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Poems by Patricia Goedicke 

The Opening 

In the middle of great stress and anxiety, 
Worry that had been going on for years, 
One morning I woke up 

To a room like a clearing in a forest. 

The carpet turned into a stout pail 
Of cool water, 

One robin was warbling lustily 
From the pillow next to me on the bed 

And though you were far away 
Somewhere in the room you were near 
And everyone else dear to me 

Everything smelled of marbles, 
The click of them, in new mud 

In clean sheets of sunshine 
Billowing all around us there were children 
Shouting to each other in the distance, 

In a far corner of my throat 
The two fluid notes of the phoebe fell 

Like drops of water, 
Like a hidden spring 

The windows began to breathe 
And yes, there was an opening, 

Lying there stretched out, easily 
Slowly we began to relax, 
The walls laid their hands on our heads like 

grass. 

Patricia Goedicke has published two volumes of 
poetry : Between Oceans and For the Four Comers. 

Marblehead, Massachusetts 
July 4, 1976 

Though He is no longer here 
For most of us 

Nevertheless there is this silence 
That keeps speaking to us, still 

The Atlantic Ocean is the same 
Oyster gray, winding itself around 

Small houses, fishing boats, rocks 
Like the last handclasp of history 

The elbows ·and knees of Massachusetts 
Still bend to its breath 

As we bend, remembering our ancestors, 
Those Puritans, who knew right from 

wrong ... 

But nowadays who can tell, 
Bitterly we complain 

Under the restored wooden roofbeams, 
The low shutters of the windows 

Forgetting the vast emptiness, 
The beautiful anonymity of the sea 

Over and over we keep insisting 
On giving everything a Name, 

We keep staring across Hawthorne's harbor 
At the blurred shapes of rowboats, 

The old Customs House with its red bricks 
Disappearing in the rain ... 
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Retreat 

by Suzanne Jones 

0 ne autumn evening after the girl had 
made another lovely meal with 
brightly colored leaves as a center

piece the man laid down his brush and said, 
"I'm afraid I can't work with you here 
anymore." 

The girl, who was beautiful and under
standing, and creative herself, nodded 
palely, putting down the jute rope she had 
been knotting. "Of course," she said. "It 
must be very distracting for you." She 
looked about the studio where it had been 
their habit to spend evenings together. 
There had been fewer and fewer completed 
canvases leaning against the co~crete walls 
to dry. 

"What you need," she said gathering 
her things about her, "is some time to 
yourself to do whatever you want." She got 
up and brushed his cheek with a kiss. I'll 
just keep out of your way for a few days." 
And she closed the door after herself. 

For hours the apartment was absolutely 
silent, until the man finally turned off the 
lights and slipped noiselessly into the 
bedroom. He dropped his clothes quietly 
and crept into bed. The girl, drowsily 

affectionate in the early-morning hours, 
murmured and slipped her arms around 
him. He stiffened and recoiled almost 
instantly. "No," he said, "I must..." The 
girl, remembering, rolled quickly away on 
her side. "I understand," she said, her 
words slurring into sleep. 

The next morning the girl was up 
earlier than usual, making his favorite 
breakfast. She had already been to the 
market for blueberries and sausages, and 
had arranged fresh flowers in a vase on the 
kitchen table. The windows were open and 
one of the last warm breezes of September 
filled the curtains. 

The man watched her from the doorway 
of the kitchen, noticing how young she 
looked. With her freckles, green eyes and 
waist-length hair she might have been 
seventeen. She looked up quickly when she 
saw him there and smiled, wiping her hands 
on a dishcloth. "I'm afraid I won't want any 
this morning." "Oh no," she said, 
becoming truly distressed and squeezing 
the dishcloth hard. "Shall I just leave some 
in your studio, then? You might be hungry 
later." "You're a love," he said, smiling 
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slightly and turning away. 
That evening the girl brought supper on 

a tray covered with a towel. She knocked 
once at the door of the studio and waited. 
Mter a few moments the man opened the 
door, standing well inside. "I thought you 
might be hungry by now, " she said, 
offering him the tray gently. "Why, you're 
the best wife a man could have," he said 
taking it and kissing her on the forehead. tie 
moved inside the room with the tray and 
returned to close the door. The girl was still 
standing there, just outside the bright studio 
lights. They both stood for a moment in 
silence until she said, "I thought perhaps I 
ought to take the other dishes ... " She 
waited as he fetched them for her. As he 
placed them in her hands she caught his 
eyes for a second, but seeing that this made 
him uncomfortable, she turned and walked 
back into the flat. 

He was much later in coming to bed 
than usual that night, creeping in so silently 
she almost didn't hear him. He undressed 
and slipped into his side of the bed, careful 
not to brush against her under the bedding. 
The girl noticed this, sighed deeply and 
turned over on her side. "I'm sorry," the 
man said, "I wish it wasn't this way, but it 
becomes harder and harder to sleep. 
Perhaps if I put up a cot in the studio ... " 
"No, no," insisted the girl. "I'll just sleep in 
the den for a while." She rose clasping a 
pillow in her arms. "Until you fe~l yourself 
again.'' She had been wanting a baby now 
for almost a year. 

The next day the man felt as though he 
might be able to paint. He thought about an 
autumn landscape and began mixing ver
milion, ochre and viridian. The brightness 
of the paint annoyed him, and he set about 
darkening the colors. He heard the girl in 
the den humming and the low motor of her 
sewing machine. She was making new 
kitchen curtains and a tablecloth out of 
bright flowered material for spring. "I'm 
sorry," (she started and looked up) "I'm 
truly sorry," he said, "But I must have 
quiet." "Oh," she said, look~ng unhappy, "I 
bothered you." She sat for a moment with 
the.yellow and red flowers with fat green 
stems wadded in her lap, her head bent. "I 
guess I'll have to move into the other 
bedroom." ~he dropped the fabric and 
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reached out to touch his elbow. "I know 
you'll be painting again soon." When he 
returned to the studio he found that he had 
overmixed the colors until they looked like 
the various tints of mud outside. 

A s autumn became winter the man 
spent much time sitting in front of the 
two windows in the studio. Sometimes 

he flipped through books and magazines 
which he kept there for ideas. Other times 
he would just gaze out on the winter 
landscape for hours, seeing only the light 
shifting across the snow. Occasionally, 
someone would track through the snow to 
the dumpster at the back of the apartment 
house lot and deposit their garbage. Then 
the man could watch for hours as the wind 
blew their tracks away until the snow was 
once again umarked as a fresh canvas. 

One day while the girl was out, the man 
went into the rest of the flat where he had 
not been for weeks. He noticed that the girl 
had finished her macrame' hanging and 
made some jute hangers out of the 
leftovers, out of which ferns were drooping. 
In the kitchen, she had hung the new 
curtains and laid the tablecloth, impatient 
for spring. It warmed the man's heart to see 
how young and determined she was. He 
returned to the studio and began mixing 
paints. 

When the girl came home from shop
ping, her arms full of bags of groceries, she 
was surprised to find a tiny easel on the 
kitchen table with a miniature still life of 
flowers in green, yellow and red. They 
matched those in the curtains and table
cloth. It had been newly painted and was 
still wet. Overjoyed, the girl ran to the 
studio, knocked and opened the door before 
the man could answer it. He was standing in 
front of the west window but turned his head 
as she came to him. She saw how dark and 
sad his eyes were. His skin was so thin and 
pale that she could see the veins around his 
eyes and nose. He looked down at her. She 
touched his face and knew she must find 
some other way to thank him. He looked so 
old and tired. She put her arms around him 
for a moment. Then, sensing that she should 
go, she slipped out of the studio, leaving him 
standing as before . . 

The next day the girl went to the studio 
at lunchtime, as usual. She knocked and 



waited for the man to open the door. When 
. he did, she took one s~p forward and 

instead of his lunch laid a very small bundle 
in his arms. It was a neighbor's new baby. 
The man did not seem surprised. He did not 
seem pleased. He waited for her to take it 
from him. The baby, disliking the chill 
studio and the unfamiliar smells of paint 
and turpentine, began to cry. The man did 
not look at the child or comfort it. He waited 
for the girl to take it. She took it and hurried 
from the studio, crying herself. 

Later, when she brought his food, the 
man told her that she must not be upset. He 
said very gently that he understood how she 
felt but for a while he must devote himself 
completely to his work. The girl did not look 
at him. Her chin trembled as he spoke. He 
suggested that it would be better if they did 
not see each other for a while. She could 
leave the food on a table outside the door 
and he would replace the tray when he was 
done. It would be better this way. They 
would not upset each other. The girl said 
nothing. She saw that he had many 
canvases primed but empty. Finally she 
looked up at him, said, "I love you" and left. 

S 
pring was coming. The man worked 
for many days. His ideas seemed to 
appear directly on the canvas without 

having to be arranged first. Colors offered 
themselves to him. He did not have to 
choose. For the first time, he knew what he 
was working toward. There was nothing in 
his mind but this. He would begin new 
canvases as others were drying. Soon the 
studio was so crowded there was barely 
room for him to work. 

One evening the girl came home and 
found that the man had taken down the old 
paintings and hung new ones in their place. 
They were bright and mysterious looking, 
like dreams that have just enough reality to 
make them frightening. They made his 
older paintings seem dull and ordinary; too 
real to be true. The girl was overjoyed, and 
went to the studio to see if the man had 
come out yet. She found still more paintings 
lining the hallway and stacked beside the 
door. She recognized places they had 
visited together, and even a portrait of 
herself, all strangely transfigured and new. 
The studio door was closed and she could 
see the light still burning, so she decided not 
to bother him. Instead, she went to the 
kitchen and made some potato pancakes 
and left them steaming on the table, 
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rapping once (as they had agreed) at the 
door. 

The next morning the girl went shop
ping and found the perfect negligee. She 
took it home, along with flowers and fresh 
blueberries. She arranged the flowers and 
made muffins with the berries, bathed and 
put on the negligee. When everything was 
ready, she took the tray to the studio. The 
potato pancakes were still on the table by 
the door. "He must have worked all night" 
she thought, knocking. When he did not 
answer, she-opened the door. There was 
barely room to stand inside. The man was 
sitting in the middle of the room, surround
ed by his work. Every canvas was filled 
with fantastic colors and shapes. She set 
down the tray, made her way through the 
maze of paintings until she reached him. He 
had rested his head against the last finished 
work. The girl slipped her arms around to 
steady him, gently removing the scalpel
like palette knife sunk deep into his left 
wrist. There was just enough room to lay 
him on the floor. The blood bloomed around 
him like a frame. 

.You and I sit lip to ear, 
pentitent to priest, 
shared wine the confessor's veil. 
I tell you of my grandfather, 
last summer seeking reconciliation 
with a wife estranged thirty years. 
At Christmas he died alone 
in a Florida nursing home. 
Earlier we had sent a basket of fruit, 
but we did not attend the funeral. 
At another table an old man 
breaks bread into his wine. 
He brings the pieces, 
soft and red. to his mouth. 
He eats slowly, not eager 
for the end of his supper, 
though taken among strangers. 
Later, you and I lie together 
limbs tangled like vines. 
Asleep in this dark garden, 
denial is easy until the dream comes. 
Grandfather is dying on a hospital cot. 
A nun draws a sponge across his lips 
and swats a fly drawn 
by apples browning on the windowledge. 

by Ann Hobart 



The Abortion 

We are being torn together 
in reverse abortion 
Thrusting into communion 
by the fire and brimstone union 
of our parents. 
Our conception was so quiet. 
Instead, 
We will be darkly devoured and 
flushed down the aisle 
Our clutching ringed bodies 
siamese twins. 
I do 
eat the blood and the flesh 
of our marriage 
cannibal congregation 
We never wanted your presents 
or your services. 

by Cindy Everett 

Aloha (intersections) 

Cleaver, meat. We are parting, 
but not many .subjects lack that predator 
(see any "we" poem). Is a title a 
definition? Or is it a delusion? 
<we know it's a name.) But 
no, don't leave; abandon 
that foreign grass to 
the somnambulist gardener, 
for we have better things, mergings 
more real; I know that <The obvious loves 
us; we invest in it the truth of a 
gyroscope--spinning about our 
subjective cores 
it presumes to 
blind us); but also, I 
know that I know beyond that-

don't fantasize, no 
purpose (and none tendered). 

by Blue Oldham 
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Sailor 

A proper sailor would vomit 
in this storm of sawdust. 
This one's back glows 
lean with satisfaction. 
Rum winks 
from a dark corner; 
But he staggers 
on the smell of 
wood and varnish. 
Tides of shavings and wood chips 
swirl and eddy about his feet. 
Bits of sandpaper stick to his clothes 
stubborn as barnacles. 

He is building a craft 
with his own hands. 
With his own wood 
he carves a skeleton 
and a place to hold it. 
Perhaps to sail 
Perhaps to rest lightly 
bottled 
on some giant mantle. 

What is important is the present moment. 
To nudge the spackle into 
the reluctant grain 
To touch the smooth wood 
with a surgeon's pleasure 
Stroking the long bone. 

by Anne Okon 
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Foreign Experience 

by Jay Kirkman 

H is initial impression was that the 
police station was the filthiest place 
he had ever seen. A guard led him 

through a corridor, they passed two cells; in 
one there was a drunk laying semi
conscious, covered in vomit. The other 
confined a sullen-looking woman. She was 
caked in makeup; he assumed she was a 
whore. They stopped at the third cell. It 
contained two young men, they sat on their 
beds gazing blankly out the window. He 
smelled weed. 

The guard opened the cell door and 
motioned him inside. He was a little 
unsteady on his feet, feeling strangely 
detached from his body. The sound of his 
shoes scraping against the concrete seemed 
very far away; he looked down, they were 
moving. He slumped against a wall with his 
knees against his chest, huddled and still. 
His cell-mates looked at him, then grinned 
at each other. He looked higher than they 
did. Some stupid Americano, they sup
posed, busted for possession. He did not 
look at them, his thoughts precluded 
awareness of others. A stream of dismal 
impressions raced through his head; he had 
to get out but how'? He was afraid that if he 
didn't think while he was reasonably lucid, 
he would not be leaving for a long time. He 
knew that in a few hours he would have 
radically different perceptions; the iml'.i
cations of his problems might even seem 
farcical, hilarious. He had to think now, 
while he could. 

He rememberl'Ll the consul. .. He.> . •· ne 
screamed, from his corner, "I want a 
lawyer, let me see the US consul!" His cell
mates were shocked out of their stupor. One 
minute the American had been sitting as if 

oblivious to the world, eyes shut and 
muttering to himself, then he was scream
ing words they could not understand, 
shaking in agitation, his eyes wide open. 

"Clamate, -loco," one said, "que· te 
pasa'?" 

He ignored him; he was frantic. He 
knew the acid was taking effect. He had to 
talk to someone while he was still rational. 

"Get me a lawyer! I have my rights!" 
There was no answer; all the guards 

had left for the cantina. The drunk in the 
adjacent cell mumbled something unintelli
gible, perhaps he resented having his rest 
disturbed. He rolled over in his vomit, 
seeking a more comfortable position. 
Again, there was silence. 

"Hey, a lawyer! The consul!" . 
His shouts ended; for a second he had 

forgotten why he needed a lawyer or consul. 
He turned and looked at his cell-mates. 
They were both in their late twenties, 
dressed in dirty uniforms and wearing 
apargatas. In the uncertain light he was not 
sure what their faces looked like. He 
seemed to be having difficulty with spatial 
relationships; his eyes blinked and his head 
craned back and forth on his shoulders, 
seeking a position that would bring his 
surroundings into focus. No matter where 
his head was, the two men still appeared 
distorted; one of them stretched out on his 
bunk and bobbed one foot over the edge. The 
motion looked strange. How long was his 
leg'? The foot moved with the regularity of a 
metronome, but for brief instances it 
seemed to raise up several feet in the air 
and then slowly subside. 

The Mexican noticed the interest that 
his foot had aroused in the crazy Yanqui. He 



stopped moving. Still the foot appeared to 
move, slowly gradually then stopping 
altogether. The American's jaw looked a 
little slack, his eyes did not move as much 
as his head, which swiveled like a gun 
turret, scanning the barren walls. He knew 
that he had to think about getting out of jail, 
but the temptation to sit; to let images, 
shapes and colors wash over him was over
whelming. Faintly objective, he realized 
that any ideas he had now would do him 
little good. It was better to relax; to try to 
slow his speeding heart and calm himseH 
down. 

The other two were reluctant to move. 
Everything they did seemed to fascinate 
him. They were not afraid of him, but he 
was making them slightly uneasy. Maybe it 
would help to make some gesture of 
friendship ... 

"Loco, quieres fumar?" one said. 
The American grinned, he did under

stand that. "Si'," he said. Why not? he 
figured, it would hardly hurt. A little smoke 
wouldn't matter. One of the Mexicans 
pulled a joint out of his breast pocket and lit 
it. The American took it, started to inhale 
deeply, but then took a more cautious hit. 
He passed it back, realizing that he was 
already too buzzed for comfort. His watch 
was gone, but he assumed that at least two 
hours had passed. He felt vaguely appre
hensive about his impending · state of 
consciousness. If I'm like this now he 

' thought, what will I be like when I peak? He 
didn't want to smoke anymore, waving 
away the proffered joint. 

The Mexicans felt slightly offended. 
They thought it was churlish of him to 
refuse them, waving them away like they 
were trash! Que pendejo! 

The American was unaware of having 
angered his cellmates. He was scared· 
worried that smoking a joint might rush 
him into a state that he would prefer to 
enter gradually. He blinked, almost in 
shock. Was it possible that one tiny hit of 
weed could do this to him? He was off, and 
he knew it; said goodbye to normality like a 
balloon leaving the ground. The acid was 
his only reality, his self was obliterated; 
thoughts and impressions exploded in his 
mind, too fast to be individually assessed or 
connected. His eyes turned to the shapes of 
the men beside him. They were hard to see 
was the light bad? The two men burst int~ 
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flames; formless yellow fingers licked their 
clothes and surrounded their heads. They 
seemed unaware ... 

The Mexicans were perplexed. They 
did not know what to make of this Yanqui, 
who sat motionless for so long, then 
squawked and babbled like a madman. 
Even now, he was crouched in the corner, 
gazing at them in horror. Did he think they 
were going to hurt him? 

"Suave, loco. No pasa nada." 
He didn't hear their words; the flames 

had consumed their bodies and spilled onto 
the floor, climbed the ceiling. His corner 
was untouched, but soon the fire would 
devour him, take him into its flickering 
arms and engulf him. He jumped through 
the flames, seeking a door, an exit from the 
inferno. 

They watched him, unable to believe 
what they saw. He had charged at the door 
like a bull, once again bursting into 
movement after sitting apparently lifeless. 
He slammed into the bars of the cell door, 
first a knee and arm, then his head. He 
collapsed and lay still. They did not know 
what to think, but it seemed funny after a 
minute so they laughed. He did not look as 
though he would move for a while. One 
looked at the other, he pointed at the 
American and rubbed his head, wincing in 
mock anguish. The other grinned, then 
became serious. 

"Tenemos que dormir. Manana traba
jaremos." 

The other nodded in agreement. They 
should sleep, for tomorrow they would 
break rocks until they dropped. They slept. 
The cells were quiet; the prisoners still. 

H e awoke. His head was throbbing 
percussively and he realized that he 
was uncomfortable. Opening his eyes 

did not stop the procession of liquid colors 
before him, they washed over the objects 
around him, splashing them randomly. He 
did not remember anything before he had 
hit his head. Hurts like a bitch, he thought, 
touching it and sending waves of pain 
throughout his skull. 

"Aaagh!! Oh sweet Jesus ... " 
It felt like a little mountain had grown 

right above his eyes. Had somebody 
slugged him? He was scared to touch the 

_\ 



lump lest it crack like an egg. Even moving 
seemed to make the pounding more intense. 
So lle lay there, tentatively shifting his eyes, 
slowly absorbing the details of the room. 
Two men were sleeping on suspended 
bunks, above a floor that looked smooth and 
unyielding, cold concrete that no man could 
escape through. 

His mind was hyperactive; thoughts 
flowed like minnows through hands that 
sought just one, to control and define, to 
establish a foundation for his mental 
structure. His brain refused to cooperate, 
spawning impression after impression. 
Eyes and ears seized sensory images and 
distorted them, they rose like a fountain 
inside his head dazzling his mind. 

He heard the sound of an engine. It was 
familiar, somehow ominous. He couldn't 
move though, pain wracked him when his 
position shifted. The car stopped nearby, 
and he listened as the sound of steps drew 
closer. A door opened; closed. Somebody 
was walking through the murky light of the 
corridor. He turned his head and saw a man 
dressed in a dark blue suit. They stared at 
each other; one's eyes vacant, yet search
ing, the other's flat and cold. 

"So, are you the American that these 
spies picked up'?" 

"Hey, you speak English! Are you the 
consul'? Will you get .me out of here'?" His 
words slurred. The other had to concentrate 
to understand him. 

"You're the one. Don't look too good, do 
you? Say, son, your eyes look a little red. 
Are you high'?" 

He paused, blinked. What was this guy 
saying'? Was he the consul or what'? 

"Do you work for the American govern
ment'?" 

"Yeah, I do. Hey kid, you don't sound 
like you're all there. What are you on'?" 

"Are you going to get me out of here'?" 
The man in the suit was outraged. 

"Listen, you stupid little shit! You're up to 
·your neck in it, do you know what I mean'? 
You might just rot in here!" 

The man swung around abruptly and 
walked out. Punk, he thought, damned little 
punk! Thinks he can get away with 
anything, 'ol Uncle Sam will get his ass 
outta anything. He decided to find the 
police, maybe they would make some 
sense; tell him what the hell was going on. 

The American watched the blue-suited 
figure stride down the corridor. "What's 
going to happen to me'?" he yelled, "You 
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gonna get me out?" The shout woke the two 
Mexicans. They were indignant; how could 
they sleep when this crazy Yanqui was 
making such a noise'? 

"Que haces, no te puedes callar'?" 
· The American was sorry that he had 

woken them. He made a pacific gesture, 
saying, "Sorry, OK'? I'll be quiet." 

They did not understand his words, but 
it sounded apologetic. Well, as long as he 
was sorry ... Maybe he'd be quiet now. 

"Pero seas tranquilo, eh'?" 
"Oh sure, w~atever you say." 

T he Mexicans fell asleep, and the 
American leaned back against the 
bars of the cell door. He was puzzled 

by the sudden appearance of the man in the 
suit. Ornery son of a bitch, he thought, I 
wonder what he was so angry about. It had 
been difficult to keep his head together 
during their brief conversation; the man's 
face had blurred in and out of focus and the 
cell bars had melted all over the man, 
turning him into a human zebra. He 
laughed silently at the memory. He felt 
elated, but he was still puzzled about where 
he was, and why. He had been trying to run 
a deal through, he remembered, everything 
had gone smoothly until...what'? He heard 
noises: the sound of an engine; the 
crackling, whoosing sound of a car in 
flames, slowly plunging into a river. The 
sounds echoed through the small cell; he 
watched their waves rebound off the walls 
and ceiling; insanely, undisciplined, yet 
always heading towards him. He ducked, 
cowering in the corner as his audio 
memories converged on him. He was 
trapped; each sound grew louder, more 
vivid, and suddenly, like a light being 
turned on, he remembered everything. 

The acid distorted his recollection. He 
saw himself as a panicking coward, 
screaming in terror as hords of uniformed 
figures descended on him, swinging huge 
sticks and grinning sadistically. One after 
another they charged at him, brandishing 
weapons that grew larger, more menacing. 
The darkness was the ~old smooth barrel of 
a gun; he looked down it, watching the flash 
of powder and then the. bullet rushing 
towards him, bigger than anything he had 
ever seen ... 

The police had returned from the 
cantina. They were drunk and boisterous; 
five figures staggered up the steps and then 
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lurched inside the station. Each sat on a 
chair, holding tightly since the floor seemed 
to tip from side to side ~casionally. They 
stared at each other and giggled. 

" Estamos borrachos, no'?" 
"Si', un poco ... " he stopped his reply to 

run to the outhouse. They heard him 
vomiting. 

One pulled his pistol out of its holster 
and waved it uncertainly. "Quiero tirar a 
algo," he said. 

'A mi, a mi Estoy tan borracho para 
vivir.'' 

He pointed the gun at the speaker. He 
had fallen from his seat and lay there under 
a table with his feet on a chair. He tried to 
take aim, but when he fired he hit the chair 
instead of the other's heel. 

"Que tiro! Tiene que practicar, hijo 
mio." 

"Si, tenemos que practicar, pero con 
que''?" 

" .Botellas'?" one said, holding an empty 
one aloft. 

"El Americana'?" said another. 
"Si!" there was unanimous agree

ment. The policeman with the gun stood 
unsteadily, then walked down the corridor. 
The cells were quiet; the prisoners still, but 
expectant. They remembered how the 
police had raped an unfortunate whore 
during a previous drunken spree. 

10 

He halted in front of the American's 
cell. The American lay as if dead, but he 
moved when the policeman shook him 
vigorously. 

"Vamos amigo, te necesitamos por un 
rato." 

He assisted him through the door. 
Finally, he thought, I'm getting out of here. 
He looked dow:n the passage and saw a light 
shining through the door. He walked 
towards it, through it, and saw three police
men sitting around the room. They remind
ed him of his friends after they had smoked 
too much. He stood before them, swaying 
slightly, wondering what was going on. 

His head was a little bigger than a 
bottle. Two of the police missed their aim; 
two didn't, their bullets took his head off his 
shoulders, splattering bone, brains and 
blood everywhere. They looked sheepishly 
at one another, like children who have just 
done something wrong. The headless body 
was laying on the floor, looking strangely 
peaceful. 

The DEA agent returned in the morn
ing. The police were sleeping, but after 
looking around he needed no one to tell him 
what had happened. He took the American's 
possessions, meaning to mail them to his 
family. He forgot to do it though. 

The Ambiguity of Love My mind is pregnant with the thought of having 
you. It bulges at my forehead! where the pains. keep 
throbbing at my eyes and hurtmg me when I thmk of 

by Pat Burgam 

you. And if someone were to look close enough they could 
see your tiny head and face through my glassy eyes. 
They would even see your micro-hands tickling the 
hairs in my nostrils so that I'll sneeze you out. 

But I won't lose you to a premature delivery. 
When we are both ready, your body will begin a move 
downward across my face as my brain contracts and 
forces you away. First my brow will swell and then 
my nose will bulge and balloon. And finally, just 
before the world outside my mouth sees you (anticipating 
your arrival by my fattened cheeks), I'll swallow you 
as a mother gerbil swallows her babies to have them 
all to herself. In one historic gulp you'll fall to 
my stomach, whose enzymes will digest your impression
able skin and tear away until you are only a smooth, 
white skeleton lying alone in the cave of my memory. 

j 



What Alfred (North) Neglected 

I never saw my father cry 
but once and even then 
the tears were scant, hard-wept 

as blood sweated in some still 
and rocky place. That was in 
the spring and I have since 

grown tired of silences and unravelling 
between fathers and sons. Our future 
may have languished in a corner 

unaware, but births and crucifixions 
happen in an instant, violence bleeds a 
headline in the present tense, 

while apprehensions all conspiring 
clamor like birds beneath the noon sun, and 
settle themselves in three trees, 

fruitless and forgotten, planted 
in someone else's past. 
Slumbering disciples--we wake 

to find a world changed, a 
brother bleeding on our hands. 
Headless, the world shrugs and 

gallop~ on--without me, for I 
will ride no longer, nor be the 
antecedent arrow, throbbing cause 

become effect in someone else's game. 
Every change I would effect is rooted 
in the ground, my quiver comes undone. 

The world veers toward Damascus, but 
I am struck by lightning and grounded in 
that present tense defying forces 

that I cannot understand. There is a 
stillness in the garden now, and voices 
to be heard. A resurrection awaited, 
a brother lost to be found. 

by Patti Gossman 
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It was oozing out of her 
draining faster as each day went by 
and though she inspected herself before the mirror 

. ' naked and damp, with her hair knotted on her head 
lingering over every accessible inch 
and prying deeper with the aid of a mirror: 
she never found the puncture, 
the pierce that was draining her so 
she just felt it, easing out of her 
and each night's inspection 
became more difficult to perform. 
She knew that she was weakening 
this made her bold 
she left the shades up in the night time 
and wandered naked past the windows 
with the mirror in her hand. 
She hoped that someone was watching. 
She thought of slitting her pale wrists 
so at least she would know 
where she was flowing from 
and have it over with. 
One night she had a dream 
in which she had six breasts 
and a hairy beast suckling on each one. 
Her milk had run dry and they were biting her 
With their sharp tiny teeth. 
She awoke, knowing where the leak was 
and in a moment of insight 
she sliced off her nipples 
and watched her belly drip red 
with birth. 

by Suzanne Farley 
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General Advance 
Part One 

By Russ Schneider 

I 
n the jungle, Reed thinks that he is 
becoming lost, and feels a coldness 
like an inner breeze. Like riding a 

wave that has already swelled under you 
and been dissipated into the endless heavy 
green dreamland. There are men around 
him, walking half gnawing-alertly and half 
as he is through the sunlight and the 
bottomless speckled shade--for when it 
drifts through Reed's mind that he is lost he 
is really feeling that it is his mind that has 
become lost, enchanted and uncoupled, 
spreading like that wave and washing 
through fields of light and rich darkness as 
heady as his own sweat. 

The coldness tells him as surely as 
getting too near the edge of a tall building 
that he should not be this way. He is as 
jungle-wise as most, or at least knows in his 
head what it is like to be jungle-wise. But 
there is a difference between knowing it 
quite well and grimly and then actually 
feeling the antifreeze spirits of point-men on 
patrol as their limbs move through the red 
fluid tension, their eyes fluid and sharp; 
Reed is well aware that he sometimes 
swims on the careless side of this dif
ference. He is aware of it in a vague image 
of fate (that is perhaps his own face) with a 
couple dice just for absurdity brooding over 
the unchangeability of his own personality, 
his knowledge, his wallowing in the ocean of 
dreams. He is alert now, perhaps sardonic
auy so exct!pt that it is his own life after all. 
uL&L still he cannot help but sense the ocean 

all around and looks up into the sky to see it, 
the real ocean at his back, and then the 
same ocean directly ahead of his quietly 
mucking boots through forty miles of trees. 

It was that kind of day, an ocean day, 
the low hills undulating like bodies and the 
hidden valleys shimmering and the air not 
hanging like the constant quiet suffocation 
of imminent blackness but moving today, 
ever so slightly. Once in a while there would 
even come a true breeze, salt coolness like a 
current from who knows where, and Reed 
sees the others welcoming it as well as him, 
together spreading their limbs slightly to 
catch the most of it, airing out slightly 
whatever areas happen to be rotting or 
sticking or black or stinking on their bodies, 
turning their faces toward it, glancing at 
each other with slight smiles of drink. It 
was cooler today than almost any other day, 
that was it really, and the sky was clearer 
and did not bulge like the silent god's 
headache or the silent god's chancre on his 
sweating jungle genitals; you could slide 
quickly through the deep of the sky today, 
falling up. 

Nab, I'm just not paying any attention 
at all, vapid-eyed fuck-face that I am, 
thinks Reed, tacking on "ah ha ha ha" as an 
expression of other cumulus that he couldn't 
articulate. He's not going to waste his 
valuable life-alert trying to articulate all 
the wells of his vision, he's not that dumb. A 
falling bird crystallizes in his wells, hitting 
a branch and then fluttering crippled-like 



behind some other green maze. His jaw 
became taut and with fierce calm his eyes 
protruded like rivets of the sharpest hawk 
on the whole shit-swamped isle of Bougain
ville. He expected to be shot as he walks the 
next few steps, shot down, or maybe 
somebody else closer to the point, dying 
innocent while all the rest of us daredevils 
yell and dive. Directly in front of him 
Galesburg had seen it too; they exchanged 
glances, Galesburg grimacing and shrug
ging in that most terrible of fatalistic 
expressions, they both giving it a passing 
stare while sneaking onward into a different 
but similar oblivion. Reed thinks that it's 
weird for a bird to act like that, whatever it 
was that it had been doing. 

I noticed it, so would I have been shot? 
(Plus maybe Galesburg too) Is that the way 
it works? Reed thinks. No, actually he is 
just parodying somebody else thinking that 
question; Reed was too fatalistic to wonder 
about the answer himself, and besides, he 
has that talent of being able to step back and 
see his own crazy brainwaves from too 
many different lights. So he remains 
pleased that he has not been chosen to walk 
at the point for days and days, in a grimly 
amused way, for it must be 'cause 
somebody else has noticed what a fathom
eyed dreamer boy he is. 

It was a beautiful day; now that is how 
to put it simply. Why not go for a deathwalk 
on a tightrope of sucking mud on such a 
beautiful day? It's a beautiful day here on 
Bougainville--as if the South Pacific really 
is the South Pacific and not just some 
dreamslick that shimmers away from your 
aching heatvision and desperate energy
draining laziness. Reed thinks that he can 
fly today, stretching his groin in long, 
slippery strides before skidding off into the 
flying realm; from the ocean sky he can 
strafe all the rest of the Japanese eating 
coconuts on this island, wherever the fuck 
they are, swooping and careening, before 
crashing down on his back on the long white 
sand, just lying there gazing up into distant 
heavens of hot purity, or else shading his 
eyes, all the afternoon long, or else 
wandering out in the long languid water to 
an old landing craft, hot and red-rusted with 
some brown woman with hanging, lagoon
wet breasts sleeping inside. He hasn't been 
to the beach and the blue water in weeks. He 
laughs through the snarling silence of his 

13 

straight, seemingly less dreamlike nose, 
and feels the coldness again, like something 
so grimly familiar to him that it is as dumb 
as his dreams. He feels dumb when he 
knows he may be killed, he feels dumb, 
angry terse, superior, detached, nervous, 
sensual. Blackly afraid as well, except that 
being afraid has become like the whole 
world of nature and things through which 
we ramble heedlessly, laughingly or with 
little problems. 

A s they approached the hanging bridge 
Reed feels that they are being 
watched. He usually feels this way as 

they come to the wider splash of sunlight 
and gorge-water, that the guns are poking 
through the thickets on the other side of ~he 
river, and the snipers are already flashmg 
the word to them from this side. Perhaps it 
is because the noise from the gorge drowns 
out the silence, the great brain and nature 
silence which is like a presence rather than 
an absence, like a gauge which unnerves 
you suddenly when you can't read it 
anymore, and you must rely on your instinct 
which is hopelessly outclassed by chance 
and the otherness that is facing it. In the 
wider sunlight he felt more blind, and even 
the shapes that remained distinct seemed 
like some meaningless free-association, He 
went through this apprehension about every 
time he came up here, though he has gotten 
rather used to it and doesn't really care 
about it at the moment. 

There is another patrol with faces that 
are familiar but not well known coming 
back across the bridge, glancing down at 
the water only when the bridge sways a 
little bit. Over there they look like silent, 
long-experienced, slightly nervous killers 
and over here they look complacent, as if 
the thick sunlight rounds out their cheeks as 
they sway closer, and in b~th places they 
look very tired. 

Wayland, tall, blond, and rather in
scrutable with barely a sense of humor to 
categorize, said to Banes, "Did you notice 
anything amazing?" 

"No " said Banes. It was a short, 
weary but in the circumstances not dis
agree~ble no. Wayland had said what he 
had said only after seeing that all of Banes' 
men were accounted for, strung out across 



GENERAL ADVANCE 

the river. The bridge hung flat and warped 
and still like its own wood behind the last of 
them. Banes walked away and sat under a 
tree near another man, lighting a cigarette 
and giving one to the other man. 

It is Reed, pleased for some reason by 
Wayland's question and Banes' response 
forgetting about it now and smoking th~ 
quietly sc~ounged cigarette and staring 
away down the gorge. With his knees up he 
is physically gratified by the feel of his 
thighbones at ease in his thighs, and 
between them he sees a long quiet vista. 
Now here is much of Bougainville a 
tourist's view maybe, and quite safe' for 
tourists now all the way down there (where 
Reed can't see, but his X-ray vision that is 
golden rather than infrared knows what it 
sees: the gorge jabbery-quick with as many 
cool secrets as jungle birds and bats 
fl~ttering d?wn to the open kunai fields, just 
h10ts of which are visible through the vines 
and the soul-like jungle privacy of this high 
gorge, but which he spreads before him with 
his . golden sight, rolling a ways, kunai 
rolhng under the sun or rolling into the 
shade of thickets of death, hidden with hot 
l?nely dead men or hidden in the tall dry 
fields as well, scatteredly quietly soddenly 
dead from death officially rated light to 
moderate-heavy, those are the kunai fields 
that Reed sees between the khaki V of his 
groin, and sees as well in the hints of the 
distant sky between the highest wide leaves 
down ~he gorge, lik.e a deep blue steady 
refle~t10n of a. certa10 state of things, seen 
on this far-see10g day hanging above those 
few mi~es of rolling grass and randomly 
death-directed meaningless little trails 
leadin~ up to here, up here in the real deep 
and silent afternoon screaming green 
lostness, and also leading back to there 
back to the beach he means where th~ 
jungle is a~ain for a ways, pu~hing all the 
way. do~ 10 t~e form of fallen coconut logs 
rott10g 10 the tide itself he remembers from 
the day h~ ~irst walked onto the sucking 
sand of this Island and peered inland with 
so~e vast feeling in his gut, unsuccessfully 
try10g to walk. instead on the fallen logs 
amongst shout10g and the sexual ping of 
mortars being operated by hidden inland 
men trying to kill him, uprooted bobbing 
tranquilly as the warm sea beyond them 
even more tranquil than the visionary ocea~ 
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sky) for the tourists are not even bombed 
anymore by stray suicide missions from 
magic rock Rabaul way, are not even 
shelled anymore for who knows why (God 
knows why, God knows that there's only rot 
black and green growing down all those Jap 
~un b~rrels who !ire so hungry they scrape 
It out JUSt to eat 10 the lush howling jungle, 
so say the official reports from God which 
do raise morale, except sometimes for those 
on patrol who have a lingering expectation 
of depravity and a death struggle with 
knives.) Reed thinks that he wants to be a 
tourist, observing old hells in the sunlight of 
meaningless past and present history and 
the profound terse somnolence of his own 
still life, he wants to be a voyager wiser 
than his own voyage, as powerful as if he 
has always been dead and yet complacently 
terrified of dying until the very last stupid 
suddenness. He thinks that he wants to be a 
fuckfaced floating tourist even beside this 
gorge and this bridge, off of which men 
were blown a month or so ago, and shot 
down to roll by the water, and shot down at 
the edge of the jungle like the shadows of 
trees. On a patrol, a walk, which he might 
have been on, except that like somebody 
back home in the woods and the asphalt 
roads or somebody years ago, he wasn't. 
And now the crazy little rot-nibbling 
dying-off grim fear-inspirers were farther 
off, farther away somewhere, circling 
towards some unmoving vortex that is the 
~ssence of heart of darkness, only there is 
hght there too, dust, sleep, rich claustro
phobia, somewhere between here and the 
immenser ocean forty miles distant. 

His cigarette becomes something 
grander beneath the sky, a plane wreck in 
the desert. Reed sees that the smoke is 
actuall~ his brain burning up, palely and 
unfranbcally as a reflection of the mild
mannered inanity of the whole process. The 
whole process. Reed felt bothered with 
himself momentarily, knowing that the only 
whole process he would partake of was from 
the illusory burned-out grit of his own 
deadhead. But such embers! Such summer 
heat wh~re fire. is irrelevant! Such hippos 
launder10g therr tarantulas in bouncing 
waterfalls! He crushed the cigarette into 
the earth, trying unsuccessfully to push his 
foot d~wn till it met something solid. Banes 
had disappeared along with his patrol, and 
Wayland st~ at the edge of the gorge, the 
back o~ his neck resting against the 
suspenston rope. The rest of his body was 



more straight, like he was taller than usual 
and more sardonic. So somebody says in 
the bright sunlight, "What do you want for a 
toll, Wayland'?" 

"Your dogtag~." . Somebody else said 
this. The remark was met with mutters and 
glares of anger, almost a party-like at
mosphere of embarrassment as they lined 
up to cross the bridge. A man flushes and 
says, "Aw fuck, I didn't mean ... " and 
crossing some kind of boundary feels 
irrevocably launched towards yet another 
chicken-game with chance, unwittingly 

In Kalamazoo 
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ln Kalamazoo, which is a joke town 
''" more 

Three times a day 
The train whistle rips the sky open 
With its teeth 

The lassoo of its cry 
Howls down Main Street 

Like no other sound 
In the midwest 

It is a wild animal 
Writhing 

From one quartertone 
To the next 

It is a madwoman 
Keening 
The death of her child 

How can we tolerate 
Such grief 
I ask you 

In the east it is a single moan 
Out of the wet throat 
Of a snowstorm 

In the west it is a long drawn out 
Lonesome 

But here it is a shriek 
Of outrage 

gunning his engines without being ready. 
Wayland says, "Ah, c'mon, c'mon." The 
bridge is filled in silence, emptied in silence 
and left like home to the past. Reed found 
himself at the end, and his goldenlight 
coagulates with a squeeze of violence as 
he hears the cries of the men blown off a 
month ago thundering down the river 
(louder in his violent coagulation than it 
actually is) and pleasures in knowing these 
wild electric suddennesses in his groin 
rather than in his head for once. 

by Patricia Goedicke 

Over the dry cornfields 
Brown sheets tearing 
Themselves apart 

Into the jagged canyon 
Of high noon 

Clanking from side to side 
Of the scale 

The long sob abandons itself 
Over our heads 

Discords slipping 
Rattling and railing 

It rises like the scream 
Of thousands lost 

Into the sky like smoke 
Over our comfortable houses 

Glass may break 
Shattering 

Bombs forgotten 
Guernica 
In the heart of America 

Large boys 
With slow eyes 

Listen to it 
Dimly 

Pain is still asleep 
In our lives. 


