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Winner of the Manuscript Prize for Poetry 
se lected by the English Department 

Huck on the cover, fishing, amnesic­

Nile-long dreams through the afternoon ; 

The rusted can , 

His feet dipped in the water. . . 

Inside, where the water rushes, 

We have found a boat along the bank ; 

We struggle through the snares of tangled bran ches, 

Into the race , the hazard of the flood; 

As we had read , the wreck approaches ; 

Our hands have numbed to the prick of splinters 

Through the thorns of th e shoreline 

We meet the drift .. . 

Searching the rooms 

As the house turns , tilting 

Cards, the masks, charcoaled sc rawl s .. 

And the feeling that comes 

Like a fi sh-eye bloodying, 

The hook's barb homing above the gills: 

We have found in the hold 

Th e cargo's contagion; 

Our stares assess our stages of disease, 

And now, this whirling house 

Must serve us on our journey . 

Judson Evans 
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No. 13 

A cat in moonli ght watched th e wind unl ace 
A spider' s web. At intersecting po ints 
Th e drop s of dew were drip p ing li ght. A face 
In tea rs, the web t ransfo rm ed to co unterpo in ts . 

A cat in sunlight w at ched the wind unweave 
Th e leaves t o dance beneath a Druid tree . 
Th e ancient wreath o f rhythm s did upheave 
The mighty limbed and pattern ed harm o ny. 

A cat in twili ght w at ched the wind undo 
Th e mo urners' hands of roses . Like th e ru sh 
Of maddened butterfli es the pet als fl ew 
As hymn s arose to c lose the swirling hush. 

A cat in darkn ess - no form , ju st a purr -
W as lull ed to sleep by w ind t hat froze her fur. 

Ann e A . Graham 
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Four At A Bar 

Four latent ladies, of the forgotten middle-class 

Immovab le - ass from the so f a 

And lips from c igs and cups - mo res , have brass , 

Yet ain ' t no ladies. 

Walking round the gentle paths 

Up and down buttocks of fi ckle sweet ies, 

They have brass 

And flesh of c lay. 

And rub up and down with their fingers 

Th eir glasses, filled with the wages 

Of being no ladies . 

Th ey sing in pa rched un cherubi c pub ic voi ces , 

Tickled by the one thing 

Between them and motherhood . 

And yet , they exist, 

Can 't be ignored, can't be ignored . 

The eyes of the less co lorful 

Cannot be plucked and dropped into cups, 

But are moved to m audlin madness 

By the thought of ladies 

That ain ' t no ladies . 

R. 5. Fabbrini 
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Roses 

Your garden had none 

so you bought expensive ones 

and wrote 

get well 

signed : love 

and sent them. 

But the phone said 

mother's dead , 

and at the door, they returned 

the roses. 

So you froze them 

to keep them . 

And now your roses bloom 

though you have no gardner 

to cut them 

and yo u bleed when 

you touch them. 

Adele Schwarz 
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THE AWKWARD AGE 

Harberd sat in the coffee shop and watched the group of girls 
across from the formica counter-top where he kept stirring more 
and more sugar into his coffee . Harberd was a girl wat cher , which is 
not so astounding , except for the fact that he wa s going on seventy­
five - quite a minor miracle, especially since one wonders wh ere 
he even got the energy to stir thick-cream into his coffee. Age didn 't 
stop old Harberd. 

One of the girls smiled at him . It was not exactly out of respect 
for old age , but, more aptly, a horrified awe ; as if he was a fossil 
made from some ancient bone ; amazing, yet at the same time 
repulsive. At any rate , she was accustomed to formica. She sat 
smiling at the old man . The term " old man" loosely defined as the 
sunday-drivers of the world , the over-the-hill-crowd . (Although 
Harberd disqualified in this last category. He was poor at direc­
tions. He never even found the hill.) Harberd was sitting and think­
ing about whatever it was that " dirty old men" thought about . He 
was at an age where presumably the heating-pad replaces the flame 
of passion and a trip to the chiropractor is preferred over a " roll in 
de hay. " He stared at the girl , looked her over. However, at seventy­
f ive, these stares tend to lose their seductiveness ; they become 
harmless " what ifs" instead of lecherous " when can I make my 
move? " 

He was thinking of how nice it would be to nibble on her 
smooth-pink earlobes . It was, naturally, a purely theoretical 
longing - Harberd had no teeth. Instead , he mustered up a tooth­
less smile at the girl that was grinning pol itely at him; the girl with 
the tiny silver earrings, short black hair and pink earlobes . Harberd 
had faith in youth ; especially since there were girls around, floating 
gi rl s with long hair that seemed to perform acrobatics in the air 
aro und th eir head s, girls with countless-curls and colored-skirts 
li ke so ft-upturn ed umbrellas on windy days. 

The bell on top of the shop door, the bell that signalled the 
arri al of each new customer, jingled . Harberd looked. An old 

o man walked into the shop . She carried two shopping bags. 
Harbe rd wondered why old women always carried shopping bags , 
no one, but two. He came to the conclusion that they couldn 't 
m an age carrying themselves around, so they rented shopping bags 
-o help ca rr y th eir spare parts , m aybe a liver , or an extra ga ll ston e, 
or perhaps , a herni a. 

" Th is o ld bag must have her whole innards with her," thought 
arbe rd . He was afraid that she would trip and fall and drop all of 

ecret co ntents of the bags: that eyes and fingers and pancre­
o ul d spill out onto the linoleum. Then, he would have to put 

e o ethe r again . She plopped into the seat right next to Harberd. 
c ii , she m anaged relatively smooth landing, and he didn't have 

~o as em ble t he remains, or rummage through debris. 
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· Out of the corner of his left eye, his good eye, he could see a 
round sa lmo n-co lored plastic sphere cover in g her ea r . He thought 
it was a large ea rrin g until he rea li zed, with d isg ust , that it was a 
hearing-aid , an ugly salmon-co loured hearin g-aid that a lmost 
covered all of her white, lightl y freckled ea rl obe. He couldn't rea ll y 
t ell whether they were age spots o r freckles, but went with hi s first 
assumptio n. This dame was at least e ighty, and at eighty freckl es 
become landm arks - proof of longev ity , spots that can no longer 
be ca ll ed cute, or carefully rem oved w ith c leansing cream. 

The wa itress, a sk inny girl chewing gum with incredible ski ll 
and rap idity (the skill of a w aitress), asked t he lady what she 
wanted. She spoke in half sentences, cutting off the last sy ll ab le of 
each word to save t ime and energy . But t here was a more hi dden 
mot ive. Afte r working with people fo r so long she almost began to 
hate them , and ho lding bac k sy ll ab les was a subtle fo rm of sadism , 
a sma ll way of getting back at customers fo r hav ing to sm il e eight 
hours at a t ime when your smi ling capac ity peaks at three and a half 
ho urs, five minutes and fo rty seconds. She gri tted her teeth. She 
had been working for hours w hen the lady with the two shopp ing 
bags and t he sa lm on-co lored ea r-a id sat down . She had reac hed 
her pea k . 

" Wha ya wan? " the waitress asked while slurp ing the jui ce 
from her bazooka gum. 

" H·uh?" th e lady asked blankly. " What? " It was go ing to be one 
of t hose days . 

" Wh a ya wan ? Cof o r eggs and bad " ( it was brea kfa~t tinw ) 
She sc ream ed into the lady's left ea r , the one with th e ea r-a id 

" It is a ni ce day, " the lady muttered , apparently missing th e 
meaning of the slurred sy ll ab les. " But how would I know? M e son­
in- law mekes me life pure mise reeeeee." She turn ed and peered at 
Harberd who was ju st gu mming his way in to a je ll y donut He 
t ho ught she sounded l ike a siren, o r the way a ba loon so~ nds wh en 
some irri tat in g chil d lets the air out, slow ly , to rtuously . 

" You got kids?" she asked Harberd . 
Hi s mouth was filled with thick red-je ll y that oozed out onto 

hi s thin lips. He tried to say something, something aki n to " do n' 
bother me siste r," when he began to wh eeze. Some of th e po -
dered sugar had worked its way into his t hroat . Immedia tely , the 
o ld woman began hittin g him between t he shou lder blades and 
sc reaming, " Ye alri ght , grandpa, ye alright?" " Jesus Ch ri st yo u so n­
of-a-b itch o f an o ld bag, leave me alone," he wanted t o sc ream . 
" I'm not a grandpa ." He w as embarrassed to be sitting by her, a i. 
she had singled him o ut because of t heir apparent age bond . He 
w as n' t go ing to be her side-ki ck, her pa rtne r in dec rep itude . 
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He could imagine what the people at the counter thought of 
them : the young man in the plaid shirt with rolled-up sleeves, 
exposing, if not muscular arms, arms that were evenly contoured, 
arms without tiny ravines and flab-filled gulleys; the thirtyish 
woman with stylish hair that rested in soft-brown curls at the top of 
her head, curls that she arranged every so often with long fingers 
and red-poli shed nails ; the floral-printed mother with her group of 
low-legged children in red and blue sneakers with white rubber 
soles and laces; the group of smiling girls who were sitting along­
side the girl with the pink ear-lobes. He could hear them saying to 
th emselves , "Sweet. Look at them fumbling at the ir coffee and 
donuts. What a pity . Th ey aren't sp rin g chickens anymore." He 
wasn 't a spring c hicken anymore . No . But, he still had a few more 
years. He wanted to enjoy them, to eat jelly donuts and coffee with 
lots of sugar and cream and to smile at pretty girls even though he 
had lost his smile years and years ago . 

By now his cough had di sappeared , and the lady was sitting in 
her own seat once again. 

" You shouldn 't eat stuff like that , all gooey, full of sugar," she 
sco lded. You could choke on it, she said prophetically, as if the 
chok ing scene of the last five seconds didn't occur, but was some­
h ing that might happen in the future. It was the way one talks to a 

chi ld , always in terms of future di sasters. 
The waitress was not asking now, she was telling . Her face was 

lushed with anger and annoyance. 
" You! Breakfast! Coffee! You want?" It wasn 't exactly a lesson 

in effective rhetorical communication , but no one in the small shop 
as pay ing any attention to syntax this morning. 

The o ld lady finally caught the word "coffee," and said, very 
loud ly, " No coffee for me. Bad kidneys." As she sa id this Harberd 
look ed down into one of the shopping bags that was lying on the 
·1oo r next to his seat, expecting to see the aforementioned diseased 
idneys lying at the bottom of the bag . He did not find them . " Must 

be in the other bag," he thought. 
" I' l l have a donut. Plain ," she looked at Harberd as she said the 

o rd loudly, emphasizing that she knew her place, and that he 
a a rec kless and embarrassing libertine who must pay for indulg­

in ric h food. Her eyes were cold-blue, with an " I told you so" 
··are an d he could hear them say ing very neat ly , without blinking, 

ou ca n't have your cake and eat it , too. " In defiance of her un­
:oo en rep rimand , Harberd signal ed the waitress and ordered 
2! o her je lly donut with lots of sugar. He glanced at the old lady to 
see her reaction , and then added, " and another cup of coffee, 
" ee heart ." He was pleased with having spoken the small endear­
~en• hich he managed beautifully, with just a touch of Bogartese. 
- - \a ee li ng gay . 
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The waitress looked at t he two o f t hem, Harbe rd with his 
pl ayboy-gr in that lacked not o nl y sex iness , but teeth , and th e lady 
in the seve re brown and gray linen dress. 

" Work my ass off and look what I have to put up with Sonny 
and Cher gone senile, " she said to another wa itress who w as still 
smilin g - who apparently had not reached her peak . 

" Youth ," the old woman said to Harberd as he sat waiting fo r 
his second cup of coffee. In back of hi s mind he kn ew he would 
have to pay. He had an ul cer and wo uld suffer later this evening 
when he se ttl ed down to read th e eve ning new s. He st ared down 
into her hearin g aid . " So what," he thought. He would put up w it h 
any pain t hat ca me his w ay . It wo uld be his o rd ea l, a tri al like the 
o nes t aken by Arthuri an Knights. 

" Yo uth," she cont inu ed . Pshaw! They' ll be sorry." She nod­
ded her hea d in tun e to each wo rd, as if the small gestures fi nali zed 
each statement into incontestab le fact . " So rry fo r what? " he 
t hought, but didn 't answ er her fo r fear th at if he communica ted 
with her ve rball y, t hey w o uld so mehow be inexo rably co nnected . 
He just smiled at her, diml y. 

Th e tiny g irl with th e t angerin e halter-to p and white sho rts, the 
same girl with the sil ver earrin gs and th e pink ea rl o bes th at he 
wo uld have en joyed nibbling o n inst ead of hi s second jelly donu t , 
got up to leave with her gro up o f girlfri ends: g irl s th at chattered 
endl ess ly and gigg led in choppy w aves of sound , their long ca nva 
skirts spread out like seag ull win gs. He w anted to cheer for th em, to 
applaud t heir bri ght co lours and st raw handbags, even those rid i­
cul ous stilt-like pl atform shoes th at made them a ll a littl e too tal l, 
a littl e woozy from th e high altitude . 

He looked at the old lady slumped in her chair, drinking prune 
jui ce and dripping tiny blue-bl ack spots onto her enormou s sagg in 
chest th at remind ed him of bundl es of w et-seaweed. He fe lt sorr 
for her. After all , she w as an old lady . He looked down as she 
moved on e of th e sho pping bags c lose r to her chair, an'd he won­
dered if she had o nce wo rn a tangerine halter to p, and wh eth er she 
eve r, eve r had, hidden under t he sa lmon-co loured hearin g aid and 
white wrinkl es, ears, th at w ere chew abl e, and sweet. 

Lois Strobel 
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No. 7 

Thy woman , like medieval artisans, 
Perform the godly act to intersperse 
By art of faith, the perfect-pierced hands 
Whi ch link the tesselated universe 
With manifolded, undul ati ng man. 
Cathed ral arms heavenward heave and nurse 
The ri se and fall of nameless pain : woman 
Creat ing mystery from moon-blood curse . 
Of hol y c raft but fr agments stay: illumed 
Cospe lbooks, bleeding frescos , masks of death , 
Frayed tapestries, mosaics near consumed . 
Beho ld thy sweet madonn a! Thy godsbreath , 
Her chi ld ren bright aga inst apoca lypse: · 
A ll fo ll y she with moon and sun ec l ipse . 

Anne A . C rah am 
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"Caverns" 

Facing the fact 

That faults , 

In the so lid ro ck , 

Occur red -

We know t hat a knit 

Of cryst al has set it ; 

Wate r does th is­

Lea ches quartz , 

Fo rming need les 

And burrs of the rock- ru st . 

As a chil d in bed , 

The dark could smother yo u -

Th e huge black weight 

Above th e bed, 

Underpinn ed 

By a sli ght so und; 

Th e pillow tight 

Aga inst the breath . 

Tapp ing wa ll s, tentatively 

Plac ing so und in p in-po ints aro und my head 

Lik e t he stat ic of tapped stratosphere 

Waves o f a crysta l set 

Shifti ng chan nel. 

Judson Evan s 
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FLOATING DEBRIS 

The unnoticed figure , 
Tenderly grasping the stone parapet, 
Casting g lances at distorted images 
And the dichotomy of the wish . 

The figure, changed 

By swift descent of humanity to debris, 
Finally entrenched in death, 
The wish fu lfilled . 

A multitude with searching eyes 
Saying " There it is" and " Look at it. " 
Floating debris that must be removed, 
Offensive to the gazing multitude. 

The multitude's descent 
Of humanity and feeling , 
Shown by a pronoun declined 
From " she" to " it." 

Joseph Buckley 
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Dilation Of A Pupil 

Is there a slide-rul e in th e house? 
Sir, Sir, help me pl ease , 
I' ve over-ca lculated my tabl eto p 
And now have shocked the ato ms 
Into thinkin g that they' re wro ng. 
But th ey' re ri ght , 
So ri ght , 
As they sp in aro und in un seen de li ght 
Under my immo rt al elbogens. 
Th ey are imm o rt al apart , 
Togeth er, 
O r anyw ay you do n't look at th em . 
And I' ve measured 
With the eye o f a hurri ca ne, 
A scale too pro ud, 
And not powerful eno ugh 
To mat ch th eir cosmi c choo-c hoo 
Ro und each other 
O n th e tabl etop. 
Wi t h an " f " se nd me ho me 
Fo r sc rewin g up t he universe, 
Fo r sloppin g up 
A perfectl y shi verin g t abl etop 
With spilt-co ffee and death-wished metri cs. 

R. S. Fabbrini 
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Robert Klein 
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Self-Examination 
Claire M az iarczyk 



forest (end of euphoria) 
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Marilyn Swantkowski 
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Reflections Mi chae l eida 
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Robert Kl e in 



N 
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-

Robert Klein 
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Reflections Michael Weid a 
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No. 12 

The paradox of parallax, that surge 
Through form and sou l, undoes my maternal 
Measurements as I gaze a nd ce ll s diverge . 

Th e cyc le within cyc le : nocturnal 
The moon- my body at tuned- tides at bay­
My belly ripe . 

Des ign s fo r li fe unfold: 
My son sha ll laugh a nd walk a nd speak a nd play; 
Th e world sha ll whirl for him a lone . 

" Now hold 
Ti gh t Le t go Ho ld ti ght Le t go ." I re pea t 
My li ta ny of mothe rh ood as he 
Beco mes the c hild , th e yo uth , the ma n comp lete . 

Sweet mother , now I know, now I see. 

The cord is c ut , severa nce abso lute 
Wh il e fruit e ncase, ,eec-f , t he ,eed bea rs fruit 

Anne A . Graham 
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For Father's Day 

One night, 

Alcohol giving you more words than before , 

You spoke of Joyce - hi s sty le 

Pulling yellowed volumes from their resting place on the shelf, 

Then Faulkner, your favorite, 

Writing on a wheelbarrow - how intense. 

Old usage texts and do I use them, 

Marked passages darkened with the loss of time. 

Forgotten memoirs from the past escape discussion, 

It ends. 

Brian Boston 
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Francis 

The smell of chalk . 
The clack of the nun 's thick beads . 

Row upon row of desks. 
On all of them th e same book 
was opened to the same picture 
of that monk, 
a wolf lying silent 
at his feet. 

And yea rs later 
that image returned 
while feeding pigeons 
in the park. 

When there was no " quest ion of belief" 
one could have believed 
that they were drawn 
by anything 
but hunger. 

Ray Klimek 
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Kunstlerroman 

Th e yo un g man reaches art by growing o ld , 
By hum b ling th e arro gant idea ls, 
By loss o f se lf and mo th er's t ears lef t co ld , 
By breakin g o ff wi t h gods and commonwea ls. 

Thus stripped o f al I equipage, he conso rts 
With wo rd s o r no tes o r hues. Symbo led bridegroom, 
Pursuing and pursued, th e childm an courts 
His symbi ot e and ent ers safe her wo mb. 

Regrowth p recedes rebirth , as c raft th e art: 
From embryo to exi st ential co rd 
Th e arti st 's wo rk evolves beneath her hea rt , 
Then swif t and dark the passage to acco rd . 

The art itse lf cares not fo r ancestry, 
A bast ard -child , content t o be to be . 

Anne A. Graham 
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ILLUMINATION 

He came into town at noon . He did not head straight for home 
but lingered in the shopping district . Out of the corner of his eye he 
could see men sitting on picnic tables in the small park area called 
the Center . 

Reese thought, " Weren 't they the same men pl a yin ' cards years ago?" 

He pulled his white canvas hat, a hat resembling a safa ri hat, 
down furth~r, almost over his eyes. He squinted . It was late July A 
ci rc le of women , well over middle-age, stared at him as he looked in 
he window of a leather-goods shop . Without even turning to look 

at them , he saw their accusing eyes mirrored in the polished 
indow glass . He shrugged and thought , " Guess I'm co ndemned." 

O ne of the ladies pointed a gloved hand at him . He involuntarily 
moved his hands from his trou ser pockets where he had been jing­
l ing some coins and keys . Th ey continued sta ring blankly until one 
of them, a skinny lady with a large purse, smiled at him . Reese 
shuffled his feet and unbuttoned his collar. 

He said softly to himself, " Whew! A hung jury." He walked by 
he ir small group, bowing slightly as he passed. They al l smiled at 

him now. 

He thought, " Maybe they just don't notice how hot it is . Their 
mi les are ice-coo l. Maybe they have air-conditioners sec ret ly 

hidden by their summer pastels ." He laughed. 
" Damned if I know. " He crossed the street . 
He left home at seventeen . He broke the news to his parents on 

he night of the heavy storm . Mil , his mother, pasted pictures in a 
photo-a lbum on the kitchen table. Sh e pressed each one down with 
e tra ca re , running her thumb up and down each co rner . 

" ow I can have my family in one place, all the time . Nice? 
uh?" the mother sa id . 

Her husband, Ted, was slumped in the rocker nea r the stove . 
e as a large man with a heavy step . His eyes were c losed now 

and, as he rocked, thunder and lightning shook the window-panes 
a: he other end of th e kitchen . He held onto the arm s of the chair, 

e veins of his hands almost purple Reese sat at the table with his 
o her. 

" Here's a pictu re of the party . When was it? '65, I think . The 
~ illips and their kids . A good likeness, huh, Ted?" she asked 

r i htly. 

" eve r much cared for that bunch," the father said without 
oening his eyes . 
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She nodded . He se ldom ag reed with her . Th ey spoke in some kind 
of code est ab lished by lo ng years of li v ing together; a kind of af­
fection. It was their way. 

" Anyway, " she continued, " a ni ce picture . Came out rea l 
clear. " 

Reese leaned foreward . Hi s hands were st retched out on the 
table , palms up . Mil not iced hi s hands, and half-opened lips. She 
knew he was wanting to say something. She waited for him to 
speak . Five minutes passed . 

" M a, " he sa id evenly . 
She looked at him , began to say something, then hes itated as thun­
der fell loudl y across the room . Ted began to sing, " When the Ro ll 
is Called Up Yo nder." Reese turned t o him quickly. 

" Damn you . Damn you and your fear of thunder and li ghtning. 
No use Pa . When Cod wants yo u, he' ll get you , he' ll get you ." His 
voice shook . 

" Never mind ," the father sa id ca lmly, rock ing steadily . " Thun­
der and li ghtning are bi g, boy . We have no control. It hits fast , you 
die fast. A man got stru ck last August and . " 

" For Christ 's sa ke Pa, only one in a million get st ru ck. There' s 
more danger in walking the streets or workin ' on your bloody roofs. 
You m ake me si ck! " 

Mil in terrupted " YeJh Pa. It's qui ck all ri ght . Kind of p retty , 
though. Th e whole earth li ghts up -- on ly fo r a second t hough. Like 
Cod coming, just like Cod , isn't it? " 

Reese got up and st ared out at t he storm . His mother contin­
ued pasting . Ted sang agai n in a voice that soon fill ed the whole 
room. Thund er was almost in audible now. Reese, without turning 
around sa id , 

" I' ll be go in ' soon." 
" O ut in th at storm?" Mil sa id quietly . " You ' ll catch your 

death ." Reese turned and faced hi s mother. 
" Not outside, Ma . Not out ." He turned to look at the heavy 

man singin g, eyes shut , in the old black rocker. 
" Not out. Away . Cassell made the arrangements . We' ll be 

leav in' at three tomorrow, weather permitting." 
He was gone for ten years. Now he was ba ck home, walking in 

the town he grew up in . His father had died. He got th e message 
yesterday. A Heart Attack , On the Roofs , 9 in the Morning, t he 
let ter from his mother read . He had it with him now, crumpled in hi s 
jean pockets . 
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" A heart attack , a sudden shock on the hea rt ," he thought . 
hat did it remind him of? Thunder? Lightning? " When Cod wa nts 

,ou, he' ll get you , he' ll get yo u. Who had sa id that? He turned to a 
man nequin in Mu~dell's d partment store and murmured, 

" t least it was quick " 

His old room smelled the same as when he left it ten years ago . 
moky . The smell of his father 's c igars lingered still . He pulled the 
heets up almost over his head. There was a certain fear attached to 
e usual sadness one feels in the face of death. Reese buried him-

-el f in the blankets . Hiding. He felt almost transparent - exposed 
- he nd of all his sec rets . Ly ing awake in his childhood bed on the 

i ht of his father's funeral , he could see nothing but the fa ce of his 
o , dead father. His father, the shrivelled and brittle form in the 
nbecoming black suit, gained some kind of perverse stature. He 

could see everything now, could look right through the green bed 
·p ead, through Reese . He tossed and turned . His father was stand­

over his bed; another black shadow across the white sheet. The 
·oom became cold. He could hear his father singing that awful 

mn, hen the Roll is called up Yonder; could seP. his father 's red 
or bandana - a big knot in the middle of his throat. Thunder and 

10h ning were era hing the w indows . His father laughing, accus­
-,.. 'You left, you left - Cod will get yo u, get you . " 

He awoke. It was the day of the funeral. Reese sat near the 
x>bbi ng Mi l, and watched . He looked down at his white hat sitting 

1s knees. He had forgotten to leave it home. It didn' t matter. 
e ho le atmosphere of the Morris funeral home seemed unreal 

ee e. It was like some of the third-rate productions Reese some­
- -

0 build sets for in California . Everyone was playing their roles in 
_ c~ an unprofess ional way . Flowers were haphaza rdl y placed --· ,de heco ffin . 

Just like Pa," Reese reflected . 

e looked at ladies with double rows of pearls and navy crepe 
_ -e-::es ' alling way below their knees. They were distinguished from 
: ;c another onl y by slight difference in scents. One, a sweet , 

- -:ea ing smell from a five and dime counter. The other, was a 
· e pensive smothering aroma. And still others with their half 

e-- -· not rea lly perfume, but last minute splashes of co logne 
=-- ..,a denia bath powder. Even the smells of this place - theat ri­

- a v ere filled; eyes watching the heavily made up face of 
co p e, his father. 

Co ip soon filled the parlour; the nervous gossip that attemp­
·o bing the rea l world into the air conditioned, artificial room . 
~ became so intense Reese had to almost shout to speak to his 

- :;, \ ho was now sitting with her sister in a front row seat . He _ ed o leave. 
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Stepping outside th e world was real again . He was surpri sed It 
should not have been so rea l . Cra ss - even greener than just 
yesterday . Sickeningl y rea l and green. Even the sm all berri es on the 
bushes seemed to be growing larger, pulsating . Red, throbbing little 
bombs. Voices were felt , not exactly heard from within the wooden 
doors of the parlour. It was early yet; the people would not leave 
for at least another hour . The wide, white polished porch squeaked 
beneath a too sudden or heavy foot. One walked with a solemn 
dignity, or else the porch would croak with a throaty reproach 
"Everything is so quiet, so quiet," thought Reese. 

But there , ac ro ss the st reet, was a world of ordinary things­
rea l things t hat would never really change The row of shin gled 
houses across the street with the wide-open front windows and the 
warm lamps would be there tomorrow and tomorrow and maybe 
even years from now. Inside, his father was dead . He put the lid on 
it. But it would leak out again , after the pastor said the last Amen ; 
onto the grass, through the trees, ac ro ss the street , into the lamps -
I ife 

" He won 't get me, you son of a bitch. He got you, he won 't get 
me. I'm not scared of thunder and lightning." 

He put his safari hat on and walk ed out into the so lid co ncrete 
of th e quiet st reet. 

Lois Strobel 
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August 

I hear the insec t brain 

Humming in my head; 

Th e sm ell 

Of a ca ne fire . 

Flames rave 

Throu gh th e woods 

Of th e bee-keepers; 

Each comb purrs, 

Pulsed like a nova. 

Out in the dark 

The swa rmin g of torches; 

Drones drop like flare-stars 

In the smelt. 

Judson Evans 
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No. 8 

I turn from my complacent paradise 
To watch thy transient, gossamer glow, 
That bind of happiness- love's sweet device. 
It suits you well to be in love; to know 
Th e gentle order rendered. Sounding bells 
You pluck to keep the stutterin g sil ence st ill , 
And go lden thrushes guard thy citade ls 
Against unholy angels . Nature will 
Insult you, wrinkles appear, seasons change; 
But love, like water , seeks its own level­
One wrestles tides in vanity . How st range 
Th e ports we harbor ever parallel. 
With cava liers and cou rtesans I bid 
Archaic love- that tombless pyram id . 

Anne A . Graham 

32 



The Amenities 

M an has a teacup finger. 
W anderin g from fo rests 
To savannas 
Wi t h no lingerin g memo ry 
Of the d ays before 
He sc rat ched his head 
And cri ed 
Fo r those dead and haired , 
He - head bared - sa ng 
Hosann as 
To th e midnight air 
Which chill s, 
Th en thum bed his st eamin g ho les 
At th e ea rth below 
Fo r leav ing him 
Skin-ba re 
On a co ld Saturd ay night 
Wi t hout a tub 
No r tea in sight 
Fo r a millio n yea rs. 

He held out th e next best o ne, 
The index, 
And p romptly p icked 
His nose. 

R. S. Fabbrini 
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Metanoia 

Sedulous seed was he 
That tunneled through 
Crowded catacombs 
Of mindless masses . 

As he moiled in sanious debris, 
A noble vision the mind enjoyed -
Sweet Fruition - only the sou l tastes 
The moira of common men expelled, 
He bl ed upon the rocks that held him, 
And as their vessels merged, 
ThP insp iration was salve 
To his nascent surface. 

Recondite creature was he 
That emerged 
To puncture the crust 
And free the flow. 

Terri Williams 
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The poet 's eye, in a fin e frenzy ro lling, 
Doth glance from heaven to ea rth , f rom ea rt h t o 

hea ven; 
And as im ag in ation bodi es fo rt h 
The fo rm s of things unkown, the poet's pen 
Turns them to shapes , and gives t o ae ry nothing 
A loca l habi tat ion _and a nam e. 

Sh akespea re - A Midsummer Night 's Dream 
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