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The dead lady called my fa-
ther last Thursday afiernoon. Her
flight from Dallas was delayed.
She would be late. That's what
she said. Mrs. Tice had agreed 1o
buy both of my father’s mint sets
of 1952 Topps Bascball Cards.
She gave Dad the vault code for
the box at 151 Citiwide where she
was sending the money. While
her friends collected minks and
homes, Mrs. Tice collectied base-
ball cards.

My father collected baseball
cards, too, Actually, he didn't
The only cands he had were those
two sets. In 1952, Topps brand
chewing gum entered the rading
card market and revolutionized
the activities of the male species
of young Americans perma-
nently. Dad's friends spent their
summer afterncons flipping,
waxing, and trading their favor-
ite players. My father spent his at
cello lessons. His mother was
determined that one day, my fa-
ther would be a great concert
cellist. Dad never liked the cello.
In fact, he hated it. After mom-
ing and afiernoon lessons at the
conservatory he would return in
the cab to his buddies playing
fuzzball in the grass alley, or

Getting Rid of a Cello

Jordon Belz

Winner of the 1991 Jaonus-Fulton Sun Award for Prose

trading ballcards on their front
porches.

On August 20th, 1952, for
his eleventh birthday, Dad asked
for a set of bascball cards. His
mother asked him if he wouldn't
rather have a new bow Or & two-
year supply of rosin. She finally
agreed wo get him the set of cards,
because Dad threatened to gnaw
his right thumb off, thus making
it impossible for him to hold the
bow for lack of an opposable
digit. Besides allowing Dad's
head tobe pulled out of her womb,
ordering that set of cards for my
father's birthday was the best
thing she ever did for him.

The 1952 Topps Bascball
Card set, numbering 1 1o 576 in
mint condition, is wonh about
$85.000. That's a preity good
return on a $2.45 investment in
1952, All children assume when
they send for something in the
mail, ifitis not there the next day,
it will be there at least by Friday,
My father had not read carefully,
s0 he did not realize that the sct
would not arrive for four 1o six
weeks, if atall. After two weeks
and no ballcards, Dad began to
write Topps religiously.

The cards didn"t arrive until

Halloween. A full ten weeks
after he had ordered them, Either
by mistake or out of sympathy,
Topps sent two full seis to the
eleven year old who wrote twice
a week on Wisconsin Philhar-
monic Youth Orchestra statio-
nery. By this time, Dad’s friends
had abandoned their dog-eared
Enos Slaughters and Bob Fellers
in shoe boxes undemneath their
beds or in their closets and tumed
their interests to comic books,
Dad put his cands away without
even opening the boxes. He did
not realize that one day those two
10" by 3" by 4" boxes would be
worth ten times their weight in
gold.

Mrs. Tice, the dead lady, had
connected with my father through
her commodities broker. Every
serious baseball card collector in
America knew my father’s name.
He owned the only two sets of
unopened 1952 Topps in the
world. Not even Topps had two
unopencd sets. She wanted 1o fly
gp o Duluth w buy the cards.
She offered $200,000. My dad
cared nothing for the cands except
the good stories he could tell about
them, and hell, he could tell the
stories without them. He




accepted.  Amangements were
made for Mrs. Tice to fly inio
Duluth on TWA flight 246. Her
flight was due to fly out of Dallas
August 20th at 11:30 am. She
called 1o say that she would be
late. There was an unexpected
layover; something about engine
coolant. This was at | p.m.

TWA flight 246 w Duluth
exploded on take-off. Mrs. Tice's
name was on the passenger list.
My father swears it was her on
e poome.

“She gave me the vault code
at Citiwide — of course it was
her,” he insists.

I believe my dad. 1 dont
have any reason not to believe it
was her on the phone at | p.m.
except that she was dead. My
only question is, where was she
calling from?

Dad tells me not to tell the
kids at school about the dead lady
because they will think we are
nuts, orelse liars or have socialist
sympathies. | haven'ttold any of
them, but I'm telling you. When
a dead lady calls your house an
hour and a half after she dies in a
plane wreck, you've got to well
someone — someone who won't
think you're nuls.

My dad docsn "t play the cello
anymore. He never became a
world-class cellist, but he still
has one. He takes it out every
once in a while. 1can see on the
neck where his fingers have worn
the finish off of the rosewood.
He still has incredible dexterity
in his left hand. When Grandma
dhied last year, he wanted to bury
the cello with her.

“She's the one who liked it,”
he reasons.

O Savarday , the day ales
his birthday, I went with nyy dad
to Dunavant’s Drugs on New Ha-
ven Street w get a copy of the
MNew York Times. We found an
obituary on the second page of
the society section right next toa
discount air-travel ad. She wasa
widow, with only one child: We
couldn't imagine why she would
collect muscum-quality baseball
cards. My father thinks maybe, if
her child was a son, she would
have given that son two boxes of
baseball cards for his binthday in
the summer time instcad of a
cello,

The eclevators at the lst
Citiwide Bank are slow. We were
in no big hurry, just kind of curi-
ous. ‘We had never beenup to the

security vaults on the fifth floor.
It Inoked like a penthouse. The
ceiling was fifteen feet above our
heads, There was handly any-
body there except an older man
himting on a blond sccuoritics as-
sistant.
“"How may 1 help you?" an-
other woman, whom we hadn't
noticed at first, asked.
“There should be something
in securities 72037 for George A.
Richards,” dad replied.
e s yoar waal coede,
Mr. Richards™

He handed her a small enve-
lope from which she took the
code. 'We walked over o drawer
72037, and opened the lock. My
father reached in and took out a
check for $200,000 in his name
dated August 20.



In-Flight Secrefs

Mark Sobolik

Winner of the 1991 Janus Award in the Poetry category

Because he has to go 1o the bathroom
And he has to walk past everyone else on the plane
From his seat in first class,

Avoiding our glances,

He doesn’t notice the other passengers

Who are more concemed with their own secrets.

They are busy trying to maintain some privacy, sitling as they arne
In awlkwand proximity.

A youngizh woman,

Twenly or nol-guite-thiny,

Uses the in-Mlight magazine to shield

The love letier she's been composing ever since Plisburgh.
She glances oud the window.,

A guy on business

Tries 1o get her atiention

When she finally looks up from the epistle.

His left hand, ring hand, hides under his overcoat as he
Smiles and introduces himsz|f,

A leenage boy

Om his first air irp

Is getting high on single-serving highballs,

He pushes the flight attendant call button abowe his head, smirking. thinking,
“Who checks 1D at 23,000 feer?”

A young couple

Is playing gin rummy

With the papery thin aidine cands,

She's thinking about how 1o tell her new hushand the news
Should the test come back positive,

A haby
Scans the rows behind her,

Six or seven otherwise bored passengers

Think that the baby is smiling only at them, and smile back. The baby thinks
They're acting childish,

The capiain’s speaking.

He's somry, but he has to tum on

The fasten seat belt sign because of wrbulence.

His voice sounds almost calm, He's looking at his co-pilol, who is
Biting his nails,




A woman in a wig.

Drsguised as prognand,

Looks understandably impaticnt

As she wipes her brow and adjusts the illicl package taped
Her real siomach,

Almost everyone

Holds on 1o a false sense of

Security. They think that their secrets ane safe

From me. Bui | am, withowl & pen or paper or & puroses,
Writing about them.

Photogroph by

Damon Sacra

Winner of the 1991 Janus Award in the Graphics category




The Couch

George Mahn Il

It sits in the middle of the room,
like a single evergreen in the middle of a snow covered field.

With its plush cushions and exquisice

red, white, and green candy striped pattern,

[t shares the vast, empty room

with only an old wicker chair holding a biue cushion
and & new Lv. enfertainment center.

For three years, ever since their wedding,
she's waited for this,

They never had the money before —

a blanket on the floor was enough.

But she didn"t mind.

Yet three years is a long time

for a woman to mother a child

and love a man who has helped her none,
A blow beside the head,

or in the shoulder,

has always been her reward.

But this new thing
brightens the room;
brightens her face:
brighiens her hopes
for a better marriage,
a better life,

The wool is further pulled over her eyes
to suffer a lintle longer.

But underneath it all she knows
exactly where she stands —
that it is only a matter of time
before her marriage ends

and the heartache begins,

for she has been told;

She just doesn't listen.

Even so,
If she read this, she would ery.




To be the rooster,
or to be the hen, | ask this

question once again
To learn O LR
witint 1 have
leamed that
others may
bearn mnd
leam and
beammn. O
to leamn
Lo tavist
what 1
now know
50 that
[ hawe
money
o blow
and Blow
Be reason
8 toal,
its work
1% Mist
cruel!
Mo it
gives me
o tme for
breaih,

EVER SEEN A COW JUMP TO ITS DEATH™!!



The Boy Who Loved Animals

Scoft Smith

Hal often wondered why he
was put here. Not just on earth,
but specifically here in Carlisle,
Arkansas. There was no other
place he wouldn’t rather be, he
thought as he pedaled his bike
down Third Street. There's just
not much for a twelve-year-old
boy to do when he's the only
iwelve-year-old in the town.
Commanity, rather.

Hal was an extremely bright
boy, but very restless. He didn't
speak until he was cighteen
months old (which had scared his
parents}, but his first words were
a complete sentence. He said “1
wantl some juice, Mama,” and
she nearly had o coronary. When
he was three years old, he could
already read the Arkansas Ga-
zene, although he couldn’t un-
derstand it. Hal was very smart,
but a little strange.

By the nme Hal was five, he
had killed his first “froggie.” He
didn't really enjoy watching
Sesame Street anymore; he could
speak Spanish and count to one-
hundred in both it and English.
He found killing froggies quie
enjoyable. He discovered that
there were plemiy in his dad’s
garden. But little five-vear-old
Hal didn "t just kill the frogs, he
“played” with them before
crushing theirdelicate litile skulls
berween his fist and his palm. It
didn't bother Hal when they

tinkled on him as he held them
sguirming in his little hands. Hal
even had a routine, almost ritual-
istic in manner, that he followed
when he killed the froggies. Firsy,
he would throw them up in the air
and try to catch them, and usually
wouldn't. Then, he would pick
them up, tie a sring o their left
(never the right) leg, and swing
them around his head wen times.
Finally, when the little creature
was on the verge of death, five-
year-old Hal would place the
froggic in his left palm and
hammer his right hand down. He
thought this was about as funny
is anything, and langhed until he
cried every time he performed
this barbaric rite. But now, at a
big twelve years old, Hal was
bored with killing froggies.

As Hal rode his bike lazily
over the hot concrete road, he
thought about the animals he had
killed since then. He had given
each animal 2 name before he
killed it, which somehow made
each kill more special. He didn’t
know why, but didn "t really care.
Chwver the past seven years, Hal
had killed three stray dogs (Mike,
Trey, and Alex), two chickens
{Rick and John), and one of the
three pet rabbits Old Man Ricken
keptout in a cage in his back yard
(Stan). Stan was Hal's favorite,
because he did it in the middle of
the night fast summer. Summer




was alwavs best, because there
were never frogs when it was
cold. Or too many stray dogs, for
that matter.

Hal had snuck out of his bed-
room window at two o” clock on
July 6th and shimmied down the
old oak tree (the one his mom had
never let him build a tree house
in) next to his room. He ook
back roads (it seemed they were
all back roads here in Carlisle,
especially at that hour) over to
the Rickent place and carefully
opened the cage's squeaky door,
The rabbits were tame, and they
came to Hal easily. Hal picked
one up and camed i out into the
wonds behind Rickert s property.

The rabbit was soft and calm
in Hal's hands. Hal loved the feel
of the rabbit’s soft pelt, and the
creature s vulnerability made Hal
piddy with excitement. *[ love
you, Stan,” Hal had said, and
then said no more, When he poi
tw the spot were he had killed the
strays, Hal set the rabbat down
gently and took out his mother’s
two-pronged meat fork he had
swiped from the kitchen drawer
three months ago. A week after
Hal stole it, his mom had asked
him if he had seen it but he lied
to her and said no. She didn't
press the matter, and had bought
another in time for the next pot-
rodsL.

Hal petted Stan for a mo-

meent, feeling no remorse for what
he was about to do, then walked
around behind the rabbit. He
raised the fork above the back of
Stan’s head, and plunged it
deeply into the animal’s shaking
body. He the thrust the fork
through the animal and held it
there until the rabbit siopped
convulsing. Hal drew the fork
out of the ground and Stan’s
body, and left.

When Hal had finished
reminiscing over his time spent
killing the past seven summers,
he ihought about something big-
ger than Stan, Michael, Trey,
Alex, Rick, and John, He knew
that something bigger was in
store for him, but he couldn’t
figure out what. Hal pedated on
home, wondering.

Hal could smell dinner
cooking a5 he walked through
the front door, probably beef
stew, he thought.

“Hal, iz that you?" his
maother called from the kitchen.

“Yes ma'am. What're you
doing?” Hal asked, but already
knew the answer.

“Cooking supper.” she re-
plied. "Come in here, 1 have a
surprise for you,” she said, There
was obvious excitement in her
voice, and this peaked Hals in-
berest.

“Whatisit, Mom? " he asked.

“Well, | haven't told your

father yet, and you don’t nead 1o
either. | want to be the one o el
him."

“Okay, | promise. What is
it?™ he asked again, his interest
flowing.

“Well, yoo are going to have
a little brother or sister soon. |
talked 1o Dr. Flagg today, and he
confirmed it. Aren’t youexcited?
she asked, glowing.

*“Yesma'am. Whenisitgonna
come?" Hal asked, felling flushed.

“Around next Apnl” she sand.

“Gosh, Mom, that's cool.
Now 1'11 be a big brother,” he said.
“Can | name it?" he asked.

“We'll see,” she said, notic-
ing how excited he had become at
her answer, It must mean a kot to
him, she thought.

Hal had already bounded out
of the kitchen and up to his bed-
room. He laid down on his bed
and began to think.



Geometry

Taylor Linneman

10

Time stuffs the culture into human socks,

the desk held with flaming fire from a angent clock;
Benefitting well intentions measured from afar,

armed with Euclid heroes being what they ane;

Facing the racing with the mason and the prude,

the iemporal and the corporal set sights above the moon,
tweaking down the critics” sound by singing them a une.

It is said degrees divide a circle square,

pencil out the portions and let the ruler keep it fair;
Dedicite all history to this abstract that's here,

then throw away the paper, trade a circle for a sphere,
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Dear Mr. Vonnegut,

Scolty Picock

As I put down your novel,

As I've put down 50 many

Of your Cole Porier-sally wniiings.

| once maore feel strange. Strange, and small.

I'm thinking of Iife on other planets.

And Pall Mall cigarettes.

And old men, in general, who weep.

And this girl I want to kiss.

Mozt of all I'm thinkang of you.

Trying to picture you, Mr. Yonnegut,

Trying 10 imagine what you're like.

The Hero [ keep coming up with is a vision

I've grown to identify in all your pages, that is,

All the ones I"ve read so far.

He's sour and hilarions. He's quixotic, and weak.

(T"m tempied to say hall George Carlin, half Holden Caulfield.)
But the Hero, like &ll your others, is a nobody.

Someone | wouldn't look back on, in the street, in the real world.
Someone 1 get to understand, or at least invade, thanks to you.
But I don't want 1o agree on how were all robots, not for much longer.
I don’t want to hold up your paperback for much longer.

| know that there are people praying for peace

In your world, just like they would in this one,

And it seems you're irying (o make me laugh &t them.

And there were Nazis, Mr. Vonnegut,

And it seems you're rying o make me laugh at them.

1 guess I'm writing to say that T can™t do this anymaore, tonight.
Your paragraphs, pictures, and punch lines have exhausted me, again,
See, when | read your books, [ do so because | know the stories
Will go everywhere. (Don't get me wrong; [ think they should.)
And then there are the endings: these are always my cues

To reconsider, as though they were somehow true,

All that’s tragic. stupid, common,

And funny.

Homibly, hormibly funny,

Ciood night, Mr. Vonnegui.

I will see you, soon.

Mavbe without even knowing i,

I'll see you.
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... intfo darkness

Craig Browneil

Our world warms

Our technology explodes
Our morality lags

Our greed blossoms

Owr anger seethes

Owr sight dims

Ohur hour draws nigh

Our world plummets . . .

Photograph by
Damon Sacra




The Road

Rob Whitfield

Heat simmers off the ground, a baking oven in mid-July
You think you can sec the end of the world.

The wind blows. ..

It blows a hot slap across your face.

Ik sbngs...

The specks sting like a hornet in your palm.

The perspiration drips off your brow.

Finally you taste the warm salt on your lips.

There is no relief. ..

The sun beats on your skin, striking your memory of the old leather
belt that your father used 1o wear.

Your mind is helpless. ..

Trapped in an iron jail walking senselessly across the pliins.
Cracks in the ground, dust, wind, helpless,

Water... Water... Water...

15
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The Payment

Travis Fite

The lake mute o Mansford
wiis a bong twisted road that ended
Just beyond the big bend at Proctor
Creck. Banow could already see
the bridge leading imo Mansford
County, He would not have o
travel much farther. Asa doctor of
medicine, he was accusiomed to
riding long stretches at one time,
bt this ride was perhaps 2 100-long
ride fior his liking, and he could fel
i. The ache in his lower back was
now a dull throb and his kegs had
beenasleepsolong that henolonger
noticed them. The thought of
staying hack at home sounded better
than when he had begun.

The door of the office opened
and Banow walked in with a bag in
his hand.

“Been waiting for you,” said
the man at the desk. “What ook
you so long ™

“1 just got word this moming,”
Barow said. The man with the
badge picked up hiscoatand walked
toward the door,

“We better get going. He
probably ain't deing so good by
now.” Bartow followed the man 1o
one of the rooms above the fead
store. The room was dark and hot
It seemed empty except for the
outline of a bed at the far side of the
room. There was a foul smell of
leather and sweat. Banow siood in
the doorway for a moment king
up the last breath of fresh air,

“Sorry about the light,” said
the man. I'll try 1o get you a couple
extra lanlems.™

*“That will be fine," Barow said.

“Will you be peeding anything

elsaT"

“Tust some fresh water 50 1 can
wash up and maybe some clean
linens.™

“Haven't got any linens, but |
can get some water.” The man
quietly left the room.

There was a man on the bed
who was unconscious and breath-
mg slowly. He had on all of his
clothes except for his shint which
had been removed after the shoot-
ing. Bartow cut the blood-soaked
cloth that was Ged around the man's
stomach. When he did, the man
gasped and swallowed hard, but he
didnot wake. The redcircle around
the man made his skin look chalk
white, He could not lose much
maore blood, Bartow thought.

“Here's your water,” said the
man with the badge. He setitonthe
table next to Bartow and stood there
for a moment. *“You reckon he'll
live ™"

“Idon’t know,” Bartow said.

During the operation, Bartow
felt nervous. He trembled through
the entire procedure, partly from
exhaustion and parly from fear
that he might end up making the
wound worse than it was. His
thoughts raced rying to recall some
of what his father had tught him, I
scermed like such a long time ago.
What part of the intestine should be
clamped instead of sewn? Hecould
not remember, so he sewed i He
cleaned the wound with alcohol
and wrapped the man's stomach
withthecleanest bed linens hecoukd
find. He had done all he could do.
After a few hours, the man with the




badge came back.

“You done a good thing,” he
said. “Ewven if I do have to lock the

“It's my job. He's guilty of
horse thefi,” said the man. Bartow
lookoed at the man on the bed.

*He won't be geting up for a
while, if he ever does.™

Later the next moming Bar-
tow awoke o someone pounding
on the door. He felt tired, like he
had not slept in days.

“Whatisit?" he said. The man
with the badge was pounding with
hisfist. Bartow moved tolet himin.

“Think you betier come on
over,” the man said. “He's awake
and wants to see you.™

At the top of the stairs the
sheriff unlocked the room so Bar-
tow could go nside.

*“] can either go in with you or
wait out here. It's up to you”

“T'll go by myself,” Banow
saicl.

The room was brighter now
and Bartow could see the man's
face clearly in the sunlight slanting
in from the window. He could see
that the man's face was misshapen,
One of his eves was closed more
than the other and hisleficheek was
badly scarred from the ear down 1o
his chin, Bartow did not notice all
this at once, but looking at the man,
he only knew that his face was
grotesque.  He had not noticed it
befone.

“You the doctor™ the man

asked sofly.

“¥ oubetter let me look at those
bandages."

*That's okay, Doc. Youdone

“If I don't change the bandag-
es you'll get infection for sure.™
The man put his head back.

“Do what you got to do.”

Bartow unwmpped the ban-
dages and began checking the
wiound.

*Jesus Chirst!™ the man yelped.
“What the hell are you doing™

“Everything looks fine,” Bar-
b siad after he wrapped the wound
agnin. “You ought 1o be able to get
upinacoupleof duys so bong as you
don’t go running around,”

“Thanks. The last thing I wint
is to stay in this place another day.”
he groaned and put his head back.
*“The sheriff”s gotme in o bad way.”

“How's that™

“He's going to try 1o pul the
whaole thing on me. [ ain"teven the
onethey want.” The man closed his
eyes for a moment. “But that ain’t
no concern of yours. Yiou just fix
peopleup. [ suppose | owe youalog
for pulling that bullet out of me."

“You pay me whatever you

L]

can,

“Lain’t got nothing left, except
my saddle.”

I don't want your saddle.”

“Cho phead, mke it It"sthe only
thing I got.”

Bartow did not want o ke the
saddle. Taking a man’s saddle was
like taking away a man's dignity,
anddignity wasabout theonly thing
lefu of the man.

“lust wy 0 get some rest”
Bartow said. He lefi the man alone
in the room 10 rest. The sherff
closed and then locked the door.

“How is he™” said the sheriff.

“He'll be all right,” Bartow
said. ““What's going 1o happen 1o
him™*

*Oh, he'll go to trial, and then
if they decide he’s guilty of munder
we'll keep him for a while, or send
him over to the marshal and let the
povernment take him.”

“Kinda seems like a waste,
dioesn 't i7"

“Yeah, you might say that. |
hate 10 see you come here just for
this. You might have spent your
tirme better somewhere else.”

“He says he’s not the man
you're looking for,” Bartow said,
embarrassed that he lethis thoughts
oul.

“Hell, that"s what they all say.”
The shenff was rolling i cigarene,
He finished and lit the end with a
muatch from his pocket. “Come on,
I'll g beast buy you some breakiast
before you go back.™

About a month had passed and
Bartow's business had picked up
back a1t home. But one day an
occasionarose when he hado travel
ot of 1own 10 help his friend Tom
Worthington. His wife was about
1w give birth and needed medical
attention. The baby, taking after
his father, umed out 10 be oo hig
for a regular delivery, so Bartow
had to operate. He stayed with the
Wonhingions for two days before
deciding that it was safe w leave
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Mrs. Worthington wher husband's
care. Tom Worthington gave
Bartow a sack of potatoes and an-
other sack filled with peaches.
“T'll be in wwn here before
long, to settle things up right,” Mr.
Worthingion said, looking Barow

inthe eye, “But for now take this.”

He shook Bartow's hand rapidly.

“Thanks, Tom,” Bartow said.
“But you needn’t..."

“Just take it,” Tom said gruff-
Iy. “I'll be in towm so0n.”™

Bartow dad not say anything
more. He nodded st Tom and
mounted his horse. Tom started to
walk away but wrmed suddenly.

“Bart,” Tom said. “You're a
good man.™

“I'll see you n town,” Bartow
replied and then rode down through
the pasture.

It was a cool cloudy day when
Bartow lefi the Worthingtons” place
and later on that afternoon the sky
began to look rain-threatening.
Banow knew that he must make
good time in order 1o gel back wo
town before the rain began, But no
sooner did he think this than it
sturted to sprinkle. The sprinkle
turned to light rain and that was not
so bad. He could live with light
rain.

Bamow mode on for a while
irying to make some time. Then the
light rain tumed into a downpour,
The rain was hard in his eves and
the cold drops pounded his cheeks
and lips. Riding into a clump of
trees that ran next to a small creek,

e followed the creek for sbout 3
mile trying to find shelter from the
rain.

By this ume his clothes were
soaked and there was water trick-
ling imto his boots. He did not like
fior his feet 1o be wet. He decided
that he must stop soon or else he
would notmake it through the night.
Just then, s he climbed down from
his horse, he spotted what seemed
1o be another horse not far from the:
creek. Yes, it was a horse, but with
no rider. The horse was saddled
standing still as though waiting for
something. It did not move when
Banow approached.

Bartow ook hold of the horse's
reins before noticing that his hands
were redd from blood, fresh biood,
thought Bartow. His heant beat
faster. Wiping the blood on his
pants, Bariow pulled on the horse"s
reins but the homse would notmove.
Tt jusz swood there looking forever
forward; the rain was coming hard-
er.

“Geny up,” he shouted, He
ugped against the horse with all his
weight, again without luck. The
horse would not move., Then as he
was about 1o keave, he heard what
he thought was a man's voice. A
litthe way further up, a man lay next
o a tree partially hidden with his
head propped up on a root.

“What are you doing?” The
man said weakly struggling to keep
his head up. *That"s my horse!™

Bartow moved cautiously over
toward the man. The blood was

pounding in his ears. The closer he
came the more be could see of the
man’s face. It was a familior face
with & scar that ran from the cheek
tothe ear. It wasaman heknew, but
he really did not know him.  He
only knew the face, a horrible face.

“It"s you,” the man said.
“You're that doctor.”™

Banow looked at his face.
Taking it in, he remembered. The
man was bleeding badly where he
had been shot in the arm and in his
sde,

“Fine situation you ‘e always
in" Barow lified the man pently
from the tree.

“They tried o keep me, but |
got loose.”™ The man coughed. He
was shaking all over. “They can’t
keep me,” he zaid again in a whis-
per.

“Be quiet now,” Barow said.
He tried for a while o stop the
bleeding. But it was no use. The
man looked up at Bartow fora long
time moving his Lips, but he spoke
no words. Then he choked for the
last time and his eyes rolled.

The nexiday Banow rode into
town. He was pulling a horse with
a man strapped on its back, On the
back of his own horse was a sack of
potatoes, o sack of fresh peaches.
and on the other side of the sacks
was a new saddie.




The Grandson

Rob Whitfield

“You remind me s0 much of my Daddy.™
Thilted hat, Sunday drives, fresh suit,
Musk...

SLAM!! “Honey I'm home! Hello there, how's my princess?

You sure look lovely today. Where's Mother? [s lunch ready ™

Ham sandwiches, cold milk, pound cake.

“He had such a kind heart, and he spoiled
your Mather just like I've spoiled you.
You would have loved him-—

I miss him,"”

“You know, Son, you remind me so much of my Dad.”

Tileed hat, broad shoulders, strong hands, fresh suit,

SPICE. ..

SLAM!! “Hey boys, how ya doin?! How was practice today?!
You sacked the quarierback?! ‘Well that’s great!

You know in my day—""

Humnting, fishing, fellowship.

“He was a casanova just like you, and he spoiled

your father just like 1"'ve spoiled you.

You would have loved him-
I mdes him.™

¥



“Shattered” Phologroph by
Rebecca Erickson




Dear Mister

Stephanie Oehler

teacher Man of the veiny while
hands bitten-down fingernails stuffed
pepper sleaze

making me think believe love
that I loved love you

tight tight TIGHT squeeze ouch
prayers Catholic school girl skirt
rosary in your pocket ha!

really?

brown brown sharp squinting
staring

at me? giggle

Mister!

No | can't call you Mike Mister
you're a Mister

smiling? under beard scratch
on my cheeks flowers buttons cigarette
taste Man-moans closed-eye cries
I love you too Mister

trade yva my class ring for your
wedding band oo big for your skinny
finger

that cheap Man smell still
in my sleep father figure? my daddy
never whispers like that Mister

you think I'm grown up and |
do too until I am and [ know that
I wasn't

you KNEW that Mister old Man
just like you KNEW me mysterious
pretty smart smart DUMB seventeen
you KNEW that and | couldn’t see
the DUMBNESS of seventeen while
I was drowning in the middle of
it

Mister were you animal hard
and Man-moaning while my hair fanned
out in the milky bubble bath water
of seventeen watching you through
iridescent eyelids

pulling PULLING my face towards
yours

I didn't open my eyes to look
Mister did you

love
me
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Edgar Goes to the Library

Edgar goes to the library al-
most every day. He knows by
sight the three or four old men
whao also come every day to read
the local paper because they just
can't see spending a quarer on
something they're just going to
throw away. Edgarnever looks at
the daily newspaper. He does
usually nod 1o one of the old men
as he walks in.

Edgar also knows the cule,
round lady at the information desk.
She knows Edgar, wo. She's
stopped asking him if she can
help him locate a particolar title
or author. She used to say, “Can
I help you locate a partsicalar title
or author™ every time she saw
Edgar. But Edgar started using a
line he picked up from an embar-
rassed first-time-visitor.

“Just looking,” Edgar would
say,

Now, the information lady al-
wilys says, “Just looking today?"

Edgar smiles. He doesn’t go
to the library 1o chat with the cute
round lady at the information desk.

Edgar also knows Mrs.
Shapiro. Mrs. Shapiro actually
lives two doors down from Edgar,
but Edgar doesn't know that, He
knows Mrs. Shapiro because every
Thursday, Mrs. Shapiro comes o
the library and checks out eleven
romance novels, Edgar doésn't
know they are romance novels,
He only knows that they're all
paperbacks and they all have a
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Mark Sobolik

watercolor painting on the front
and the paintings all have a wo-
man with her breasts partially
exposed. Most of them have
embossed. foil-stamped titles on
the front with the watercolor
painting. Edgar likes the shiny
titles. He likes some of the water-
colors, too, but he can't figure out
why Mrs. Shapiro seems to like
them so much. But Edgar goes to
the library a lot and sees lots of
other women about Mrs.
Shapiro’s age check out the same
books sohe'ssure it"s okay. Edgar
doesn 't go to the library to look at
the books with the shiny titles.

Edgar knows the people who
only go to the library in the sum-
meer. The first summer he noticed
them, he thought they must all be
teachers, He thought they pro-
bably taught the children during
the school year and then came o
the library every day in the sum-
mer to get more stufl 1o teach the
children after the summer was
over, One summer, there was a
two week period when it wasn't
hot at all. The teachers stopped
coming. Edgar figured out that
the people who came in the sum-
mer weren't all teachers. They
were jusi all people who didn"t
have air conditioners in their
houses, Bui Edgar doesn’t go o
the library just because it's nice
and cool in the summer.

Edgar goes to the library be-
cause he likes books. He espe-

cially likes to look at books. He
usually picks out a big book and
goes to one of the big library
tibles and sits so he can look over
the top of the book and see the big
shelves with all the books on them,
He likes the different colors of the
books. He's always careful to
remember that, for instance, he
took the book that was between
the yellow book with the blue title
and the blue book with the white
title. That way he"s sure to put ii
back intheright place. Hedoesn't
want the old man who pus the
books away 1o get mad. The old
man who puts the books away
wiorks very hard and always looks
tired.

Edgar likes o look at the
different sizes of the books. He
watches people come and take
some books away and walches
the old man come and put some
other books back on the shelf. He
likes the way the rows ger bigger
and littler. Sometimes the old
man sighs and moves some books
from the high shelf to the lower
shelf. The old man has to have the
books just so. Sometimes the old
muan books very tired and sits down
on & stepstoo] and straightens the
books on the bottom shelf, But
Edgar likes to look at the books
even when they aren’t straight
He likes the little changes in the
shapes of the rows of books. He
likes the little gaps that are lefi
when someone chooses a book




and takes it up 1o the big desk o
check it out. But Edgar doesn't
go w the library 1 check out
books.

Edgar also knows the chil-
dren. He watches them play with
the computer. They're so linle,

but they know how to play with
the computer. They play with the
compater for a while and then
they select two or three of the big
skinny books with the line draw-
ings on the covers. Edgar figures
the computer must ieach them how

1o read. Edgar wishes there had
been acomputer when he was linle
Mavbe it could have wught him
how 1o read. Nobody knows that
Edgar can't read. He goes 10 the
hibrary almost everyday and sits for
a long time with a big book.
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13 February 1991

Stephanie Oehler

Jimmy Buifen beats a backdrop
For the Merchant of Venice
Through a wall of concrete block

Margaritaville in iambic pentameter
My fingers drum out & ten-count rhythm
While | hum-sing a soliloguy

Dragging out the How now?Ts

Putting Portia to rest for the moment
I take a break and flip on “The War™
Volume down, rocmmate Snonng
To the rock-a-bye of Ruby Tuesday

Pecling the paper from a Mars bar

I return to Fifteen Ninety Six
And read by the blinks of soundless warfare.

Thoughts on Thoughts

Jonet Eiken

Thoughis were clearly present throughout the room. You could
see all the light bulbs going on, and hear all those bells nnging
simultaneously. Thoughts were jumping about so much that you couls
almost taste that Big Mac on your mind. And puiting your fingers s
your temples, you could feel the thoughts gushing, hunting for aa
immediate outlet, lest they be lost inside themselves. Suddenly, thes
sprang out, just like lava from a volcano, and made themselves knows
Finally, the thoughts were free and flying, just like Jonathan Livingsies
Secagull, as the bells kept ringing and the light bulbs kept brightSy
shining, and the brain waves overtook one another, as if on a frecwas.
a freeway of thought
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Millstones

Craig Brownell

The first strong wind of autumn came today
Blowing leaves into swirling eddies along my path
Where yvesterday there were none.

The caterpillars foresee a long, harsh winter.

The first strong wind of this age came today

Blowing ozone into swirling eddies around Antarctica.

Tomorrow there will be none.
The caterpillars foresee a long, harsh winter.

Everything in the Universe progresses in cycles.
After the dead of winter, life always springs
forth again.

| wonder what will flower here

after we are gone?
Will the flower be beautiful by our standards,
Or will it grow black and twisted,

fighting for survival in an evil, blasied land?

We shall not know

For our strength will have turmed 1o dust
in the millstones of tume.

Our bones shall lie among the muins
of our uncivil-ization.

All we know and love will be gone,
without a trace.

The atoms comprising our bodies shall
breathe life into

The new residents of planet eanh.

We are the dying grass on the dying praine,
about 10 be snowed under

Cur bodies shall return to the mother
that spawned us.

| hope she forms something beautiful
from our heavy ashes.
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Focusing: Afftemoon in a Suburb

Scofty Pitcock

Summer spent away from home

at amusement parks lakes in living

rooms by TVs with family too-often

silent relatives

Siting on a fow curb in front

of a big two-story house one

with tall pines and soccer balls

and wet grass and cats and hoses

Waching complete strangers jog by mow lowns
chat in circles in their driveways

Some laughter

Sound of a leap from a nearby diving board
a splash

Watching two cars

pass over the span of an hour

Other kids coming band of them

Yes they are the ones

Counting bicycles and faces

Coming this way they all pass by

But one

The girl stops to smile and to say What

are you doing? {lip-gloss or something the smell of grape chewing gum
many pieces)

MNothing Oh What are you doing?

Nothing Oh

Her natives slow but still progress (some look back in pseudo-hatred)

Mot getting up not wanting to keep her

from the pack yet still trying to place so many things
by her voice

The voice of

Tonight there will be a fireworks display

I"ve heard
then guickly and carefully
I'm going to be staying here for a while

Baoth now

inspecting each detail of the sireet’s
pavement that's suddenly so fascinating
and warm and iresistible and focused

Every bitof it
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Prometheus

Ethan Whitehil

Cine summer That evening
Vacation afiernoon While vertically held
While third class Tinted Technicolored
Bulk rated Detergents appeared
C‘ur_npumr sorted Between regularly
Mail order catalogs for a Scheduled prime time
Current occupant Programming in my
Collected in a decaying Simulated wood-grained
Coffin bearing 217 hearth
My address I saw the mountain
Rubber soles Adom itself with mouming black
Carried my body After the daytime heat
Lightly up Had tumed streaming tears
A mountain tradl To vapor

Cnce again.

The next moming
While homogenized
Pasteurized
Alphabetically fortified
Milk soured in

The magnetic message
Board displaying my
Every move In

May

I awoke

To wimess

From within

A titanic fir cloak

The foothills below
Like fingernips
Warmed in foggy breath
Strike

Flint shards o

Ignite

The hortzon
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Life on Westminster Campus

To be a Greek or be a peek —

It is s0 hard (o choose;

To turn my cheek and be a freak —
| cannot win, but lose.

T be alone or like a clone

Of athers to impress;

To walk in line in dress so fine —
For frat house life, | guess.

To skip a class or show up last —
(Be fashionably lane; )

Be done on time or push deadlines —
And then accept the fate.

To go to school and follow rules

Or get a job right then:

To leam the ropes and increase hopes
Of meeting lots of men!

Our college vears bring out our fears,
Our tme not wisely spent;

The good old days have lost their way
We wonder where they went.

Janet Eiken
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Scoit Ankeny has forty-four
acres just outside Bend, Oregon.
He keeps about a dozen sheep and
likes to play with his border collies.
About twice a month, he drives his
late-model Range Rover along the
penimeier of his land—he loves 1o
wilch the subtle changes in the
seasons whibe he checksthe fence—
and then heads into town for *'sup-
plies.” Today, he will stop at Radio
Shack after he's done mt Safeway.
He needs some floppy disks and
thermal paper for his FAX ma-
chine. In the supermarket, he runs
into the wiffe of a sheep rancher he
knows. She tells him their fence is
all fixed now, then she chats about
the New Yark Times book review.

*1 decided I can't wait for the
hibrary 10 get Irwin Savage's new
book. I ordered it from the book
club catalog,”

Scott Ankeny is friendly but
indifferent. “It’s probably a good
thing you did. [ undersiand the
county library is really rolling over
on acquisitions. They're publicly
maintaining their stand on censos-
ship, but they know dam well that
Savage'sbookswill just geichecked
outand not retumed. Or worse yet,
they're afraid of another buming
party like last June,™

The womian winces like she's
just tasted something bad.  “Oh,
those hobier-than-thou's just make

Private Wiiting

"|'1 |:“-|': Sﬂb{ﬂ |I":

me sick. You know, the stupid
thing is, publicity like that just sells
more of the books they want

“Undoubtedly,” Scott appreci-
aies the mwony. He's been wniting
novels for six years now under the
pseudonym of Irwin Savage. He
had originally used the nom de
plume because he didn’t think his
stuff was that good. He was saving
hiz own name for 3 work he was
really prowd of. Then, one day he
wernd 1o another author’s Signing in
Portland. It was a young guy who
had researched his brains out for a
lawyer novel. Scott listened to the
comments of readers while he
browsed the shelves at the rendy
niorthwest Portland book shop, OFf
the fifty or o fans, only two told the
young writer that they appreciated
hizs work. All the others esther 10ld
hirm that it wouldn't happen that
way, or asked him for legal ad-
vice.

Inwas justafterhis second noved,
and Scoetwas meeting Howand Bay,
his publisher, that afternoon in San
Fruncisco. He decided on the flight
down that he would continue 1o
write as Savage and avoid the pub-
lic altogether, He thought hard
wbout the relative menits of fame,
He just couldn’ get past the fear
that be would let s readers affect
himn artistically as well as personal-

lv. He met with his editor at his
agent, Jack Neville's office, They
looked af some old head-shots from
a modelling agency. Scott had
armangead 10 collect phatos of de-
oeased unknowns so they could
select one for o book jacket picture.
While they were looking themover,
A COPYWTIET Was Epping out a fic-
tional bio for Irwin Savage. They
all edited and approved it before
lunch, deciding that Taos, New
Mexico was the best place of resi-
dence for the manufactured
personage of the now-famous now-
clist.

Before heading back o his
property, Scoit Ankeny decades o
drive by the public library in Bend.
He'"s curvous about the demonstra-
1ors he's been reading about in the
Oregonian. He hopes there will be
some book bumers there today,
He's working on a chapter in his
CIA novel and thinks that a linke
anger might do him good. It"s just
getting dark when he gets back 1o
his place in the foothills of the
Cascade mountins. Both of his
answering machines are blinking
impaticntly. He keeps a separate
number for S5cott Ankeny. reclu-
sive rancher. He stares at the two
machines fora moment, consadering
which messages to check first. It
secms like the phone nevernngsall




the he's there alone, bat every time
he goes out, people would just miss
him. He pushes the button on the
machine for Irwin Savage s private
line;

<hbeep> M, ir's Jack. Listen,
You're goling fo have o ger down
here. The Sute of New Mexico is
trying fe find Irwin Savage. | pota
sulypaena this morning fromthe U S,
District Cowrs, There's one here
[or frwin, too, Your publisher has
afready issned arelease saying thae
ey don” t know where Savage is. |
reed 1o talk to vour lawyver before
Rin fomorrow morning. Some idi-
oty in Taos threw a bunch of botdes
at the howuse of some Hollvwood
actor whe's mever theve <beep>

Scort and Jack Neville meet in
Chinatown the nextmoming. Jack
wion 'L stop sweating and smoking.
Every minute or 50, he tries o look
out the greasy windows of the base-
ment-level noodle joint. He's afraid
their atiomeys won't find the place.

Jack puts out a cigaretie.
“They're going 1o insast that some-
body appear. This isn’t like a free-
dom-of-the-press. thing where we
can protect our sources. They want
you. They want the “anist.” Ths is
an ofssceniny issue. Bay Publishers
knows they "re goang dovn, but they
want you to pay. They won't take
responstbility for “imtent of con-
tent” or something like tha™

“How the hell could those 'right-
to-decency’ maniacs have gotien a
suit wogether, anyway™ Scott is

“Don’t you see, Scotty?
They "re the reactionanies, not the
perpetrators. That fanatical sen-
ator is the one that got this case 1o
the federal count. Christ, there's
already n movie director in jul,
and two major New York pub-
lishers have had 1o dissolve their
fiction labels. The court has sanc-
tioned censorship. Those rad-
icals just think of themselves as
enforcers!™

“Has anyone been hunt? 1
mean besides that photographer
in the midwest?"

“I thought you took the na-
thonal papers, Scott. A guy in
Pennsylvania just had his car
blown up—all he did was ghost-
write the memuodrs of a rock star,™

“Gene Powers? Is he okayT”

“In the hospital. But Savage
is the one they want mow. [t
doesn’teven maner if Bay iscon-
victed, The militants have al-
ready sentenced you, We're just
lucky they don't know who you
are."

Scott Ankeny begins to share
his agent’s anxiety. He looks 1o~
ward the door of the Chinese res-
taurant. “Look, [don "t think they"re
going wshow up. [don’tlike being

here. I'want the three of you to meet
me army place up there. 1'mcaich-
ing & Might to Portland mow.™

“There’s a hearing tomomow
moming. We can't leave.”

“Just iell my guy 1o postpone-—
he's rying to locate the author.™

Scott leaves his car st PDX and
hires 4 Cessna to take him out 1o
Bend. He had a dream on the flight
from San Franciscothatall hissheep
were dead. He knows he's just
geaing himself worked upby Jack's
reports of violence, but sall, he just
can't seem to get back o his ranch
fast enough. It's the only place he
feels safe.

It"s nearly midnight when Scoit
gets out of the cab at his ranch
house. It's an exceptionally still
night and he finds himself almost
whispering when he thanks the
driver. Inside, there are no phone
messages. He's reading the mail,
now; pours himself a glass of wine.
He hearsacarouton the road. Then
another. Very unusual, especially
so late. There are headlights head-
ing up his privaic road. Scott
Ankeny s off all the lights in his
house and looks out the huge win-
diows at the front of his studio. The
ghass is shattered by a Maming bottle.
It lands on his word processer and
the house is quickly engulfed. Scott
says a few words of good-bye to
Irwin Savage.
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it Mcitters (if you think it does)

Liz Blackwell
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Why should 17

Becapse we said 1o,

Why did you say to?
Becanse you really should.
But WHY should 17
Because we said so.

Oh...

Why should I care what you think?

Because if you don't, you'll be alone.

What if | am alone?

You'll be unhappy.

Why

Because we wouldn't approve, AND you care what we think.
Oh ...

What if [ DON'T care what you think?

Don’t you?

Mo

Why?

Because thut gives you pOwer over me.

Sa?

So! You might use it to make me what 1 don’t want to be.
So07

So., self-betrnyal is far worse than solitude.

Oh




i
G
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sunset Orange Sacrifice

Kirk Johnson

Sticky, citrus, slices

stingy fingers—

nails cut 1o the quick

pain sceps in

on a fresh cut killing
Killing eating an orange
peel tom

JuUiCy juices squirt

fresh fruits of splendor burst

On a sunny day

cool breeze blowing

SCUCETES CAMYINE scent of

a strong orange flower

of nature’s undead gifts—separated from its life

Kicked back on a broken bench
clowds blowing by

friends passing on

world silenced

Only ORANGE left

only PEEL left

GONE. ..

Breeze burns cold, sun sinks shallow, crazy feelings:
God?

America.

LOVE

Tradition.

loving life—living life—losing life—

GOOSE BUMPS . . .




Sweet Virginia

Steven Lyerly

Ahhh—Sweet Virginia
Your taste on my lips
Seiting my mouth aflame

Your smell fills the space around me
I sec your gentle curls, holding shape in air
How very beantiful they are

I long for every moment when [ can be with you
[ can not go for long without encountering your love
Your excitement, rushing through my body

You are so giving

You give yourself fully 10 me
I take all of you inside me
And discard the waste

It almost depresses me

The way I use you up

And walk away

But you know that I'll always come back

You know that finally, some day

You will be the one to take everything from me
And discard the waste.



Will set down the paperback
he'd been reading. The July af-
ternoon, the lawn that had been
mowed yesterday, the calm feel-
ing of the backyard. These all
persusded him to just sit back in
the son for a while. There was
nothing 1o really care about, and
he liked this feeling. Sure, there
werne many things, all important
things, that Will had w always
carry with him, but he didn"t need
to care about them right now. He
wis the son of man who liked to
sit and read when there was no-
where else to be. But even read-
ing could get uresome.

He didn’t think be read often
enough.

He closed his eyes, leaning
back to lift his face to the sun.
Will could taste the warm air,
neutral and not quite humid, as he
breathed through his nose, The
rays of sunlight touched his face
and arms with a heated, while
still mellow, force, He could have
let the sun invade him in this way
for hours.

This was how Will had al-
ways wanted 1o spend a summer
vacation when he was younger.
Maybe at & beach somewhere,
but staying around the house
would have been all right too.
Any place with good air, and good
sunshine, could have done it. Yet
there never wis i summer vaca-
tion like this. There had been
family trips in the car, and then
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Who Can Redlly Say, At This Point?
Scolty Pilcock

summer camps, and then pari-
time jobs, and then a trip o Eu-
rope during the final year of col-
lege. But never a summer of this,
of just sitting in the sun with a
book or something.

Keeping his eyes closed, his
body motionless, he tried to re-
member all he could about that
wur of Evrope. Will had gone
alone, at twenty-four, staying
about a month, But hell, thoaght
Will, it was spme month. He even
thought about minor things, like
the planes and the hotels.

London, then and sull now,
was his favorite. That firsey,
longest pan of the trip. The carly
zenith. There was much w re-
member of this phase.

One evening Will had spent
an hourwandering through adrug
store near Piccadilly Circus,
searching for some allergy medi-
cine. When he'd finally found it,
the girl at the cash register had
todd him that she'd kept the store
open for an extra len minules just
0 she could waich the look on
his face. The face of a helpless,
harmless ourist.

The face that can say only.
“T'm losr.™

They both laughed. The name
Constance was on her name 1ag,
and while she counted Will's
change back to him, he told her,
aloud, that she was beautiful. All
the laughing stopped.

He spent twa weeks with her.

Constance had these eyes that
made her look foreign, and intel-
ligent. Whenever they went 1o
dinner, Will would look up from
the menu and watch the beautiful
eyebrows liftupslightly, and then
quickly go back down, as she
read. Green cyes in action, he
thought.

Will considered himself
lucky to be able to sit back in the
sun now with the memory of
Constance’s record collection.
For hours each day, while she
wis a1 work, he explored the two
full closets of old records. Once
he had discovered one that had
actually been signed by Lester
Young, and sohe made Constance
play it all the time.

And Billie Holiday sang on it.

In the fall she was going 10
quit the drug store and try o get
inlo a universiny in America. Will
had told her that she had a good
shot, because her grades from a
year and a half of night school
were excellent. “And besides,”
he'd said, “there are all sorns of
ways to get money to study on.”

Then Will heard the radio
that was playing inside, in the
kitchen, suddenly become gui-
eter. His eyes opened. Water wils
running in the kischen, and a voice
cried over the favcet: “Willy?
Are you out back™

“Yes. Come on out, Jen-
mifer.”

She walked out on to the



patio, stull carrying her purse, and
plopped down next 1o him on the
picnic-style sofa. Smiling, pull-
ing a cigarette pack out of her
purse, Jennifer said, “ Aren't you
just burning up out here,
Sweetie™

“Not really,” Will was look-
ing for a book of matches that had
been next tothe paperback alinle
while ago. "Where have you been
all day?"

“Oh...well, first I went by
that garage on Sixty-second. And
they said that your car should be
ready on Friday.” His wife paused
here to let him light her cigarene.

Will blew out the match and
said, *“That’s terrific.”

“Then | went by the bank,
and then by Karen's 1o pick up
Marcus.” She exhaled her smoke
pnd smiled once more at him.
“My Goodness, Willy. It's like
an oven out here. Let me fix yoo
a drink, inside."

“I'm fine, Jen. Did Marcus
have a good time over at your
sister’y 7"

His wife dropped an ash on
to the white cement of the patio,
“Well, that"s what he told me. He
said he had a great time. I just
dropped him off at practice. Oh
Willy, you should have seen him!
He had on that red-and-white
uniform, and Karen let him wear
these adorable little grey sweat-
bands that she never uses. He
looked 50 cute, Willy! Perfectly

adorablel™

“Why wear 4 uniform wo
practice?” said Will.

“Team pictures.”

“1 see.”

Then they said nothing for a
few seconds, while Jennifer
smoked and Will folded down a
page of the paperback to mark his
place. Watching Jennifer ash
again on to the patio made Will
think of Constance, but this was
just a flash of a memory. (Diff-
cult to explain, for Constance
didn’t smoke. )

Jennifer placed her hand on
his knee and looked into his face.
She also son of gazed into his
hair. She was about 1o stand up.
Befare doing so, however, she
said, “Well, then can I bring you
a drink out here?”

“No, I'm fine thanks.” He
looked at her, casually standing
in the frame of the back door.
MNothing was said for a minute.
He was waiting for her "Are you
surc ! wocome. He was, for some
reason, dreading it. But Jennifer
was only looking him over, per-
haps as if she would know
whether he was “*sure™ or not just
by inspection.

Jesus, he thought, all of these
old, old games,

What she did say was, “Are
youenjoying the book, SweetieT"

Will picked up the paperback
and studied its cover, only for a
moment. *You bet, Let's you and

1 fly 1o Europe tomormow.”

She dropped the cigaretie
softly, and then stepped on it,
saying, “Now, are vou siill in
Winesburg, Ohia?"

Will was sure now that he
didn't read enough.

He watched his wife Jennifer
lean against the frame of the door,
looking out over their backyard.
“¥es, that's the one.” In Europe
there had been many great book
stores. And Will was thinking
about how there would be plenty
of time 1o read over there. And
probably logs of sun, as well.

But she had missed the
proposition. He would have 1o
give it another shot. This time,
though, it needed to sound like a
great idea that onc fricnd springs
on another, out of the blue, Not
like a great idea that a husband
springs on a wife, out of the
wherever,

“Hey Jen, how would you
feel about flying 1o Europe to-
morrow? Wait, it doesn't have to
be tomomow. But soon, T mean.
The sooner the better.”

She shifted her focus back o
him, from the fence of the back-
yard, and defivered aloving smile.
The loving smile that strangers
cannot identify, the secret smile.

“You're a cute one.”

“I"'mseriouns, Honey. C'mon,”

“But Marcus has a game next
week, und you know [ can't get
away from work for the next
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couple of months. At the least.”

He tumed his position on the
sofa, o face her mare directly. A
part of him, most of him, won-
dered whether she had taken him
seriously. Yet cither way, if she
had or hadn't, he would look stu-
pid in asking. He could only play
along, persist.

And at this point the radio
inside began to air a news broad-
cast. There were quiet “top sto-
ries” coming from the kitchen.

“Well, when's the earfiest that
you would be able o go™

Jennifer sighed, matter-of-
factly, and thought. Her hushand
added a quick “Just you and me
though, Jen, because Marcus can
stay with your sister,” trying not
to interrupt.

Allwononchalantly, she said,
“Honestly, Sweetie, who can re-
ally say, at this point?” Then both
of them sort of nodded at each
other, saying with their faces:
“Enough discussion.” And Jen-
nifer dropped her purse on the
sofa and went inside.

Back in his solitude, the sun-
light, Will thought about Marcas’
base running. He was all right in
the hitting department, but his
base running needed work. He
couldn't lead off the bag. Conse-
quently, he was always getting
thrown out ai first and second.
Always picked off by the pitcher,

But the boy was seven, and he
loved it. Who could complain?

The pack of cigareties had
fallen out of her purse when she'd
tossed it on 1o the sofa. So he
picked them up and lit one.
Stretching his feet far out in front
of him, he thought: It's not that
she doesn't want to go, she just
doesn’t want to leave this place.

Inside, she was talking on the
phone. Will could tell by her voice
that she was talking 1o a friend.
He heard Jennifer say: “And
Karen let him wear these liule
grey sweat bands, on his wrists,
she has never used them
anyway....Oh, it was!”

He was now trying to figure

oul, in his head, how much more
a plane ticket would cost this
time, He knew that he wouldn't
go by himself, but he was won-
dering how much it would cost if
he ever did. On business, for in-
stance.
The old maps had 1o still be
tucked away, somewhere, Mavbe
on the bookshelf, inside a foreign
language dictionary. He knew he
could find them. Perhaps Marcus
would want w0 have & look at
them.

And by the way, why was it
so impossible for Jennifer 1w get
away from the desk for a linle
while? A summer vacationdidnt
seern sowild a request. What hanm

could come aboul by simply
bringing it up with the boss, any-
way!

Yet Will knew that she
wouldn'tdo this. Evenif he could
get her 1o promise him that she'd
just suggest the whole deal, Jen-
nifer still wouldn't do it. Why?
Because.

Because why? Because
there’s such a thing as timing, and
Will could now see that this plan
lacked it, completely. Inside, the
dishwasher had started. and from
the kitchen called Jenmifer, over
the noisy sound of running water;

“Willy! Afier supper 1 wamt
you to el me about the book
you'me reading!™

He tpped a long ash off the
cigaretie and picked up the book,
putting it down beside Jennifer's
purse. And in geming up from the
sofu, in leaving the sunlight, he
felthappy about the days tocome.
A summer where the reading
would get done. A summer with-
out a plan, without a set of goals
to accomplish. Loafing through
the afiernoons.,

When Marcus gets home,
thought Will, I'll start the spa-
ghetti. So, weeks would follow
before he thowght again abouwt
Europe. Or its planes and hotels.
Or about where Constance was,
or how she was doing. The eyes,
the records, all of it



Pholograph by

Stephen Coppin
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Help the World

Janet Biken

Hide your eyes
Or help the world:
Disease and famine are everywhere,

Hide your eyes
Or help the world:
Your time is running out.

Hide your eyes
Or help the world:
Wi all fear the coming of nuclear war.

Hide your eyes
Or help the world:
Everyone is counting on you.

Hide your eyes
Or help the world:
Don’t just ignore those who aren’t like us.

Hide your eyes
Or help the world:
Don't think that time heals all wounds,

Hide your eyes
Or help the world:
Cheer is for the ones who care.

Hide your eyes
Or help the world
IF YOU WON'T HELP. WHO WILL?




Prayer for the Highway

Taylor Linneman

Like a locomotive wheel, feelings feel the real,
hearts are just bound to break:

I'm off and on my way, rolling night and day,
highway's been calling my name,

sometimes, almost always, [ remain.

I really wish that I could say, I wish | could stay,”
but April’'s wming to May;

If you don't see me in a while, thank you for & smile,
tzalking about an old friend,

the rolling, almost always, ends.

When you hear this Highway song,

think past where we've gone,

please remember my name:

I"'m recling night and day, finding things to say,
the highway's remaining the same.

He Was a Friend

J. Enk Juergensen

| look out the window and
the fields pass by,

The people around me are
dulled by my own
SCrenity.

I pondered his life

in our time, and tears
began their well-wom path
across my face,

[ wrned away, 1

could not explain,

When he died it hun

had. Because,

He was a friend.
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Dedth is a Tenth Grader

Scoft Pitcock

You might think of Him as something
Like a heavy woolen overcoat

Omne we'll all wear on eventual,
Endless summer evenings,

Who can only save us from mosquitoes.
But I'm here to well you

Death is a 1enth grader.

He's sitting here next o me

On the bus rolling,

Secretly, a joint,

Rolling a little white rectangie

That had been =0 neatly folded
Between pages 100 and 101 of

An algebra text,

Anyhow, I'm a freshman.

Trying 1o keep quiet,

Trying to stay level-headed.

Trying to ignore His tapping

Un my jean-jocketed shoulder.

And inside, I'm pissed off

Because Death has the window seat.
And because He's a grade above me.

Meanwhile, (I don't know why, but for some
reason, [ suppose)

I'm trying to picture how

Death would 1ease Christ, or how

Death would pick on Buddha, or how

He maght steal lunch money from Caesar,
Or snap towels in His Locker Rooms at Giza.
And o think He's right here!

Right here next 1o me!

Man, what next?




Next comes the real shocker.

(I mean the news-weather-sports, the everything.)
It hits me when [ look up

To that big mimror above the driver.
Seeing so many other open textbooks
Simting in the laps of so many other
Relaxed (even stoned?) bullics.

And they all look down at their work
And continue to work, diligently,

At every other window seat.

MNext to every other student.

And it's like, 1 just,

{(How do [ put it into words7)

I have this feeling that they'll just keep on working,
The angry feeling [ always get, realizing there's nothing
I can do about it

I'm younger.,

looking down

green grass fills my view.

I toss a flower and a tear
death no longer has its fear.

he is lowened,
ropes and belts slowly working
many people [ know standing, watching

I have many more flowers.,
Aim, take a shot, n game,
my rose lands on his now bronze name.




Theeyes behind the reflective
sunglasses were concentrmed on
the smooth pavement ahead never
deviating to check the rear view
mirror. The person to whom the
eyes belonged wove her 180 SL
Mercedes in and out of the Kan-
sas City moming traffic with the
radio blaring,

The green light on the dash
blinked 10:55 AM. “Damn con-
struction!™ the driver cursed un-
der her breath. The last thing she
wanted to do was be late for the
luncheon meeting with Senator
Radcliffl in Topeka. Stepping on
the gas pedal, she thought, “Oh,
well! I'm the only woman on the
bodrd, and they're just going to
have to wait.” She was armogant,
but comrect. Politically, the board
did need a female to discuss the
revisions in the Kansas child
support laws, Lynn had two ad-
vantages: she was o well-known
figure in the political community
and she was a woman, Lynn had
used everything in her power (o
gettothe top, and as far as she was
concerned there was no limit to
her future.

Mo one would have guessed
or believed her childhood as o
smudge-faced tomboy growing up
on a desolate Ohio farm in the
township of Marysville. It wax
her Irish heritage that had given
her the courage 10 leave home
and make it on her own, As faras
she was concemed, her first fifteen
vears never occurmed,  She had
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Hazel Eyes

Rebecca Efdckson

repressed them. The only things
she had gained from that period
of her life were the basic shrewd
survival skills which were now
disguised with silk blouses, pearls,
and business suits.

Lynn was familiar with cars

from waiching her stepmonsier
guzzle beer and tinker with the
Junkyard heap in the front yard.
He used 1o demand, as if he were
performing surgéry. a wrench or
screwdriver from her. However,
today Lynn was oblivious o the
digital heat guage which sieadily
rose. Under the polished reflec-
tve black hood of her car, anti-
freeze solution fountained from
the neatly punctured radiator hose.
The molien cylinders fused, and
the engine came to a lurching
stop.
Realizing that there was no
immediate cure possible, she acied
as damsel in distress until she was
rescued by tinied windows and
California plates. “Looks like
you could use a ride,” the Califor-
nian said flashing all teeth and no
lips. “Any place in particolar you
want to po™

“Mearest gas station,” she
replied while intently adjusting
the seat belt securcly against her
abdomen, The closer range al-
lowed her 1o scrutinize the driver:
middle age, very handsome, and
no ring.  She made witty com-
menis so0 he woold turn her way
and allow her to analyze his hazel
eves. The eyes always revealed

the person. His eyes were an
eerie light green with brown
speckles radiating from the small
reflective pupils. She had seen
eyes like these somewhere |
somewhere in her past, but she
could not recall where, The
memary tottered dangerously on
the very tp of recognition. [In-
stingtively she shivered as if
someone had scraped a fingernail
across o chalkboard.

“Caold?” the driver asked as
he leaned to the middle of the car
reaching to flip off the cold dry
blast of air.

Startled both a1 his sudden
movement toward her and at her
body s uncontrollable disclosure,
she forced the giroutof her mouth
accentuating the reply, “No."” Fear
like she had never remembered
feeling before lined her stomach
squeezing and wisting. A deep
internal pressure built in herchest.
Her heant punched violently in
rebellion to this foreign pressure.
The hair on her anms rose insting-
tively.

She did not understand why
her body was acting this way.
When she first realized that she
was not in control of her own
body, she mentally resisted the
fear until her mind was finally
forced to relent and join her body
in its terror. When this happened,
Lynn lost all the composure that
she had previously had, Her mind
rapidly shified through several
disheveled thoughts. Something




was wrong. The sitmtion was
wrong, His eves were wrong.
She wanted out,

Thecarsped by twoexit signs,
and Lynn’s body began to tense.
“Why don't you stop at the nex
exit that has a gas station™ Lynn
assertively demanded in her 905
woman voice.  They were out in
the middle of Kansas where the
rolling hills rolled on forever and
exils were scarce—but people
WErE EVEn MOre scance.

“Those eyes . . . those eyes,”
her thoughts wmbled like waves
twppling one over the other
searching violently for the an-
swer.  Suddenly, she was nine
vears old in the torm back seas of
a63 Nova screaming, hitting, and
kicking at the high school boys,
She savagely grabbed handfuls of
hair and broke a couple of noses,
but she herself was immune 1o
pain. She did not remember how
many there were or what they
looked like, but she did remember
wildly clawing at a pair of hazel
eyes. Even as an adult she did not
remember what happened afier
that. All that she remembered
were the distinctive hazel eyes.

Suspension of disbelief

Tim Fowler

time dripping slowly
as 1 lift a page

ask me a question

i come up for air
redlity left twisting
unattached behind me
my body cut free
from my intention

my senses dumb

to the murmur nearby
a paragraph my world
this phrase my life
can i get back to

the world i lefi behind
when i started this book 7

45



graded

P. Wailer

his breath told his age

old hot dogs, and jare

his nook filled with books,
naturally

a failed writer, a teacher
coffee cup a pan of his desk
he disliked my style

and i his age.

Photagraph by
Stephen Coppin




It wasn't the place that was
beauntiful. No, the place was just
a fire escape oul an apartment
window. There were potted
plants around to give it a slightly
more natural look, but that was
pathetically overcome by the
neighboring brick building barely
20 feet away. In fact, the only
remarkable thing about this land-
ing was its view. If you looked
very carefully, you could see the
tree someéone had planted and
abandoned; small and scrawny,
but alive.

The girl sitting on the land-
ing couldn't really be considered
beautiful either. Somehow her

Hidden Beauty

Julie Avakian

features jusi didn't work together.
If you saw her on the street, you
might think it was because her
nose was slightly too long, but
that wasn't it. Maybe it was her
tired posture, as if the iron railing
she leaned ngainst was her only
support. Or perhaps it was the
way she held herself, her arms
wrapped tight around her o keep
her warm.  Whatever the case,
she wasn't really pretty at all.
But there was something, one
glance and you could see that. Tt
could have been the way her hair
started to fall from the clip she
used, or the way the cool wind
genily brushed those tendrils from

her face. Or possibly the expect-
ant sei to her lips, and the tl of
her head,

Following her gaze outward
you glimpsed a wuly beautiful
sight, a giant full moon as if from
under water, with the thin rippled
clouds the waves above. No, it
wasn 't the silver light bathing
her face that was beautiful, rather
the vision of it reflected in her
eyes. Through her eyes you saw
the depths of her hean and the
height of her dreams. You saw
her hope. Then you saw her lips
move as she whispered the lullaby
“Baby's Boar is a Silver Moon.™
And she was beaunful
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Liniil & week ago, George and
lived in an efficiency in midiown,
I've gota new place now afier he
B hurt and all. Our apartment
always kind of worried me in the
first place, with the city being whar
itis, but also, because our door was
macle out of hollow particle board
you can punch all the way through
withoutevenreally being mud. I've
Eot some stuff [ wouldn't wane
stoben that 1 kept there: A lype-
writer, my Uncle Edwin's silver-
ware from when he was in the
Navy, some Pairy Page 455 acopy
of "Yes, We Have No Bananas”
backed with *Too Fat Polka,” and
other things in general that 1°d like
teholdonio. George hasnice things;
4 computer, a rowing machine, an
espresso machine, but his parents
are rich und he doesn't pay much
mind to that kind of thing the way I
do. They disinherited himafier some
things that he did. | don’t think
they're oo serfous aboot it, be-
cause after George got our of the
hospital he went to his parenis’
condominium in Arizona to take it
easy fora while. I'msupposed 1o go
out there, like I wobd him I would,
but I have 1o wark to keep current
with bills and everything on my
new place.

The resson | moved in with
G:mgtlslhmldidn'tgummllcgr.
I thought I would, but didn't be-
cause my dad couldn’t afford 1o
ke on the debt when it was time
for me 1o go. He was trying o keep
his shop above water. Toould hove
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What Women Wear fo the Symphony

Jordon Betz

gothen gerite 4 ditofmoney from the
college I was looking at, butmy dad
sadd he's never taken a bandout
from anybody and wasn 't about to
stan. Handowis are like stealing, he
says, which in my estimation js
mostly rght. It's someone elses
money that you don't have any
nght w0 because you didn't eam it,
In a way it's not so bad, becanse
they only offer if they think you
would be an asset o the school, you
see, whichiskind of like eaming it.
An honest man doesnt take some-
thing for nothing, though, like my
dad says.

Cieorge helped me get a sum-
mer job in midtown. That was the
agreement if I moved in with him,
Work was only a few blocks from
the apartment. More ofien than not
we'd go swimming at the pool
AT0ss the street in the afiernoon
before we worked. Normally, you
had to belong to the pool, or live in
lhclpmtTﬂnlcurrlph,l:H.ltGﬁu'g:
usually knew the lifeguand from the
neighborhood, and could ik our
way in. After a while they didn’
bother asking us anymare,

When three o'clock rolled
around we'd jump on the bus, ar
walk the mile or s0 10 work, We
phone solicited for the St Louis
Orchestra for six dollars an hour
Plus bonuses, [ had been eamning
$3.90 at the Gas-N-Mari, so when
George said he could petme a job
the symphony I jumped. For the
mast pan, the callers were college
kicls home for the summer. When |

went in with George one afternoon
o interview  there was a girl |
decided I would have to do some-
thing about

i

George lived ina hotel in New
York City until his family moved
here. It’s on 39th street just east of
Purk Avenue, he tells me. His
eranddad did well enough in the
siock market to start the Tuscany
out there in the fate 19205, This is
how his family had money. Afier
the crash, he made good MOnEY in
the bear market, which some people
might think is devious or taking
advantage, but smart is what it re-
ally is — being able t0 see the big
picture, like Gearge says,

A few years back Mr. Brooks
decided o sell the hotel instead of
dropping these millions into it o
refurbish it. So, they came to St
Louis to revive the old Park Hotel
with the money Mr. Brooks made
on the sale. He sank quite a heap
into putting in an all-night restay-
rant and new lobbies and fixing the
fooms up quite a bit; he broaght
some hife back into michtown. Still,
I couldn’t understand why Mr,
Brooks didn’t put the maney into
the Tuscany and keep up what his
father stanted. 1 guess he got tired of
the hote] business, because he shus
the Park down after about ten vears
of building up a pretty good reputa-
tion for the place,

As George says, “opportunity
knocks for whomever is willing to



listen, ™ So, he started throwing fior-
mal parties there afer the close,
“College kids would rather get
drunk in suits than do just about
anything.” he explained. He hired
everything on his dad’s credit —
musicians, caterers, doormen,
bouncers — and then made good
on the bills before his dad ever saw
them. George told me he cleared
almost $800 ence. “T"ve got a bank-
roll & circus dog couldn't jump
over, he said.”

This is how he got cut off the
way he did His father was out
getting ancwspaper one night when
bedrove by the hosel and saw people
Eoing into the hotel in evening
clothes. He went in and found
George behind the bar serving
drinks. Mr. Brooks ondered a scotch
and water. When he finished it he
lefit George a 32 tip and told him
he'd better find another place o
live. George gota month s rent and
deposit from credit cand advances
and found the place in midtown
that next day.

We hadn't been there two
months when the Visapeople started
calling regularly, threatening legal
action if George didn’t pay the full
amount off by acerain day. At first
he would tell them this outlandish
stuff and get the dates pushed for-
ward. He'dexplain how the klepto-
manisc maid had stolen his cand
and hid run the bill up, and how his
dad, the lawyer, was suing her for
her ass. We got 1o know the Visa
representatives on a first name ha-

sis.  Afier 3 while George would
tell Ira, or Donald, “check’s in the
mail” and leave the phone off the
hook.

The whole thing about living
with George is that he was a hell of
a good guy to room with, We could
sleep until ten or so, get up, watch
*“The Price is Right” He usually
muade a big breakfast; omelets with
lots of cheese and vegetables, o-
matoes, cinnamon coffee, the whale
thing. He charged all our food to a
grocery right by the hotel. His fa-
ther set up an account there for the
Park, and never cancelled it. He
lways kept the apartment picked
up, and never expected me 0 do
much. See, he liked 10 kind of uke
churge of what needed to be done,
and keep everything smraight.

I was in charge of the bills,
though: he didn’t want anything 1o
do with that. But, if I"d figure them
out, he"d write the check. George
mude good money at the symphony.
He was ane of their best callers, so,
if he was late, or didn’t show up
occasionally, they didn'tsay much
because he made so much money
for them. He had o philosopiy that
midhe him successful: “Romance,
Alex,” he would well me, “the cus-
tomer wants romance.” Sall, he
wiis businesslike about the whole
thing, but this only went so far, It
was all an act he put on,

Mainly though, the thing aboue
him is that he treats you like a man
who has important things to do. He
has great coafidence in you,

Geoarge's weakness is girls,
which evenually got him broken
up like he is now. It isn"t any good
to lose your head over girls the way
George does. I"ve tried to tnlk sense
to him, but he won't have any of it,
It"s not that hes particularly disre-
spectful, which he occasionally is,
but he can’t go without their com-
pany once he gets the idea in his
head.

Once we were down at the
Mapestic Cafe where we liked o
anwind afier our symphony jobs
were out for the evening. We were
talking about people we talked 1o
on the phone that evening; people
who didn't want tickets because
they were belly dancers, or piano
players from the river showboal
who couldn’t take a seventh night
of music a week, or former sub-
scribers who didn't like the con-
temporary peeces. Although you
don’t like 1o wlk about ladies at a
bar, because your words can pet on
the reckless side after you see the
bottom of a few glasses, and make
you talk in a way you'd regrezif the
girl was actually there, evenmally
youdo geton o talkimg abowt them.
Cieorge was telling me about this
girl he met atone of his panies, and
how she was a diabetic anist. He
told me that once she painted him
nude. I can tell you he didn "t see her
for her pictures. They saw each
other for several weeks befone he
began 1o tire of herand quit going to
see her. He stopped calling, but
occasionally, after he'd had some
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drinks, he"d take a cab 1o her apan-
ment and stay the night He hated
her by this point, yousee, buthe had
to go 1o her. He couldn’t help i, He
wentto see herone nightafier she'd
had an insulin reaction. She tolkd
him he couldn't stay, but he
wiouldn 't listen to her, and shapped
her around o little. She got a police
restraining order to keep him out of
the building.

From what 1 can tell, the fact
that Genrge was 4 writer was what
got him into trouble. He was a
writer in the sense that everything
wis words to him. Other people

ent 1o dancers than it does o us.
pedl you things about people through
their movements, They are in tune
thisway. Butit'snotjust that George
writes. He fashions things around
him as words. Events aren't 30
much things that happen as they are
arenas for words. [saw a girl occa-
sipnally over the summer whom
George didn't get on well with for
same reasor. When 1'd have her
gver they would flip it back and
forth all might. For instance, one
night 1 had some champagne |
wanted 10 chill so she and | could
drink it later. As I was walking out
the door o get ice, George said
“why don’t you put it between
Rissa’s chilly thighs and save the
buck ™™

This is not s0 much & $300y as it
isme telling you about some things
that happened to George and me
while we were living in madtown
wgether. A story involves certain
words, like a tune calls for certan
notes. This is just events — things
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that happened. If someone else. say
Creorge, or ong of the girls from the
symphony, were doing the telling it
would be a different story. Itwould
have different events and a differ-
ent putcome. They would slant the
words 1o make it a different story.

m

As | said before, | was sweet
on Nancy, the girl at the symphony,
from the beginning. [ met her on
the parking bot afier my thind day of
work or so. We struck up & conver-
sation about calling and the wiy 10
get 4 foot in the door with the
clicnts. “It’s not magic, it wkes a
while, you know, you'll bearn to
sweet talk "em,” she reassured me.

“Where"sGeorge tonight™ she
askedl.

“He's finishing & story he's
sending to a contest. 1t has o be

“Something like that, 1 said as
her mother pulled up in front of the
5 ,

“Well. .." she looked atthe car
and pulled her huir back over the
top of her head.

*“Your cariage awaits you,” |
said. She laughed and put her fin-
gers on my anmm.  She bobbed her
hand up and down as they drove
off, On the bus that night I thought
about the way she glided to the
jeep, white swckings pecking out
around her ankles, and how in the
three days [ had been around her |
had never once seen her walk.

We got 0 be prenty pood
friends at work. She'd write me
fitthe notes on index cards, and drop
thermn on my desk. | finally asked
her out afier George bet I wouldn 't

The deal was that he had to ask
Mami out, another girl from work,
sowe could double. It seems wome
a first date usually goes smoother
with another couple. George had
icheas about what these girls would
think is romantic. We decided be-
forehand it would be the thing to-do
wtake them to the lagoon in frontof
the city an museumn. We'd take
candles, bottles of wine, glasses
and look out over the water, waich
the ducks — set the scene.

Summer evenings are hot in
St. Louis, but ofien times there's a
breeze coming off the lake. This
kind of atmosphere can put the
words in your mouth. All you have
tedois open and close your mouth
ut the appropriate times. They ate it
ap I can tell you, becanse afier we
gutdnwummutwm:rmﬂhhg
went as plannecd.

Mancy and | sat on the edge of
the lagoon trying o coax the ducks
out of the water with spots of sour-
dough bread. We sat there drinking
wine, mlking symphony, and related
things, like the beautiful dresses
some ladies who po wear, Nancy
toid me about a dress she wanbed to
weariothe symphony. okl her T'd
like see herinitsometime. George
threw the ducks bread be had dipped
bread in his wine. Mami thought
the ducks might get drunk and
drown, They were lying back on
their blanket with their heads wward
the water when George staned re-
citing poetry. I've seen him work
this move before.

“I kvew a woman, lovely in her
bones

When small birds sighed, she
would sigh back at them;

Ah, when she moved, she
moved morne wiys than one




The shapes a bright container
can contain!™
I threw one of my shoes at George
and hit him in the stomach afier a
few lines,

“Wery good — pood humor,”
he said, and he went on:

“Of her choice virnues only
gods should speak

Or English poets who grew up
on Greek

(I"d have them sing in chorys,
cheek to cheek).

How well ber wishes weni! She
stroked my chin,

She taught me Turn, and
Counter-tum, and Stand;

She taught me Touch, thae
undulant white skin;

I mibbled meekly from her
proffered hand;

She was the sickle: 1, poor I, the
rake,

Coming behind her for preity
sake

(But what prodigious mowing
we did make).”

We listened as he swayed half
drunk through his words— not like
a poet, or a high school teacher, but
assomeone who had seen the words
happen — someone the words be-
longed 1o — Yike a dancer owms a
dunce, 1'd heard him say the poem
once before, and 1 asked him if he
misde it up. He said yes, but later he
told me it's a poem by Theodone
Roethkecalled" ] Knew a Woman.™
He showed it to me in one of his
books. Atone time Lried o memo-
rize it because of the way he said it
and brought it to life. | don"t fool
much with it anymore.

Nancy wanted to goon a walk,
50 [ took her hand and we got up,
We walked up the hill to the stame
of St. Louis. Saint Louis was 1 king

of France, either the eighth or six-
teenth, lcan tremember which. He
sits on top of a huge, iron horse,
ready to charge into battle. The
sword is a slightly different color
green than the rest of the statue
because the original one was sto-
ben. They replaced it, and it was
stolen again, so finally they had 1o
weld one in place. This is what 1
told Nancy as we stood up by it. She
probably already knew il becanse
she is from 5t Louis, too, but she let
me g0 on abowt it the way girls will
let you do when you are firss getting
to know them. [ told her maybe we
could go to the symphony with her
wearing that dress she was talking
about. "1t's a date,” she said. Then
I coulbdn’t think of anything else 1o
say. She looked up with these big
eyes of hers and put her hands on
myy waist. | kissed her then and she
let me and we kissed for a while.
We could hear Marmi laughing
ns we walked down the hill 1o the
WleT,
George was drinking wine out of
ome of her espadrilles when we got
back to the lagoon. | have seen him
do it before. It is one of his moves
— one of his comy rmomantc ma-
newvers. Hedreamsihemup, writes
them as scenes, and acts them out
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This last part goes fastand ['m
reluciant 1o tell you, but it is what
setoutin the first place to do. Really
s just another part of the story.
We had run out of wine at the park,
50 we walked 1 the Majestic to get
a welve pack and ook it to the
apartment. We watched part of a
Madonna concerton MTV and had
a2 couple bottles, but Mami was
pretty silly by this time, and getting

on my nerves, 50 [ asked Nancy if
she wanted to go 1o bed, It was dark
in the hall because the light had
burned out and we hadn't bothered
to get one yet so [ walked behind
Nancy with my hands around her
hips as we shuffled our way to my
room. George poked his head in
afier a few minutes later and asked
me 1o help him get Mami o bed
because she had passed out. We
carried her into George s room and
dropped her on the bed. Georpe
wrmed oot the fight and said he'd
see me in the moming.

Nancy and 1 were almostasieep
when we heard Mami.

“You Bastard!" she screamed,
"“You Fucking Bastard!™ She was
crying and hitting George with her
hands when we got 1o George's
TGO,

Nancy helped Marni get
dressed and tried tocalm her down,
She said, “Alex, help me get her to
the car, shecan hardly stand.™ [ held
Mami up in the elevator, got her in
the back seat, and watched them
drive off.

Nancy left without saying any-
thing else 10 me — not a word. 1
don’t hold it against her, because,
really there wesen't words for it
George wasdrunk and [ didn"twant
to deal with him, so [told him he'd
really fucked up and went back to
bed.

“G'night 10 you we, you bas-
tard,” he said into his pillow as [
closed his door.

It wasn't more than an hour
when they burst through the door,
smashed it to bits, the three of them,
One of them was Mami's brother
i the other two were friends of
his, T guess. 1 didn't ask. Mami's
brother pinned George on the bed
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and grabbed him by the throat.
“That's how you treas my sister?
Youcan’t get what you want when
she's awake, 50 you get her passed
out drunk? You picked the wrong
girl, champion!™

They beat the hell out of
George, bruised several ribs, beat
his head against the bed frame,
stomiped on his hands. Icouldn"tdo
much because there were three of
them, but 1 did what [ could 1o get
them off George. They got a piece
ar two of me, but I can take care of
myself pretty well from growing
up where I did. One of them said,
“Mami =aid just the small one.”
The brother said “Here's for the tall
bastard roommate,” as he hit me
dead inthe eye. Icould have blocked
him, but | figured he felt 1 had it
coming. He kicked George in the
head one last time before they all
left.

The building supervisor came
up a couple minutes kater 1o see
what went on. He looked around
for a minute and asked me what the
hell happened. “Why don't you get
some new doors in this place? |
todd him.

We didnt well the Brooks or
my dad the real story, The story was
that we were robbed, that some
guys beat George up because he
wouldn't give them money, The
supervisor scared them off with a
shotgun,

Muami quit the symphony, and
George was rying w getwell in the
hospital. Nancy and [ didn't speak
iocach other it work except about
the orders. Everyone in the office
wanted 10 know what had hap-
pencd. 1 called Mancy from the
Majestic one night to see if she'd
meet me foradrink. She was on the
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other line when I called and said
she'd call me back at the bar. Afier
an hour or 5o, 1 figured that if she
didn't want 10 see me she had her
reasons. Wewoucheach other'slives
w0 bricfly, you sce. Part of what
we'redoing is leaming how to treat
cach other. You have to know the
appropriate times o open and close
your mouth. One way or another
you have w keep your thing wo-
gether. Sometimes it's best to let
well enough alone.

In August the college kids left
the symphony to go back o school.
Now it’s just the people who have
been there for years and me. It's a
second job for most of them. I'm
getting pretty good at selling by
now, making those bonuses, sweer
talking. I got a letter from George
twodaysago, He is going 1o Hawaii
o receive an award for his story in
three weeks. It's going 10 be pub-
lished next month in a joumal in
Orcgon. He's getting a trip and
3500 out the deal. He says | can
come down to Arizona any time [
want, because he’s decided to stay
a while, six months maybe.

L

Itook my dad o the symphany
Lust week for his birthday. I got him
o put on & coat and a tie — he
looked good — happy. We had
mﬂ’tcuﬂﬂ'ﬂmdapmrydwhg
the intermission, looked al the
women in their beautiful dresses,
witited ten minutes in line for the
bathroom.  He fell asleep once or
twice during the performance, but
he hung in there most of the time,
Afterward he said, *Alex, the mu-
sC i5 50 beautiful, It can lull you to
sheep, but you can almost still hear
it | remember times when your

mother and | were young and we
would dance. | wasn't adancer, but
I could put my feet in the right
places when I danced with her,
Thene aren't words for that music
tonight,”

When I iy 10 say Theodore
Roethke's poemin my mind Iean'y
remember the words very well. All
I'canremember is George's pauses
and the ducks inthe lagoon, Nancy's
dress she talked about, King Louis
charging into bande. I wy not to
think of that much. Some people
don’t think much of George after
all this got around. Word always
does manage to get around. [ don't
blame them. But you have to un-
derstand it's hard 10 quit being
friends with someone at the drop of
i hat once you've lived with him
and known him for some time —
really, no matter what he does. It"s
not worth the time to think of wha
happened, oreven whatmight have
happened if things wentdifferently.
I"ve gotother things to think about:
what my father will do abourt his
shop, college. lots of things.

Sometimes | prop my feet up
on the window sill and look out at
midiown. It's fall now, so some-
times | see geese from the park
flying south. They fly in V-forma-
tion and call back and forth w each
other, They have hundreds of miles
to go, bt seem content just in the
peiting there. | understand each
has a job 10 do on the way, The
ehders lead the flock. certain younger
geese leamn the way to ke their
piace someday, others scout for
food. Sometimes they run into
problems with weather or scaven-
gers. Oneway oranother, they make
it all those miles south, 10 where
it's warmer, and almost summer.




my breath like kerosene

brain drumming loudly

still flesh, beaten numb
nicotine lingers in the air
smoke stranded, orphan of the night

glass of water, iwo cerls

O ASPATiN, ViCe or versa
kick on some shoes

grab a book, find the door
struck Blind, grab my shades
reality filtered 1o fit the mood

grass and ground throw my feet
cold pavement offers false security
late for class, plod faster

wait. ..

yesterday was fniday.



Scared mother...
Kathy Hardy

scared mother yet stll a
Child. Old enough 1o play but
Can’t afford the consequences of life,
Gilamour, sex — you think it"s all
Rolled together until the day never
Comes and you are left alone with nowhere
To tum — except within,

French Love Made in Penny Seats

Kirk Johnson

Soft dancers performed a human display
of notes that grew from far away.

Light leaps that balance did provide

A force that distance could not hide

A young couple sat in penny seats.

He leaned 1o place his love on her check
and met a smile that could not be swep,
from a fortune of beauty and grace adept.

Watching as dancers engaged in a move,

the couple was canght in a mental groove,
Seeing each other in every tumn,

of dancers whose work made a hot love burn,

The curtain rose its height again.
The music blared, a dancer ran
across the stage and found his maie,
and in their minds arose a fae

of a life they saw together,
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He was a fairly ordinary guy,
at least by the standards of most.
He was a bit of a slob, a shade
lazy, yet perfectly enteriaining at
his best. That he was (from, of
course, & human perspective).
The ants, however, saw him in a
much different light.

The ants lived in the alley
where the stairs to his apartment
were. His laziness, frowned on
by many people, led him to toss
his garbage out the window and
into the alley from time to time.
His garbape, though, was manna
to the ants.

Itreally is an interesting tale,
the way the whole thing came
about. When he moved into the
apartment, the ants found that
some force had suddenly thrus:
itself into their lives. And, they
could not explain it. This was
maost disturbing for many of the
ants (particularly those who liked
o feel in control of things), so
they began trying to explain just
exactly what this thing was that
had interrupted their lives.

As time progresced, the ants
gave the force a name, Good. And
i describing the nature of Good,
they began to say: “Giood is good. "
But really, none of the ants got
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amywhere with itorunderstood what
Good was like any betrer,

Occasionally Good was not
good by our standards. However,
since it had already been estab-
lished that Good was good, the
ants had 1o change their defini-
tion of good, and struggle 10 ex-
plain how the things thmt Good
did which seemed bad were re-
ally good. Sometimes Good came
home drunk and, in his sagger-
ing around, would trample on the
ant hill, The ants began w look
for patterns to explain why Good
would do this.

As is ofien the case when
people really want to find some-
thing, the anis were able 1o find
the patterns they were looking
for, whether they really existed
or not. They said: “Good only
does this after we have done or
failed to do [such and such).” Sa
they passed laws saying that no
one could do or fail to do certain
things. Worry and despair swept
through the colony as the ants
hoped that they were right about
what Good did and did not like.

As time passed, the ants ex-
tablished a great number of laws,
They decided that Good would
like it if they told other ant colo-

nies about him. So they did.
Sometimes, however, the other
colonies flatly refused 1o believe
what our ants said about Good,

Some had had a very differ-
ent experience with Good, and
some had never seen or heard
about him before. But our ants
thought the other ants should be-
lieve what they told them about
Good, after all they had experi-
enced him and he was very real 1o
them. So they killed the other
ants when they refused o believe.,
Oddly. all of this was going on
because of a fairly ordinary guy
who hardly even knew that the
ants existed. But to them Good
was good,

I's been awhile since Good
moved out of the apartment, and
the ants are beginning w0 look for
new patiemns to explain why Good
has stopped feeding them, And just
the other day [ heard & man say:
“Son, you shouldn't let money be
your god.” And the son replied in
jest “Father, then whatever shondld
be my god?” Then the father re-
plied “Your god should be God,™
And somehow, for some reason, |
was rerminched that *Good is good.™
And [ wonder, what is really good,
ane what should really be our god?
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Quiet Place

Tim Fowler

lamps muddy the black,

cnies break the sill,

people never linger in the dim.
minds dravwn safely to the obscene,
shouting signposts of man.

while what has importance waits
quiet, subtle, patient.

but hurry on to matters and meetings,
and pass by the quict place.

of speaking wind and knowing tree.
attend to what cannot wait,

press hard the stone aphill,

for when men pause,

to fecl and be the land around,

true life waits in dark pools,

a@ quiet place at night.
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Fade To Black

Tim Fowler

lights on and off

flash before me,

voices echo through

a dazzling feast,

reality created by

my persistence of vision.

stay up fate

tape it one day
watch it another,
other lives on display
to waich while

| wasie my own

nothing to do
nowhere oo be,
drain your mind
kil the senses
fade 1o hlack
turn off the tube.



Psychedelic Paint Job

Taylor Linneman

Standing only & notch below five-
feet while aged below the

Ability to possess a driver’s license
that would enable travel

Without the escort of parental puidance
that should regulate her usage

Of paints that keep the old — young,
and the young — abused,

Haphazard, uneducated application
of the color wheel with the

End result — a disastrous psychedelic paint job
fooling only her ego and drunken peers,

[t's possible she got the idea from one of
Phil Lesh's tie dyes — you know him:

The bass player from that new top forty band
the “Dead”™! My appreciation of

The fine music enables and invites me to
sarcastically slander those who still think

This band might be a new band on their first tour,
catening 1o kiddies who bought their

Tie Dyes at Marshall Fields, or maybe Mommy
bought it for them?

Meanwhile, poor little notch below five-foot
gets caught in a rain storm that

Sends her home for the last of Sesame Sireet.
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Bright arange and red colors
whipped in the couniry breeze,
The sparse country churchyard
group was blanketed in vibrant
colors. Inside, solemnness stifled
the visitors, Physically, Sarah's
upright back was suppored by
the far middle pew. Mentally, she
was in a sudsy bubble peacefully
floating up to dangerous heights.
The munister preached. Harsh
beams reflected from the decply
polished redwood coffin. The
mourners sang quictly.

Sarah remembered the first
time they had met. Shawn's Place
had been less crowded than usual
that Thursday might. Sarah did
not realized that it was earlier
than usual as she scunned the small
crowd. He was slumped against
the inital-carved bar, thumbs
hooked in his front jeans pockets.
She recognized his angular
non-siop jaw from previous nights
at Shawn's. The only difference
about tonight was that there was
no woman at his side.

With only one other woman
in the entire bar, he sauntered up
i Sarah. “Hey, hon. Name's
John. Letme buy y'a beer.,™ He
grew disinterested in their con-
versation as he peopled the bar
door for new prey. Sarah knew
his type, but she could not restrain
herself. She disliked his amogant
womanizing, but desire burned
deep inside her branding his name

&

The Kind of Love That Kills

on her heart. She was secretly
drawn 10 his tan and muscular
build which were a result of his
construction work, John picked
up his beer and started to break
off their conversation. Sarah
blurted out in a casual attempt o
keepJohn's atention. “My daddy
had to fire five men from
Johnson's oil rig last week.™

“Oh, really™ some intencst
began o show throughout those
cloudy blue eyes.

This one might ai Shawn's
began John and Sarah’s relation-
ship. John slowly began ioappre-
ciate Sarah's generosity. She
pursued him, and he pursued other
women., However, when John
wis willing, they had good times
together.  John admited that
Sarah’s picnics in the country
were fun. She also paid the bills
on their trailer with her waitressing
job. Sarah was convenient.
However, John wanted a more
daring and scandalous woman.

Sarah and John lived together
for six months. They danced.
They loved. They experienced.
Sarah was desperaicly devoicd
John was her dream.  All she
woanted now was a nng and chil-
dren, but John continued 1o play
the field. Sarah began o see less
and less of John. He began
spending, at the most, two nights
a week in their trailer. One night
she wold him that she wanted him

Rebecca Erckson

to mamy her. He replied, “1 need
a beer.”

Sarah’s girlfriend came by to
possip one afternoon. The women
drank beers in lawn chairs while
spaking up the warm spring sun-
shine. “Samah, John's been seeing
Claire Beaumont,” Sarah was
silent. John was her man, Ev-
eryone knew that. People always
asked her about him at the grocery
store. Sarah was Kingsville's
authority on John.,

Three nights after talking with
her girlfriend, Sarzh saw John for
the first time in a week. A thou-
sand phrases of hatred, passion,
and wenderness fought on her lips.
This was the man whom she both
loved and hated. Later, sitting at
his funeral, she knew he was the
only man that she would ever
lowve.

The singing swpped and
people filed out of the church
giving thewr sympathetic condo-
lences 1w Claire Beavmont and
John's mother and steplather. The
onlyanention Sarshreceived from
the townspeople was their
sharp-bladed looks and
back-stabbing remarks. Sarah
witndered dovam the aisle and was
met outside on the church steps
by the same two uniformed men
who had escorted her to the
church. They lead her down the
wooden sieps and opened the back
door of the police car for her,
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