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New England and Nimba (Liberia) 

Fading sun 
Peers through 
A hole in 
Cirrus clouds 
Catching the edges 
To weave threads 
Of pure silver into 
A webbed sky 

Mountains arch into the sky 
Imposing their hulks 
On a flat horizon 

The paved roads in this 
Mining town lead 
Back to virgin stands 
Of timber in Vermont 
Who wait stoically for 
The slaughter that 
Comes with spring 

But in Nimba, mountain and 
Tree still proclaim the lines 
Of earth and sky 
Defying the paved roads 
To carry a springtime slaughter 

--Jo Bower 



I carry 
mine 
in a woven basket on 
my head 
like the Jamaican women. 
I wear brightly colored clothes 
like them, trying to 
draw attention to myself. 
I am not the 
drone in the drab dorm room. 
I am 
a maiden sitting 
high in a chandelier 
dropping crystal prisms into 
awaiting mouths. 
When you see me 
hair flying, crystal shimmering, 
I swing tantalizingly back and forth. 
I ask for you to 
climb up •.. 
I will hold your head

don't ask questions
and slide the droplets 
past your tongue-

do not move-
feed you my fresh fruit from the basket ... 
Ignore the missing droplet, 
the fruit with little brown spots; 
sit quiet, devour, 
while it hits me in 
a smattering of crystal: 

I should be 
studying 

I should be 
letting you speak 

I should be 
beautiful 

--mary ellen geist 



Driftin' #2 

Through the eye of time 
helped by a slender branch 
up cutting cliffs of matter 

By a Brahmin cow, upon his back 
to feel clothed by the wind 
Feel warm with the mother 

Sun is your Friend, give it up to him 
a moving stream of white water 
as the swallow dips his beak in the shallows 

To loose this sense of your own 
the rot of other people's impressions 
the love of a friendly smile 

From cloud to land to horizon 
standing naked alone with the trees 
washed on to the shores of eternity 





womb with a view 

I lay curled 
around my mothersstem 
throughout the winter 
waiting to blossom 
in midsummer's heat. 
Every root tip 
extended 
pulsing 
dancing 
to the beat 
of the fluid 
that seeped through 
the subterrain 
for my nourishment. 
Thus fertilized 
deep seeded 
(parasite) 
grafted to another. 
So reluctantly harvested 
and set aside 
to bend towards the light. 

--Helayne Hecht 



Gretel, Running 

It is almost over now 
almost swallowed like those bread crumbs 
into a sparrow's night 
like that path I have pressed to a wrinkle 
growing from my mother's eye 
yes 
Father, I have killed her 
that sugarplum lady with her milky tears 
I watched her moon up in the sweet carbon air 
I watched the fire grow thin on her flesh 
then I ran 
and I am running 
running 
Father , I am running 
and my legs are long 
and my breath as bright 
as these 
see, 
I bring you her jewels 
in the lap of my apron. 

--Debra Wierenga 



) 

LAUGH 

Bigger, expand--

trickle of gold 

to fill 

drop by drop 

pooling 

until explosion rumbles 

welling into smile 

gentleing down. 

--Sharon Stohrer 
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Swansong 

I know it's you. 
I bolt it, 
You turn the key. 
Block you with chairs, the desk, 
You slip through. 
Ready? 
This is a dance 
Where your eyes melt 
Into your shoes. 

I don't want to, 
But my bones just slide into you. 
We're in step, 
One, two, 

to the window, 
Three, four, 

it's through. 

--Melissa Runge 

• 



On Reading a letter to the Playboy Advisor 

I read of nipples removed 
by men in the heat 
of passion and preserved 
in jars (dried apricots) 
A reader (inexperienced) wants to know: 
Can this be true? 
~ answer now: 
If hearts are torn from breasts 
in love or lust 
and carried 
or kicked about (discarded toys), 
I see no reason why 
nipples cannot be removed 
in the heat of passion 
and kept in jars (dried apricots). 

--Christine Hartnett 
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No. 3, To Diane 

I am waiting for 
Diane Wakoski to come and get me to stay 
at her beach and meet her people 
take me away from this place, this orange basketball 
carved by others thinking it a pumpkin, seeds stolen 
the air pressure's getting to me, they bounce me around 

calling it sport 

And I am wishing for 
that girl to say she loves me, as in my dream, 
and I be rational and say "control yourself" 

and I am waiting for someone to fill me with water 
before my skin all wrinkles 
before my bones start showing through 
before I'm stolen and smashed in the street 

I am waiting for anyone 
to use me to do something with these orange muscles 
it has taken me years to perfect, to use these teeth 
my parents spent hundreds straightening 
to share this whole body and life I've lived 

--Joe Ferrara 



I 

When this blankness comes 
your words drift past me into space. 
I stand still 
As a rusty windmill in the middle of a November field. 
I have drilled--
Drilled through several ancient watertables, 
But find only layers of dust 
Ashes 

pockets of air 
crags and faults of unyielding shale. 

II 

I listen to your story and care only enough to 
scream silently 
For quiet. 

I seek the silence of caves of mushrooms and blind fish; 
I wish only to grope through the tortured twistings 
Of my own large intestines, 
To pick through my own garbage for awhile. 

III 

It is when the blankness fills me 
That I am afraid--
When the hollow under my breasts 
Is only the flat face of the staring moon. 
I stand frozen 
Like a deer paralyzed by roadside by headlights. 
Have you ever seen the eyes of a dog in the darkness? 
Those are my eyes-- the same retinal flash, same emptiness. 
How I fear those grey slugs buried under stones! 

--Connie Bostwick 
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In April the winter left in the mornings. Birds came 

down and hunched close to the ground until they suddenly 

would break loose in groups of three or four and cut back 

into the air. I watched them in the morning from my win

dow until they disappeared. 

I slept in the upstairs corner bedroom set apart from 

the rest of the house by a staircase and a set of French 

doors. It had been my father's room when he was young, but 

now he slept down next to the nursery with my mother. Even 

the desk near the window was carved with his initials on the 

side. The corner room was still my father's, and I stayed 

there like a tenant or an old aunt. 

I would read at the desk in tbe mornings. Sometimes 

there would be letters and I would try to imagine the wri

ter speaking to me as he wrote. It was a hard game, but it 

took the edge of f the paper and made some s ense of the word s 

There were books, too, that fill ed the heavy black she l ve s 



above the desk, but they seemed too heavy for the delicate 

light so I left them alone for the most part and only dus

ted their covers every other Monday. 

The mornings came early in April and hollowed a space 

into my small room. It was a silent time because my fam

ily was still asleep below me. I could sit in the corner 

bedroom and watch birds for a while as they clung to the 

ground in the cold. 

--Mary Liz McNamara 



wanted so badly to tell you, 
Get fucked! 

but, realized you might, 

wanting you 

and that it wouldn't 
be me. 

to see this poem, 
i write, 

with one eye staring 
at the position of your 

chin. 

i said i was afraid 
of frogs. 

well, 
found one I liked 

(his face is flat). 

--mejita 



Thinking of warm cheek touches 
and staring at lips showing teeth 
that make your laughs. 
You pull the knob spaces behind you 
forming the door solid 
to keep from clicking words 
to my questions. 

My knees fall to a chair. 
I set my head 
in the spiced lining of your jacket 
that sprawls there. 
Cold crawls to my nose 
as the slipping blue sleeves 
droop 
and hang with my arms. 

--Lisa Eichhorn 



Joe Stalked 

Joe stalked 
his feet kicking 
the heads of worms 
which poked out from holes 

It wasn't easy 

Joe had patience, but few friends 

He liked people he couldn't figure out 
carefully he'd shift through 
moving arms, toes, tones from a closing door 
wiggling fingers 

'waiting for their evading tongues 

He loved these things 
solid, physical things 
movements he smelled, remembered 
didn't understand 
Once he knew them 
s •. n •• a· .. p! 
he'd cut out the bloody inner mass 
hang up the skinned carcass 
around his friend's neck 

Now Joe is furious at the worms, 
they keep doubling 

And the friends with sharpened fangs, scalpels 
run in a wolf pack 
intoxicated with a blood smell 
hunting for Joe 

--Joe Ferrara 



Between the spotted silence and 
thoughtful stares and 

these spots of pain and colored skirts 
hung obedient on the walls 

and I am standing in a gallery; 

and a portrait of someone's 
someone and 

a captured hero 
are almost but not 

quite remembering something 
in a flat and tired scab 

of life. 

--Mary Liz McNamara 



Those Damn Construction Crews 

Funny- the men with orange flags had just paved the 

road and Mr. Nilch was waving his arms, smothered in ce

mented content. His glasses were crushed expense as they 

melted in the summer's swelter not six feet away. The 

berm's stones dug at his aching back in a sourful grim

ace, but Mr. Nilch remembered his committment. He swore 

once to relieve the pressure; he was in constant pain try

ing to sit up. His voice was high-pitched nonsense and 

quite unintelligible. Mr. Nilch wanted his pillow. 

Many spectators stopped and politely stared in amaze

ment. The newspaper photographers clustered around that 

night to snap shutters in blinding flashes of white. The 

cops arrived in due time to push their way through the 

crowd; some of the spectators dropped like flies in the con

fusion but no one noticed for their eyes were glued to Mr. 

Nilch. "Look, how ugly," a boy shouted, remembering that 

he had missed his kickball game that afternoon. Mr. Nilch's 

face happily wrenched and writhed with all the traffic, 

his blanket of tar no longer comforting him. A child in 



pigtails laughed at the funny faces Mr. Nilch made. One 

very content senior citizen (who must have known Mr. Nilch 

well) said that he had a secret ambition to be Houdini all 

of his grey, dull life and at ninety-six years old, ran awa, 

from home to prove it to himself. 

Mr. Nilch was compressed to deflating gasps now and 

the crowd, though sparser with every breath, (they had no 

time to see a prolonged death) .. surged around him, poking 

at him and making him squirm. The cops, suddenly remem

bering their duty, threw a few of the onlookers into a ·deep 

ravine and stood poised, to hear the screams, as their 

victims rolled and bounced, vanishing in the night. Van

ishing was a trick that Mr. Nilch had never quite perfected 

in his lifetime, but of course he was not envious. He was 

quite happy right where he was, tucked in and watching him

self slip away, to the delight of his grey, drab family 

who had taken the time to attend the act. 

--Jeffrey J. Gerhardstein 
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it begins 
in dreams empty roads 
running the length of my arm 
to where the sun dies screaming 
the optical screams of a cinema lover 

suicide is crass 
the flat denial of fingers 
blind morning neuters silent 
eyes no longer touching 
oh mother please 
don't let them cut it off 

if I ask to speak with you 
you say you sleep alone 
that is not the point 
it somewhere short of always 
ends in a fist 
a sheet 
sweat 
salt 

--Barry Nelson 



(Sunday Night) 

The plaintive wail 
Of air raid sirens 
Punctuates our discussion 
Of an ecology film 
As one-sided as the screen. 
My body lounges against 
A worn carpet, green; 
I long for the spring color 
That is wound around the reel. 

In the last 36 hours we 
Have learned each other's languages 
And now, all those tongues 
Are my own. 

Tired now, the air raid 
Sirens wind down. 
We emerge to find 
A heavy fog 
And we squeeze our 
Seven lives together 
Into a familiar green 
Station wagon. 

--Jo Bower 



the eyes 

Beer cans reflecting 
you think to yourself 
when yellow eyes glitter from damping ditches 
or a streaming body soft 
under your left front tire. 

No rubbish this 
when the eyes gleam knowledge of passing Pontiac& 
and secrets your D.J. 
is not te 11 ing 

when you did not see that 
it was me 
sitting snugly as a beer can 
in a rusting ravine 
turning your headlights around in my eyes 
throwing them back 
the little eyes and mine 
knowing in warm red air 
even when you were gone. 

--Debra Wierenga 



CONTEMPORARY CROSS 

The men of the household were sent 
to gather wood. 

They crossed the field to Calvary 
where the forests were, 

and they found firewood, 
time-worn, sapless wood, 

stabbed with rusty red nails, 
but the thorns came out easily. 

Smokey air. 
Breathe the narcotic scent of sacrifice, 

Hallucinations of nirvana! 
Screams of hosanna! 

And the wiseman sermonizes from the pulpit, 
110 faithless and perverse generation, 
how long shall I be with you? 
how long shall I suffer you?" 

and the only ears it falls on ... 
the corn is waist high in the fields 
and it looks like a fine harvest 
and will pull in a nice profit. 

The derelict dissolves into the melting crucifix, 
his wounds are licked. 

Sings a psalm of praise, 
drinks the wine as the cross is raised. 

The Bible is applied as a tourniquet 
for the spurting artery of Adam. 

Failing .•. 

The archaeologists prepare to reveal 
the secret and mystery 
of the Dead Sea scrolls. 

The people are hushed. 
The enigma of our civilization 



The unveiling. 

"For a good blow job call 
J04-6312" 

While God reigns from His pagoda on the hallowed hill 
watching His son work the fields, 

anticipating the yield. 
Sterile 

from disease, the men of the household 
immunize themselves 

against the unimmunizable germ. 

And our three voyagers 
on the dark side of the moon 

find themselves face to face 
with inevitable doom. 

Up against the worm that never dies, 
And the hero, 

with his Red Cross card and goalie stick, 
makes no move to prove Himself. 

"Hey SuperMan! Why don't you save the day 
and us at the same time!" 

muttered the vinegary companion. 

"He faces the same fate as we," 
sympathized the other. 

"Big hero!" the people mock 
when they read the headlines. 

"Gets killed by the first moon monster 
he comes a cross 

stuck in 
the overcast ground 

--Andrew Angelo 



The smooth flat surfaces of wood extend 
in the silence-well, 
in the hum of the vent-
under the parallel pieces of acoustical tile and of 
plastic fitted on flourescent lights; 
above the close-cropped carpet; 
chairs posed 
book after book ranged in rows ranged in 
vertical columns ranged in rows 
from wall to wall where 
windows disclose 
a full-blown pine tree, 
needles exploding in clusters yet held 
on branches flung every which way 
a birch, standing beyond a whole series of windows 
thick with blossoms as yellow as fool's gold and yes 
perhaps perfume: 
windows the eye stumbles 
on in the library 
like a point in time 
between here and there 
when the sudden sweep of a siren- a meeting- a stillness
enters, destroys them both and 
gives you 
itself. 

--Cathy Collins 



The flourescent bulb 
casts green-cold light on us 
coloring, photosynthesizing, 
your smooth back and legs. 

A laughable sight 
You, a seedling pushing vainly through the earth. 
Do you seek sunlight, 

mother light, 
or mine? 

I switch off the lights 
stripping away our verdant color. 

A pitiable sight 
turning to me, to my light. 

h less pathetic you are 
in the dark. 

Hecht 



Amtrak 

Insolent train 
Trespasses on my quiet 
NYAAAHH! 
Like a child 
sticking out his tongue 
for attention. 
NY AAAHHH! ! ! 
The raucous taunting 
becomes belligerent 
then angry 
screaming, 
red faced, 
muscles, veins, eyes 
bulging out--
NY AAAAHHH! ! ! ! 
Finally turns, 
fists and teeth clenched, 
hurls one final insult 
over hunched shoulders 
NYAAHH!! 
and stalks off 
agrumbling. 

--Sally Baker 



Ode to a Ford 
(or "In the Wake of the Fall") 

Nineteen seven tea 
fortunate for door 
with meal colors 
and green mouldings. 
I take to task what 
our desk entities are 
doing with the silver spoon. 
You narcotic nasal men 
can kiss your ashtrays! 
If you wish born as for 
the fresh meat answers 
are in-here-to-forth-with 
and your epileptic attrition 
will conclude as what 
is fresh becomes stale 
in a wind committed 
to the reincarnation 
of the globe. 

--Tom Teske 
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Once 
A girl fell on the ice and someone laughed 
And the blood rushed out of her skull 

in skinny red streams 
And it didn't stop (or even slow down) 

for a long time 
And standing there 

getting colder and colder 
I saw that her mittens 

matched my coat. 

Night Poem 

You can't see me down there. wet. 
Mouth filled with algae 
The water is cold. black like old coffee grounds. 
Your spine is a snake 
Moving towards me 
But I am a fish. swim off. see myself sleep 
I am ugly. make obscene arthritic gestures until 
old cellophane eyelids peel off. 
I am funny and I dance on your bones 
till they sag 
While the gargoyle grins 

with yellow teeth. 

--luanne rouff 



Incubator Baby 

At birth 
Womb juices fused around me--
Dull layers of metal and trick glass. 

I lacked slap--
Evenly blown by man gas in zombie-box. 
Given calculated cool under sun filament, 
Tickled to live at heel and wrist 
By fake night and day crawlers. 

Eyes flooded, 
Ears stuck with gut-crust, 
Left to wax under six sick moons-
An abandoned pneumatic hunter--
! stalked life in sterilized environments. 
Until, 
Like you, 
I became, ample bait. 

--Christian F. Matthews 



First Cry 

This cold condemns me, and I grow afraid; 
The new blood whines and whistles round my head, 
I dreamed what was before-- I should have stayed. 

A wake! A wake! The final chord is played: 
I am brand-new. My blood and bones are wed-
Condemned to cold. But I will grow, afraid. 

The dues are blood and water, and I've paid: 
My veins clotted as cream. What's warm has fled. 
I dream. What was before? I should have stayed. 

I know now, as before, I will not trade 
Bones for bones, falling with thunderous tread: 
Cold condemn~tion. S~on I grow afraid. 

The brain fades, painless, impulse is delayed, 
The pulse drums on and on, a drone of dread. 
I dreamed what was. Before, I could have stayed. 

I have envisioned this, and I have prayed 
I would be glowing hot as fire, instead, 
This cold condemns me, and I grow afraid; 
I dreamed what was before. I should have stayed. 

--Sally Urang 



The Bridge that could have--
may have carried us to shore 

Had we metallic wings to stretch and soar 
Promising motherly warm arms that seemed 
So sure a kinship .•. 

How can the roof crack and high winds howl, 
These loving supports sag, 
These fenceposts crumble, 
And like punched dough, collapse 
In the powdery flour of its past, sifting 
Toward waters deep? 

We fall endlessly 
Feather light through fire and chill--

have we grown too old? 
Flung like fish nets 
To the wa~ting waves. 
Having speared the quivering sea-foam 
Pulling us down as if the waters themselves wished for 
rescue, 
We bobbed our spongeheads 
Fresh bait in a sea that swallowed us •.• 

Who with chained fate succumbed 
To the snails of the swirling ocean: 
Their fetal smooth forms melt from vision 
As we drift by the toothless oval gasps 
Of our marine friends--slumping to mounds of oblivion 
At ocean's bottom. 

--Jeffrey J. Gerhardstein 
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Love appears- much more bold 
and violent than suits our purposes. 
We surface- love, 
quiet smiles, 
Fingers intertwine and love is comfortable. 

I protest: 
I'd like to crush you inward, 
love you into your basic matter-
into the pure, tight stuff that makes you. 
Force is love 
and not this pleasant mediocrity. 

Christ was not an easy lover, 
the cross an effortless game. 
He never wore that pointless smile 
we've forced onto His face. 
There is no greater love, no more intensity-

Love appears- much more bold 
and violent than suits our purposes. 
I cannot love you mildly. 

--Jackie Melvin 



I saw the brown hair fall back 
wire plane glasses with ice cube lenses 
I knew the hunting plaid, jeans and boots 
the linoleum caught my stomach 
and filled it up with lava pudding 
and pushed it back in place letting 
the heat honey through my pores 
I toed the floor to find a running block 
to start me off the path of his glazing eyes 
the drugstore gum and lifesavers caught up 
to my nose · 
I bent over to pick up some cough drops · 

--Lisa Eichhorn 



Dear Freud, or The Difference Between Men and Women 

There's a rug in our bathroom 
that has a plastic monopoly game sewn onto it. 
I stare at it, every day, from underneath the stall door. 
I can only see one row of property, and the jail 
on the corner. 
And every day I can't remember if 
Marvin Gardens is valuable or not 
and this seems to me of paramount importance, 
but then, 
I never ~heck later, 
and that seems to you of paramount importance. 

--Lisa Archer 





A Villanelle: For Sylvia Plath: not my favorite, merely 
my only 

I am beyond the caring of all smiles 
Though colors arch above in mist and sun; 
I do not live to flaunt unwanted wiles. 

I sense those darkened shadows far from lives 
And do not open windows for the sun; 
I am beyond the caring of all smiles. 

Once touching hands extended for a while, 
Bridging emotions now dry and inane; 
I do not live to flaunt unwanted wiles. 

My spirit overflowing with black bile 
Cannot explain the why as rivers run; 
I am beyond the caring of all smiles. 

Though prickling green pines do the cold deny, 
All petaled roses find their work undone; 
I do not live to flaunt unwanted wiles. 

As dark approaches and last light shall shine, 
I won't lament life's mazes, yet undone. 
I am beyond the caring of all smiles: 
I do not live to flaunt unwanted wiles. 

--Christine Hartnett 



Sound and Silence 
I 

Time faded in and out 
Formed a point and died 

II 
You were all alone. 
We were more than one. 

Ill 
My shoulder bled 
When a note pressed between your eyes 
and knitted your brow 

--Karyn Clouse 

the bus moved cold 
smooth for the way to school 
Sadie and I had a cigarette 
smoke or wind 
and grey wooshed out 
books pushed knees into 
the dimpled metal 
of a full seat 
camel coats pushed up 
the goose-faced driver 
leaned forward 
and sighed us 
off the bus 

--Lisa Eichhorn 



Old Woman 

The bed cries for burial. 

Gate to an empty hallway, 
A one-armed chair is the doorman 
Clutching a bundle of photos 
Ground to dust by grey eyes. 

Her body, 
Dried moth wings 
Emprisoned in a dress 
Printed with flowers, 
Plants itself in the window-box 
Reaching for the sweep 
Of bee-wings. 

--Melissa Runge 
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Berryman must have gone mad 
in a small room 
where hisself couldn't move 
no less bring visitors in 

dammed door could not open 
without sending the books down like 
rice, 
and the vitamins, 
and the glue. 

and no desk top! no desk top! 
it upset him, having to pack 
and unpack his typewriter 
like that. 
they had given him no room to 
speak. 
"you've given me no room to speak," 
he told the wife, 
"no room to slide a book or a pencil 
•.. what if I want to write it upside-down." 

the wife and the daughter were busy baking. 
"i am busy baking," the wife said. 
and so he did it while she and the 
daughter and everyone was away. 
it took him all of a warm afternoon-

that desk was a heavy piece. 
He was pleased, then, and the wife's things were on the 
floor. 

And this was the first incident. 

--Lisa Archer 


