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A Kalamazoo College Student Publication 

Editors' Notes 

The Cauldron philosophy is hard to establish with each new quarter. As the 
K-plan shifts, so does the staff. We believe that each staff has tried to main
tain high standards in the evaluation of poetry, prose, and works of art to be 
printed in this magazine. The editors work together as a board of reviewers, 
combining their diverse opinions of art and literature to select the best 
materials from those submissions received. Many long hours were spent dur· 
lng Summer quarter arguing over what qualities comprise a "good" poem. We 
can admit that fhe decisions were seldom unanimous. Each entry was judged 
anonymously, allowing the work to be judged on its own merit rather than on 
the reputation of the author. As a result of this selection process and the views 
of the editors, we feel that this issue of Cauldron provides a good sampling of 
the talented works we read over Spring and Summer quarters. 

We would, however, like to see even more. Cauldron has changed its 
description from "literary magazine" to literary I art magazine. This change 
means that we would like to print more photographs and artwork, as well as a 
greater amount of prose, including sketches, stories, Interviews, essays and 
excerpts from dramatic works. This makes our job more difficult, not only in 
the selection process through the expansion of the bulk and variety of submis· 
sions we must look at and discuss, but also by forcing the staff to go out onto 
the Quad and browbeat our friends into submitting that certain sketch, photo, 
or essay we know they have. This Issue of Cauldron already demonstrates two 
of the alternative sources we have solicited work from: the faculty (Including 
the Summer Poet-in-Residence, Betty Adcock) and the Non-Traditional Stu
dent Creative Writing class. Nonetheless, we would appreciate even more 
high-quality submissions-we know that what we seek is out there. 

The editors would like to thank everyone who submitted art and I or literary 
work to this issue of Cauldron. Special thanks are In order for Betty Adcock, 
whom we will always welcome in Kalamazoo, and to Mrs. Dorothy Ashley in 
the English Office. who never fails to direct aspiring authors to the editors. We 
must also thank Student Commission for allowing us to go to press several 
weeks late, and to our last-minute typesetters, without whom we simply could 
not go to press. 

The Editors 
Spring I Summer 1983 
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TWO WORDS 

Far west of my late afternoon, 
mountains I've never seen search California's 
sky for snowdrifts. I can only guess 
at shapes of trees and flowers 
born of such high thrift. 
On the flats below, nothing greens. 
Ralnshadow. 

rt Is a word for thirst. 

In my country, small birds are surging 
Into October. They gather at dusk, 
their pillar of smoke swirling 
over the dead chimney, 
a dream getting ready to dive, 
the fire going backward. 
Swifts. 

It Is a word for visible wind. 

Imagine the lives of such words. 
Subtle as the Interiors of antique jars, 
they shape their enclosed dark 
because we hold them to be; 
and name after name, they give us the many. 

If we should break the clay, 
as we can, able to do anything, 
believing as we do In vessel, 
believing In fragments, In nothing -
nigh.~ would step out, the old 
wild messenger 
bearing the same steep shade, 
the same configurations of black wings. 

Whatever we hoped to say, 
It was there all the time. 
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On a Line by E.E. Cummings 

"I am" 

small towns know 
the quiet that brings 
the storm, 
the animals that brood 
while the wind spins 
in the West, then comes rushing 
down, 
picking at old men's hats, 
sending them rolling, 
the old men cussing 

"a little church" 

small towns know the quiet 
that brings the storm, 
the dervishes wrapped 
in colored papers 
that sweep in from the South 
dropping bits of anything 
at the children's feet; 
rising out of nothing 
into nothing 
with children's laughter 

"(no great" 

small towns know the quiet 
before the storm, 
the trees that hush their whispers 
as the rain gathers to the North, 
and the clothes on the line won't 
resist the deJuge 
that rinses the air clean 
of the dust 
raised by hot summer days 
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"cathedral)" 

small towns know the quiet before the storm, 
the taste of moist earth in the air 
as the sun, freed from the East, 
raises mist on the fields 
afterwards 
(small towns know) 

Michael Stahel 
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Sonnet 

Once more the storm spews down; it is night again. 
She sits by the window, her eyes active, 
Enamoured with the rain. My sole love lives 
Under the yellow sign of the moon, rent 
With the misgivings of a stormed world, 
Where loss presides, where broken days return 
To her, an anchorless pale girl who burns 
With the dim, shivering light of the wild. 

Such lone moments accumulate; we age 
With acceptance of the rains we've seen. 
As years pour down, we acknowledge the green 
Of the tulip fuse, and the moderate trees, 
But darken, grown changeless as the sea; 
This water fixes us fast; the new moon rages. 

Daniel Caito 

. ' 
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Cassandra 

My life has been a wilderness of brothers: 
The shrill and greedy Paris, who could make 
the palace tremble for his taste in fruit; 
the stupid Hector, always big and blind 
and singleminded as an armored horse; 
and little Troilus, sniffling in his bed, 
whom everyone was willing to forgive. 
These brothers with their monomanias, 
their grand obsessions, decked In poetry, 
these are the whims of little tyrant boys 
whose bodies only grew to adult size. 
And yet our lives, my mother's battered life, 
my own ragged and threadbare life, they hang 
upon these trite and miserable gods 
until they bring the world down on our heads. 
And Is it any wonder I am mad, 
running the corridors that snake and twist 
and never end, like midnight trains of thought? 
And Is it any wonder I foresee 
it all in its sublime stupidity, 
its monumental waste, and call it out 
at awkward moments to the silent stars? 
I am their very sister, and I bear 
their madness tangled in my flying hair. 

Gail Griffin 
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The Medallion 
(inspired by a poem of Sylvia Plath's) 

get your feet wet on the beach 
and the blistering sand will 
stick to your feet. On the 
beach you are all feet. 

Sun makes the beach harsh 
white. The beach steams white 
plastic, white cellophane, Inescapable 
white each heat. I recall when 

we walked along the beach with 
our hands slipped inside each other. 
We watched seagulls crash Into the 
lake treating fish to a taste of air. 

Wind sorts the sand and me on 
occasion but not often enough. 
The wind is warm and quiet. The silence 
is so fragile, so coveted that nothing 

will break it, not yet. We built a fire 
on the beach, I remember now. We threw 
our food deep inside and watched it 
cook. Best damn way to eat food I 

ever knew. Perhaps because I ate with you. 
My memories lie In an acid bath for bronze 
statues. Rationality tries to draw 
me out of my memory pool 

on a spool of thin thread. I come 
out fast, still dripping acid, 
a clean bronze animal all finished 
when the flashing's free. 
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I almost step on a dead fish 
there are many on the beach new. 
All sizes, all kinds, all poisoned 
by their fish-pessimism, their ignorance. 

My brain isn't populated with Industrialists, 
that is your department, I'm no 
scientist. My brain is littered 
with an entire population of dead fish. 

I take the fish from the beach 
for totems. I make necklaces, 
and do a Shaman's dance by the 
waves. I concentrate on 

summoning you. I focus on the 
beach before it became a 
graveyard. I crush the silence 
with a shrill scream and stop dancing. 

trying to recover my breath. The sand 
sticks to my toes; a second Layer of skin 
f am part of this beach forever. I peer 
through the sun light, separating the curtains 

of light. Far out in cold Lake Michigan 
I see the big ore boat, tanker, 0-Con. 
I watch- it a while, talk to a dead Pike, 
telling it all about you. Then I wave at you. 

The dead fish answers back. Spitting 
the advice of f1ies and maggots eating 
death. I feel drunk. Everything spins 
and somehow I see you waving in return. 

Christopher Tower 
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Memories From Childhood 

there were times 
i went eyeless for days 
only aware of our watery relationship 
and the lullaby rocking in 
your gentle feet. 

what melodies 
taught me to smile 
what motion? 

you made room 
for my mischievous invasion 
the sea games 
and found time to sprout maternal toys 
like spiraled cords or 
opaque looking-shells. 

whose breath in my lungs but yours 
whose thoughts? 

there were secret nights of 
humming silence 
you stood in front of light and mirror 
rubbing your globular belly smooth ... 
my hand roamed the slippery cavern walls 
with the shadow of yours. 

the emptying came 
in a wave of explosion 
triggered by some seismic tradition 
the exile of Irretrievable seas 
surrendered to the heave of migration 
slipping 
into the hands of piercing light 
a bath of naked cold, 
beached. 

with a wet cry 
i lost you. 
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there were times 
when swimming was still natural 
I teetered along the shores 
on my new feet, 
the nostalgic sea 
joining our lives again 
you would 

bring me pink conch shells 
as glossy apologLes. 

Michele A. Chester 
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Crystal 
Balls 

I am ready to be fooled. 
To be taken in 
by experience, led on by 
an abstract belief in meaning. 
Why do we set ourselves up so, 
for the fall on infinite "whys"? 
The shake of the crystal snowball 
brings infinite winters within: 
Inside the house, buried In stale waters 
with swirling plastic crystals, 
there is a woman; her eyes are darkened 
hope, as she shakes the sphere in her lap. 
She stares at the whirl of snow 
as prayer, not seeing the scars 
on the backs of hands, nor feeling 
the icy crawl of apathy, dispassion; within 
the sphere is another house, another 
woman, another crystalline snow theme. 
I could shatter this, 
believing endlessly in dreams, 
see finally my eyes mirrored in the glass, 
the shadows of snow flickering behind 
the muddy color. I could 
unscrew the base, let water out, 
or rather, fill all to overflowing 
with snow. Or, 
simply sit here, rest, 
and accept this as True . 

. Elaine M. Klein · 
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Autumn Pond 
(on an Initiation to William Butler Yeats) 

The moon comes full to face me here, 
The trees, like banners, rustle 
In the wind that sweeps the water, 
Rings a churchbell 
Somewhere in the dark behind me. 
The moon a spinning gyre, 
I hear the swans returning, 
Splashing on the water. 

The moon with robust beauty 
Fills the sky, the swans the water, 
Floating rings within rings, shadowy 
Images on the pond. Frozen here, 
An instant out of time, they stare, 
Their proud necks arched Into the night 
Behind me, the tree of autumn 
Spreads Its leaves like wings in silent flight. 

Michael Stahel 
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Old Factory by a River 

Brick outlasts us 
and though one side is slanting into 
the river its water black as strong tea 
the other stands free 
the weight of every brick 
depending on the ones below it 

grass along the side 
plays fast and loose with the sun 
and the sun loves each blade equally 

at night I imagined rats , 
as big as dogs at play with the ,c;.teaq 
whose bodies had outlasted the searching 

• J ' . 

we played baseball on the bank. 
and lost foul balls to theJiver 
which we Imagined carried them out to the sea 

~. . 
there used to be letters on the building's side 
now there are just s,pec~s of red and yellow paint 

we used to think the building spooked 
but it's just dirty and empty 

our buildings outlast us 

when Joe Thomas was lost in seventh grade 
for seven days they dredged the river 
and found his body changed 
strangely fishlike 
and holding to the shiny weeds 

I used to dream of rats as big as dogs 
and now imagine couples 
fucking in the long grass 
heat from their bodies rising 
opening wild flowers 
the long summer that will come and not end 
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Nebraska 

The fierce wind slows; 
the air Is sick, green tornado sky. 
Low clouds scud off 
to the West, a curtain of heat 
dscends. Moles burrow 
for hard dirt, sparrows 
feel the threat In their pinfeathers. 
No voice, no cry Is heard: 
the least sound could bring It all down- . 
It could explode trees, 
shatter houses, tear 
the young wheat from the earth. 

The animals are gone. The trees 
try to push their seeds down 
to the waiting dirt. 
Men wander blown streets, dazed. The sky 
turns an evil yellow. 

In the cafeteria, people talk of nothing 
but the coming storm. Mothers gather 
their children into dank basements. 
Men drive fast towards home. 

A seventeen year-old farmhand thinks 
The hell with lt. 
I'm not getting much out of this anyway. 
Late crows cast fleeting shadows 
over the field, as they zero In 

to the black. The boy smiles 
like a scarecrow, stupid, bitter. 
He thinks of the people In the town. 
Ain't no kin to me. 
Dead corn stalks creak 
In the faint breeze. 
I can do it if I want to. 
He gives the place a last look around, 
ready to yell, 
ready to break the sky In pieces. 

Daniel Caito 
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Spanish Dream 

I must eat wax paper cups, even though I am full. 
There is a woman's face rises from my lap, 
speaking Spanish, 
begging for scraps. 
I give her what I can. 
The next day she comes back for more. 
Of course I tell no one. 
Mama speaks to me, "Estas bien?" 
"51", I reply, folding 
the woman's hair In my skirt. 
I feed her my cup, my napkin, my plate, silverware. 
She promises to leave. 
My bones begin to hollow, 
my skin puckers like a spent chrysalis. 
The woman grows from me, though 
I try to shave off her ears, 
slice her throat. 
Her arms take over, eating bones. 
Her eyes are hungry for my face. 
She wraps the brittle shell of me In a basket, 
takes me to the park 
where she attaches me to a Fall limb. 
She wants me to climb down in the spring. 

Terri Muth 
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Pregnancy 

I fall down stairs 
slate hard 
carefully drawing my legs high 
as if in stirrups 
and landing heavily 
on buttocks and tail 
the folds of my abdomen grazing my thighs. 

And I tell my brother 
that I am tough--tougher than him 
my insides so thick that I could take any punch 
he draws into my stomach--
and that when it hurts 
I'll only ask for another 
my spine is a backbone of steel, 
a mast strong, 
a landmark to foreign waters 
--he'll have to meet it 
before I wince. 

Mamma's knitting needles 
wake me in the night 
the long ones, number threes 
and those in purple plastic 
that she did the basket-weave afghan on, 
large and clumsy, 
too blunt 
to dull 
the sweat biting my temples. 

I have taken 
to smelling urine 
and watching my face between 
my legs in the bottom 
of the bowl. 
My face in wrinkled apprehension in the quiver 
of porcelain 
drowns in the clockwise flush 
a gasp at the empty, so filled. 
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The Father 

You have come to hear me out, then, 
My grievous tale. Come, seat yourself 
Next to me - there is -an evil draught 
Here, thou shouldst not gain Ill 
Of my sake. What then? Ah, yes. Begin. 

I was born of a woman, as many men 
Say, a woman good, and holy, whose one fault 
Was her husband. She dreamt atime 
Of leaving him, fleeing him with her babe 
In arms, but a child without father 
Is suspicion of Impurity, the wagging tongues 
Of the good wives free to beat 
The sinner, however innocent. And so, we 
Remained In the house of that man 
(Without love, you mind, he for her nor 
She for him, only the love such as I, 
A child could offer her, my Icon 
And mother, paltry thing It was) 
Where days passed as months, 
Until the night the blood bond 
Of mother and child w~s severed 
By his jealousy, her fair skin mottled 
With bruises like hands, the evil mark 
Of his only love. I recall little beyond 
The print of hand on flesh, the glassed eye, 
And cry, "Flee!". Thus I fled I, 
Tender feet torn over stone, 
Tangled In my clothing Ill-dressed. 
I was seven, and have loved little since. 
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Thus it began, there is little between. 
How does a child alone grow? 
The sisters found me, gave me family 
Until I was beyond their care, a strange 
Silent child, my eyes ever haunted by the prints 
Of hand on flesh. Apace I was apprenticed, 
Made to grow and learn success; happy 
My aspect, I could marry, have child, life, 
Love. I did so, without passion, more as pattern 
Than of love. My will was toward completion: 
I shall live, then die. My wife 
(A bloodless woman, not demanding of life 
Nor care, husband, home and daughter 
Completed her; she completed me) 
And child were happy things, 
Equally capable of the smile or sigh. 
In time, though, Helene outgrew my wife, 
A woman more than she. 

Ah! Such a daughter of fire from a grandmother 
Unknown! I worried as a father for her, 
The child grown weedy with laughter, 
The rustle of many laces, flowers crowning 
Her rivers of hair, never fading, 
Except in compare to her eyes, 
To her face. Such a daughter, 
Too wild, I often thought, 
Could never come to a good end. A girl, so, 
Who danced without walking, who smiled 
At the air, could never, would never 
Have care to be pure, to be good, and sedate. 

I grew stern. I grew strict. I ordered her In, 
Away from the world, cloistered in company 
Of mother and father. The smiles grew less wide, 
The eyes less bright. My own heart thrilled: 
I was just, doing right. · 
Her pace became steady, the rustle hushed still. 
Serenity, purity, grew loud in their place. 
I was happy, so simply. My daughter pure -
As I had willed. 
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Father, I confess to mine evil -
But claim it not mine! For she'd smiled, 
Blossomed, grew light once again, in despite 
Of my desire. Suspicious, I searched the grounds, 
Below her balcony found the prints of a journeyman 
A-prowl beneath the glow of her window. 
Out, out I struck! and In shQrt time, 
He'd gone on to the place such ill souls reside, 
Flaming amid the carnal, as I wish him to! 
For that, I am not come to this dank cell, 
For to kill a thief Is to rid the world of evil, 
Be he thief of jewel or heart. 

She'd withered, grown cold at sight of lover's blood. 
When fire she showed was dim, flickering only 
For hatred of me, knife aloft in her delicate hand,· 
I knew the time was to seat this fate born of my parents, 
Mother beauty and father cruel. I killed her -
By brute hand, holding the satin soft to her cheek -
Alas! a mark! - yet soft, the scent 
of her own pillow upon her small face-
So pale the blush! The anguished hand, livid 
'Pon the silky cheek! My hand! Father! 
You must bless me, for if I've sinned, 
It was so. My daughter, so stained by my hand 
Could only end so - a son, to further stain the others -
such should never be! 

Elaine M. Klein 
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the hotel room 

"Too happy Time dissolves itself 
And leaves no Remnant by ... " 

- Emily Dickinson 

the hotel room Is shaped like a shoebox. the young man 
sits at a small, wooden table against one wall. against 
the other Is a bed. there is a white sink with a black 
spot in the center where the water has dripped. there Is a 
tiny window opening onto an asphalt square. 

the, young man Is wringing his hands, bending far over the 
table as he tries to write the woman he Is to marry. 
she is across the ocean In his homeland. 

somehow distracted from the blank page before him, he turns. 
there Is an old man, stooped, sitting on the edge· of the 
bed. he Is bald. he Is wearing round, wire-rimmed spectacles. 

the old man Is alone In the room. his hands are clasped 
before him. a drop grows on the rusted lip of the 
faucet, trembles at fullness, and falls Into the black spot. 

the letter Is long since written In the extravagant cursive 
of -lovers and sent. the wife of the old man Is dead. he has 
returned here, to see this place one last time. 

Michael Moynihan 
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Callings 

or rather 
extensions 
counting the spaces 
between separations 
and me 
like a poem In love 
un-sober, leaping 
in and out of 
thin-necked bottles of wine 
or preying 
on the silent, white phone 
that hordes your voice 
day after day after 
day wandering the 
pale of the yelfow walls 
filling the long corners 
with my eyes 
how I've lodged my feet 
into the mornings and 
the nights 
sitting under 
the ceiling 
with a panic of 
memory 
scattered in color, 
black and white 
forgetting sometimes In order to 
remember that 
the sky tends to 
rub away borders It 
curves gentle over our interruption 
and coaxes our thoughts to meet, 
Intertwine 
and dance 
somewhere 
above 
the atlantic. 

Michele A. Chester 
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Apple, Artist's Proof, Aralia '83 

Now my life is not 
A work of fiction 
Today is a round and perfect fruit. 

I dream of apples with frozen blooms, 
Apples under snow, snow apples--my mother's favorite. 
My mother who has planted 
So many trees; They are her 
Other children. 
She likes them growing in one place: 
Like her, rooted in time. 
Seeds of a new spring are in her, deep 
Under a hardened skin. 

Yellow apple skin is tough 
But fruit is sweeter near 
The skin; 
I am growing older. 
My garden is more 
Beautiful than ever. 
It is purple 
And golden; the color 
Of a long midsummer 
Afternoon. 
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VIrginia Woolf on the Last Day 

In the morning there are no voices 
and in the quiet something is clear. 
You stand in the shaft of sunlight 
considering its angle, how it strikes 

the wood of the floor, how the dust 
dances. You remember how, 
as a girl, you would lose yourself 
in that light until your sister 

jolted you, laughing, "Dreamy Goat, 
you'll float away someday." 
Now, feeling only tired, you turn 
and walk through the breathing house 

to the desk covered in words looking 
up at you like people you should know. 
You write the note and place it 
on the mantelpiece, where a gust 

through the open window blows it 
to the floor. You replace It, thinking 
how nothing seems to stay, how weightless 
everything turns out to be. 

You put on a sweater and walk 
down to the river. Thinking of all 
the times you have surfaced again 
despite yourself, you choose two 

large rocks which pull your sweater 
nearly to your knees. Looking down 
at the cold sun rippling the water, 
your eyes are grey and distant as the sea. 
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Why Raleigh Is Still Right 
variations on a theme by William Carlos Williams 

He is outside painting on 
a final coat 
he hopes 
where he was careless 
windows bear steady witness 
along the bottom stuck on weeds 
like little stick figures hang 

she Is sweeping dirt Into plies 
the size of birds' nests 
won·derlng If spiders ever got 
this big in the city 

everywhere another screen needs patching 
another fixed thing 
is coming undone 

at night he drinks ice tea with a thirst 
he would measure in pitchers 
his glass and he together sweat 
the sun sinks In the West sky 
like a child with red hair drowning 

he goes for a walk . 
among the trees and weeds 
as unfamiliar as new neighbors . 
it's ail his 
the trees and bugs 
the moon Is straw colored and rather pale 

he watches the stars like a blight 
on the sky's vast husk 

· feels farther away from them than ever 
without neighbors or the city's hazy blare 
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he swats a mosquito 
the lights on In his house 
mark it apart from everything else 
Raleigh was right Raleigh was right 
he's thinking of tomorrow 
and all the things that must be done 

Howard Buskirk 
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Ocean-Woman 
(after Elizabeth Bishop's "Man-Moth") 

Walking- waves break first against 
her shins, then hold to her 
skin, hanging from hairs. 

Standing - leaving her shoes, she 
watches herself become 
a turning bird, a bird 
turning on knife-point. 
She watches the storm rise bright 
gray, blacker, black and 
lightening so it is dangerous 
to tough the sea. 

Sitting - she lets the tide rise 
past her, remembers the stones' turn 
under her, remembers that they partake 
of the sea-red, ·blue, -green, 
-black. The sea rushed in between 
her legs, soaking, filling, finally 
pulling her out with it. 

Lying- shirt off, she feels sand 
in her skin, across her legs, 
her breasts. It grinds 
under her with the waves. Lightening 
is a cold string in her veins. 
She is dangerous to touch. Her hair 
is white as the moon, rippled 
as Its wake. Her body is 
hairless, salty. She curls up 
and down the beach; 
invites, invites us to 
leave our selves in piles 
in the white night; invites, 
lnvttes, invites_ 
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Fall 

I cannot escape the dark, dark dusk 
of these dried up days with their cold winds. 
Fruit trees are cottages full with themselves· 
grottos of memory, haunting cradles of better times. 
Berries escape Insincerity. On the wind's chill 
wings the soft strains of music from 
a reaper swinging sickle in the range. The berries are 
dark hooks and with the thick coolness they pull me 
drooping down yet I don't hear her. I don't know her. 
I do not remember her. I am stained. 

Swallow a dove's tail for fun; accept a carcinogen 
for thrill. Instantly I betray It all. I 
betray the sanctity of the dove's coat, 
white as sheets. My sobriquet for you is death. 
You· scream at me, beat me with a newspaper, 
to be a dog, and jump through your door for show. 
I resist. I shriek at you from the garden, the 
dark garden. Your window remains cold. I rip 
up flowers and leave my hair Instead. Thorns puncture soft 
flesh, needles saw my white skin. I'm an Invalid. 

Where are my songs of spring? Are swallows looming 
in the sky my calling? The dove coos from the garden 
croft, Is he my spring soliloquy? Do you want me to 
add my voice to his? The water Is Ice now and I walt 
In this desolate place. The want-ads always need nurses could 
be one? Could I break this Ice? Do I have the constitution 
to save a life? I couldn't save yours. Do I have the power 
to leave my frozen fallacy? Can I make a rescue deal? 
Does any dying patient? If I stay I will bare the sting 
of hemlock; I will mourn. Can I cash It In and be re-born? 
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I sleep on the edge of the world. Silence is my pillow. Everything 
decays and disappears. Alive or dead it is only dust. Days 
go by without coffee breaks. I try to become the earth. 
Hunger fills me with black ashes. Climbing the frosty iron 
ladder I am frightened. What If I fall? Everyone will think I 
was crazy climbing a water tower, In the winter. I don't 
need towers to see. Men and women are all the same and none 
of them know love's name. I become the earth. Walked on, I 
cradle diamonds, coal. The cow doesn't make It over the moon, 
it swallows him. No rhyme. Dead time. I am sand. 

Sun always wakes me, curtains can't keep It out. 
I live again In the sweet smelling bed sheets. 
I roll In them, wrapping myself, spreadlng .my arms 
out In the vacant bed. They are wings and I soar. 
Ali I need Is with me. I remember your letters, your 
binding, subtle love. I am there again by baptism. 
I flow up a river of my own water Into a private cave. 
I feel at home In this new place, that I know like my 
childhood, like my hands. The fruit Is ripe here, dry 
spinning leaves to heaven In joyful whirl. I'm still In the Fall. 

Christopher Tower 
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The Widow 

She gave her children these images: 

Standing by a bankrupt window, 
face attentive to the rain, 
a dark dress In her closet. 

Or by a fountain, 
singing In a big city, 
off with the shoes, 

kicking like a showglrl. 

She drank coffee at length, 
mused, lost the square frame 
of her former world, 
kissed by other men In the back 
seats of cars. 

This woman, pale after death, 
read stories of the wild lands, 
mariner tales full of wind, 
and the malevolent, unfinished sea. 

Did she miss him, 
did. she plant pear trees 
of regret, crabapples of rage 
In the garden, did she dream . 
of drowning, or sleep on the bottom 
of her blue, green, her cool black sea? 

It baffled them, 
her sudden change, the depths 
of her speech, 

their mother's elegant hands, rlngless 
and calmer, the rain In her face, 
her quiet return. 

·Daniel Caito 



for Dzla-dzia 

Stash, 
square-headed 
apple-tree man, 
put me under the cucumber trellis 
gave me a yellowed one 
to wrap in cabbage leaves 
and croon to sleep. 

He let me eat dirt -
- and raspberries -

washing grit away 
with purple red juice. 

Picking a puckered 
still-green apple 
he showed the bug inside, 
bruiser of growing flesh -

- old flesh now 
dried up 
puckered from within 
by a bug. 

I give him an apple 
-red, ripe-

- but too crisp for gumming. 
I kiss his heavy cheek -

- my lips go right through it. 

Mary Mancewicz 
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Hardwear 

I worked in a hardware store 
got my hands rough, and calloused 
and at the end of the day I'd be 
perfumed with turpentine 
and latex paint 

I know all about reducing couplings, 
fuses, and how many ounces of ochre 
it takes to make 
Persimmon Patch green. 

The old men, the regulars, 
when they came in to have their pipes 
cut and threaded 
would never ask me, they'd laugh 
and summon one of the "guys." 
Took me from a two-inch bushing 
to a three-quarter size. 

Well, one day I settled it. 
I took those ten foot lengths of pipe, 
scored them hard 
and cut them in pieces. 
Etched the galvanized threads, tightly 
and neatly around the ends, 
oiled them up, 
reamed them out, 
and shoved them in their hands. 

Do you know that a female· bushing 
keeps all of her threads 
on the inside? 

Leslie Gaye Wirpsa 
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Sweet Dreams 

there's a man 
in my closet. 
he whispers 

-let me out 
-it is dark 
-::i am alone 
-there is no one 
-to testify 
-that i aro not 

-someone else 

Janet Bad.t 

.. 
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Mad Dog (forBFL) 

They've backed you into the corner long enough. 
Now it's time for you to fight. 
You could curl up into a ball 
And let them come at you 

Plunge their spears 
Covered with the congealed blood of other victims 
Into your tender underbelly. 

I wasn't ashamed when they took me 
That way. 

I'm like an aborted child, 
In the jar with the formaldahyde 
Now, looking out. 
Even with my unformed eyes 
I can see your struggle 
Opportunity, 
Chance for me is gone. 
Still ... 

Your tongue swells in your throat 
And your lips are covered with spitUe. 
t didn't have time to hate. 
Just bemoan the loss 
Of virgin life. 

We were born women, 
Which is like being spayed, 
And which is excuse enough 
To be insane and a spinster 
At age nineteen. 
I'm lost, 
But they're still watching the defense 
From your diminishing corner, 
Wondering whether you're worth saving 
Or if they should put the bullet in, 

There, 
At the base of your skull. 

L.M. Staley 
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Twain's Paper Children 

What are you supposed to make 
Of these dead Indians? 

Do they lie on the banks of 
Mountain streams, 
Their bluest blood sifting down 
Among the gold-speckled fish and water spiders 
Slow, slowing down to irrigate the valleys 

Do they lie inside white picket fences, 
Victims of a promotion-hungry General, 
Cracked earth and dried potted 
Flowers, and a cross 
Sanctuary for excommunicated saints. 

Or do they lie on the flat desert land 
Organs dust that blows across 
The highway 
Bones bleached white as this paper 
Sockets, wise and old 
Staring up 1nto the sun. 
You never heard his step, 
Or his children's laugh, 
And you never wi II. 

What are you supposed to make 
Of these dead Indians? 
Are they as alive as 
Twain's paper children 
Being tossed off the back of the train 
One by one 
Until they fluttered in its wake 
Until their ink ran in the rain 
Until the character 
Whose name I have forgotten 
Was back in his seat, and staring out 
At that desert 
Cracked earth 
Picket fences 
Mountains in the distance. 

So what do you make of my 
Dead cowboys? 

LM. Staley 
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Espresso Grounds 

The silt of espresso 
is papa in the cup. 

It is his 
morning beard 
his speckled-egg hands. 
It collects in the center 
and clings to the sides 
his temples 
fringed in the coarseness 
of black and mocha brown, gray. 

Silt of the smile 
in morning 
left in the cup 
--a stroke of smooth. 

Silt is the soil 
coming from the roots 
of his soles 
walking on cacao, 
cane and bean. 

The silt is the skin of the espresso 
against the blinding white 
of cup, 
shielding in dark and warm. 

The silt is my thought 
rooted in papa's dark soil
dormant 
after he has started planting 
in the morning. 

Lisa Mammel 
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Waves 

Waves 
sleep slowly washing from my head 
lapping gently away dreamed fragments. 
Waves 
water sliding down to tiled shower floor: 
ripple of shiny glaze slick on brown. 
Waves 
wall-hard cold assaulting me; 
uncooperative legs stretch on dark pavement. 

Runners surge from chalked white line, 
spreading out, 
as their breath, 
into sting of air. 

Waves 
sound as the baying of fathers hounds 
in South Carolina pjnes. 
Waves 
land artificial and manicured, unbelievably solid. 
Over frozen waves fading green-brown my body tumbles 
Waves 
towel thickness descends. 

Quietly they pull me 
softly ever softly 
in unfeeling anaesthesia 
to black. 

J. Rubin 
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moment at a window on an afternoon 
when my hands feel my eyes disappear 
A Sestina 

As I sit, here on a Friday afternoon, 
head held, between the palms of my hands, 
the trees whisper, in through the window. 
I close my eyes, 
hoping, the day will disappear, 
if only for a moment. 

And in that moment, 
evening slips over afternoon, 
and I disappear, 
from the pressure between my hands, 
the sand behind my eyes, 
to the lulling, that passes in through the window. 

Traveling away from that prison window, 
I skate on a frozen moment, 
starlight shielding my eyes, 
from the burn of afternoon. 
With nothing left to bind my hands, 
I let go my mind, and the thorns disappear. 

What if I would 
disappear forever, close the pane in the window, 
push it down with my hands, 
leave myself with infinite moment, 
never again a Friaay afternoon, 
never again a need, of shield before my eyes? 

A norse behind me, my hands react and the stars disappear, 
I open my eyes and turn, back to the window, 
back to a fleeUng moment on a Friday afternoon. 

Gary M. Johnson 
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On seeing mother after 9 years 

Your hair in my memory was like thorns, 
crimson thistles scratching my heart. 
Whenever I'd try to pull you out, 
yank your white, sinewy roots, 
I found endless cords gripping the soil 
of myself. 

Now I gaze at the freckles on your arm, 
those tiny hyrogliphics on hesitant skin 
remain although the flesh grows sad. 
For years from inside that wall of pain 
I tried to make you a no-name mother, 
and I nearly made me 
a no-name me. 

I joined hands with a Ghost 
named anger, stepped slowly 
smelling the scar-cracks in the wall 
till I finally scraped the mud 
and dissolved it into tears. 

Leslie Gaye Wirpsa 
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A Birthday Wake 

In the tiny front parlor 
(reserved for births and deaths) 
blue smoke 
curls 
heavenward 
at head and toe 
rising from fat church candles 
their death-pale wax 
reflecting 
clasped hands slowly turning black 
around a rosary 
and dogeared prayer book. 

Fitful illumination 
from flames 
but magic-
like the proud 
procession of a 
birthday cake 
in a darkened room 
- a time for wishes -
leaving only blue tendrils 
growing toward God 
bearing wishes. 

Mary Mancewicz 
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To Prophet William Lewis 

On the blackest Lacota night 
above the slumbering trailer camp 
may his broken ghost curl 
with all the spite eleven years 
on earth could muster 
around the tall blue poles 
from which your prophet listing hangs, 
naming you, in self-genesis, 
and around the stocks you raised 
to whup his boyhood out of him. 

Let him come 
to wire his mother's dreams with terror, 
unknot all the sixes 
you have ever sneered as Satan's 
and bind you, prophet, 
to be cast out, unforgiven, 
into outer darkness. 

Chris Oosterbaan 
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Theft 

Lean 
off base 
with crouched speed 
at that point 
where safe 
means a hand on the bag 
as the glove sweeps across your back 
until at last 
he kicks his leg 
falls toward home 
momentum 
stealing his option 
lets loose 

the ball 
his attention 

turns his back 
and you fall toward second 
push your body ahead 
legs behind 
always behind. 
like sticks 
like trees 
you fall at last into that horizontal 
that head-first slide 
where legs are thrown further back 
arms further toward the base 
away from that voice that says 
men don't fall head-first into anything 
willingly 
but you 
past that fear 
do fall 

slide 
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hands 
chest 
belly · 
balls 
stones dig deep 
roll like teeth 
between thighs 
and ground 
yielding up 
sweet strawberries. 
Slide 
head-first 
to be safe 
to gain acquittal 
from the watchers 
who now can't shake their heads 
toss away their programs saying 
you didn't try; 
instead 
that catcher had a cannon 
for an arm. 

Shanti Bhuyan 
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Yesterday 
Order flattered Itself 
and walked the earth. 
Assuming the essence of non-color 
It had no shape 
but was captured and outlined 
by the movement of things creative. 

Turning, twisting, 
convulsing through the negative spaces and gaps 
of earthly life 
It moved ... 

.. .in and out of heartbeats 
It pulsed ... 

... back and forth from hand to tool 
It formed a bridge ... 

... In, through, back and around 
from artist's eye to painted form 
It danced ... 
forming a perfect circle. 

Pulsing, shaking, spinning ... 
alive 
Order found a home on this earth 

and 

Yesterday 

It stayed. 
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" I ask you, sir, to 
stand face to face 
with me, as a friend 
would; show me the 
favor of your eyes." 

Sappho 

It is not a question 
of belief. I simply 
cannot follow you, 
cannot share the moon 
you saw, equally 
shining on late grass 
and water, can not see 
you, the black traveler, 
casUng shadows 
before yourself 
otherwise. 

Now tell me 
the news. Were 
there soldiers? Were 
they silent, or did the moon hum 
with them, following 
their brave songs? Were 
they wounded, clattering? 
Or was there only 

a widow, pouring water? 

Catherine White 
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Lilith 

Look to me, Lilith. 
Do you recall that other 
Self? The cries, the searing 
Of the flesh, clinging scar, 
Then left, alone to face the lost evil 
Creeping past in the light 
Of a thousand new stars. 
Then, Man, you were lonely -
Demanded of God (and you, somehow so great) 
Some Thing to replace the lost flesh, 
Some tired body, taken again 
From you - so small a part, so slight, 
The rib, eased from the center 
And molded, made to grow, 
Made so well and beautiful, made 
To make your table, your children, 
Made. You and she 
Made feast for angels, 
Resounded the simple thanks 
Dally, nightly, each breath 
And sigh and groan and whimper 
A part of the matins of Day, for 
Him, Him, Him. 

I do not fault you that, 
That loyalty. I wish you simply to look; 
Look to that scar we share, that good 
Scar, the stain In your side, 
Of purity. Recall me, then, 
Once thy terror - Man, In you 
I was impure, created the first. 
Not Qt but with, nay, within. 
Say my name. Lilith. 
Lilith, Lilith. 
As I was taken, torn, 
You slept, dreaming something 
Gone. That vision, 
Perhaps, we dreamt, of the tall trees down, 
Of winter, blazing fires, 
But cold. Such evil in Paradise! 
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And you slept. Say her name, 
Say Eve, that night, 
First spent in chill, the clammy 
Flesh of still bloody hides 
Crouched around your shoulders 
For warmth. Say any name 
To comfort you. 

Man, you only begin to see, 
To realize your evil. 
Still you fear the howl 
Of night, the wall that tears 
Your bowels each time It storms
The thunder beats and quivers 
In the smooth flesh of the scar, 
Echoing the lost patterns, 
The whorls of experience. 
Perhaps you've never noticed 
The smoothness of the scar, the side 
Where no prints formt the side 
Against sensation. Perhaps you've only 
Heard me pass, In the screech of the owl 
Or the rustle of grasses. You wonder, 
I know, Lilith knows, 
Of what is missing. 
I tell you: 
It is I. 

Elaine M. Klein 
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