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Comments from the fditors 

This Is the Cauldron, to our knowledge the first student literary and are ven· 
ture to break publicly the long spell of creative silence of "K's" students. Cauldron 
intends to represent as many levels of student creativity as possible, drawing on the 
products of class work in addition to those of individual effort. The material in this 
issue has come our way partly from response to a brief but earnest publicity cam· 
paign and partly by acts of procurement on the part of the editors. 

Many questions arose in the planning of the magazine. Who would finance it? 
When should it appear? Would there be enough material? Who would run it? The 
last question was the easiest to solve. There has been excellent student participa· 
tion in Cauldron. Financial matters were momentarily taken care of and soon other 
questions were resolved, with the exception of the one unspoken: What of the 
future? Cauldron, which has many untried possibilities as a channel for student 
work, invites both student and faculty suggestions for a still uncertain future. Until 
then, however, why not turn the pages and see what the present offers? 

The fditors 
Spring, 1962 

In Response 
Twenty·one years into the Cauldron's uncertain future, the editors are proud to 

present this Cauldron as a celebration of K College's Sesquicentennial and as a 
celebration of the Cauldron itself. For years this magazine has moved on from 
quarter to quarter with a new editorial staff and new contributors with each issue. 
Things have kept up •• we still see this magazine as representative of as "many 
levels of student creativity as possible," given the diversity of the K College popula· 
tion. As part of the Sesquicentennial issue, we asked former contributors to con· 
sider us again. Many of the submissions we received were very good •• it was, in 
fact, hard to turn several away. We had to strive, then, for balance and quality of 
the work chosen in terms of tone and contributors •• blending the work of K's alum· 
ni, undergraduates, professors, and the professional poets who have visited the 
campus. 

This issue of Cauldron is larger, but no more ambitious that the Cauldron of 
Spring 1962. Without the work of the original editors and contributors, and 
numerous editors in between, this issue could not exist today. They deserve our 
thanks and best wishes for their courage in following the idea of establishing a K 
literary/art magazine. Our thanks also go to the fnglish Department, especially to 
Dr. Harold Harris, Dr. Conrad Hilberry, and to Dorothy Ashley. We would also like 
to thank the K College Sesquicentennial committee, the student body, and the 
many contributing alumni for their support and encouragement. 

The fditors 
FaiiWinter 1983 
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The Daily Habit 

I walk my morning beat 
Steam blinds the cafe windows. 
A starling caws at the slow sun 
nodding behind the city reservoir, 
where two cops, like shoes placed heel 
to toe in a box, chat in their cars. 
On mornings like these, I envy their quota 
of tickets, envy anyone with measurable work: 
the truck farmer with his produce, 
the espresso peddler, 
the broker with his graph of careful guesses. 
I cannot say, 
rinse the dirt from these green words, 
they will nouris~ you, or, 
mark the rise and fall of these lines, 
note the stable sounds that repeat, 
you will profit from them. 
I cannot even promise addiction. 

Emily Warn 



first Pheasant 

If late one husk tinted October day 
I were to find myself walking 
Through a corn field in stubble 
A rooster bursting from my feet 
Rising. would I admire him 
Down the length of his luminescent 
Tail feathers and ease the trigger 
Along its slow curve? 

If the pheasant beginning a death glide 
lands beyond the barbed wire 
Of posted territories, 
Would I be wrong to think 
Of this as a warning? 

If with the tentative dusk settling in 
finding that cock still warm 
I walk the fence row to the farmer's house 
And find silhouetted in the warm circle 
Of her desk lamp his wife undressing 
I give him the gutted rooster to clean out back, 
Would I be wrong to think 
Of this as an invitation? 

Tom Arm~trong 
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Rainy Season 

Here in this land of rains 
the heart's voice has become a silence, 
a sleep beneath the small tasks 
of each day. 

Frogs voice their unhesitant singing, 
bugs tap softly insistent 
against the barrier that stands between 
their night and mine·· 
I feel more of, and yet no less outside 
the landscape of my living 
here, than those which came before. 

Tomorrow, the market must be visited·· 
the rice is gone, we have no more potatoes; 
and the French boy who lives in the Karavia Hotel·· 
I saw him catch a butterfly and stab it 
in the right spot just behind the head, 
his English lesson must be given, again 
it's Monday. 
Then there's the bicycle·· 
the chain's broken three times this week 
and will again, 
it will have to be fixed 
as well. 

I've come into this prace quietly, 
easy as rain that fell at dusk. 

I melt into tbe earth of my life now 
in silence, like a rain. 

I sustain myself. 

Yet that butterfly, at the Karavia-· 
impaled from behind 
on a sharpened splinter he fluttered •.. 
wildly, for a minute, 
but then slowed, began 
to open out his wings casually, even 
peacefully it seemed, 

It was ten minutes before 
he realized he was dead. 

Tom Braham 



The Card Players 

Each September, 
beyond Los Alamos, the aspens char 
the color of peaches in a cedar bowl, 

Cezanne told me over poker games 
in an adobe room with a 40-watt bulb, 
as a Ford pick-up rattled the gravel 
behind the cyclone fence. 

The mountains to the east accumulate 
like sheets of rain, like rooftops, almost green 

or blue. The Frenchman, hat askew like a 
padrone, eyed the beige wall where brushstrokes show. 
As a moth drew a circle around the bulb, 
he gave the tabletop a final touch. 

This is how Cezanne played his last 
card, and kept his aces in his hand. 

Matthew Goulish 
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The Madhouse 

I CANNOT give you the squeak 
Of the blue chalk on the cue tip, 
The sound of the break, or the movement 
About the table, like a ritual of wine; 

Then I was not born. My father, 
Who saw it, was still in high school; 
And there are others who remember 
The poolroom on the avenue. 

Here lounged the former heroes 
Of the high-school team, who took 
The Tri-State Crown in '24, and tied 
With Massillon in '25. Catholics all, 

A backfield composed of Swede 
Svendson at fullback, the Baxter brothers 
At either half, and handsome Richard 
O'Rielly at the quarter. 

They had no peers, then or now. 
On Saturdays regularly they stood, 
tf.ats firmly on their heads, watching 
The procession of hooded Klansmen 

Coming up Anderson Street, heading 
Toward the Main intersection. Always 
The Klan demanded hats removed 
Before the flag they carried, 

Always the boys at the Madhouse refused, 
And began unscrewing the weighted ends 
Of their poof cues. People came to watch; 
The police stood apart; the Klan 

Never got past the Madhouse. That 
Was years ago. They're all dead now, 
Swede and the Baxter boys, and 
Handsome Richard O'Reilly, 



Who married the banker's daughter; 
And the Klansmen too. Only the men 
who were boys then can still remember. 
They talk about it, even now, • 

Sitting in Joe's barbershop 
Watching cars go by, or sipping a beer 
In Condon's tavern. It is a story 
I heard when I was a boy. Lately 

There's been a doughnut shop
Where the Madhouse used to stand. 
Mornings when I stop for coffee 
I can almost hear it: the nine ball 

Dropping in the corner pocket, 
The twelve rolling to within an inch 
Of the side; voices in the street 
Echoing along the store fronts. 

Jared Carter 
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find the face of a poet. (for John Gardner. 1982.) 

Anything. Anything to get you through the day. find the face of a poet 
on the back of his book and make up conversations between you. Make up the 
intensity your life lacks. look for his face on the street, through windows 
that mirror your face. Imagine that he is everyone you see and that he is 
looking for you with as much intensity as you are looking. for him. lmag· 
ine that he is watching, watching you looking for him. 

Try anything. When you wake in the middle of the night in the dark and alone 
drink milk. Heat it. Turn on all the lights and go softly from room to room 
holding the cup, smelling the milk, picking things up and putting them down. 
Pick up a rock that once drew you to it on the line of the shore in the sun. 
Put it down. Pick up a mirror found in the attic of the house you grew up in. 
Don't look. Put it down. Pick up a clock that stopped years ago at half past 
ten. listen. And put it down. Turn out the lights. look. listen. 

You try anything. Anything to stop it, to keep going. Keep to yourself. 
Avoid faces. Eyes. Don't look in mirrors. Don't look at rocks. Don't look. 
Don't. But lie in the dark and hear your heart. Skipping beats. Keep time. 
Keep it to yourself. lie in the dark and leap from sleep each time you drop 
off. lie in the dark and lie and lie and lie. In the dark. 

You might try anything. You might imagine that you are not in a hole in the 
dark and alone. Imagine that a man walks toward you slowly, stops so close 
your head titts back and the heat comes off his body and meets your heat. He 
reaches out to you and cups your breast in his hand. lights are shining and 
music is loud. He dances with you. Hipbones grind together, thighs meet. 
Your skin and flesh slide off his skin and flesh. Imagine that you find the 
face of this man. You move his mouth with your mouth. Imagine these inten
sities. And that you are not alone and crawling endlessly crawling out of a 
hole in the dark. 

I said try anything. And you try anything. Stopping time with stopped 
clocks. Not looking in mirrors. Try looking at rocks. find the face of a 
poet. Break mir_rors with rocks. 

Catherine Kaikowska 
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The Mirror 

She draws the fray of his hair, the curtain 
the steaming mug of tea, and in his hand 
the broken circles of a bunch of grapes. 

Aware that something's mis$ing from the sketch, 
she props a mirror on a chair and draws 
herself. The pattern in her dress eases 

into the patterned tablecloth, and the row 
of buttons falling from her throat rimes 
with the hanging grapes. Meanwhile, of course, 

they talk, and suck the light green meat of grapes 
out of the purple skins, and touch ·· real figures 
against the figured wall. Their hands have weight 

and motion scarcely mentioned in the pen's 
pure lines. I see it unmistakably ·· 
I, who lean in the doorway, writing a poem. 

No, to tell the truth, it is my hair 
curling under her pen, the tea warms 
my breastbone. I swallow the seeds of grapes 

and touch her skin, excited and afraid. 

Conrad Hilberry 



One Tree Hill 

it calls me and I ache 
to go 
where nights are not 
welcome tunnels from days 
gray 
prickly pewter 
days cubed and transparent, 
held up when done 
and whitely declared to have been 
good 
or bad 

where good accords its design 

I want a day blunk and ripe 
sound of a french horn 

choking on a towel 
a sun that peeps 

swollen golden tit high 
in a thought that never moves 

I remember the night train to Agra 
no sleep and food poisoning 
that broke like dry dust in the heat and the camels 

three days locked away with my bowels and pynchon 
and I was never ill 

it was a summer spent looking 
for the perfect piece of silver 
buying 20 mangoes for 20 bites 

all large forsaken seed 

the lovemaking I found 
straight and bristly as the hair of crows 
waiting in the next town 
on the rocks by the South China Sea 

15 
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I want back the vision 
of the mountains of Narita 

fog·swollen 
flamed in breath 

of the onsen women bathed to obrivion 
of the heat of cold sake 

and yellow boys 
of a man I'd love for the words on his pages 

where words carry both flush 
and burn 

I want back solitude 
time to find old combs 

and new truths 
time to grow my toes 

and make a thousand slow winks 
at death 

time to show you you'lt never find me 
where I was 

Usa B. · Archer 



Broken Song 

The streets are eating 
my shoes: the heels are being 
chewed away, the insoles 
are in shreds. 

The streets have keyholes 
almost as big 
as my footprint, bigger 
than any key 
I've seen; they must take skeleton 
keys six feet tall. 

The streets are slanting 
uphill: soon the cobblestones 
will slip, the letters spill 
from the streetsigns, 
and I will slide 
down, buried in the pile. 

The streets have a man 
who sells cigarettes 
just to stay alive, and pedals 
his cart with his hands; 
his dead legs hang 
above the cobblestones. 

His jaw-heavy face accuses 
me, his yellow teeth appear; 
his paws spin 
as he pedals silently after me, chasing me 
uphill, where a keyhole 
catches my foot. I fall 
and look back 
at the cripple 
wordless. 

Dave Demko 
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Nhat Was Brewing in the Cauldron: A Memoir 

I hadn't the vaguest idea what it was like to be literary. I scarcely had any 
idea what it was like just to read. Until my senior year of high school I barely 
read at all. For years I had written book reports by copying from the book 
jackets of ten different versions of the Babe Ruth story. When I did discover 
that books had urgently to do with my life, I couldn't satisfv my hunger 
quickly enough. After an ill-fated freshman year at Syracuse University, 
where I had gone to study journalism so that I could be a sports writer, I 
found myself, as a sophomore transfer, in Walter Waring's American 
Literature course. Within ten minutes of hearing this man talk I knew that if 
nothing else happened during the ne)(t three years, I had made the right 
choice by coming to Kalamazoo. I was hypnotized, mesmerized, dauled. To 
say I was impressed would be like saying Reggie Jackson isn't a bad 
ballplayer, or Saul Bellow has no serious writing problems. Three weeks 
later I was paralyzed as I stood outside Dr. Waring's office door trying to get 
up the courage to walk in. I had planned some bogus prete"t for coming to 
see him, and I had rehearsed my opening speech for an hour. What I 
wanted, of course, was simply to see the man up close, see what such an 
amazing creature was like, what it would feel like actually to talk to him. 
Three hours later I flew down the stairs and never felt a step. I must have 
smiled for three days, even in my sleep. Not only had I survived, I had ac
tually talked to him, even about literature. I replayed in my mind every detail 
of our conversation, and above all I relished his wonderful vignettes about 
fishing, about the war he had fought in, about the pranks he had pulled in 
college, for each of these tales was somehow also literature, about educa
tion, about that lifelong "curious business" (to use his famous phrase) 
whose value, more than anyone else I have met before or since, he so deep
ly and fully embodies. 

Walter knew he had a hungry young man in his office that day. During 
that year I would drop by with a frequency that would try the patience of 
even the most dedicated and selfless teacher. But Walter just read through 
his mail, occasionally turned to me and said .. you've been brewing quite an 
interesting notion," and recommended books that I would gobble up that 
night and return to discuss in the morning. I fed myself on his wisdom, his 
knowledge, and the power of his e"ample, all of which radiated from him 
with a gentleness and clarity whose equal I have never found anywhere, and 
which still stand for me as the quintessence of teaching. 
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Bogart didn't come to K. until my JUnior year. I had already taken 
American literature, so I never had him in class. But the word was out that 
he was a buddy of Saul Bellow's and that he had come from California. That 
was quite a ticket in 1966, the dawn on the Age of Aquarius whose capital 
was San Francisco. For those of us interested in writing, California had taken 
on great symbolic importance because of a poem called "On Growing Old 
in San Francisco" by Jack Gilbert, who had just read at K. Gilbert had con· 
vinced us all that no true poet would ever marry, teach, or in any other way 
settle into a steady, predictable life. The true poet would be on the road, 
always keeping himself on the cutting edge of experience, always anxious to 
avoid deadening routine and convention. I can remember asking the 
novelist Stanley Elkin about this issue one Saturday afternoon in Bogart's 
basement. Elkin, now a prominent novelist, was barely known then but he 
was a friend of Bogart's and had come to read from his hilarious new book 
and had agreed to be interviewed by the Cauldron. As the editor, I asked 
him questions in the greatest earnest, and when I asked him what he 
thought about Gilbert's view, he put his cigarette down long enough to 
wheeze and cough like an exploding volcano, and said, "Yes, the best writer 
on earth would be the guy with the biggest machine gun who could keep 
everyone off. Gilbert is right." And then he broke into a horselaugh that 
rocked the whole house. 

That was the first day I drank vodka martinis with Herb Bogart at the 
Whistlestop--a practice that soon became something of a friday late after
noon ritual. Jim lattiere, a veritable Oscar Wilde in Michigan, used to hold 
forth during those wonderful Happy Hours (usually about self· 
consciousness); Terri White--brilliant, intense, rebellious--would tell us 
about the latest experimental fiction she was working on; Jim Donaldson, 
who had read more than most English professors by the time he was 18, 
would alternately deliver pronouncements about contemporary culture and-
out of deep skepticism, he assured us, about the effectiveness of language-
deliver long orations using the single word "Blah." Even Mike Saxbe started 
coming around after awhile. Mike was the all-American kid from Berkeley--a 
star football player, with blond good looks that many women at K. swear 
they've still never seen the likes of. One summer Saxbe showed up on a 
huge Harley Davidson with his sweet golden locks flowing down to his 
shouldlers, and with the latest Rolling Stones album under his arm. It 
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wasn't long before playing football, Casanova, and lead singer in the rock 
group bored him and he turned to writing poems, which he did so well so 
quickly that it was nearly frightening. Most of those nights we would end up 
in Bogarfs living room, where we would carry on til God knows what wee 
hours. 

Once a week we held meetings of our creative writing group. We would 
read our latest poem or story and then discuss it. One night Con Hilberry, 
who often participated in these sessions, came in with a poem called "En· 
counter on Burrows Hill;' which (though unknown to any of us then) was to 
be the title poem of his first book. Jay Harvey, who was the editor of The 
Index and a talented poet, was there; and so was Karen Stanley, a 
freshman, who was writing wonderful poems with a blinding intensity and 
speed; and Barbara Paxson, whose African prints and painting were dazzl· 
ing us all; and Eve form of the perfect name; and lnara l<azeks, whose 
characteristically fierce ironies never penetrated her best poem, whose cen· 
tral image of "broken shards of icy lighf' remains as vivid to me today as 
on that winter night when she read it to us. We usually told Dr. Hilberry 
what we liked and what we didn't like about his poems. just as he would tell 
us, but this poem was special. Set on the hill near the college football field, 
just up from the hamburger joint that changes names every year or two, this 
poem embodied all the good humor, all the delicate yet hardy sensibility, all 
the tenderm~ss and wisdom of the man himself. The voice was as familiar 
as the setting. When we lavished praise on the poem, on its lyric grace and 
its happy astonishment with things, Dr. Hilberry blushed like a schoolboy 
and seemed to have to launch over a lump in his throat the words, "Thank 
you. Thank you." · 

Ronald Sharp 



Death Valley: Raven 

"There's something up there," 
you said, and I saw its shadow 
on the white-hot hood of the car. 
Decelerating, we squinted through 
the windshield, but it flew between 
us and the shapeless Valley sun, 
a black crescent in the blue heat. 

Wings beating slow, even strokes, 
it descended and flew before us 
so close we could count the nails 
on its loose fists. Beak open, 
black and silent, it tasted thick 
desert air as it pulled us forward. 

Inside, mouths open, we hardly breathe. 

Wm Kirk 
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1·94 f~~tbound from Kalamazoo 

We pass an old chair 
left alone 
in the golden grass median, 

and instantly, 
I am in it, watching our car pass by, 

feeling the soft sharp springs 
through faded blue damask 
pricking my back, cool··· 

my fingers trace patterns 
on the arms 
where birds have stolen lint 

for nests, 
and mice have hidden 

warm, 
burrowing past 
the rainstained satin, 
the cat-claw shreds, 
the spilt milk mold, 

safe within the coils 
and cushions··· 

and I am in the chair: 
My lap is deep 
and soft 

for travelers weary, 
who wish to pause 

and watch the traffic pass. 
leaves and birds 
alight on my pale shoulders 
and rustle 

in the slipstream 
answering the grasses 
at my feet. 

At night, 
we watch 
the stars. 

Elaine M. Klein 



Deluge 

After fifty six days. 
it was still raining. 
Songbirds gasped in the water, 
their plumage turning grey. 
On the thirty eighth day, 
we had forgotten about colors, 
not having seen green or gold for weeks. 

They came back to us 
as fire must have come 
unexplained, a quiet source of wonder. 

Red lilies bloomed from the body 
of a dead horse. 
The earth grew green around him, 
white roses swayed in his eye sockets. 

for seven days we watched the lilies 
from our windows 
in silent vigil. the rain continuing; 

and women still saved their tears 
in small glass jars 
to pour on the fiefds 
in case of drought. 

Then we realized our solitude. 
It rained until we could not weep. 
flowers filled us with trepidation; 
we grew frightened of the sun. 

One day, a man 
ran through the rain; 
he ran naked, 
water streaming from his back, 
tilting his face skyward. 

We had never thought of going outside. 
Slowly. we opened our front doors, 
which were crumbling with rot, 
and abandoned our houses to the worms. 

23 
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We became simple-minded as children, 
slapping at puddles with our hands. 
Men braved festering ants and weevils 
to pick red lilies off the horse 
and present them to the women, 
who laughed at their elaborate ch1valry 
and accepted them with grace. 

The trees prospered. 
Two children were born 
arid white roses were placed 
on their bellies. 

Months late, the rain stopped. 
It was dust then, and sun 
by which we counted our days. 

Only the children remember anything. 
Thev speak to each other 
the · language of rain. 

We hardly know them. 
They are anxious in the sun, 
and only appear at dawn, 
when dew turns the dark grass greener. 

They laugh 
during the brief season of wildflowers. 



Dresden 

Not old enough to see the hate. 
he watches the clouds soar. 
delights in the warmth the wind carries 
that caresses his face. 
and ignores his mother·s calls. 
Grey ponies rear to him. 
press the walls of the city down 
with their steef-shod h.ooves; 
he claps. 
they bow. and rumble on toward him. 
fiery manes streaming. 
in circus excitement they gallop to him. 
around him. prancing. 
as if he were their trainer. 
He turns to watch them stampede his home 
then turn to rear one final salute to him. 
his house disappearing under their 
flailing. burning hooves; 
he laughs. then frowns. as the ponies disintegrate 
in the winds. 
so he turns back to the city. 
and cries his fear. for he no longer hears 
the thunder of the gallop. 
nor sees the manes thrash boldly in the wind; 
he is a salt pillar 
the ponies have left behind 
in this city the winds dissolve like sawdust. 

Mike Stahel 
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Graffiti 

Curves of shadow and light 
slide over her as she waits, 
her back flattened 
by the stone wall; 

now she runs across 
the cobblestones and reaches 
the cop, the Policia Nacional, 
before he can swing 
his girth into motion, and kicks 
his shins until he shatters 
to pieces, colorful insignia 
lying like shards of mudejar 
floortiles; 

now she.leaps 
and presses against the stone 
of the national monument, mixing 
her rushing breath 
with the black spray paint; 

now she dashes away 
before the slow walls 
awaken to tumble on her; 
and all this 
so she could write: 
I love you luis• 
Good luck 
wherever You may Be 

Dave Demko 
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Age crept upon her slowly. She could feel the lines and creases pushing 
up slowly beneath her skin, wrinkling and folding the smooth brown into 
flaccid curves. Sarah peered closely at her reflection. "Yes," she thought, ••1 
am getting old." She turned quickly away from her reflection in the spotted, 
gray bathroom mirror. Every night, it seemed to her, the house stank of 
death and age··so much so that its smell had become a tangible presence 
that formed itself into the rooms of the house. 

She walked into the bedroom where her husband lay snoring loudly--a 
large dark shape in the even darker bedroom. She crept slowly around the 
room until she stood directly above him. Sarah had often thought of killing 
her husband, often thought of plunging sharp steel through the soft fat. 

"How pretty it would be," she murmured softly to herself, "red flowers on 
a blue bed." She lit a cigarette knowing the smoke disturbed him, puffing 
long white streams into the dark, watching closely a moment as he mur
mured and turned in his sleep. She walked back into the bathroom. 

"You're becoming strange, Sarah," she told her flat image, and she 
pressed the tips of her fingers aginst the reflected mouth, feeling her 
warmth soaking up the cool moistness of the mirror's surface. 

As she stared at her reflection she thought about the house ... It must have 
gone on for years," she thought, "years and years," starting from the mo
ment she stepped into the house as a bride. The presence of death, age and 
boredom had increased over the years. The rooms with their gray stone 
floors, the oily white walls which always smelled peculairly, and the thick 
paned windows through which the light passes thinly--all chilled her: with a 
chill that passes through her without breathing; a chill that squeezed, hurt
fully pressing up from inside. She knew what the house did to her. 
Whenever she looked into the mirror she knew. Had she ever been happy? 
"No, never," she thought. The house had even taken that from her. It was 
like a parasite, slowly sucking her brownness into its. dim white. Sometimes, 
especially at night, she could feel herself becoming an aging nothing in· 
distinguishable from the frouse. She often thought of suicide, but whenever 
she placed the cold steel of the razor against her skin she became nerveless, 
muscleless and the blade always fell clattering upon the stone floor . 

.. , could start working again," Sarah thought, and then tossed the 
thought aside. The house always won. She remembered all the jobs. of long 

. ago when she had drifted from one to the other in a futile effort to escape 
from the house. But she had always been drawn back, back to where her 
husband sat doing penance for building the house which chained them 
both. 
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She didn't pity him. She used to at first. She had watched him silently, full 
of pity for both of them, as they worked and struggled with themselves and 
the world and drifted further and further apart, until the little love at the 
beginning of the marriage had faded into listless hate. In the evenings, they 
sat like aging stone figures in the silence. Unable to stand sleeping next to 
him, she took to roaming the house at night and sleeping during the day 
while he was at work. -

"It must have gone on for years," she murmured. Year after year, the 
same thoughts and actions played out in the night in the silent white rooms. 
The low buzz of the alarm stabbing through the silence startled her. looking 
out the window she saw the faint light in the sky and knew it was morning. 
lighting another cigarette, she slid stiffly into the bedroom to waken her 
husband. 

Sarah was bent over a steaming cup, staring intently at her reflection in 
the muddy brown, when he shuffled slowly into the kitchen. She turned and 
looked at him as he crouched at the table, the fat black hands pressed flatly 
against the white formica, the head lowered, shoulders bowed, eyes puffed 
!with sleep as he glanced slowly at a newspaper. As she looked at him, Sarah 
could feel the warmth that was hate slowly bubbling inside her, warming 
her in the morning chill. 

Slowly, calculatingly she moved towards him and put her arm stiffly 
around his shoulders. Surprised, he looked up at her briefly and quickly 
glanced back down at the newspaper. Moments passed like years, and then 
she felt his arm carefully and clumsily circle her waist. In the uncomfortable 
silence that followed he flipped a page nervously. She lifted her hand, nails 
gleaming brightly, and ran it slowly over the sparse gray and black hair. 
Slowly, carefully she ran her fingers down to his bowed neck, and delicately 
places each of her painted nails against it, pressing into the skin lightly. She 
looked at her red nails curiously and thought how like red knives the 
seemed--bright, sharp, flaming, and she smiled slowly as she pressed them 
deeper into the skin. 

Donna liptrot 
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The Butcher Takes His Job Home 

At work the butcher 
Asks that each carcass 
Hanging on hooks in his cooler 
Breathe in unison with the hack 
That the knife makes on the chopping block 

At home at night 
He asks his wife to bathe 
In ice water before coming to bed 
Satisfied he climbs down the cool curve 
Of her throat to dream to the rhythm of cows 
Sleeping frozen on hooks 

Tom Armstrong 



The Seed Planted, Grows 

May 5, 1982 

A friend of mine 
was just arrested for 
Armed Robbery. 

I don't go to class. 
One friend slowly 
dies of too much 
speed. (I don't) 

One friend rots 
his mind with 
seed and 'cid 

and snort. (go) 
dot·blot·mesk. (to) 
mask (class). 

and I don't go to class. 

I weed through 
the seedy reality 
of day by day life 

I paddle like a dog 
through the pond 
of valuable friends 
who bring their 
presents of paranoia. 

I am scared to 
put brush to canvas 
pen to parchment 
gun to hand 
foot to pavement 
to put the mask 

or take the mask 
off. 

3 1 
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I put things on my body 
like skin tight membranes 
sealing my flesh and 
agitating it. 

The suit scratches my nerves 
bear and they sprout and 
grow leafy green plants. 
Nerves as my roots 
blood and skin as soil 
leafy green plants 
grow thick 
out my pores. 

Plant Man I bend 
with the bricks 
of the college. 
I slither in and out· 
of the shrubs, well·watered 
the unrepaired stair 
and the studios where 
the stench of my 
absence agitates 
the student taking 
notes in class. 

I, am not there. 

Chris Tower 

.. 



Still Ufe With fruit. circa. 1980 

I. The bowl is bright on the table 
as Spring reflected from the window. 
The fruits are still, 
resting on each others' skins, 
overflowing the bowl with their curves. 
Quite a simple picture. 
The day is turning them 
a little less green. 

II. April is opening me so wide 
I'm afraid I might split. 
I'm resting on the rocks 
nestled in brush beside 
the lake 
rolling an orange in my palms, 
tasting its skin with my hands. 
I'm looking to the rim of land 
by the pier. 
Perhaps I am thinking of the boat 
where two fishermen are oblivious 
of the shore, or of 
the sand shifting overhead, 
caught in the dune grass. 

Ill. You look from your window, 
the lake as your background. 
You watch me in the sand, 
painting my sore eyes, 
a pile of fruit in my lap, 
smearing blue off the edges of 
the canvas. 
You know the mist disappearing from 
the lake in the morning, 
the terns that flee from the water's edge. 
Still you paint them running toward 
that risk, that incredible 
falling in. 

33 
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IV. Paint a Saturday room with this fruit, 
bright colors meeting the edges 
of their rinds. 
We think we are the sky; we forget 
the four white corners curbing us, 
the reality of glass, of memory. 
You and I meet our imperfect limits, 
peeling, 
·setting aside hot tea, paints, pasts, and 
fear our ripeness. 
But there's more to this picture-
through the windows of this room 
a woman with two children 
splashes in the lake. 
Watch her reflection like 
a shadow of flame. 
The windows become one more thing 
to pull away from. 
The woman watches a shadow behind 
the curtain and waves at you, 
laughing, 
clasping the arms of her children 
like vines. 
They grow together and 
call themselves by a common name. 
I am but a pale fruit finding myself 
in the shade of the wrong light, 
exposed on an open sill. 



V. Every hue on a palette 
mixes with the year. 
Apply it thick, 
wash it thin, 
crawl into your colors. 
Call it the poison by which you survive. 
You've painted still-life before: 
fruit and flesh and planes that 
never quite fit together. 
These portraits are never ripe, 
but true to their subjects. 
For the portrait you scratch of me, 
slice off my name. 
Change my quick smile to a 
smell of fear, 
lend my ear a tune of your walk 
so I'll never hum it again. 
Crack the wall this picture hangs on. 
I'll see you break too. 
leave me with sharp lines and a stab 
of pride, 
an imitation of a dish of fruit, 
finally still, 
on a silent table, 
rearranged. 

Terri Muth 
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. Pumping for Shrimp 

Pat took me to pump for shrimp on Dog Beach. 
He says them ghost shrimp are the best bait 
to use off of the Ocean Beach Pier. 
That pump's something, 
Pat made it out of a tube and a tennis ball. 
That pump would suck up the mud 
where them shrimps was hiding 
and then Pat would spray the mud 
out into a pile. 
You should have seen them shrimps squirm 
to get back under the mud. 
Sometimes they did too 
but most of the time we grabbed them. 
Pat taught me how to: 
just grab them with your finger 
and your thumb around their chest. 
Just when I was getting good at it -· 
at grabbing them shrimps, I mean, 
before they could get back down in the mud -
Pat's got to go and say we got enough 
of them guys to go do some fishing. 

Sherri L. fagerman 



just to be rid of it all 
the cotton shirts 
and pressed grey slacks of authority 
back aches 
yearnings for the rapturous first snow 
like youth and then 
when we can't stand it any more 
thaw 
wanting to get drunk, the taste of good food 
and sometimes even 
her small hand 
veinless white 
touching us in places we'll 
never be ready to be touched 
cut them away 
like the surgeon saws through vein 
and bone 
the elm tree rids itself of leaves 
and maybe, she stands 
nude in a pile of slip and stockings 
her dress disgarded on a chair 
she walks with sagging swaying breasts 
her pinched veins rising through the skin 
she walks and you 
are all alone with her 

Howard Buskirk 
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Dreams 

Dreams are the only 
afterlife we know; 
the place where the children 
we were 
rock in the arms of the children 
we have become. 

They are as many as leaves 
in their migrations, 
as birds whose deaths we learn of 
by a single feather 
left behind: a clue, 
a particle of sleep 

caught in the eye. 
They are as irretrievable as sand 
when the sea creeps up 
its long knife glittering 
in its teeth 
to claim its patrimony. 

Sometimes my father 
in knickers and cap 
waits on that shore, 
the dream of him 
a wound 
not even morning can heal. 



The dog's legs pump 
in his sleep; 
your dosed eyelids flicker 
as the reel unwinds: 
watcher and watched, 
archer and bull's-eye. 

last night I dreamed a lover in my arms 
and woke innocent. 
The sky was starry to the very rind, 
his smile still burning there 
like the tail of a comet 
that has just blazed by. 

linda Pastan 
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Blue Moon 

"God must be an astronaut," 
I thought as a child, watching the lift·offs on tv. 
Now, as the rippled sole of my boot 
slides off the bottom rung 
and depresses this sandy lunar soil, 
no passion sways my thoughts, no gravity·· 
hopping away under the radiant stars, 
the Module awkward and fragile behind me. 

Why do these solemn craters 
remind me of Lake Michigan? 
This flatness, of Iowa plains? 
Nothing grows here. 
When I tap the shield of my helmet 
to break the silence, 
a dog trots across my field of vision. 

A black labrador, so thin his ribs stand out, 
so jumpy and nervous, his head bobs up and down; 
he approaches me, then backs away, 
as though expecting a beating. 
Just like old Scout after Dad took his belt to him 
for digging up the garden. 
There is a resemblance, in fact, 
but this dog is blind··not only blind, . 
but without eyes··black fur grows unbroken 
from brow to snout. 
He lurches ahead, ears twitching, 
led by his nose in the air, 
and I follow, over a rise, down 
through a barren grove dotted with empty beer cans. 
I kick a Miller in passing, send it sailing 
end·over·end in the low gravity. 

We descend to a cache of plastic trash bags 
heaped on the sand. Can this be what the dog 
was looking for? He sniffs and paws at one, 
then jumps away as the bag contorts 
and rolls on its own. 

I 

' 



With some trepidation, I lean down, 
pinch the plastic between my gloved fingers, 
and tear a wide swatch. 
A Levi-jacketed arm fights loose, 
pushes me back, as my father struggles out, 
spitting and muttering curses 
as is his way, 
and the dog cowers behind my knees. 

"Jesus, it's you again," says my father. 
"Ph-tuch•" the brown tobacco wad sticks to my white suit, 
and I stare down at it. 
"You can walk on the moon, but you can't 
keep your own father from the trash heap." 
"Dad, I'm sorry--" 
"Keep it to yourself." 
He reaches in the bag, retrieves a beer can, 
swigs, and turns away. 
"Where are you going?" I ask. 
"To visit your mother. Christ." 
And he steps aboard a Greyhound marked SAN DIEGO 
that has pulled up beside us. 

The driver casually counts tickets 
as my father turns on the stairs 
and flings back, "It's more than you ever did." 
The door sucks shut, the brakes hiss, and the tires 
begin to roll, kicking up yellow dust. 
As he finds his seat on the other side 
of the misted glass, 
a nimbus glowing round his head, 
the red tail-lights blink, 
the bus hangs a left, and vanishes. 

41 
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The dog has gone also. 
Only the baseball remains at my feet, 
recalling how my father taught me 
to throw a sinker, a slider, a knuckle, 
a good curve, how he said l'd make a fine infielder, 
how we deserted one another, and ourselves, 
by unspoken agreement. 

I pick it up, overwhelmed by its reality, 
and notice the signature--Willie Mayes 
it says, but it's my father's 
handwriting. 

Tears steam up inside 
of the bubble around my head 
as I turn back to the Modul~ 
where the countdown 
has already begun. 
Matthew Goufish 



Love Sonnet No. S 

Waiting for Joy 

I remember how. when I had turned sixteen. 
and felt my womanhood stirring inside, 
waiting for joy. you looked at me with keen. 
though loving. eves. then wondered why I cried. 
I remember at the father·daughter dance 
you said: You look like such a woman now. 
it's about time you learned about romance. 
later. you make me wish I'd never know. 
Still I remember shrinking from your touch. 
wishing your hand would turn into a claw 
that I could hate: your father's voice was much 
too tender. and your father's love too raw. 
At last. I'm in love with a gentle man; 
I'm leaving. and forgetting what I can. 

Dave Demko 
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flegy 
for Catherine Smith 
Class of 1982 

Turning left for rhubarb 
you go flying into the soundless 
pupil of an eye that never blinks. 

And in the empty noon sunlight 
by the yellow fields of June 
your bike wheels spin on their sides 

like a heart that beats when 
the brain is gone, like the lives 
running along beside your own. 

It is a time of turnings 
and astonishment. Tonight summer 
steams from the wet earth 

in grey shapes, like something 
I'd forgotten, like an old love. 
The moon is yellow with memory. 

I am watching it, listening 
to crickets. thinking 
of all the things worse than death, 

with its clean grief, its sheer 
abscence, where only the spinning 
of wheels can trouble us. 

Who is to say where choice lies 
deep in the folds of a brain? 
Who is to say you did not 

leap away from the compromise, 
the residue of a night like this 
into an absolute darkness? 

Gail Griffin 



. Birth.day 

The candles sighed dark and gold 
To the beat of your breath. 
They hung like hot liquid over 
Shreds of cake and colored paper. 
My eyes locked into the flickering 
Skip and dance. 
It was like a river 
Tracing in and out among the 
Rose-petal curls on the wall. 
What was that you said? 
Droplets of light 
Smoothed the shadows 
In your face 
As you talked. 

Melissa Runge-Morris 

45 



46 

The Wish 

Each time he leaves 
she wishes him a crash 
a quick death 
and thinks of 
a little girl 
she played with 
one day who was 
left broken, 
shattered 
like a china doll, 
of her own father 
who slept to 
his death, 
of her grandfather's 
weak heart always 
returning like 
morning, 
for the telephone 
ringing, slapping 
her out of 
a dream. 
Tonight she wishes 
him a crash so 
she may sleep. 

Sherri l. Fagerman 



Sunrise Over Palo Alto California 

A thick hand stirs 
a bowl, bouillon for the small spanish boy 
who lies in the bed by the wall 
smiling 
a corn kernel smile 
Steam from the broth hesitates 
before spilling upwards 
sun spills through the open window 
above the bed 

the man of the thick hand spills 
broth with each quick stroke of the spoon 
he doesn't notice 
the boy smiles 
the man squints back the night of fists·· 
spills bouillon·· 
wishes it weren't so 
the boy smiles a forgiving smile 
the man remembers whiskey 
knows the boy's puffed face grins 
like a split plum 
doesn't even see the broth spilling 
and keeps stirring 

the boy smiles 

Mike Stahel 
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River Structures 

(for T.J. Smith) 

We cross the river 
on pitted stones 
sunning in the long afternoon. 

These stones 
with green skirts 
that swish about their water·held hips 
have holes that shelter 
blue bottle flies. 
They scrape skin from our feet 
as we leap from one white solid to the next 
and put fingers in the sky 
to balance us against 
the moving blue below 
until we reach a rush 
of sun and water 
where no stony back 
invites our steps. 

The next should be a simple arc ahead 
one push from the left foot 
one breath above blue 
and one rough scrape 
on the landing. 
We will it to be there. 
We see it and leap. 
We foot its back 
and notice it is slightly less warmed 
by the sun 
and its skirts rustle more gently 
but we sight for the next 
and hop our way across 
building stones 
each from those before. 



One last run, our heads high, 
our feet fly out over this 
finely structured path 
until they stop on the last, 
the thinnest of stones, 
which melts out into the water. 

Water-soaked and cold 
we reach for the one just before 
which floats downstream. 
We look for the one before that 
which has been given to the water's shine 
and its way of talking. 
The water takes them off as we swim back. 
Only the mother stone suns her back 
and cools her feet in the mud. 

Christine M. Seber 
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kiss kiss 

many many weeks on these white sheets staring at white ceiling 
white walls picturing in my snow blind mind a certain kind 
of literary prince a white knight metaphor on a sleek steed 
we all know what that stands for I have been weeks in this drea~ 
my poet prince bending over to kissKiss picture it picture this 
I wake up to him and the sure knowledge of his wife and kids 
back at the castle surprise surprise in his eyes at bending over 
and over a neurotic creep like me my red-rimmed eyes take in 
his first question how did I get here never mind that I say 
how did I is the question now what he asks perfectly happy hom 
life wife and might well ask now what what now I have no idea 
merely the sleeping poetess princess pardon me waiting to be 
kissKissed into life and carried away in.to one poet's fantasy 
is another's you know what so they say hey I only just sleep 
here myself picturing this this SOS prince bending over and over 

Catherine Kaikowska 



October, A fish Story 

It's almost 5:00. 
The foghorn has been pulsing 
all afternoon 
while the customers ask 
for more trout. 
You dazzle yourself in the back room, 
slicing bloodless filets on the block. 

Across the street a thin moan 
ripens in the corner house. 
The gray man on the front porch 
drives a whine from a wooden 
accordion, 
pressing his left palm to the flask 
of vodka on his thigh 
when the music dies. 
His wife curses in German from 
a casement in the front. 
You wish you were not him; 
he has a voice 
scratchy as nightfall or 
the thick throat of your daughter. 
You spot the sharp lines your fingers 
carve in your face. 

Twisting the key in the lock 
of the store, 
you find yourself 
walking downhill to the lake, 
water eating your knees, 
trying to catch 
any fiSh. 

Terri Muth 
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An f~pty Word 

In Chinese poetry, a character that has no meaning 
in itself, but serves to move the narrative along, 
to allow the story to continue. 

The rain continues its limitless song. 
The tap tap tap percusses the roof, 

rotten beams there, 
here the whole notes of sound timbers. 
finger tips of rain, 
someone lost in thought, 
or a snare drum left in the wind, 

a bell hung in an estuary 
to sound something human 
among the tall geese and wavering reeds. 

Between the apple trees, 
the empty yard is drenched. 
I listen to the wind prepare the ear for silence, 
to the wind carrying the breath of a hundred prayers. 

Wide marsh 
Deep throated birds 
Flutes over water 

Emily Warn 
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Imaginary Children 

The late afternoon sun shines through the yawning doorway and into 
Cougar's eyes. She tilts her head back until her red·gold hair hangs below 
her waist and stretches one kinky strand, pulling it straight with her thumb 
and index finger behind her back. When she releases it, it leaps back into 
curl like a ribbon brought to life by a scissors' edge. 

Two dogs, bony strays, are scuffling and growling near the sagging 
couch. Cougar lays down and dozes in the heat, vaguely aware of mutts and 
summer's drone. She is dreaming that she can see her breath. In this 
dream·winter, her breath emerges in long multi·colored swirls. 

"Cougar, are you there?" Cougar opens her eyes. One of the dogs slinks 
out the door, becoming a silhouette framed against the light. The silhouette 
straightens, grows taller, evolves into human shape. It is Cougar's mother. 
Cougar weaves her fingers into her hair and watches her mother pick her 
way across the hall, past a gray·white towel, tumbleweeds of dust and the 
calico cat. 

"Cougar?" Cougar's mother reaches the couch. She is wearing a black 
sleeveless dress and black spiky sandals with three straps around the toes 
and one thin one encircling the ankle. If Cougar squints, her mother 
resembles a slim, fragile vase holding one mournful, silver·tipped blossom. 

"Have a seat," Cougar offers. 
Cougar's mother eyes the couch. "I can't stay long." She balances ginger· 

lyon the edge of a cushion, purse in lap, feet neatly together. "I have some 
unpleasant news, I'm afraid." She waits anxiously for Cougar to respond. 
Cougar shakes her hair forward over the front of her green T·shirt. When 
she shakes her hair back behind her shoulders, the applique is visible: a pic· 
ture of a rope tied in a loose knot. 

"It's about your brother. He's been suspended from school." Cougar's 
mother pauses, building suspense, tapping her fingernails against her 
purse. "It seems that your brother and his housemates tortured a cat." She 
throws ttie words out, a soldier tossing grenades, and waits for explosive ac· 
tion. 

Cougar wraps her hair around her hand and holds it in a bun. She fans the 
back of her neck with her other hand. 

"Ben wasn't arrested, but he won't talk either. He's a suspect." Her voice, 
like a plot, thickens. "A cat. A poor cat." She touches the decorative buttons 
on the front of her dress one at a time, and then checks her earrings. "A 
cat," she repeats. "Can you imagine it?" · 

Cougar imagines: fire, thick gloves, a noose, several shadowy and chan· 
ting figures. 

" ... going to do?" Cougar's mother is saying in rising panic. "It will be in 
the papers, I know it. What will my friends say? I've created a monster."' 

"Jesus," Cougar says. 
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"Look at this." Cougar's mother hands her a heart-shaped frame. Im
prisoned behind smudged glass is a black-and-white photograph, a 
flashback to a young Ben standing stiffly next to a knick-knack table. Ben's · 
hair is cut short, making his ears appear unnaturally large and low-set. 
Cougar stares at Ben's ears. 

"What ever happened to that angel?" Cougar's mother stands up, retriev
ing the photograph, but not her lost son. "I hated bringing you this awful 
news. I'm going over there now to see what he has to say for himself." 

Cougar combs her hair with her fingers. One sleepy strand drifts lazily 
and floats to the floor, freed by the constant caress. 

It is only a ten-minute walk, past the student union and then down a 
shady side-street lined with large houses. Greek letters are posted Jike 
quarantines over the doors. 

Ben tells his mother that he had nothing to do with it. He looks directly 
into her eyes, convincingly, and then down at his hands. . 

"Why, Ben? Why do you people do these things?" She looks like a stylish 
widow in her black dress, thin and watchful. 

"I told you. I didn't have anything to do with it. I just live here." In the 
silence he looks at the postered walls, the clock, the floor, the beer-can 
pyramid. He tells her about the cat, its scrawny body, its pathetic fur in 
tufts, its endless ear infections and awful wounds received overnight in 
howling brawls. "They were drunk," he explains. "They hated the cat. It 
had fleas." He predicts what she will say even before he has finished. 

"Still, that's no reason to kill it." Ben's mother opens her purse, nervously 
searching. "Why your friends? Why didn't you stop them?" She begins to 
touch up her makeup, adding and erasing, widening her eyes at the mirror 
for the cosmetic second draft. "Do you have a tissue?" 

Ben looks in his junk drawer (the secret behind his uncluttered desk top) 
and digs through the confusion of wrappers, clips, pens, pencils, postcards, 
money, pills--an entire novel's worth of anarchic souvenirs. 

"Here." 
She presses the tissue to her mouth, staring at him. After she leaves, he ' 

looks into the wastebasket at the small ball of white. Its smear of lipstick 
glares back like a narrow pink eye. 

That night, Ben follows the faint strip of sidewalk past well-lit fraternity 
houses and turns the corner. 

"Cougar?" He walks in the front door, which is hanging open as usual 
even after dark. Cougar's calico cat stares at him from the couch. He finds 
Cougar in the kitchen, stirring a large pot of chickpeas. She is wearing cut
off army pants and the green T·shirt with its rope message. Her hair is thick 
enough to stay braided without a rubberband. 
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"I can't believe you're barefoot in this filthy kitchen," Ben says. She ig-
nores him. There is sweat on her upper lip. 

"What are you going to make with those?' 
"I'm going to mash them." 
"Disgusting." 
"What would you know·-cat killer." She sets down the scorched wooden 

spoon and unravels the braid. She looks at Ben. 
"I wasn't there," he says. "I was eating a taco halfway across town." 
"The alibi." Cougar opens the refrigerator, a huge, rounded monster with 

surprisingly little space inside. "Want a beer?" 
She takes out two cans. Ben and Cougar sit facing each other in the 

airless kitchen, Ben on aricketystool and Cougar on the counter, legs swing
ing. They drink the beer while flies buzz around simmering chickpeas. 

"You'll get your name in the papers," Cougar says, finally. 
"I told you, I wasn't there." 
"Mother was upset. I think you ruined her coffee breaks for a month." 

Cougar pulls her hair back into a severe ponytail. 
"They were loaded," Ben says. He opens another beer. Both he and the 

beer can are sweating profusely. 
Cougar continues. "She showed me your picture. When you were young 

and innocent. It was very dramatic." Cougar stops suddenly. She jumps 
down from the counter and picks up the calico. "Did you hear about my 
sadistic brother?" she croons, "Did my kitten hear about it?'' 

"lt't too hot in here," Ben says. He takes another beer and sits on the 
front steps, his shadow splitting the rectangle of light from inside. The 
breeze outside is a relief. He rolls up the left leg of his jeans and inspects 
the long scratch on his shin. It starts with a faint, barely discernible red line 
and deepens to an inflamed, ragged tear, ending violently near his ankle. 
He rolls down the pants leg and doses his eyes, conjuring up his mother, 
her pain-filled and pale eyes, her long, perfectly manicured fingernails 
holding, then releasing, the tissue. 

"Wake up," Cougar says. She sits on the steps beside him, cradling the 
calico. The cat struggles half-heartedfy, a listless denouement, and bats at a 
strand of Cougar's hair. 

Katherine fancher Enggass 



City Reservoir 

They gather to watch sun creep into frozen mud. 
Ash from their cigarettes falls 
on stiff cold fingers. 
Some have wine, or whiskey, 
others several cotton shirts for warmth. 
Joggers fly dreamlike on the hard track. 
All blink at the sun after weeks of rain. 
Refugees, broken and unbroken dreams, 
laos, Cambodia, Tennessee. 
They watch the joggers, the metallic traffic, 
the fountain rinsing drinking water with sunlight 
and give up hope of joining the race. 
They know the woman's image of them 
will lock forever in her brain. 
They are as much a part of the scene, 
with more right to kinship with the frozen pines 
and cinderpath, than she who journeys out 
to taste it once each day, 
who has the freedom to ignore the world. 
They stare after her, one hoots, 
comfortable in their knowledge, that a quick nod 
of recognition, a smile from her 
will not lower their whiskey bottles, 
or keep them from fishing 
with wire hangers in her dreams, 
or give them a country like hers that is motherless. 

Emily Warn 
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The ice cracks like windows in a cathedral 
where they have turned off all the li~hts 
Above the wind scrapes and a few blackbirds cheep 
Silent men come sometimes to cut holes in the thick ice 
and fish in little pressed wood huts 
Where they catch green and scaled 
slithering yellow fish 
But there is something more below that 
makes the children come and press their faces 
in the holes made by the men 
They look into the deep black that lines the bottom 
And they 
Not being cowards like the two of us 
Want only to 

dive 
dive 

dive 

Howar{f Buskirk 



Sonnet 747 
You can load on almost anything·· 
a bedroom and, yes, even the kitchen sink, 
just so you leave some room for what you think 
might be handy, like maybe having a kind of a wing 
somewhere--you know, it's got to fly, to spring 
into the air, to serve; you have to link 
up weight and speed--there is no way to blink 
necessity. But it carries anything. 

I've kept mine tethered outside for years, alone 
in the shadows. I pack it with all the junk I own·· 
disappointment, all my mistakes, my lies·· 
mornings, it lumbers into place, takes aim 
at the stars while I slowly mutter it name by name 
My faith pours forth: it heavily lifts, and flies. 

William Stafford 
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Jack Owens 

Ya got any stories bout ghosts? 

Nossuh 
Cant see da rascals 
Ah jus don know nuthin bout dem skamps 
Cant even see em 
Some people kin see em but dey don say much bout em 
Ah aint seen nary uh one 
Ah don know how dose skampers look 
Ah aint seen nary 
Tell me dey kin see em 
Walkin slow 
Walkin fast 
Runnin sometimes 
At night n day 
Sometimes daytime 
Kin see em in da daytime 
Felluhs tell me used ta see em in da fields 
Used ta see uh whole lottuh dem in da fields 
Used ta see uh whole lottuh dem fore dey put dis lectric in 
Wid dis lectric in cant hardly tell nobody seein em now 
Fore ya put da lectric in ya could see em 
See ghosts all up n down da rows n back roads 
Dead peoples ghosts got scared out by da lectric n da tractors 

Oats how it is 
Yassuh 
Scared em all out uh here 
Yassuh 

Tom Armstrong 

The material on these pages was gathered by Tom Armstrong 

while working on his SIP in the Mississippi cot ton belt region. 
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Jessie Mae Hemphill 
The Hanging 

Dey used ta hang people right der in Sentobia at dat courthouse 
My grandaddy say one time dey had a black man der 
Gonna hang im 
Dey would offer im food 
Dey had im in der a week er two n he wouldnt eat nuthin 
He wouldnt eat nuthin 
He wouldnt eat nuthin n he dint care whut dey bring im 
He wouldnt eat nuthin n he wouldnt say nuthin 
He jus would sit der 
I jus say I think he wuz prayin 
He had ta be prayin 
He wuz fastin n prayin 
He wouldnt drink no watah 
No food 
He wuz fastin n prayin 
Oats whut he wuz doin n dats how it come out like it did 
So da day dey got ready ta hang im, 
Up on der scaffold up der, 
When dey carried im out der dey asked im, 
When dey put im up dey asked im wuz der anythin he wanted ta say 
t'.e jus turn his head n directly it got dark as midnight 
It got Black Midnight 
It wuz in da day n it got black as midnight 
N a windstorm came n blowed dat gallows away 
Oat man walked off dat thing n went on bout his business 
Got black night n ya couldnt see nuthin 

Dey couldnt even see which way da man went 
Couldnt see each other 
It tore up round der honey 
N dey aint hung nobody else in Sentobia 

Tom Armstrong 



fmpath 

"Naked I came forth from my mother's womb, 
and naked shall I go back again." 

JOB 1:21 

I. 
I suck the blood from my wounds 
as a child nursing 
tastes the bitter pain of mother's breast 

mingled with sweet milk. 
The sting of my mouth 

becomes cool tongue 
gently stemming pain 
softly warming 
blood souring my mouth. 

I smile 
curious 
at the taste. 

II. 
I am older 
than my cousin Maria 

will ever be. 
She hid her youth 
seven summers ago 
beneath a tree 
summer shower safe. 
Lightning seared her laughter 
burning her lungs 

(which never heal). 
for twenty-one days 
she lived, 
rattling death speech 
through a hole 
in her throat. 
On the twenty·second, 
she died. 
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Ill. 
I am older 
than Maria 
will ever be. 
I feel her age 

with steps I take 
over cracks to save my spine, 
in bones too old 
to be mine. 

My age grows 
with each drop 
of other's blood, each splinter 
or shard of bone·· 

my tears can only dry 
salty dust 
streaking my face 
wrinkled 
scarring me deeper 

than bone break melds 
or cold scar tissue 

(never feeling, only good 
to absorb more pain). 

Somehow, 
I am Empath 
free wind sprite 
sucking pain from wounds 
living all my own. 



IV. 
Bent over earth 

and rows of beans, 
I picked. 
Snapping each green stem, 

cutting strands short with fingers, 
hearing the hollow rustle 
of beans in a paper sack, 

I picked. 
Somewhere overhead 
the sky darkened, 

clouds grew. 
Lightning 

shattering noontime ·naps, 
babies squalling at last sun, 
my sister running into the house 

screaming of tornados, 
electricity snapping the air. 

Rows unfinished 
were finished 
as drops melted into my skin 
like hail on sidewalks. 

The bag drooped, 
sullen, full 
in my arms 

as shards of lightning 
cracked the clouds 
grasping for me, 

v. 
Now, 

as I lingered, 
watching. 

I slide down 
muddy slopes, 
filthy with escape. 
I die each time I bathe 

drowning by pores 
in water--

Scars bloat 
pink and rheumy 
as.my skin wrinkles 

ages 
dried by lack of air. 

Elaine M. Klein 
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The Witch's foot 

We found it in an abandoned field·· 
They now say it used to be a burial ground for outcasts. 
It fascinated us. 
We stared at it and stroked it and took it home. 
But Mother wouldn't have it in her compound. 
She made us throw it away ·· far away where nobody lived. 
She took us to the Medicine Man and refused to leave 
Until he gave us amulets to wear around our necks. 
When father heard about it he interrupted his drinking long enotJ! 
To burst out laughing, and then he took it up again. 

John Z. Warambo 



Why We Tell Stories 
For linda Foster 

1 
Because we used to have leaves 
and on damp days 
our muscles feel a tug, 
painful now, from when roots 
pulled us into the ground 

and because our children believe 
they can fly, an instinct retained 
from when the bones in our arms 
were shaped like zithers and broke 
neatly under their feathers 

and because before we had lungs 
we knew how far it was to the bottom 
as we floated open-eyed 
like painted scarves through the scenery 
of dreams, and because we awakened 

and learned to speak 

2 
We sat by the fire in our caves, 
and because we were poor, we made up a tale 
about a treasure mountain 
that would open only for us 

and because we were always defeated, 
we invented impossible riddles 
onry we could solve, 
monsters only we could kill, 
women who could love no one else 

and because we had survived 
sisters and brothers, daughters and sons, 
we discovered bones that rose 
from the dark earth and sang 
as white birds in the trees 
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3 
Because the story of our life 
becomes our life 

Because each of us tells 
the same story 
but tells it differently 

and none of us tells it 
the same way twice 

Because grandmothers looking li~e spiders 
want to enchant the children 
and-grandfathers need to convice us 
what happened happened because of them 

and though we listen only 
haphazardly~ with one ear, 
we will begin our story 
with the word and 

Lisel Mueller 



Another poem about Christ 

I love it when 
you walk in front 

of 
The slide 
And Christ is on your breast. 

Showing art 
and talking fast 
and never quite at rest. 
moving 
from slide to slide 
and Christ from Breast to Breast. 

Bleeding arm 
and bleeding calf 
the lamb of virgin grief 
many cry and many weep 
but their grief they will not keep. 

The torturers never quite at rest 
poking, prodding and giraffes on fire 
dying Christ 
the pain he felt 
and other things 
You cannot even guess. 

Chris Tower 
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Madam Sosaphine 

My husband 
works in Libreville, 
the road washed out 
five days. 
I am the fourth wife. 
I have 
a daughter, 
my pebble 
that three women 
elsewhere 
will not share. 
At evening 
my child is hungry 
with hands 
that reach heavy 
to my breast. 
I push them away 
and add 
another braid 
to my hair. 

Pam Harris 



Two Women 

The shower is the dividing point. 
They pull apart so she 
can feel the water 
make her body flow. 
The other woman, left alone, 
smokes even in the morning. 

This morning is a series of photographs, 
sunlight catching 
the quiet pull of the hair brush, 
a shadowed angle of a face 
resting on a womb that will always be empty, 
a muted light on two women 
taking joy in their mirrored bodies, 
moving with gentle waves, 
letting their drowning fingers 
take air in long breaths, 
two women who understand, 
their lips touch softly 
as a flower unfolding itself in the sun. 

Keri Bancroft 
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The country bride walked toward the house 
after drawing the morning's milk. 
In the rim of her vision 
she caught the shape 
of the wild horse, 
huge and heavy, 
the color of blood-charged earth, 
leaping over the corral gate. 
She turned: he reared, 
standing for a moment like a man, and came down. 

In the afternoon she ries, 
the dark bruise hanging over her 
face like a moon. 

The milk goes sour. 

Dave Macak 



Christmas be 

at this time 
the membered are remembered 
the naughty, braying flock 
to whom solitude is 
the loss of touch, 
a biting dismemberment. 
one is not along as one does 
not eat snails· 
not unless one is crazy. 

in America to be alone 
is to feel the rotting log 
slug down into the swamp as you lift 
off it 
is to catch the sparrow's birth 
is to break into wing. 

But tonight I want for you 
for us to knot and rock together 
in the rain porches of forty inns 
to knock the snow off each other's shoes 
to spend together a dark 
and most unholy night. 

Usa B. Archer 
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Daddy's New Wife Talks to Him About His Daughter 

look at her sitting there 
pretending she's a little deaf girl. 
I ask her to pass me the beets 
and she don't move. 
I've got to hit her arm everytime 
I want something. 
She's want they call aloof. 

This morn I ask her 
to get my Dorothy a job 
at that place where she works 
Johnny's Drive-in Restaurant 
and she smarts back at me 
"Johnny ain't going to give 
Dorothy no job because she smokes." 

Boy, she's a smart one. 
Knows just how to cause 
trouble between us, 
between a man and his wife, 
like not signing my name 
on that sympathy card 
for that Mrs. Shepard next door 
when her husband passed away. 
She just puts Willis Holmberg and girls 
and don't sign my name or Dorothy's 
nowheres on it. 
I heard her telling you about 
the other night 
how I caught her sneaking over there 
to Mrs. Shepard's_ with the card, 
how I told her to show it to me, 
how I got all mad because she 
left me and Dorothy out, 
how I tore the darn thing up. 

Well it ain't just 
Willis and girls no more. 
Hear that, little deaf girl? 
And don't pass me no beets. 
I didn't really want none anyhow. 

Sherri L _Fagerman 



farth Before Steel 

how crude and sore 
The journey homeward to habitual self. 

-- Keats, fndymion 

I. 

I was caressed 
into a deeper and quieter sense 
by the day's unfolding . 
of a rose resting alone 
atop a clear glass bottle, 
loosing its petals to the air 
as a woman unbinds 
her hair, to rest long 
and open, to settle easily 
on the rounding curve 
of her back. 

II. 

And the rose was unhurried 
in the upturn 
of its red petaled palms, 
carrying the grace of. a young 
boy's hands, which refuse to hold 
any gesture not speaking of openness, 
not holding that first quiet speech 
unshattered by words falling 
bent or broken from the tongue, 
straining for .eloquence 
but failing, 
striking the air in shards and torn ribbons 
of tluoated words; 
fallen unheard. 
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Ill. 

Using silence, 
I can cradle so much 
in the empty regions 
of my ear and my hands, 
I can touch with my fingers 
the things that words cannot 
throw their fences around, 
night vision, 
the sounds heard at the keen edge 
of the ear, 
the sour taste of days of rain, 
the smell of the rain's cessation 
and the drying sun, 
touch, which remembers all that went before, 
lovers, grass and rough stone, 
my own blood startling and smooth 
on my palm, 
slow on a cold January morning, 
when I was young, and could not speak. 
IV. 

My eyes are too casual, 
seeking the brilliance 
of purple or canary 
yellow radiant in the iris, 
neglecting the shades of brown 
tarnished in the spring and tinctured 
darker in the fall, 
losrng the hue of early grass 
in the somber green of fir trees. 

I must overcome the glorious burn of sunfall 
to see light's last touch 
upon a stow stone. must open orchids 
to see their stamens, 
pipethin and waving 
in the least breeze. 

This way, I may see in the gentle swell 
of green hills the curve 
of a woman's shoulder, 
the brown rise, 
the white cool arc of a soda bottle 
in a boy's hand, 
the sweat-black forehead 
of a coal miner returning 
to _earth, to see once more. 
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v. 

And I must learn 
the sound of a woman 
gnashing a vast row of dreams 
in her sleep, need to taste them 
as they twist toward the sheet's horizon, 
must smell them as we smell so often, 
as sweat and rain and summer heat 
remind us of forests. 

VI. 

I come at last to the most important sense; 
it does not flee 
as sight does, does not weave 
its brief song in the ear or nose of mouth 
and then writhe away into memory, 
but sinks under the fingertips 
and binds itself just beneath our skin. 

Touch is what we cannot neglect, 
a reserve of knowledge ready 
to be unfettered 
at the touch of another. 
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Vll. 

I return to the calmed rose 
resting atop a clear glass bottle; 
it is simple and enduring 
in the half-light, 
and I let my fingers edge down its stem 
as they would edge down the hips of a lover, 
she who would carry all which is 
unattainable in solitude, 
her tilted and curved body shining back 
into my eyes, in her eyes the silence 
and the differences between us. 

In the curve of her shoulders and breasts, 
I can see all the curves 
which have gone before me, 
from the ripening swell of pregnancy 
to the brick red and greening hills 
of my clambering young days, 
browning, greyed lumps of knuckle 
and the heaped dirt of an unsettled grave, 
and I make the most important curve; 
curl towards her and lose myself, 
lose the long dreams and the futile winding thoughts, 
for a moment, and I lie 
on my back on the sheets, 
touch her 
and see nothing, 
touch her 
and dream of nothing for days. 

Dan Caito 
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