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AMBUSH

by ANNE AIMETTI

The ambush spake in fiery rage

Of wrath: mountain-side bleeding hot
Red lava-blood flowed down to sea.
Beard flapping in the wind, the sage -
Brush spilled seeds from here to whatnot,
Saving the crop from blight by tree.

FAMILY OF MAN

by NEIL BROWN

Family of man, call the doctor —

Baby is sick.

She threw up her milk —

Call the doctor.

While you're at it call the morgue —
Grandfather died in his sleep.

He's cold.

Family of man, it's not your day.

Mommy and Daddy had a fight,

The electric company’s turned off the light,
The summer wheat's been burned in spite,
Lyndon Johnson’s declared war on sight;
Oh, Family of Man, it's just not your day;
Go to bed, plug in tomorrow —

See what it brings.



ELEGY ON RACE

by MICHAEL R. HAMILTON

There he goes,

Picking a fight,

Five hundred to one . .
It's okay, he's white.

Blond hair, blue eyes,
Looks like he's Aryan,
And burdened down

With that ego he’s carryin’.

There goes a Jew,

He's loaded with money.

Is that maybe why

The Goys call him “Honey?”

Look there, he's colored,
It shows in his face.
Why doesn’t he put

The whites in their place?

Puerto Ricans moving
Onto the block.

Now try not to show
Your culture shock.

Races and places,

A lesson and a mos,

Property values drop

No matter who moves close.



INFINITE GREY

by ANNE AIMETTI

The slap-stick antics of the waves

Tickle the barnacled bellies of ships.

The long-faced shore stares

Wide-eyed — not even blinking

When birds scurry across its forehead.

The waves eternally laughing;

The shore eternally somber.

The echo lives for a moment

Then is swallowed up by the mouthpieces of silence —
The pink-edged, ear-shaped shells.

NOWHERE

by BONITA RENSA

Infinity — endless — half a stick,
E'en for gods t'is quite a trick

To create something with no end

But ever lurking round the bend;
And when we round that corner run,
Find our race again begun.

But who devised infinity

If not man’s ingenuity.

He, in his composite mind

Must have everything defined;

For e'en when there’s nothing there,
Man will say, — “T'is filled with air.”

All in all must bounded be,

So man surveyed eternity

And round it drew his limitless lines
Of past — present — future times.
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THE SLEEPY-TIME GOD

by ANNE AIMETTI

Perhaps today is the day God will shave off His beard, will put on
His sunglasses, and will be led into Yankee Stadium by a
golden dog.

Perhaps today is the day God will hand back the keys and will close
the door between man and Him forever.

Perhaps He is tired of one half going to bed hungry and the other
half getting up in the middle of the night with indigestion.

Perhaps He is tired of the lack of communications between man
and man, between man and woman, and between almost every-
one and Him.

Perhaps God is tired of sacrifices that do not burn, of hearts that
do not love, of images that have no shadows.

Perhaps He is tired of opening His biography and finding the note
His two-faced followers left him saying, “You are dead.”

Perhaps He is tired of clocks ‘without hands, of ships without sails,
of men without faith.

Perhaps God is just tired of being God because men are simply
tired of being men.

WHITE

by LORRAINE YAMRUS

White crocus breaks through;
Hard soil softens at its touch;
Spring snow kisses both.



Five Haiku of Winter

by CAROL SADLUCKI

Rain of crystal hail
Stabs the ground like silver spears
Shooting from the skies.

Snow buries the earth
In an icy sepulchre
Of fatal silence.

Grotesque tree branches
Caress the frigid air with
Skeletal fingers.

A rabbit scurries
Into the warmth of his hole,
Leaving snowy tracks.

Wind like frozen breath
Sweeps across the sleeping earth,
Screaming a Death song.

Life To Some Is Hateful

by MICHAEL R. HAMILTON

Life to some is hateful,

This thought strikes me as weird;
Receiving joy from existence

Is nothing to be feared.



O Switzerland

by EDWARD McGINNIS

O Switzerland, how can you know?
An unborn child

in the company of ancient men
already speaking out

against a way of life

so different from your own.

O Switzerland, how can you know?
Your alpine womb

protects enough for you

to defy the harsh realities of life
and live, exist

in a world not yet alive.

In time,

when the wind and rain

erode the Alps

and you are borne into our world
we shall see if purity is possible.

Rough-Hewn Night

Rough-hewn night
with last bars of iron moonlight
cast through trees.

Comes the golden saw-toothed dawn
And barbed sun in cake of clouds
iced by November's breath

slipped under night's great doors.

Cleft me the night, oh, sun,
And | will be born again
through its crack.
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Proximity

by ANNE AIMETTI

No wind; grey, all grey —

Pencilled trees traced on the slate-board sky,

Ashes stir in the footpath as a cloud slips by:

Let me run free — like sidewalk-streams to puddles
And back again.

No sun; grey, all grey —

Fitted softly, warmly, gently into your being —
Bodies were made to be conjugated:

Free lines running nowhere — leading to Infinity
And back again.

No rain; grey, all grey —

Veil spun from river-mist kissed-by-fog

Draped around the face of the sun:

Tear-washed windows make it seem like rain-in-fall
And back again.

No change; grey, all grey —

No dimensions or shadows or colors — like a negative
Of snow. One bird rasps, one rat scurries,

One river slides by motionless, one tree waits, | turn
And back again.
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The Pot and The Rainbow

by MICHAEL R. HAMILTON

A broiling sun, scorching the land,

Followed by storm-laden cloud;

And all which was brought to life

Below, soon rested in the land of the shroud.
Time, then as always, creeped its pace

On by, as man scurried onto the scene;

And quickly sheltered his mortality

From nature, civilization being his screen.

His soul possessed by an aching for peace,

He built a world to suit his taste;

And did not stop to remember

The past, so desperate was his haste.

Then at long last, he finished his work,

And marveled at the things he had built;

Then vainly he attempted to recall

What had been, and remembered nature with guilt.

No impressions of hardships too difficult

To bear, remain upon his mind;

Instead are thoughts of those days

Few, when the world had seemed to be kind.

Now man is futilely chastizing himself,

As his soul is tortured by a man-made void;

He fails to see the good around him,

As he searches for the Eden he believes he desiroyed.
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To My Daughter, Tara, Who Is Four
by CAROL SADLUCKI

Your long, wind-tossed hair is like a tangle of cornsilk as
you run through the spring fields and toward my out-stretched
arms. In your skyblue pinafore you come toward me like a
solitary swimmer in a sea of waving green grass, your
childish voice carrying on a current of air as you
call my name.

“Mamal Mama!” The two words are gently wafted to me like a
windsong that once | sang to my own mother in these very
fields, but so long ago that | remember it only as a
haze that steadily dims. “Mama, look at my pretty
flower,” you call delightedly as you raise your
hand above your head that | may see the purple
cornflower which you hold.

Already you are in my arms, and | hug you closely. Your
china-smooth cheek is pressed against mine, and the glossy
threads of your hair blow caressingly across my face.
“Show me your pretty flower, Tara,” | whisper in your
ear, tickling you with my breath. You laugh pleasantly
and kiss me quickly upon the cheek.

Then you withdraw and hold forth the purple cornflower, which
is now pitifully crushed because of our brief embrace. You
say, “Smell it, Mama,” and you thrust it beneath my nose.
I smell the dewy fragrance that is seeping out with the
life of the flower. It permeates the grassy sea
around us.

You are happy that your offering pleases me, for your joy is
reflected in your emerald eyes — those eyes like two huge
clover leaves in a patch of fresh crystal snow. Suddenly
you thrust out your arm and then into my hair you stick
the poor cornflower, which drips its petals like
blood in my long tresses.

You smile again, showing your babyish teeth. I love you,
Mama,” are your simple words, but they sound and resound
in my mind and heart and in the millions of galaxies.
“l love you, too, my little Love,” | answer. Once more
| kiss you and then | take your small hand in mine,
and together we walk home through the sunlit fields.

12



Please —

For WHOM?

by CECELIA R. ROSEN

For Love What is.

The red robber’s scarf
That glows with

The vanished puff of crystal —
Taken from an elf.
Exposed by

The green boots that hurt.
Leaving deep impression
In the autumn loam.
Laughter in the mist.

Sands of futility

Covering the red scarf
Hanging on the Judas Tree.

CROOKED TOP

by CECILIA R. ROSEN

Special top, spinning now

Who pushed you? Gave you a start?
All those little colors —

One pulsating beat

That every now and . ..

When it stops to catch

Glittery stuff —

But misses and gets dizzy.

World, bumping now —

Who started you?

Gave that fatal push?

All those little blurs

Smeared but breathing.

You think he’s played enough now?
Stop — Your Top.

Whirl again.

But after the calm.

| want to see each color.
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The Old Couple

by ANNE AIMETTI

The corncob ship followed by thousands of fish

Heaved and coughed across the ocean:

When Anna grew pale with seasickness Walter

Held her hand and whispered close to her ear;

When Walter grew stiff with stilted legs Anna

Held his hand and lip-brushed his waxy cheeks.

Finally holding hands, they wept beneath the lady’s skirts.

Anna grew fat bearing many dough-faced babies with blue eyes;
Walter grew fat drinking cheap beer and eating boiled potatoes.
Sometimes the children came between the handholding,
Sometimes money or coal, sometimes nothing but the air.

On hot-cramped nights when Anna and Walter tossed
Separately, by instinct they found fingertips

And it was born and reborn again and again.

1

The children grew tall, and left. The hand-holding
Again made them one against new strangeness.
Now after lunch (till before supper) a crisp nurse
Wheels them to a glassy sterile porch to sit and wait.
Fumbling, groping (for one is blind, one palsied),
They scrape their knuckles on the rubber wheels
And then warmly melt together in the hands.
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THE MORNING DOES EXIST

by CECELIA R. ROSEN

In the early morning’s frozen stare
Crystalized by frosted grass

The crunch of sleepy footsteps
Harmonizing to the re-echoing

Of the symphony of shiny automation
Fills the void

That blank faces Still half-shut eyes
Create.

If you can stare into the bustling
Hour and maybe even blink
You might see something
Besides

The cold wind upon your face.

SPLINTER

by CECELIA R. ROSEN

The soft grain of wood looks blurred at a distance.
But. Touch it and You know it.

And sometimes — Man blowing his sand grinder
Misses.

You can get a splinter.

A small pain-nuisance. You can FEEL.

You know it truly.

Revenge of the dying once shady thing.
The pain is.

An ax gnaws and chews and spits

Bits of inside . . .

What is the Pain?

A tiny splinter?

Just a little bitsy-nuisance thing
Caught. Trapped in the skin.
Vengeance sayeth the Lord.
What? What was that you said?

15



PROTEST ii

by CECELIA R. ROSEN

Tread softly so the echoing
Whisper of voices calling
Can be heard above

The dint of crunching earth.

Listen. Tiptoeing

To touch to the correct nerve

The silent hymn

Blaring to morning’s discordant symphony.

Wear sneakers if you must.

To muffle the tears and whimpering
Of the dying earth.

Listen, listen. Do you hear?

There are other noises besides guns.

On reading Bonhoeffer, Tillich, Altizer

and other new theologians
by MATT FLISS

Penetrate the heard and find a single space
where there is silence and
You will know the meaning of the Heard.

Permeate the word and find a single time

in the center of the O where there is nothing
But | am, and

You will know the meaning of the word.

For if | am, all others are to me —
Yet just at when | am, | am no more.

Greater love hath no man than he lay down his
life for others.

To be a doughnut means to have a hole;

To be a man means to have a soul.

16



THE FIRST STEP

by CAROL ZARENSKI

“l saw a shadow touch a shadow’s band
On Bleeker street”

Paul Simon

Mourn, men, mourn

your shadow — being,
Your substance — failing
And non-straight standing

and ftall.

Mourn the creation of any man

at all
Who cannot shed his own
But must be a shed — thing.
Mourn the failure of men to be men
And their bending and yeilding

to the curves and points
Of every shadowed surface.

But rejoice! Sing loud

And send hope through the land
That at least one non-man

Has touched another’s hand.

WATER

by STEVE GLIBOFF

Water, water everywhere —

And pots to fill,

Fill them up.

Fill them up.

We're being drowned,

The water is coming through the cracks.
Fill those buckets.

Fill them fast.

And then dump them out again.
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The Surprise Visit For The Lieutenant
by ANNE AIMETTI

“Somewhere your life has run away with all the booty

And | am left holding fragments of what once held you together.

When They told me your whole left side was a bloody mess

All | said was ‘Thank God he is right-handed.’

Now, there is neither side. Now, there is almost nothing.

Just holes in the ground, but none in the sky.

When | go back home | will follow the lines of your shadow

Frozen in the face of the snowman — dressed in

Your old green scarf and silly college hat — that the boy

Was building. It is good that spring melts snow.

The side of me that no one else loved or even knew

Will continue to live by sheer habit and your

Touch gone cold, the comfortless sheets and mothball-

Memories of your once-new uniform.

| am folding myself—like an Origami bird —

But there is no paper wind to carry me to the paper moon.

It's funny: it was to be a surprise —

I had just come to say ‘I love you’

Bearing kisses and a basket of fruit.

But instead,

| guess, | will have to say ‘good-bye’

And attend to sober young soldiers who are turning around
your boots.”

BORN

by MATT FLISS

I am

Born through the crack of dawn

a man

sucking at mountain’s stony breasts

whose thousand arteries course light with leaf
and wind and blood-red rises a round sun.

18



IN NOVEMBER

by ANTHONY C. ORSI

Long light shadows of trees, fingers
In November’s afternoon, stretch out;
Sun low and hazed,
Sky puffy with the damp grey wool of knotty clouds;
Air intimate with our own breath and
draping our senses with seclusion:

With these the good hours of November’s afternoon
massage the mind,
fingers pushing kinks of this world's
lunacy to the edge of the tongue.
We talk as we sit or as we walk,
the lunacy diminishes
the glazed exterior dissolves
This world’s culture is made sufferable by discourse.

Out of separation we grow to know the other better;
The greyness of November washes our cores clean
of trivia’s grease.

To understand — difficult.

To be confused — inevitable.

To talk is to glimpse the meaning
of the vision:

A sight of peace in the sky

of November’s afternoon.
Tranquil

Thoughtful

Christ's powerful teaching

of Love

(but we have failed His course.)

Into the grey of the strange middle-distance
fades the chrysanthemum vision;
we are grateful for the sight.
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We glimpse, we feel, we talk.
We begin to walk,

Resume our cogitations of beauty
and art,

Back to this world’s lunacy,
debauchery;

Back — a fitting word: a regression indeed —

back we walk, holding fingers

of the fading sight.

The sun is down, light obscure
in the world as we go

back, always back.

SUMMER SONNET

by ANNE AIMETTI

Fresh daisies drench the field of wheat with laughter;
Cajoled cornflowers come alive with song.

My love and | go walking before, after,

And while this dewy hour ticks along.

We shyly gaze as Sunny climbs from bed,
Speaking of China, Time, and pastel hues

Of Degas girls. The warmth begins to red-

Den cheeks: then soft as mist we kiss. We choose

The cooler path past deer and piney bushes,
Picking the bent daises grown toward the light.
A spread of moss with ferny pillows cushions
Us to share-joy. Our shadows spun the night.

That summer spent in love's repose and glow
Warms my winter heart; melts this winter snow.

20



THE EMPTY ROOM

by ANNE AIMETTI

In an empty room | wait
Filled with everything that once never happened —

The rutted road with green stubble on its chin and us on its
shoulders:

My sweater and your tie left on a half-high maple to make a windy
scarecrow:

Your hand on my cheek when two birds raced across the
fleeting sun:

Your nose wiggling at the smell of my perfume and damp
leaves on moss:

The fitted warmth by the fire of winter-dried wood . . . and your
body.

The linger of the wine we bought with pennies . . . and your
kisses.

The deepness of the night wrapped in fog . . . and your arms.

The softness of the lights flickering through the curtains . . . and
your eyes:

The staccato of tired footsteps in the rain . . . and your voice.

The lull of time when all things moving, do not . . . and your
silence.

The everything of nothing and the emptiness of everything.
The longing for a shadow when there is no sun.

The tripping over dreams on a sleepless, cloudy night.

The recall of memories we once forgot to make.

The absence of a sharing —

The loneliness —

Now can wait. Until | clean my empty room.

21



WHIMPER

by EDWARD McGINNIS

Here

Beneath the Hell-Bomb happiness
We go our way —

Kicking Jesus in the teeth,
Spilling our brains, shelving our souls —
Becoming acceptable.

Here

Beneath the test-tube love

They bid us pray

(Pray for us,

For Mother and the Flag).

Imagine

Men-Man-Name-Number- Nothing.
The first one in is an apple pie
Smothered in multigods

Without a prayer.

Spread your wings and fly
On a twenty-year guarantee,
Guaranteed for the life of your soul.
Then howl,
Yes, howl,
with a rational bark
with an incisive bite.
Howl, and they’ll pull your teeth.
Still howl,
Bare your bleeding gums
To gorge on apple pie
Till you are sick —
Sick of beating your head;
Sick of living
in a blank-face world
of automated armies
where fingers do your walking
and buttons do your talking
and no one moves or hears or lives;
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Sick of watching the white snake of want
invade the white womb of reason
spewing lies of love
with tones of need and good,
spewing lusts with the white-snake tongue,
speaking of the moment’s pleasure,
producing months of pain
for another birth of nothing;

Sick of loving someone,
someone who was once alive
but now is just a thing,
some thing borrowed, some thing due,
some thing old, but nothing’s new;

STEK) 5l s e or dead.

Listen, Eliof,

This is the way the world ends —

Not with a howl, but a whimper.

OCTOBER'S EVE

by BONITA RENSA

As the topaz sun of autumn melts into the west,

The faithful stellar watchman dons his ebony vest;

And fastens every silver button though ten million score,
Then lights the amber lantern to thus begin his chore.

This benign illumination on a mid-October’s eve,

Transforms the common objects our senses do perceive;

A slumbering arbor sentinel writhes in despair,

As eerie rays outline its limbs like tangled human hair;

And wending purple shadows stealthily creep along the way,
Seeking out, perhaps, an unsuspecting prey.

But should you hear the shrill wind whistle as it
Rushes through the night;

Remember . . . . . ‘tis only the stellar watchman
Passing with his light.
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THE JOSEPH COAT

by ANNE AIMETTI

The Fathers have instructed me:
“The test of love is measured
By sacrifice of one’s self for the other.”

| love you. You do not love me.

Instead of a bridge there is a breech between us.
Because of this | am to be measured

Against the tender strength of gentleness.

| am like a spotted fawn startled,

Frozen-still at the snapping of a branch under your foot.

Too full of fear to run, yet knowing

| will never hear the snapping of another twig.

This sacrifice is abstinence of shallow virtue to avoid a deeper sin.

Because | love you and you do not love me

I lift up this painless suffering

Of knowing there is not a clearing in the forest,

Of hearing only the echo of your stride in my dreams,

Of following your frozen footprints long after you have passed.

But | am not bitter. For in the Spring they soften and are lined
with moss.

The Fathers were full of Wisdom,

As now | am full of remorse.

My love for you can neither die nor grow,

It is caught between two acts of sacrifice:

For love of you | love you not.

And for loving you not | am erasing my spots forever.

Will you, my hunter, bear my coat unto the Fathers to show them
what has been done to me?
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In His Own Words
How Michael Martin-o Spent His

Seventh Birthday
by CAROL SADLUCKI

I'm sev'n years old today, so | figger that's what gives me the
right to slip out the ‘partment early in the mornin’ ‘fore all the others
is up. ‘Cause at sev'n a guy’s big ‘nuff an’ kin take keer of hisself.

So today | woked up early, ‘cause the sun was a-playin’ hop-
skip cross't my face. | crawled quiet out-a my bed, for not to wake
my brother Ranny what was sleepin’ nex’ t' me. Fer sure he'd tell
Ma and Pa that | was a-sneakin’ off again t' go roamin’ the streets
in lower Savannah, an’ fer sure they’d wallop me good! Fer sure
Ranny would tell, ‘cause he’s ten and he thinks he kin push me
around that way. But he can’t no more, ‘cause today I'm sev'n.

So | put my shirt and pants on and snucked out without Ranny
a-openin’ an eye. And | didn’t take me no shoes neither, ‘cause | kin
walk quieter without ‘em. | only took a piece o' white bread what
was spread with strawb’ry jam. An’ a-eatin’ it, | tiptoed out-a the
‘partment and went a-walkin’ down the streets what goes 1 lower
Savannah. Them streets is ‘least fourteen-fifteen blocks from our
place. Well, nine-ten blocks, maybe — a guy kin go that fur when
he's sev'n.

My barefeet could tell that the sidewalks wasn’t hot yet. ‘Cause
the sun weren’t up long. Not so long as me, Michael Martin-o. Felt
nice an’ good on my feet. | felt nice an’ good all over, on account-a
I'm sev'n.

When | finished my jam-bread, | hot-tailed down the side-walk,
i'st fer the fun o it. ‘Cause | like to hear my feet hit the concrete —
sounds like a couple o' hands a-clappin’!

Then | slowed down t' look in the store windas. Nice things
what they got to sell. No money in my pocket, though, not ‘less |
meet up with Mr. Jess Potter in front o' his junk shop on Gen’l
Hooker Street. Sometimes he gives me a dime. Honest. A dime.
That's when | head fer Carter’s Grocery. | git me an orange cream-
cycle fer a nickel, a bubble gum fer a penny an’ three fat pretzel
sticks fer Ranny an our two sisters.
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Yep, Mr. Potter was a-settin’ in front o’ his junk store today.
I told him about me bein’ sev'n. Sure ‘nuff he reached into his jeans
an’ gived me — a quarter! An’ | went t' the grocery an’ got my
regular stuff, an’ with the fifteen cents extra | bought fifteen choc'-
late-covered car’'mels fer my folks - on account-a it was my birthday.

I walked down Crayfish Street while | was eatin’ my popcycle.
There’s a movin’ an’ storage comp’ny there, where folks keeps their
furniture when they don't want t' use it fer a while. | was watchin’
two guys carryin’ somebody’s couch into the buildin’. One o’ them
looked at me.

I smiled big an’ | said, “Hey, Mister, this here boy is sev'n
today!”

All he said was, “Beat it, you dirty nigger.”

| stopped smilin’ right away. Once some white man called my
Pa a dirty nigger, and my Pa hit him so hard he darned near cracked
his chin. But me, | didn't want t* hit nobody on the day what | turned
sev'n.

Then he said, “Beat it, you black pest,” and he was a-lookin’
mighty mean.

| was wantin” t' cry. “But, Mister, you don’t unnerstand. Today’s
my birthday — sev’n. Seven years old today.”

“Beat it ‘fore | call a cop t' lock ya up. Don't want your kind
hangin’ round here.”

Well, | sure did beat it! Pa got put in jail the time he busted
the white man. Not me. Not today. | ran all the way home.

Ma was mad ‘cause she knowed | went where | wasn't s'posed
t. But she didn’t punish me on account-a | was sev'n. Instead, she
made a cake with white icin’ fer me. When Pa comed home, we all
et an’ ever’body sung “Happy Birthday” t* me — ‘cause I'm sev'n
today.

But when | went to bed tonight, | weren't happy — ‘cause |
was rememberin’ the white man what yelled at me. How come he
don’t like me? How come? | didnt make no trouble fer him. Not
none. So, how come then? | cried a mighty lot tonight. | cried like
when | was six.

Ain’t much diff'rence ‘tween sev'n an’ six . . .

NOTE — Michael Martino is a real boy. He is about ten or eleven now, and he lives
in the Negro district of Camden, New Jersey.
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THE ANTHROPOMORPHINES

by ANNE AIMETTI

A patch of smoke slowly poked a spiral

Out of the calm in the thick of the forest.

Below death-marked marauders crouched in
Pine-needled pain (or is it peace?)

Chanting fervent calls for rain.

Colors whirlywinded dreams to harms,

Sense possessed no soul;

Life redeemed no goal.

The forest folded her light-laced arms

With patterned poise.

Running from witch noise, deep into the britches
Of night and buttoned from shirt tails
Of light,
They were lashed to a stake, where a hellfire wails
In great and noble purification.
Laude,
Laude,
They have suffered well.
A litany they mumble
To numb the piece of pain they seek;
The rites will strike the strong
And humble the weak.
In this burning their shadows did opiate the shrieking flames
Into the silent wood consumed.
And the forest shook her mighty skirts,
And then the fall resumed.
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No. 4

by ANNE AIMETTI

The humped hills and the dimpled mountains all
Slither with the river: spilling islands,

While whiskey-hemingway beards fall

Behind, matted with daisies and spring things.

Echoed-distance between caller and call

Measures the length of the vision in my hands,

Now like shredded lace dripping with threads small.
Long ftrails the glory; longer the love | spell

And longest still the outcast fantasies —

Your hill-hands, mountain-face, stream-hair all tell

Me wistfully of peace-tied clover rings.

I am the spring which forgot to bloom: fell

The night of winter over dreams. But, please
Come again: spring-buds-info-summer-leaves:
Take me in your arms and brace me in the swell.

DANDELIONS AND DREAMS

by PAUL WILLIAMS

Then it was a time for dandelions

When | knew you

And you were black-haired and smiling

And wore pink lip stick;

But it was the time, oh, the only time

For pink lip stick and dandelions and dreams,
It was the time for wineless wine

When | knew you

And you stood upon my shoulders

To know how Apollo would feel in your arms
And we rolled in laughter

Because he was wearing a fig leaf —

Oh, it was such a false, false spring

But we were pleased it was false

When | knew you and dandelions and dreams.
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THE STRAWBERRY PATCH

by ANNE AIMETTI

I didnt walk out there just to gather
Baskets of fruit;

Mostly | went to break and scatter

My silenced womanhood.

The endless, endless rows:

| straightened my back

Again and again . . .

And after the smell of clover

And after the stains of sticky-sweet berries
And after the imprints of pebbles on my bare feet,
| remembered:

It was the waste and the want —

Like a wedge splitting my thoughts

Into fragments of sounds.

Him back there in that silent house;

Me out here in this silent field;

And only the silence in between.
Carelessly | spread another skirt

And one by one by one the swollen lips
Automatically met my blushing fingers.
And the dusty leaves grew heavy with mud
As my quiet tears

Fell one by one by one.

CINDERELLA DAYS

by PAUL WILLIAMS

Now and then | recall the Cinderella days

And you were lost and lonely

And | was supposed to be the charming Prince
It was so, so silly

Because | had never learned

How to place a glass slipper

Upon the foot of a princess
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. . . for such a thing

by ANTHONY C. ORSI

Forgive me, love, if I've depressed you;
| had no designs for such a thing,
I'm all hung up; my mind is open:
Suggest to me to think on Spring,

The time of pregnant yellow flowers
Scenting the earth, Sun is king.

Dig the sparrows, love the babies,
Pray to God to do His Thing.

Pray to God now, pray for peace on
Earth and that our future's clean

of bloodscabs grown by politicians:
You and | know who | mean.

All is shining when our minds are
Ways to open future’s door.
Understand me: The time is fretful,
I'm a man and there is war.

The sky above seems always dismal;
The earth is cold and no birds sing.
Forgive me, love, if I've depressed you;
| had no designs for such a thing.

VERY BLACK COFFEE

by STEVE GLIBOFF

I looked for you in my coffee grounds yesterday —
Funny, but | couldn’t find you.

Where did you go anyway?

You said you’d be here every morning and never leave —
So the first opportunity you get and you're gone —

I thought you’d be different — but you weren't.

All those damn coffee grounds look alike —

Maybe that's why | cant find you —.
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YELLOW-RIBBED MORNING

by MATT FLISS

Yellow-ribbed morning
with historical sun
rising through gray skeleton clouds

To the heart of day

where the round light embraces

the ragged gray line of the pine trees
and melts it green and smooth.

Yellow-ribbed morning,
golden-spoked thought,
rolling through the gray rib-cage of clouds

rising to the laughing mouth,

to the morning song

of the wind’s breath

across the bare limbs

kissing the mountain’s thorny head.

Slowly falling into Eve's state,

Then the gray bones of morning,

Then the rib-cage of the dawn,

clothed in fleshy pink

sighs a last breath from a gaping mouth

And the given meat is once again slaughtered by the night.

LOVE

by STEVE GLIBOFF

Things always seem easier than they look

Especially if you don’t follow the directions in a book.

When in doubt, play the game straight.

Blow up a balloon and your insides deflate.

And remember, when you walk through a storm keep your head
up high.

So that you're sure to get water in your eye.

31



UNTIL THE CRACK OF DAWN

by A JANE

Turn out the lights, Matt Fliss,

And | shall be thy “dark lady”,

Who needs not the artificial lights

That are unsteady, unlike the hand of dawn.

Turn out the lights, Matt Fliss,

And | shall be thy morning song

That calls you to watch the rising up
Of a child of wonder and of true light.

Turn out the lights, Matt Fliss,

And there you shall find the brilliance

Of colors lost in the dazzle of tungsten —

There shall be no putting on of light into the night.

Save the stars | scatter just for you.
Again, turn out the lights, Matt Fliss,
And find the light the blind can see
Because it is shrouded in the darkness.

Turn on the lights, Matt Fliss,

The game is up — we both have lost.

We are powerless to wield a blackout of the mind
Against the light-bulb brains of the world.

Perhaps they are right and so was Edison and PP&L
And not the candlestick-maker. But | cannot write on
For the night has crept into my room and

I have no lights — except the light of wondering.
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STEVE AND STELLA

by PAUL WILLIAMS

I look into your eyes

And Licorice dies

And how very, very sad
And how very, very bad
To hear Innocence cry
Watching lovely Licorice die.

We sit alone and shut the blinds

To cut the light from neon signs;
There is a sigh, a sudden move

To change the channel on the tube;

We think alone, but dream no more
Yet always lock the bathroom door;
There is a passion of deep despair —
“Where are the curlers for my hair?"

We sit alone and feel the heat

That rises from the asphalt street;

There is the knowledge, the known truth,
That bitter was the death of youth.

I look into your eyes

And Licorice dies

And how very, very sad
And how very, very bad

To hear Innocence cry
Watching lovely Licorice die.

ZEBRA ICE CREAM
by STEVE GLIBOFF

The heat’s on:
the black stripe said to the white,
It's gonna be a long hot summer —
and it was —
Then they melted together before | got one
bite.
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GONE

by WALT ORZECHOWSKI

I met her in a world full of shadows

And she bothered to take me aside

And cared about me as a person, not a shadow,
To hold, to laugh, confide.

But | couldn’t be in love
Since | didn‘t have the time,
| was on my way up and out
Leaving her behind.

But still for just a little while

We felt, we felt, | know.

And then | returned to the cold, unfeeling
World within the shadow.

CoUld it have been that?

by STEVE GLIBOFF

Or were you floating down past the orange marshmallow when
it happened?

Your plastic world was melted and the laugh inside me was
fattened.

Was everything relative to you — or could it have been me all
the time?

The joke was told and from it my tears ran like the ocean brine —
Cause the right road led to the left and the left to the right —.
Without noticing the boy on the steps wasn’t very bright.

You slid down them, and were only stopped by the other,
Whatever that was — cause you never did tell me lover

No — but instead it was a constant lie, and the comfort | can afford
Is not worthy of you anyway — cause you know what — I'm bored.
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YELLOW BRIDGES

by STEVE GLIBOFF

Yellow bridges are a novelty around here.

On cold blue mornings is when they usually come.

Supposedly they remind me of us — but how could that be? —
when we went bust.

Cornered and unable to move is a funny place to stand —

You oughtta try it sometime —

On weekends maybe —

Try watchin’ Saturday night at the movies a few fimes yourself.

After a while you begin to know all the plots, and all the words —

Because you've heard them before.

ESCAPE

by CAROL ZARENSKI

| felt its weight:

A thick black blanket

At both ends tucked in

To prevent our falling out.

Children — we slept all together,
Protected by our thoughiful Mother-night
And we were peaceful.

Until the moon came out
And cut a giant paper-thin
White hole in our warmth.

Then we strained to reach the edge.
And slipped through
one
by
one

Through the blanket-hole
Into the cold bright
Moon-white world.
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THE CREDIBILITY GAP
by ANTHONY C. ORSI
The lights.
The lights are going out . . .
All over the city;
All over the state;
All over the East

coast,
And the
West coast,
and the
middle of

the country.
Washington is turning all the
Lights out.
| can’t seel
We haven’t been able to see clearly for years.
It's been changing,
dimming,
Getting gloomier and more dusk
for a long, long time.
| can't read clearly.
The lights are going out!
All I can trust is the sun,
But . . . it's getting cloudy.

GREEN POTATO CHIPS

by STEVE GLIBOFF

Somewhere under that tree stump is my world of chocolate kittens
and cantaloupe bunnies.

Maybe you can take a bus trip there some day.

It's a place where the sun smiles and plays with the stars.

Sometime | sit and watch the apples rain on the beaches,

Or the bees skate down the trails past the fir trees. —

When mom rings the bell to signal that the pears are on the fire —

And that somebody is calling for me,

I hop on my bike and ride through the sandy grass,

Past moonlit sidewalks hoping that it will be that special someone.

But when | arrived — | only found — green potato chips.
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Hurry -- Hurry -- Hurry

by STEVE GLIBOFF

2'ue green eyes with tears that fell like a child’s melting ice
cream cone,

And red Chevrolets colliding under the elevated train tracks near
my home.

The screaming of the endless crowds of clowns who are empty
within,

Because they were loved by those who hadn’t ever been.

Every other day it was them who kept the others occupied with
laughs,

But still their hearts were forced to be satisfied with halves.

All these things are very sad, but | don't really care.

Because there are some nicer things in the circus: like the dancing
bear.

On Uninhibited Concentration

by NEIL BROWN

Colors live beyond the eye,
Walls and rocks melt

Into dew puddles.

Birds walk, dogs fly.

Hands twitch and flutter
Grabbing air,

Panic and laughter,
Mockery of sensation.

God is close, but angry;
The sky explodes

Into a night void of stars;
All is empty, final and
ultimate.

Salvation sits in the Lord’s
Left hand and

Slowly drips through his fingers.
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Tuesday: 3:45 P. M.

by STEVE GLIBOFF

She told him, he was trying too hard ever since he gained
recognition.

He agreed — but still was driven on.

Today he was driven by the explosions in his mind.

He closed his eyes and saw everything.

This day was his, and nothing else mattered.

He raced down the street as he wrote on his yellow scratch pad.

His fingers itched so he continued to scratch, knowing all the while
that his ideas were the same.

He picked up his head and saw he was the only one writing

And then he knew it was he who wrought what everyone else

' thought

And he looked in the mirror and smiled.

SNOW'S FALL

by BONITA RENSA

Virgin snow lays————
pure————intact,
upon an earthen bed.

With flowing robes,
unrumpled yet,
She sleeps in soft repose.

Man'’s shovels penetrate,
injure————

retract———

and footsteps on her, tread.

In rented garments,
soiled————wet,
she wakes from painful blows.
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Conversation Between a Girl with Yellow

Hair and a Soldier who smoked a Cigar
by MARTIN J. NAPARSTECK

A girl approached a soldier. The girl, perhaps fourteen, with
yellow hair draped over her shoulders and reaching halfway to her
waist, with red lips and pink cheeks and enormous blue eyes,
smiled softly, tipped her head to the right so the whole of the left
side of her face slipped behind the yellow, and spoke to the soldier,
“Hello.”

There was no reply. The girl had seen the soldier from afar
and saw that he was tfall and muscular, and she wanted to see the
details of his face. She hoped he would be handsome. But when
she was close enough to see his face, she could see only his eyes,
which were dark and deep. She knew he was smoking a cigar, but
this was not a part of his face, and except for his eyes she would,
afterward, be unable to describe him.

She was going to repeat her greeting when the soldier started
to speak in a voice that was just audible, “I have known Fear. | do
not speak of the children of Fear, the fear of disapproval, or the
fear of failure, or their brothers or their sisters. Nor do | speak of
the mother, the fear of loneliness. | speak of the father, the Fear of
death.”

The girl, misunderstandingly, said, ‘My father is old, but don‘t
tell mama | said that. She gets mad.”

“] have been told that Fear is old, that he was born when the
first man was born, but | do not believe this. Old men are neither
swift nor agile. They are unable to keep pace with youth. But yet
he was swift enough and he was agile enough to follow me into
trenches and to wade with me through rice fields and to fly with
me in the Green Giant. And old men tire easily, but he stayed with
me for days, weeks, months and he was always active. When |
faltered he pressed forward, when | was exhausted he was refresh-
ed, when for lack of energy | failed in my task he succeeded in his.
No, he is not old, he is as young as the soldier in combat for the
first time.”
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“Mama says he’s young and so does he and he says he’s brave.
He says he's a ‘young brave hero’, but mama says he isn‘t. She says
if he was brave he would ask for a raise, but she always laughs
when she says that.”

“l have been told that he himself is a coward, that he will stay
with you when danger is imaginary, but when danger is real he will
desert you. | do not believe this. He stayed with me when | thought
of my enemy and he did not desert me when | saw the enemy. As
my enemy approached Fear took my hand and pressed his body
close to mine. No, Fear is not a coward, he is as brave as . . .

They sat on the grass facing each other. She could see the tall
expensive apartment buildings of Central Park East beyond him,
and she thought of how she would some day like to live in one of
them. He could see the tall expensive apartments of Central Park
West beyond her, and he thought of how lonely it must be to live
in one of them. A short stocky Negro policeman strolled by.

“Daddy says that | must learn to like all the other kids. He
says | shouldn’t discriminate.”

“I have been told that he doesn’t discriminate, that he will be
anyone’s friend, but | do not believe this. When my enemy came,
Fear could have befriended anyone in my unit, the Negro, the Jew,
the Catholic, the Protestant, the Southerner, the Westerner. But he
shunned the rest and he chose me. The others later told me that he
was with them also, but this cannot be true. He was with me. He
huddled close to me. How could he have been with the others?
He said to me, ‘I am beside you, beside you alone.” No, he is not
indiscriminate, he chooses as carefully as the soldier selecting his
weapon.”

"“You talk funny, but, still, you're very nice. | bet you have
lots of friends. | do. Janice’s mom says I'm the only girl she knows
who's welcomed anywhere.”

“l have been told that he is too welcomed, for he prevents us
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