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By Patti Gossman 

Kwasi-Bruni 
Wipe it from your face 
like sweat, or crumple to a ball 
this yesterday, 
your Africa, and shuttle 
it from fist to fist. 
You feed to rats 
the milk can scraps 
and greased palm-leaf wrappers. 
Two goats chew endlessly. 
They sleep in the back of your mind: 
consciousness creates us as an afterthought, 
paints first the woman 
who sells oranges, 
squatting there beneath the baobob. 
She prices you 
like all the other heads she juggles 
in her hands and scalps-
her knife too sharp to let them bleed. 

I think it weeps, 
this Africa. 
The clouds well up at daybreak 
running into grey 
all the colors in the sky. 
I should walk the bushpath 
once before I die 
juggling my own head in a basket, 
sprouting another between my toes. 
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For My Mother Who Bore Eight Children, 
and Burled Four 
My mother's hands wring out 
the years between my birth 
and each dead child she burled. 

Seven years and so much love 
and death poured out from her four 
children who kept breathing: she carried 

us so gently, the earth labored 
for her and the sky grinned wide 
In wondering. Even now, sometimes I wake 

between dreams to feel my body 
changing places with lives I've known 
by the shapes that death and absence make 

In photographs and stories. My 
mother's first dead children 
swell to fill each bone 

of my face, rearranging the features. 
I lie in bed, first hot then cold 
with my own sweat. I am never alone, 

seeing always a brother's face 
fluttering before me when the curtains 
sight. I wonder often what sister's hand 

I hold and rub my eyes awake, 
grinding into memory a nightmare when 
I ran stumbling, rummaging anthills and 

moss, tunnelling the grass 
for four lost crosses. I bruise 
my fingers on a rock, sucking them of 

pain, like a child, uncovering in the sod 
the horror of love. 
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Returning 
My life is hemmed by roads to there and back 
and having travelled both ways I return 
to rearrange the endings and the bric-a-brac. 

I sleep beside the dried mud streets that crack 
and mutter like some martyr's bones and burn, 
like lives hemmed in by roads to there and back. 

I follow strangers, seeking what I lack -
seek wholeness in a fractured tomb and yearn 
to rearrange the endings and the bric-a-brac. 

I learn what is essential, how to pack, 
which friends to bury, which words to unlearn. 
My life is hemmed by roads to there and back. 

But I have since grown weary of the fact 
and matter of this restlessness, I turn 
to rearrange the endings and the bric-a-brac. 

No witness to the ending of the act 
(forgive my not departing) for I learn 
that life is hemmed by roads to there and back. 
I rearrange the endings and the bric-a-brac. 
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By Dean Knuth 

Thursday afternoon 
July 

and the bend in the road 
shrugs 

its shoulders towards the 
white parlor 
of the house. 

In the pool behind 
the back lot 

young boys quicksilver treasure 
find. 

Housewives with lazy legs 
shuffle about the yards and markets; 

men race their watches 
ten minutes or so 

closer to five o'clock. 
The business world clatters on, 

so many spare parts 
It does not feel one fall. 

The white house droops 
Its green shutters 

down towards the forsythias, 
but Inside, a miracle is occuring. 
Speak softly. Go slowly. 
A stray glance could shatter sunlight 
holding the relentless hours. 
The hand held before the desert blue eyes 
has Its roots in the bedroom upstairs, 
a blistering day, 

1892, 
when all the world lay within its tiny grasp. 
though battered by 86 years 
(the eyes quit counting) the age of the hand 

stands at 19 
like every girl's. 
Speak softly. Go slowly. 
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Feel the stretching years pass; 
sons and grandsons, 

mute tongues beneath distant grass, 
parents, daughters, sisters, brothers, 
and John, 

passed now beyond touch and time, 
all ebb and flow, a slow wash 

of tears and smiles 
rub the wainscote walls. 
Do you hear it? Speak softly. 
Do you feel it. Go slowly. 

A miracle occurs amid the work-day push. 
On the carpeted floor 

of the clean parlor 
seen by no one but 

a tired, buzzing fly 
Elizabeth 

lies 
dying. 
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By Kathy Kavanaugh 

A Literary Inventory 
One Barth Fun house, 
Four Plath suicides, 
Two Sexton true-confession magazines, 

Six Whitman lawnmowers. 

Two Frost rhyme schemes, 
a metre and two stanzas, 
Seven Cummings parenthesis, 
twelve lower case letters, 
and an unexplainable exclamation point, 
Three-hundred Dickinson hyphens, 
Three-hundred-and-one questionable capitalizations, 
one architecturally sound 
I an Hamilton Finlay windmill, 
Two unprintable Dickey obscenities, 
A Shakespearian sonnet, and 

Fourteen Whitman lawn mowers, 
twelve in working order. 

One Blake cherub, a deitific vision, 
and several burning bushes, 
Two John Donne professions of faith, 
Three Johnathon Edwards 
fire and brimstone wristwatches, 
a Song of Solomon deluxe double-album set, and 

Seventeen Whitman lawn mowers, 
and a rake, 
all working busily. 

One dismantled Twain riverboat, 
several whitewashed fences, 
a prince, a pauper, an Injun Joe, 
two ounces realism, five ounces sarcasm, and 
an innocent abroad. 
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Five Cooper Indians, 
twelve broken twigs, 
several Cooper females, 
and a hats-off to Mr. Clemens, 
One Irving Winkle, several Washington Rips, 
a Hawthorne depravity, 
a few Poe insanities, 
some fog, a full moon, 
and a close-up of Vincent Price, 
Several Melville sailors, 
securely strapped to the yard-end, 
and Ishmael, a Starbuck, an Ahab, 
and one albino whale. 
An Eliot complexity, 
a Bret Harte castastrophe, 
Forty Robinson case histories, 
alphabetically arranged. 
The complete and unabridged 
Joyce dictionary of obscure gaelic, 
one expertly described Fitzgerald fling, 
several Sandburg packing houses, 
a Flannery O'Connor potted palm, 
the carpenter, 

the deacon, 
the farmer, 

the lunatic, 
the half-breed, 

the pedlar, 
the drover, 
the masons, 

the tiller, 
the tinner, and 

Two rusty lawn shears, 
a yard of artificial turf, 
and one Whitman headstone, 
firmly planted. 

-7-



By Janet Tomlonson 

the Actor 

Looking In the mirror, he sees 
how the sweat has made streaks 
in the makeup. He wipes it 
away with a towel, but the 
streaks are still there. 
Before he leaves he walks 
back to the stage. The seats 
are empty, someone has turned 
out the lights. 

II 

Walking home, it Is cold, 
but he doesn't hurry past 
the houses with lights 
In the windows and 
broken gates. 
He stops to pull 
one gate shut. 
A dog barks. 

Ill 
When he comes in the house, 
It is silent. He leaves 
the key on the table and 
takes the last beer. 
Drinking it slowly 
he walks from room 
to room, counting 
the things that are lost. 
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By Eva Fernandez 

Asia 
Java Man sweat in the grasslands, 
knew nothing of the ice to the northwest, 
the Ice that scooped our seats here 
across the kitchen table and the ocean. 

The stone in Michigan is polished and scraped. 
The cold weight dragged our earth southward, 
leaving a smooth track in the backyard. 

Are we sliding now? 
The fifth ice rips up the chairs 
and stops the meal. 
We are carried on the glacier 
back to the south, 
to Pangaea, when the world was Asian. 

If the continent splits again, 
we'll stay on the east side, 
In the south, where it's all soil. 
You and I, 
hunting naked in the savanna; 
Asia, where the apes cling. 
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Ode to Mrs. Walker's Closet 
Far down the hall 
and off to the side, 
a cell of sweet smelling 
dust cloths and spray cans. 

This is the room where they wrote the Bible 
Mrs. Walker used to read 
out loud and slow, 
her thin blue head scarf 
spread flat on the table. 
This is the room where she hung her blue coat 
dappled with the rain that was just beginning. 
And in here she changed her paisley smocks, 
the heavy brown arms raised up in the heat, 
the cloths rack creaking like the end of the world. 

If Michael comes at all, 
this is where it will happen, 
the cans clacking together and clapping in their joy. 
Here at the end of the hall 
the paisley will fly off the hooks, 
the souls will jump up and darice in their dusty clothes, 
hangers chiming insanely 
for the gala of the saved, 
their bandanas 
their Gainsborough hats! 

At night, while it rains, 
the cans and soft flat slippers stand close in the dark. 
This is the closet where the rags are kept, 
the cell of sweet smelling dust. 
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New Year 
Old tinsel and browning needles, 
the usual bones on the plate. 
My brother stands in the kitchen, 
home from the shop, 
the steel in his lungs and his clothes. 
We watch the afternoon games, 
the trucks go by outside, 
and the baby cries In the back room. 

No. The baby does not cry. 
Her father picks her up, 
sends her dipping above his head 
like a kite in the uncertain wind, 
like a drifting moon. 
And when at last he sets her down, 
it is more that he lets her set herself, 
a thin white planet on its drowsy horizon, 
and laughs, as he bends over, 
at the steel dust and fillings 
that fall from his shirt, 
those dull, splintered stars. 
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By Dave Thompson 

Dedicated to Thurber's "More Alarms at Night" 
To those who with words 
are driven to toy. 
Lovers of euphony 
enjoy! enjoy! 
and for Walla Walla 
and Perth Amboy. 

Aniseed, terra cotta, and colander 
Angostura, semolina, 
eye of salamander. 

Shalmaneser, Beauregard, Quasi modo 
Pasquale, Lancelot, 
OzandToto. 

Icarus and Dedaelus, Donder and Blitzen, 
Sacco and Vanzettl, 
Agnew and Nixon. 

Saskatoon, Cameroon, Illinois 
and for Walla Walla, 
and Perth Amboy. 
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By Ann Hobart 

Homecoming 
In summer, my sisters are reeled in
three flooping weights. 
The house may not hold. 
Father's new wife clatters the skillet, 
slices the bread thin. 

Three years ago we made way, 
flushed out of hereon a bitter swell, 
even then no strangers to water. 
It broke over our foreheads 
when we were first born. 
We learned it with the taste of salt. 

Mother teaches us 
to keep an ear to the ground in 
sounding out that element the body understands. 
In such dry country we come 
no closer than this: a stirring 
in the cells and a gathering 
trust in fishdreams. 

The last phase comes in a thunder storm. 
Mother dies and it rains. 
We sprout fins 
and move into the swollen fields. 
After three years they drag us up -
out of the homing streams. 

In another place we turn to our men, 
their chests irsing and falling In sleep. 
Number the hairs you find, sisters, 
and swim. 
Celebrating your flat bellies, 
dropping no eggs. 
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Love Poem #4 
If we plan to meet again, 
let It be on a night train 
yet unnamed. 

If my face is changed, 
recognize me by the 
rags you picked in summer. 
I will know 
your look of distraction, 
but to be certain, 
add a red carnation. 

Cancel the study of palms 
and the hollows of coffee cups. 
Our reunion must move 
through a score of cities 
spinning off to rise 
after the dark. 

Oh, the whistle will always 
let its walling out. 
Nothing in any loves or works 
much changes this. 
So in our secret train of days, 
lie down with me among 
the aisles of sleeping travelers 
and sing until morning 
all wonders of the miles. 
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Low Sounds 
In this dream, I have never left. 
The sheet still hangs 
from the ceiling, white 
until the wind pulls back, 
flaps it 
into shadow. Mother, 
why are you still here? 
Even in sleep, I 
know this can't be 
but lean closer 
into the light. 
I need to see your eyes. 
Is it as they told us 
years ago? Have you somewhere 
watched your children 
growing older? And 
is this silence 
to mean you are displeased? 
No, you do speak, 
rather, 
you repeat low sounds 
odd as prayer. 
Again I hear them 
and again 
palm my ears. Stop. 
I am about to fall. 
A am falling and 
about to catch myself 
in the confusion of syllables. 
believe leave be believe 
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By Diane Dupuis 

They said as we danced 
They said as we danced· my cousin and I · 
"look how they dance, how striking they are" 
out Stravinsky impromptus, our waltzes at weddings 
"they could be brother and sister," they said. 
our eyes never faltered, no trembling hands 
"look at their faces, so strict and alike, 
they have the same .. . flexible slimness," they said. 
still as we danced he moved in with an actor 
while I got my magna cum laude degree 
his letters are beggars that plead for his vices 
mine, book reviews and portraits of babies 
but at the funerals they gather around 
"look how they dance, they could be the same person" 
They say, as we dance· my cousin and I. 
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By V.L. Reichow 

Goodbye Cows 

Seven white cows fold up their faces 
and there is my fist with its strange eyes 
bending at the senses. 
The Comic horse knows his earth 
but I am often peculiar as a star or moon 
a little odd 
a little sad 
sometimes fooled by measure . 
and the run of nothing to thick and black to spoon 
from the body. 

Cow's tails swagger out secret letter o's 
in the pasture where they graze and chew 
not grass but vowels. They try to let them loose, 
a gesture to the horse to heed that empty mooing. 

Primitive language 
old knowledge 
uses white to spell 
and move 
though I began be being moved 
by dead animals 
envious of that flesh 
proven. 
Always I touch a carcass 
wanting to weight it in my arms 
and find it lighter for what has gone. 

I have held on to my body's globules all these years 
not knowing I could disappear. 
In my dairy brain udders pop and spill. 
In each private room 
one cow lies down 
and loses the imagination's milk. 
And any cow who drains must die 
goodbye cows, goodbye! 
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Apple-love 
Youthcrazy, 
he makes even love poems 
swollen as dreams. 

This is my revenge: 
a poem he will not read 
and could not understand. 
It is honest as fruit. 

My brother's hard as the south to live ln. 
His thoughts have been muds lick 
and dangerous since he turned pensive 
and twelve. 

Standing on the shore in St. Louis 
I can not lift for him 
even a "T" to end silent. 
Only vowels, 
A for Absence 
for Apple-love 
this boy who shook from the tree 
and would not eat. 
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By Noel Muyskens 

I John 4:18 "Perfect love casts 
out fear." 

fear. 
the word crawls off the page 
like a reptile. 
I watch In horror 
as these pencil lines 
climb my bare chest 
and I am helpless. 

perfect. 
II 

an adjective shines an apple 
on its shirt 
and glorifies 
In the whiteness of the paper. 
it looks up at me 
with a smooth line smile, 
as if to say, 
"look how red my apple is, 
and how white my page Is." 

Ill 
love. 
this word shines cripplecolored, 
the schizophrenic child of theology. 
(or Is theology the schizophrenic child 
of love?) 
It may nestle into the cool white page, 
or slither around between the lines, 
or smile with the corners of its lips 
tightly curled. 
And always it plays "duck duck goose" 
with the rest of the words, 
and always it gets back in time 
to Its place 
between perfect 
and fear. 
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love 
once i was too old, 
there was no 
reason I to 
sing and dance 
was 
out! but 
now I am a boy 
again 
and i can 
shout or 
sing or whistle 
blues 
while making 
Institutional food. 

once I was too smart 
and it meant 
nothing I to 
tolerate 
was 
out! but 
now i know 
lam 
as dumb 
as everyone else, 
and I can 
let 
you hum the 
blues 
while washing 
institutional dishes too. 

once i was too young 
to know I what 
children are about? 
just 
you and i 
are working, 
turning inside out 
our hats 
and eyes and 
bowls 
of institutional 
salad. 
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Sock Poem 
Fill my sock with motherwit and thrift. 
Crybaby. Ninny. Yes, I was. My papa had a lady 
love. Uhuh. Where's your papa now? 
He's in a box of prayerbooks. 

What's your mama doing now? She's darning up 
the past. Soon she'll think it's perfect; none 
of the stitches show. "what was his name?" 
She turns to her sister who remembers the garden 

in Gascony, their rattled mother and her adages: 
Take heed of men with close-set eyes. 
They will melt in a winter of homilies. 

A penny moon is nothing saved, is a coin of light. 
My little birth was time well spent in a bank 
of events. Bank on the future costing more 
than facts, the aforesaid rules of forgetfullness. 

My papa loved or mama did not. Men, their smell 
of chemicals. An acrid past on the outskirts of town 
stitching in the syllables. They cleared their throats 
and I was made alive to fill an empty year. 

"You all come back real soon," the Mother Superior 
said in my dream, and I ran and I ran with a penny's worth 
of mothering, and my papa's face round as the moon. 
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by Colette Inez 

Skatelace 
Ringed with flagpoles the skaters fade 
into a rummage sale of embroidered snow, 
blue fox stars, 
disposable or thrifty memories of warmth. 

Skaters, blush cherry faces In the bladed winter, 
checkerberry eyes, where do you hide 
in the vernal equinox 
which Is today's earth and sun equation? 

Ringed with snow ponds the landscape fades 
Into albums of smoke doused in the rain, 
unfocused time holding my skates 
In a winter frame as I freeze for a smile 
like a blade on my face. 

The sky rains parsnips and chives, 
onions and leeks. I hear the skate knives clack 
back on their sides, a rush of curves as hours glide 
on the fast losing ice and the moon grips the sky 
where I speed. · 
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Blizzard 
The winding cloth of our blessed Lord 
in these acres of waste. 

Love, a futile warmth, fever in an Icy room, 
white bees stinging my rose-closed face 
hooded like a monk, rosaries of snow. 

I dream of Yukon gold, a sieve 
catching light, intensive care, 
large units from the sun. 

Disinfected from the southern cities, 
malarial warmth, I hear my own lean margins 
like strips of green vanish in the .snow. 

It is lnuvik, hermit north, adverse dark; 
the miles are bound to listen 
through frozen wire. 
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