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Hitchhikers are not gods 
but that isn't why they suffer. 
they suffer cause wherever they go 

there are no free rides except 
the ones that cost the most 

When you an' me smell sandalwood 
their incense is scorched rubber 

and they have seen all the bad accidents 
that we hire wreckers to remember. 

Brent Shearer 



Edvard Munch 

I. 
" ... the black angels 

of disease and 
insanity 

stood guard at my cradle ... " 

II. 
solitary 

and no defense 
an imagination 

caught fever 
dreams of passion 
dreams of terror 
nightmares of delight cultivated 

I. 
hands to 

bush we went 
staining our mouths purple 
the lake was off limits 

typhoid 
only bathtubs 

slapped at the heat 
brother turned 

nineteen 
bought a car 

and drove to St. Louis 

III. 
" ... cadavers 

IV. 

as they return home 
to dress in the shrouds 
of bed 

and abandon themselves 
to sleep ... " 

smelling the window 
he does not see 
the light that falls through 

only smoke 
on a glass ocean 

v. 
" ... an armchair 

hides 
the dying 

child ... " 

II. 
the girl he saw 

must have been a witch 
he stroked her 

hair, all day, 
though she was in Chicago 
and the mountains 
called 

i was ten 
and did not know 

distance 



VII. 
the morning sleeper 

a sick child 
waiting 

for the family 
to put on its hat 

waiting 
to meet 
the man in black 

before the morning 
finds afternoon 

VIII. 
"he was sad 
perhaps he had 

castigated himself 

his dreams 
were gone" 

IX. 
moon descending 

and he put cups 
in the sky 

to break the fall 

III. 
january and home 

too much 

from college 
his silence was stronger than 
mothers apple voice 

or fathers words between smoke 

night in the lake 
swimming 

until his body caught fever 
sickened 

and healed 

X. 
"the stages are innocence 

experience or 
laciviousness 

and disillusionment or 
withdrawl 

from life 
in each stage she is 

inaccessible to man" 

XI. 
the lines of his sky 

wild 
they committed him 

the colors of his day 
blend 

they set him free 

XII. 
" ... from her mouth 
you shall breathe 
and drink my blood ... " 

IV. 
spring and i were 

growing taller 
i made eleven 
brother went north 

hitched this time 
to wait for twenty 

Jan Golden 



two imitations of }ames Wright 

Survival 

Lost in the blizzard I dig in 
To shield myself against the 
Hounding wind. I shape the side walls 
Desperately, 
Lovingly. 
Once inside the snow tomb 
I stretch out like a dead man, 
Panting. 
I dream of drowning as 
Snow melts into my eyes, throat and nostrils. 
En caved in the silence of hard packed snow 
The world seems as beautiful and new as each 
Fantastic ice crystal. 

When the wind subsides 
I will abandon my subterranean island 
And flounder toward 
The eery shore of the 
Nearest fence row. 



River 

I have come to the river to see the ice jam 
Break up in the late winter sun. 
A thousand knives stab within 
11Ie clotted cakes, 
Splitting the delicate blue veins 
Opaque. 
Faces of a hundred dead men 
Glitter and vanish in the patchwork of receding snow. 
'ntey found the way to this quiet shore 
Before the freezing river denied them access. 
Soon the water will run darkly again. 

Stephen Elwell 



Mother I see your eyes wild like windows 
hiding behind my bed. 
footsteps thieving sleep, you and I blown open by womanhood 
by heavy blood wed. 

Mother your body is bloated again 
his foot beats the wind 
and catches your side 
Mother again early to the hospital you ride 

I see the courtroom yellowed in 
even there they see through our dresses 
faces pumped into importance 
Useless hair prodding faces 

Mother mother your broken ribs are with me here 
in lovers chambers 
in wet dreams, in night long labors 
I twist the water into a lag 
and toss out my lov er like a rag. 

Passage 

a miserly man 

greedy; 

a lecherous pincher of faces and bottoms 
the maidenhead 
becomes a cactus 
memory surfaces like the body of a dead man 
rolled over 
for a last look. 
the mouth shines loose and peeled 
his fingers coast our 
flesh 
until it drops loose 
around our feet. 

Althea Duersten 



Lei Ia Sisters 

I lay in 
fruit punch blood; 
a boot in the speedometer, 
a band of frayed, black nerves 
in virgin exposure. 

Teeth ridden into my seltzered mind, 
I climbed forward 
over the growing pools of a slashed brother 
to the cold; 
stepped, or was it crawled, 
up to the great frozen highway, 
calling out to some recovery. 

Strewing skin, flesh and tendons 
along the terse gravel 
I could then reach out for a safety, 
for many days of bed, 
eyes opening, closing, 
talking to my complete mother. 

Michael Krival 



Communion Game 

High soaring, the disc sails from me to you, 
Like wafers I sail in our communion game, 

a word, a thought, a touch 
Set me sail on a waft of air, 

free floating 
circuitous 

delicate 
doomed to crash 

Please catch. 

j. Douglas Hickerson 





April Night 

Near sleep, my limbs, like Jason's, 
Float into night. 
The cricket-lull becomes a roar 
That lures me 
into leap. 

Dew-grass tickles long-shod soles, 
and to reciprocate, 
scissor-legs wink, and teasing, 
trace design 
in carp~t deep. 

A spiral of descent, and wetness 
pricks my truancy. 
I scramble back, affixing screen, 
And pant between 
Cool sheets. 



The old man skating 

I found him. 
Rather, he found me 
where I cowered 
in my hiding-corner. 
And now 
he teaches me 
to skate 
backwards. 
Forwards too, 
with long, even glides. 
Sudden corners 
he steadies with 
strong crook-of-arm. 
I asked him 
of his life. 
Sharpens shears. 
But in the 
Spring and Summer 
keeps bees. 
"I load the hives 
on my truck 
and take 'em 
home 
to collect the honey. 
You'd like my bees, 
Might even learn 
to love them. 
Our country needs 
beekeepers! 
,Nobody wants to be 
a beekeeper anymore. 
My son's a contractor. 
Not too interested 
in bees 
and bees are the 
Sparkplug of Nature!" 

Another corner, 
long glides. 
Mind on bees 
in bitter cold. 

Suzi Levi 



Jim VanSweden 

Hymn 

In the morning grandfather will probably be dead. 
It is impossible to give exact probability, but the chance 
was over ninety per cent. I was the youngest grandchild 
pr-esent. There were three of us. 

"Should we sing a hymn?" 
"Maybe." 
"Should we sing a hymn?" 
"Grandfather, would you like to hear a hymn?" 

she said. 
"Soon." 
"What?" 
"Soon." 
"You want to hear one later?" 
"Soon I ... " 
"There may not be much later," he said. 
"For God's sake!" she said. He was watching the 

Saturday Movie. It was a western with a war hero, 
Murphy. At commercials he was worrying about him, 
grandfather. 

"Soon will come the end." Exhalation. 
"No, grandfather," she grabbed his hand. "You 

mustn't say such things." 
"We must deal in ... " he coughed over realism, 

spitting up. She let go. There was a long six minute 
period of silence. Grandfather's erratic breathing became 
loud. 

"Is there anything we can do?" he said. 
"Can we get you anything?" 
"Something to eat?" 
"You know he can't eat." 
"Soup." 
"Do you want soup, grandfather?" 
''Or something to drink?" 
"''r a Bible, Grandfather?" she said. He did not 

look like he was going to make it much further . 
.. Yes, or a hymn?" 
"Or an enema," I said. I was most like 

arandfather' they said. 
"He looks like he wants something." 
"Tell us," she said. 
"We should have him in the hospital." 
"Not here," she said in strained anger. "Now." 

\ 
I 



"Do you want a priest?" 
"A priest?" 
"Yes!" grandfather blurted. It knocked the alarm 

clock, about three inches above his head and to the 
right, on the shelf, down. He picked it up. She left to 
telephone someone. Probably a priest. I sat, looking at 
grandfather's room. It was like a play pen. Grandfather 
wanted it that way. There were pictures on all four 
walls. The north, travel posters, Germany and Italy. The 
south, a girl. She was tan and wore a little suit riding a 
horse on a beach in Sardinia, Italy. The east Picasso's 
"The Old Guitarist." The west, a picture of a country 
store-gas station with a pump and three dogs cut out of a 
magazine. It was black and white. Under the picture of 
the girl was a dart board reversed to the basebalJ side. 
Since he had been bed-ridden he had sharpened his aim 
and could get seven out of twelve trys for home runs. He 
was an expert on triples (twelve for twelve) and said how 
his dart board was the most marked for triples. Too 
close to death, he couldn't have hit the girl now. He used 
to pat her head on the way to work when he was 
working and we were watching. The Picasso he got from 
some studio in the mail for six dollars. 

The priest came in twenty-four minutes. He 
smelled of Crest. No sooner had he walked in the door 
of grandfather's room than grandfather rose to a sitting 
position and commenced swearing at him. 

"What the hell are you doing here." Cough. "Why 
waste your rotten prayers on me. You are damn 
cocksure. You are a corpse." Cough. "I am right. I have 
done x whereas I haven't done y or z. Nothing has any 
importance. The dark breeze of my horizon has 
flattened meaning. We are all condemned to death." 
Cough, cough. "What difference does it make if the 
pimp-" (he emphasized pimp) "and the businessman-" 
cough- "were both-" cough- "my friends." Cough. 
Cough. "The dark wind of the future. All condemned. 
Indifference." Cough. "Death!" 

Grandfather coughed last and slumped, eyes 
closed, on his pillow. She became hysterical and 
screamed, "grandfather!" rushing to his hand. Al (my 

grandfather's full name, Albert) tried to hold his breath 
but it came out. An exasperated sob. She sighed. Relief. 

He stood mute and unbelieving. So did the priest. 
She rose and went to the priest. She and the priest left 
to explain his action in terms of delirium. He stared at 
Al. 

One more time, before I left for the movie, Al 
tried. He waited until we were all present. The priest had 
left twenty minutes ago. Then he said he wanted to read 
his final prayer and went into about how it was 
representative of himself and mankind. 

"Thank you, Lord, for your many blessings and 
forgive me for MY sins." He slumped, held his hand for 
her to grab. She didn't. She was normal. Tired perhaps. 
Still the obviousness of her inaction embarrassed him. Al 
let the hand down. He slumped to his left. Then his 
right. We waited. I smiled at the face getting redder. We 
waited. Until he must have got a cramp and he yelled in 
pain. 

I left when he was saying something about rigor 
mortis, rubbing his leg. I told him if he wasn't going to 
be quick I'd be back later, and joked about tension 
causing leg cramps. 

I made a date with Hillary. She said was I sure 
that the time was all right, considering. Wouldn't I be 
bothered. 

"Not at all," I said as I thought Meursault might. 
Al had my book. 

We saw a movie. I would not have let the two 
boys rape that girl in the end. I would have galloped over 
the sand dune with a baseball bat and a spike fixed in 
the end. I said this. 

Later we went to a light restaurant. Hillary looked 
at me and I drew a star on my jeans with my pen. 

"Why are you doing that?" 
In the morning I would probably have to shut my 

grandfather's alarm clock off. I said this. Hillary did not 
see that it meant Al would be dead. 

Later lying in the front seat of the car with my 
hands on my abdomen. I pretended Hillary was still 
there in my driveway. Inside, grandfather was lying, too. 



Joplin Veins 

1 

Men crawl out of ground 
to wives, jars filled with 
bait. Sons mark their heights 
by chat piles, wait 
to behead fish caught 
in Shoal Creek. 

2 

Bamboo bends 

seven crawdaddies 
stack like teacups 
on my line 

Your pole frowns 

a catfish, 
Father 

Sherry Reniker 



There is a life that 
trails Mount Carter. 

Grey and balding the 
Small creosote crosses 
show the top 
where feet of hikers 
nudge at the underbrush 
and powder explosions once tore 
the side away. 

I pass a climber 
dressed in jockey shorts, 
His feet bare. 
In his hand a 
hand more gentle. 
I follow it, 
a stream seeking the river 
till it joins and flows into 
the left breast of a girl 
wearing an aluminum packframe. 
As I pass they become 
parts of oak trees. 

On Mount Carter 
there are quail so dumb 
you can kick them 
to death 

Howard Lawrence 



Quameneq 

The hand of the Lord was upon me, and carried me 
out in the spirit of the Lord, and set me down in 
the midst of the vaUey which was fuU of bones ... 
And he said unto me, Son of Man, can these bones 
live? And I answered, 0 Lord God, thou knowest. 
Again he said unto me, Prophesy upon these bones, 
and say unto them, ye dry bones hear the word of 
the Lord. 

(Ezekiel37:1-4) 

This is my meditation of the bone. 
It serves to peel away the bruises 
of the flesh. The heaviness of blood: 
dropped away in petals. 
Ripe flesh of the perfect pear, 
I have been bruised for this. 
For all things dropping down. 
Swollen with darkening juices. 

ii Fist of soil, 
yours is the flowery hand 

which opens and doses. 
Closes to open. 

No darkness is. 
All things have images. 



iii A cedar lives for many years 
in grief. Knotted shallow 
in the sand, for all the juice 
it gets. It is the darkest 
and the softest-speaking tree. 
That is why the valley 
of the cedars of the Lord 
is fragrant with death. 
So many empty shapes. 
Valley of whispers: promise 
of the ancient 
nakedness. 

iv A wise man told me this: 
that where the bones of bison 
are put down into the plains, 
there also are the young dropped 
from their mothers. 
Flower to flower, 
life to life. 

Thus saith the Lord God unto these bones; Behold, 
I will cause breath to enter into you, and ye 
shall live: ... and ye shall know that I am the 
Lord. So I prophesied, as I was commanded: and 
as I prophesied, there was a noise, and behold 
a shaking, and the bones came together, bone 
to his bone. And when I beheld, lo, the sinews and the 
flesh came upon them ... 

(Ezekiel37:5ff.) 

v Consider now, again, the pear. 
The white wood of the broken branches. 

What tiny bones support the opening 
of petals, muscle-flecks, 
delicate tongues, all 
blossomings. 

Leon Raikes 



Braided grandfathers stay up all night 
inventing fortunes. A hefty Greek grows rich 
on shrimp. An Indian chief paints 
fluorescent peace-signs on his pottery. 
Idiot children find the arrowheads 
and shells, lean with all the land 
into the emptiness of Oregon. 

11 

Drunk all night, at dawn 
I set out from the harbor walking. 
Watch the frail crabs: salt-skin, 
mossy breath. The skeletons. Who knows 
what visions fill this meat? 
Or barnacles. Rooted to the undersides 
of stones and waiting. 

lll 

A fisherman slumps among the rocks, 
does not expect a catch. He merely wonders 
how the land breaks up all day against the surf, 
how pines hold on, even to the last stones, 
leaning. For nothing. How many men 
have kneeled down like the river at Astoria 
and died for want of better sleep? 



The moon has dark and mossy edges. 
That is where the Squash Lady listens 
to the waves. Squat and slow, 
refusing to shrink or freeze. 
She does the most by moving least. 

What she does she does inside the shadows, 
making growing motions. Knitting juice 
out of the wind, the ash-light. 

Draped in common cotton 
like the old witch fortune-teller 
east on 51st Street. 

Leon Raikes 



The Alpine Tunnel 

I. 1870 

Superlatives! 
We spawn them 
in trout streams. 

The High Country, 
richest-
and narrow gauge 
is best-
cheapest. 

A direct route: 
Denver 
the South Park 
to the Pacific! 

A tunnel through 
the Great Divide
highest in the world. 

Blast our way downhill. 
Balboa eager on 
the Pacific slope, 
if we get no further, 
plunder Gunnison. 

II. 1880 

Cooney died yesterday. 
We carried him down. 

Every few feet he'd 
cough, leaving blood 
stains in the snow 
like surveyor's marks. 

Wheezing we butted 
the stretcher through drifts. 
The gale whipped our clothes. 

Put him in the bunkhouse. 
But it was too cold, 
too much blood. 

We always went back. 
Hoping for payday 
and early spring. 
Goring this mountain, 
feeding on mud. 



III. 1910 

Tunnel's caved in. 
The South Park line 
is good for scrap. 

We built the shortest route, 
Rio Grande the easiest. 
Thirty years we fought, 
Gunnison's riches, revenue 
for a century, the prize. 
Gunnison's dying. 

Thirty years 
on a hellish grade 
snowstorms 
cave-ins 
bankruptcy 

They win. 

We built the shortest route. 
And Gunnison's dying. 

IV. 1970 

Running extra, running late. 

Get pictures: 
the enginehouse 
the boarding house 
the tunnel 

The Summit
Crawl gasping up. 
Dig fingers 
in wet gravel
too far. 

no time 

Sixty years. 
Broken timbers 
the mountain fills 
its wound. 

Time, time, 
sixty years 
to write a line. 

the tunnel 
a marmot's house 

the enginehouse 
stone ruins 
talus 

R. G. Edmonson 



21 

(What if it were 

Just Mommy and me? 
We could be girls, 
No house for us 
and I can almost 
fit her shoes.) 

Sitting on the front porch 
an orange scarf 
with navy blue ballerinas 

over my head to hide. 
The couple on the sidewalk 
Think I'm punished. 

It wasn't a shot 
Doctor gave Mommy 
to make her cry
Bad Powerful dream. 

I am convinced 
My mind thinks 
The same thoughts since three 
When I picked my nose 
and hid it under 
the seat of my red tricycle 
and the truck ran it over. 

21, I'd sell all 
the furniture 
keep the car 
everything that fits. 

Cool tears on hot cheeks 

Sliding sweetly on smooth complexion 
Wetly heavy on the cheekbones 
Swiftly glide thereafter. 

Glenna Simmons 



Streetcleaner 

Since Sunday, I have slept six hours, now it is 
Wednesday. 
Drooping, I lose amnesiac seconds. 
My head falls. Tierney's history drifts, 
Runs to a view of housewives in Capri pants, 
Moaning, hands raised covering their faces 
In a grim orchard, pressed by iron clouds. 
I snap up. 
Bewildered, the dream-loose middle ground. 
I feel an engine growing in my floor, 
I wake. 
It is the mother of all brooms. 
She nuzzles the drooling pavement, 
Hugs a curb, 
Steps, indignant, 

around a Rambler. 

Tom Brahm 



Written by a graduating senior in his sophomore year of 
high school, and just recently discovered between the 
pages of a Webster's Collegiate Dictionary. 

a day in the life of... 
This man turns on the lights and says, you're on, 

and you get nervous and say something, later, back at 
the checker factory, the court finds you guilty, and 
sentences you for a year of leadership, but all the while 
clod and ignorance, with typical teenage girl, are behind 
you mimicking every move you make, except for 
inhaling, later in your room you realize the judge 
strangely resembled ignorance, with, as usual, clod 
standing with his hands in ·his pants, giggling, 

when you get back to the checker factory you feel 
self-conscious and uncool, and typical teenage girl sticks 
to your feet like the wad of gum she chews in typical 
style, you gotta admit, all of them are so damned loyal, 
you feel guilty, sometimes you see a glimpse of 
dishonesty and disloyalty, but then they all sing happy 
birthday or something, 

after all the kisses are through, a man jumps to 
the head of the class and says, man, woman, birth, 
death, infinity, and you believe him, but they don't, so 
you go to the nearest college for J.D.'s and join the "in" 
crowd in a nice cool glass of boredom, meanwhile ig, 
clod, and co. are having a ball, just so they can tell you 
all about it, leaving the party you go with them to watch 
ignorance at a spelling bee, when you run into the J.D.'s 
at the tournament of ridiculousness, they tell you how 
they all had a ball p~lling down their pants in the busiest 
part of the city, when you finally get back home you 
wish you were far away, and when you get there you 
wish you were back home with the inane trio and the 
"in" crowd. 

anonymous 





She whispered 
"be geode, 
i stopped like 
a crab 

balling a balloon 

Frank Frucci 


