and he could hardly breathe. Together they ran through backyards,
alleys, through Potomac Park, along the canal, and across railroad wracks. It
had started to rain again, and in the distance tl'br.y could hear the distinct
sound of sirens. He was about to give up when he saw her slow down next
tean old wooden fence,

I think we're safe,” is all she said, She put her hands on her knees and
breathed deeply a few rimes; then she wiped the swear off her forehead.

“What do we do now?” Miguel had o ask our loud, more to himself
than 1o her. This was a situation that advanced math and science classes at
South High had not prepared him for.

“Relax, [ think we got away and we're close to the pach already.”

He didn't know if it was the beauty of her face, the strength of her
voice, of the calmness of the nighe that comforted him, bur he felr betrer
even though his hearr was sull racing. To his surparise, she hugged him. He
hugged her back and fele the warmth and softness of her body. Then she
kissed him gently, and he kissed her back. Holding hands, they slowly
walked the shert distance 1o the house, They had to jump the fence and
went in through the backyard. They walked in quietly, wiping the mud off
their shoes on the grass.

This time the voices inside were even louder. The fire in the fireplace
was almaost out but the candles kepr the place lic up, and everyone was
standing around, not sitting. To their surprise, they saw Casper slamming
down a beer, and one of the homegirls pouring another one over Beto’s
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head.

“What happened?” Lety asked, again taking contrel of the situation.
“Thar punk ass Arab shot me in the head,” Beto said in pain. "You
didn't think [ was gonna let him get away with thae? Did you? And on top

of that he was gonna tum us in to the police; se [ had to bump him.”

“What do you mean you ‘had to bump him'?" Miguel asked as he
opened his own beer.

“Yeah, I shanked him five times, and Casper beat up the other ane.”

“Hell yezh," Casper jumped in, “and we got away with the beer and his
gun.” He said brandishing the shiny weapon. MNow he was bragging.

“Are you gonna be ok, homey?™ Miguel could not help but show some
concern.

“Yeah, I'll be alright. [ think it was just a scratch. I'll make ic.”

The conversation for the rest of the night involved this adventure, All
four of the participants had the chance to tell their side of the story. Wich
the effects of the beer and the excitement of the nighe, everyone finally
settled down in the early morning. Miguel was content. The mission had
been a success after all, and he got 10 sleep next to the fireplace, cuddled up
with Lety.
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he waves of heat shimmered like water as Fiore drove, self-entranced

by the white dashed lines of the highway. She felt in control when

she drove, memorizing the landscape like a map, the forest green
exit signs, the beef jerky stands on dirt tumouts. She could hear the atlas
pages, like a small photograph album of the places she'd been and lived,
flipped in the back seat with hor air from the car fan. The synthetic ear air
was stale and stuffy, but the air ourside wasn't any berrer.

She glanced at the sun-faded picture on her car dash. It was raken at
Denver International Airport. The inhabitants of the picture were teary-
eyed and red-faced, clinging 1o one anothes, their faces were as familiar wo
her as the tartered blue jeans she was wearing. The map of Deenver was well
known in her mind, hiding a deep code of meaning, capruring the wisdom
of a childhood. Fiore used to ﬂ}r back, back to what was familiar. She
envisioned the chactic jumble of diagonal downtown strects between the
reality of jagged golden hills. She yearned for the peaceful calm of snow
landing on the carth, all the bitter-caffeed nights in the Bear Valley IHOR
The security of Denver was the only welcoming warmth she weleomed.

The smoke from her just-lit Camel cigarente filled the car. Fiore
cracked the window for relief. The harsh heat blew her hair around harder,
whipping her in the face. The pages sitting in the back seat whipped
rlfml}’.

The shuffling pages triggered another map, les familiar, yet meaning-
ful. It contzined the road she was traveling now. It was only three years
before thar this map was just a new challenge to her. It was of some own
called Bakersfield in some state she'd never been to.

When she had first seen the terrain, she marveled at how different it
was. Hew alien it was to her; how alien she was to it. California hadnt
looked as she expected. She'd marveled how palm trees grew everywhere.
These had only inhabited TV or movies. She noticed how it anly grew so
green where there was water. Even her new street name sounded so differ-
ent. Joelyle. She searched her neighborhood for others, yet it seemed so
lifeless. It was too quict. She didn't want to live on Beaver Cleaver's strect
anymaore,

Fiore pushed the gas pedal harder and cracked the window a little more.
She couldn’t get used 1o the fact that ne matter how fast she drove, she
eould never ger a cool breeze. Why hadn’t she goren thar air-conditioning
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package for the Corolla? She imagined the paint rolling off of her cheap
plastic dashbeard hula gid.

Below the rransparent drips of the plastic hula giel dwelled another
picture. It was less faded than the other picture on the dash. It held only
Fiore and two others; their faces were much like hers, and their arms held
cach other while cheir hair dripped water from the pool.

It was taken at their house. Before, the house had been muffled by
wallpaper; they had freed the walls, ripping the gaudy paper down, bathing
the house with ivory paint. A jungle of dying plants and unkempt trees had
choked the back yard. They pruned and watered the carth until the plants
bloomed again. After that transformation, even the birds had seemed 1o
sing again and the chaotic frog choir in the yard became louder and more
rriumphant

The hear in the car was dlimbing. Fiore rolled all the windows down.
The shade of a blanket of clouds rolled over highway 61. Suddenly a cool
breeze swept through the car. The atlas caught flight and seared out the
window. The two pictures tock afier it, finding themselves reccived by a
|=rgc dust whirlwind. Thcy |uup|:d and meandered across rhr,:ky. left
forever behind Fiore's path.

Terror struck Fiore in the heart, yet the wind felt raw;, like truth. It
played a weightless sang of knowledge inte her left car, opening up a chasm
of understanding. An alarming sense of relief blew through Fiore's bady like
a rrain through a dark runnel, only emerging inte blinding light.

She instanuly had forgorten her destination; even the car seemed faster
and lighter as she blasted over the asphalt. The land looked tangible all of a
sudden, the stretch of the road grew so enormous; the smell of the earth
twisted inside her.

Thar urge for security released its firm grasp. Fiore no longer inhabired
those maps or pictures. She found them inhabiting her, burrowing within
her memory. She was beyond the “You Ase Here" afmaps. Beyond
pictures. Beyond time. Filling her lungs full of the momentary cool, crisp
air, Fiore continued her journey. Her only direction now being Forward.
FI.II':I'IEI.-

Orpheus/140



A Collection of Art Works

by
George Ketterl
CSUB, Professor of Art

MYTHOTECH: 1089
Ofl, enamel, and pencll on slik, with digital images
2012 x 1512°



THE PROPHETS ORDER PLZZA: 1999
Foam oone, wood, copper, and wax
20° xag xi9r



SOMETHING FOR ALICE AND SOMETHING FOR JOE: 1869

O, enamel, and pend on ik, wih dighal ke ges
84 108" x 7O 3"







Chaca Series #9
Puehlo Bemita
Chacs Canyen, N, Mex, ULSA

sl x 2]

“the undesireable imposition of strocture dealed”™

Brown Tone Phetograph

ML Heivly

199193


https://MB..U.SA

.|:||Iul (N "m'l S
%.'.'vs'-:f%cﬂi%”l'a\\‘ i \\#ﬂ N
ﬁl‘] 1I‘ﬁ'l ¢'u'|'1 |1L11'L'i'|"l' fu}kl\{ﬁi

Tresemiiicr ,q.r-.;. |>";s.p.| 0 Sop Trwmisniia v Clivee Dhicimey By Moy
Bben Flagt Space Contet 5 Mg, TA ML Heiviy 1988



