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The Loyal Earth 

What does it teach us, 
this planet with only 
one sun, one moon? 
Under four moons 
a woman could have 
four lovers singing 
to her under four 
balconies; moonlight 
would wash the soot 
off the night. Where 
would the bogeyman 
hide his cudgel 
and knapsack? When 
would the deer glide 
into the cornfield 
to feed? 

With two suns setting 
like serpent's eyes 
over the water, 
priest begins to doubt, 
wife to look away. 
Two suns spying 
and telling secrets 
at high noon 
make the farmer's son 
lift his shovel 
and strike his brother, 
make the child set 
her parents' house on fire. 

Who could be alone 
on a four-moon planet? 
Who could believe 
a lover under 
two blazing suns? 

5 

Gretchen Knapp 



6 

An Auden Tanka 

Out behind the portico the tree weeps. 
A fell swoop of leaves, 
Wind stripping and defleshing the ailing elm 
Within (amazingly) one cool hour. 
Personification seems suitable here. Elm sending tears 
Earthward, such lovely green-gold lament. 

Tanka 

Restive, I wander 
through a field of wet bracken-
cobwebs visible 
in such light, sun glinting dew. 
There's no end to desire. 

Drew Dumsch 

Drew Dumsch 



Looking At Pictures 

The way the grandmother moves 
thickly in pale morning silence. 
How can words make her creak 
like she does, how can they 
fit the floor beneath her, 
the way it breathes at her feet. 
It knows the order of the days, 
and will lead her along draped windows, 
past chairs and the table 
that waits for Thanksgiving, 
near mahogany shelves 
where life keeps steady in its picture frames. 

The woman with the white-limbed child, 
the one who will share me. 
Won't her lips waver with greeting, 
her eyes flicker back into my stare? 
I am there, in that frame, 
in the hand on the hair, 
in the thin cells of the spindly girl, 
in the shoulders that touch, the man's 
and the woman's. 

Is this what she will clutch, 
when I am gone, when she is gone, 
my face in her hands? 
I must turn my head quickly, 
like babies, like sex, I am 
frightened of anything, everything 
too beautifu I. 

Kris Bierschbach 
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AUTOBIOGRAPY 
IN WHICH I COMPARE MYSELF TO A PIECE OF KIELBASA 

"Koshi Koshi Kosiany. Pojedziemy do mamy. A od mamy do taty. Jest tam 

piesek kudlaty," Cioci Stella sang as I splashed in the bath. She poured powder on 

my bottom, wrapped me in a diaper, kissed Toria, gave her a bottle, went home and 

the next morning she was dead on the floor. They said it was a tumor in her breast. I 

didn't know that that was. I missed her. Now Mom had to sing alone as she gave me 

my bath, "I'm Popeye the sailor man." 

"Toot Toot," I joined in. 

Kindergarten was scary. Tommy behind me pulled my hair. We weren't 

allowed to talk and Miss Rose made us all little ceramic Easter eggs . Mine had green 

polka dots and proclaimed "Happy Easter, Amelia." 

Aunt Sissy asked if I was excited that the Easter bunny would be coming soon. 

"Did the Easter bunny die on the cross? Did the Easter bunny open the gates of 

heaven?" I demanded. Early fanaticism. It wore off with time, no need to peel it 

painfully away, to scrub until I was raw. It was harder to get off the dirt from the day we 

put in Donna's pool. "No rocks in this dirt," said the crafty salesman. He should've 

been selling used cars, no fill dirt. 

I played the piano in the bar. I'd just gotten my first book of music. I played me 

three bar pieces over and over while Grandma and Toria danced. Grandma Milka with 

her bowed legs, Polish accent and a head that could add up five people's drink orders 

in two seconds flat. She'd sit me on her lap on the porch out back and sing Polish 

songs. She told me how when she was little the gutters by the roads in Malec flowed 

fast and dangerous as a river, so to make mud pies, she had to pee on the dust at the 

side of the road. 

I sewed a piece of needlepoint to my shirt the day Grandpa died. It was a 

rooster--an educational toy. Mom came home, face as red as its comb. When Daddy's 

dog Fury bit Toria, I ran around like a bat infuriated by the sight of blood. Stains 

dripped down her yellow shirt with its tiny blue flower. We sat in the house with our 

cousins. Lisa's hair was dark and frizzy. Rina's face was olive colored. Mom said that 

one day when Grandma Nana washed Rina's face it was pale as mine. The adults 

came back, eyes all puffy. I knew Grandpa was gone but I didn't know where. 



Leon, Mack and Joe Columbus were my friends. Sitting around the bar all day , 

Daddy sweating on the other side, Grandma Milka in her big chair. The wall paper by 

the bar had so many things to look at and read. The blonde lady in a dress of feathers 

which spelled NOT NOW DARLING was my favorite. When we drove through Cass 

Corridor between Detroit and Hamtramck, we asked Mom who those women were. 

leaning against the buildings in their faded skin tight jeans, smoking long, brown 

cigarettes. "Those are bad women who like to steal men," she replied quickly, saying 

nothing more. Toria and I rolled up the windows, so they couldn't get Daddy . 

Leon came to the bar's Halloween party dressed as a plucked chicken. Short 

and skinny in his long underwear with feathers pasted on here and there. Daddy 

dressed up as a bum who sold radios. His glued on beard even fooled Grandma. He 

tried to sell Leon a radio at his house. Leon chased him out with a butcher knife and 

the next day a "No Solicitors" sign hung on his door. 

"What does your dad do?" was the question our third grade teacher asked. "My 

dad owns a bar," I said proudly. The bar was wonderful--cool and dark in the summer. 

We played pool and danced to polkas on the juke box and talked to Bill and Linda, 

Clay and Gary. But in the sixth grade I heard Todd Hoffman whisper--"Well , she 

comes from a strange home. Her dad owns a bar and her Grandma works there. 

They're all a bunch of dumb Polaks." Suddenly I saw my Grandma the way they 

pictured her--a big boned, pipe smoking hillbilly, waiting on tables in a seedy old bar. 

knew it wasn't true, but I saw it in their faces, in their eyes looking for something to pity 

and ridicule. "Doesn't your dad own a bar?" Todd demanded. "No," I replied . 

I was wearing those jeans the night I met Jon. The DJ was playing Depeche 

Mode and Run DMC and we danced with our hands, moving them to tangle with each 

other, twining sinuously in never-ending motion, curving and sliding. I wanted to be 

black, to dance the way Dan and Khalid and Muffy did. I let the music take hold of me, 

felt the bass in my stomach, spun and pounded. He spoke to me with his hands, 

caressing mine, enveloping them. They responded with a tactile kiss. Our heads bent 

close. U of D dances were kiss marathons. Tony Beaulieu and his date made it all of 

the way through the long mix of "Only You." That kiss was practically longer than their 

relationship. Matt Kreuger serenaded Jon and I whenever they played "Careless 

Whispers." We've always had more than words. Now every part of him speaks to me, 

singing in languages only the two of us know. 

9 
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Rachel and I sat in the Harlequin loft in makeup covered T-shirts, reading the 

walls. I smeared the gooey brown paste on Jon's face and smoothed it with a sponge. 

Jiba didn't need base. I drew lines on his face, making him old. Jason became a 

badger, and tiny little Thea was a boy monk. We sang "Hotel California" and Pat and I 

tango-ed to "We All Live in a Yellow Submarine." The actors and actresses would go 

on stage and Rachel and I would creep up the stairs and sit, letting the memories tickle 

our eyes. They used to write in eyeliner. The picture of the Fat Lady is in the corner, 

surrounded by the pencilled-in boxes, filled with names and roles and words of 

wisdom. We made up stories about who the people must've been; we tried to figure 

out the quotes, like "Fuck the dragon. King Lear Act 4 line 26." The Fat Lady placidly 

accepts it all, swatting at flies from her wicker chair, the radio going full blast all day 

long. I've never seen her face. 

The play would end, and the rooms would fill with noise and roses and laughter 

and we'd leave, still in our pencil lines, convincing ourselves of our maturity, heading 

for Greektown or Rock-n-Bowl. Rock-n-Bowl was the only bar in Detroit that didn't care 

if our age was pencilled on. Kendall went the wrong way down a one way street, 

Brennan drove right past Rock-n-Bowl and found his way back an hour later. The 

lights flickered as we danced, becoming something more than ourselves, full of foreign 

voices, covered with false faces, half in the light, half in the dark, loving each other. 

Daddy and Uncle Eddie make kielbasa in the dark cluttered basement beneath 

the bar. Sometimes they would let me chop the garlic, smashing it into pulpy bits, 

releasing its stinging juice. Now I am old enough to mix the meat myself. Daddy 

grinds it, tumbling the chunks of pork into the bowl and I mix it in with the salt and all 

spice, and pepper and garlic. The chunks become elongated and take on bits of garlic 

and bulge where the round black all spice becomes embedded. The meat is icy and 

the garlic makes my hands swell, but still I pound it, slide it through my hands. The 

meat sticks to my fingers, weighing them down. This is who I am. Amelia. Weighted 

down by chunks of kielbasa, mixed in with garlic and spice, pounded and beaten, 

reshaped and bulging. Raw and red, working and waiting to be churned and mixed 

and spit out into the endless smooth casing formed by my ideas and actions, baked 

and smoked, simmering in my own juices. Made the old fashioned way, but with a 

dash of Detroit and a splash of the twenty first century. Yes, Todd Hoffman, I'm Polish , 

and Italian, too, and my dad owned a bar and my grandma worked there. But the bar 

was magic and the customers called Grandma Mama. Yes I saw drunks and poor sad 



old women who sat and stared at the wall all day. And I emerge, unique and 

triumphant, formed and fitted by my own hands, looking like no other. Come too close 

and you'll smell my powerful seasonings. I am no longer a small chunk of raw meat, 

squashing as you punch me, bleeding my tears. 

Amelia V. Katanski 
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Untitled 
Kate Erin Husband 



An American Dream 
(written for music) 

we never see the negative spaces 
time spent in places 
waiting for the show 

we never see the full composition 
we grab at the front page 
and hold our position 

when you believe 
in negative spaces 
it's like nothing to lose 

everybody dies 
and fades into the background 

I believe in negative spaces 
complexity in traces 
around what wasn't 
more than was 

an American dream 
hope in the promise land 
kickin' up the dry sand 
where nothing ever grows 
light never shows 
just another day 
on a midwestern band stand 

Grant Johnston 
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Ghazal 

The birds feel the wind in one blaring throng, 
freeing the elms who wait naked in their silence. 

Bodies stuff themselves in each other's pockets, 
plaster together like overlapped billboards. 

Speech is trapped between her teeth like a delicacy. She 
bites violently; pulls words through the language like taffy. 

These are robin's egg blues, mute easter basket memories, 
shards of pale, ghosted purple, and weak ochre speckles. 

They stiffen like cartoon reptiles in the heat of a heavy sun. 
Something must break, the way a hard rain finally leaves the air. 

Kris Bierschbach 



Untitled 

I need to surround you, 

encompass with my hands 

what separates mind from body, 

that element which makes the 

everyday sensual to a being whose 

only knowledge is of beekeeping. 

I engulf this light, 

to the point of extinction, 

until I no longer feel the heat of your 

blood under my skin, 

until I hear the voice of my mother, 

disturbing yet welcomed, 

saying, "Sometimes satisfaction 

lies in not knowing." 

15 
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The Rest Stop 

He pulled the car over to the side of the road and opened the door. He turned 

the key out of the ignition and set them on his wife's thigh, they slipped into her lap and 

she looked at them and then up at him. Her eyes were blinking. 

He fumbled with the seat belt, slipped it over his shoulder and off, and climbed 

out to stretch his legs, maybe. Then he shut the door, not very hard, so as not to upset 

the children, but enough to make a satisfying bang, one that might interest his wife . 

Then he turned away from the blue Ford, which was exactly like his sister's, and 

walked away across the road towards the cornfield. His daughter, in the seat behind 

the driver's, pressed her hands against the window and turned to look. The seatbelt 

was tight around her stomach, though. 

His father had done this once. He and his sister sat in the back seat kicking at 

each other's ankles and complaining to the front seat about the country smells that 

were to be suffered each time the Ford passed a cow farm or a pig farm. His mother 

sat in the front seat and clutched the armrest to make his father brake, and sang along 

with the radio wearing sunglasses. Then his father had parked the car on the shoulder 

and climbed out and walked away over the hill. The three left behind listened to 

American Pie on the radio and waited for an explanation, and in a half an hour his 

father came back with mud on his shoes and a rip in the knee of his khaki slacks, and 

they finished the drive without any speaking or singing or kicking. 

Now he stood in the center of the cornfield and considered the Ford back on the 

road, holding his wife and children. He considered the day, the open sky bowling over 

the even rows of the cornfield. He stood alone in the center of the cornfield, the stalks 

all around him just this weekend growing tall enough to hide him. He breathed away 

the stifling air of the car and his kids and his wife, and breathed away the memory of 

the back seat and his mother's eyes behind her sunglasses and his father walking up 

the hill, away from the Ford. 

He breathed in the sky and the stalks and a trace of the cows from earlier along 

the road, and turned back towards the car. He pushed his way back to the road, 

hoping his wife had not slid across the seat and turned the keys into the ignition an 

driven away with his children and his Ford. He decided that she hadn't, and smiled at 

her in his mind for not wearing sunglasses on such a bright day. 
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He came to the road and saw the Ford. As he stepped towards it, he kicked a 

pebble and noticed how dry it was, how clean his shoes were. He wondered where 

his father had gone, what had happened to the knee of his father's khaki slacks. Then 

he was at the car and opening the door and climbing in, his pants neat and pressed. 

He reached the seatbelt around his shoulders and clicked it tight. His wife put 

the keys in his hand--held it for no more than a moment, letting go before the children 

noticed, and turned the radio on, and they were quiet all the way home. 

Andrew Sherrod 
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ROXANNE'S NEW FRIEND 

When her new friends stopped by the apartment, Roxanne was careful enough 

to leave the door wide open. She did not want them to feel trapped there, three of 

them lined up on her used sofa, the other one in a chair all to himself. Although it was 

her secret desire, or at least she thought that they must think that it was her secret 

desire, to actually slam the door and bolt it and stand before it, shouting "Now you are 

MINE!" she left the door as wide open as any door could be. Not that she thought that 

they thought she would do something bad to them after shouting that . Shutting the 

door and shouting that, she thought that they thought, would be just bad enough. 

So Roxanne left the door wide open, so that it wasn't a special visit at all and 

anyone at all could just walk right in and join them for tea. "Hope I'm not interrupting 

anything," that person would say. "Oh, excuse me!" some other person would say, "I 

didn't know you were--but as long as I'm here why don't I sit down?" Then of course 

she would have to introduce them all, because that was her job as the hostess, even 

though she had hardly ever been a hostess before and had never had any practice 

therefore at being one. But that wasn't the problem in itself. Roxanne figured she 

could introduce each one of her new friends to anyone who might walk in. What she 

was scared of was giving out the wrong names. Although she knew that the three 

people on the couch were named Joe, Lisa and Tim from left to right, and that the 

young man in the chair, the one she liked the best with the blond, blonde hair, was 

named James. Roxanne also knew other names for them which she had made up. 

Joe, Lisa and Tim were Porkpie, Milkjugs, and Mr. Yuck, respectively. James 

was called ... oh she didn't want to think it, she didn't want to add anymore force to it, 

what if she just blurted it out, giving out his most special beautiful name in the 

introduction to just anyone off the street, to even a friend she knew, what if she said it 

anyway without even having to introduce him at all? Because he didn't know it, he 

thought the door was wide open and that everything was o.k., because he didn't know 

it and he thought she called him Jim. 

When the neighbor lady walked in, the word "Sunshine," had already been 

giving the tip of Roxanne's tongue an uncomfortable tan. No sooner than Mrs. 

Walkrightin had said, "Well, who have we here, Roxy darling?" did the word 

"Sunshine" burst forth from Roxanne's lips in splendid rays, and James, touched by 

the sudden light, jumped up from the chair and ran. Out the door. 

Erica Wagner 
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The Bones of the Matter 

When he lost the leg to gangrene, 
he kept mourning to a bare minimum: 
limbs in essence are marginal 
and need not be considered intrinsic 
to livelihood . 

Being sentimental, however, he marked his 
recovery with many therapeutic measures: 

His fibula lovingly carved into the ivory shaft 
of his walking cane (the knob itself polished 
oak because he didn't want to grasp too much 
of what he'd lost). 

His tibia whittled down to 3 1/2 chopsticks with the tiny 
words "let's eat" etched on the sides in Chinese characters. 

The knee cap and cartilage given to the dog to chew 
(man-beast bonding can take on absurd proportions) . 

All foot parts were ground to a fine dust, magic powder 
to sprinkle in his grandchild's cocoa mug to cure the 
hiccups. 

And you're wondering if the flesh had any say in its destiny. 
Already weary and wasted before the leg set to rot, it--
hair, skin, fat, veins, muscle and sinew--knew the time 
was right to slip the bone. Having lost all hope, the flesh 
was in no position to begrudge the flames of a hospital 
incinerator. 

Drew Dumsch 



The Sleeper 

And in the corner, 
one old woman looking out the window, 
chatting contentedly with her sisters 
about the new lace she is tatting 
for her bridal bed, 
oblivious to the booming television 
and the shuffle of cards and nurses, 
yes, even. to the hesitant touch 
of a visiting husband. 
She pads around the room, 
as ancient as the cats 
that fill the Colosseum, 
those old Roman ghosts 
stepping softly around 
tourists and cameras, 
deaf to the foreign cooing 
of Japanese children, 
secure like them that nothing 
can take this land from her now. 

21 
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Crows 

He walks slowly along the edge of the cornfield, back, toward the woodlot . The 

crows have already seen him (their scout, watching from a tree, called his presence) 

but continue eating the waste corn left this year. The man knows they feel safety in 

their distance, knows too, they will come when he is settled. 

Dark, rainless clouds bring a wind that moves half-barren trees; the light is 

weak. The turned field--the rough shape of its furrowed soil and broken stalks--is hard 

on his bad knee. He wears a brace, but even so it gives, throbs with pain that catches 

his breath. 

He'd seen the flock this morning, driving in from selecting the cattle for 

slaughter. Through the window of his truck he watched them land in his field--wild , 

circling, black, their cawing a distant, turning sound. The rest of the morning he spent 

fixing the old tractor, scrubbing the rust from its underbelly, patching the holes, turning 

the uneven shape back to straight, smooth lines. He still uses the old machine that 

had been his father's, forty years after the farm had passed to him. 

During English, the principal comes and calls him out into the hallway. He is 

fifteen and in the tenth grade. "Your father's in the hospital. I'm to take you there ." The 

principal won't look directly at him, instead looks into the classroom. Leaving, he 

forgets his books on his desk, the class continuing on. 

The flock was still there when he went to the mailbox. There'd been a letter 

from his son, away at school. He read that first . His fingers seemed too big to open it, 

his rough hands too shaky. He read quickly, then his eyes slowed, lost their half-smile . 

This was something beyond him. He gripped the letter tightly, then loosened his 

hands and let it lie on his fingers, unsure how to hold it. The thin skin of his face pulled 

to a frown, fitting the sharp, familiar lines. 

His son at nine, running through the cornfield, his hands cupped , held out 

before him, delicate, careful though his feet are awkward and wild in their placement. 

"Father," he calls, "Father, I found a bird." The man comes out of the barn as the boy 

approaches. "What you got?" "A bird." He is walking now, holding his hands against 

his chest. "A baby bird. I found it back in the woods, just on the ground." "Let's see ." 

The boy lifts one hand slowly, cupping the bird underneath. "Put that thing down. 

That's a crow. You don't want nothing to do with that." "But, Dad, it's just a baby. It's 
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hurt, too." "I said put the damn thing down. They're filthy birds. The worst there are ." 

The boy, hesitating at first, carefully sets the bird down on the dirt drive then looks up at 

his father with anger and fear and disappointment that catch at the man's chest. The 

crow flaps out of the boy's small hand, one wing beating at the ground, raising a small 

cloud of dust, the other unmoving, oddly crooked. The bird settles, dust dulling the 

black of its feathers. Kneeling by it, the boy watches. His father, seeing the concern in 

his son, wants to tell him that the bird will be fine, that they'll care for it. He wants to 

reach out and touch the boy's shoulder, but his hands stay close at his sides. This is 

only a crow. "Go and get me the shovel," he tries to say gently, but the words come 

sharp, too loud. "And then go on in and wash your hands good." "What are you gonna 

do?" "Just go. Now." The boy stands up, walks toward the barn, looks back at the 

crow, his father, then goes on into the dark building. 

His breathing had turned hard, deep. It trembled. The letter became something 

unmoving and permanent. His eyes closed tightly, he could still see it, the white 

paper, the shape of the words, the way the folds broke the page unevenly. He thought 

then of putting it away, willed his hands to do so, thought, 'I will do this now,' but 

couldn't and waited, tried not to see the words but could not stop himself from reading 

it again. This wasn't anything he understood, didn't fit the world he knew: the farm, 

raising the cattle, working the fields, growing the corn he used as feed, the change of 

seasons--when to plant and harvest, and slaughter. Everything came together, had a 

place, He had taken what his father taught him, made his life by it, become secure in it 

so he no longer had to think about it, only act, and move with the year. But this, now, 

didn't fit, stopped him and he found he didn't know where to go, had no sense of 

direction; he couldn't even tell which way he faced, if the house lay in front of him, or 

the cornfield, or the near pasture--even the driveway beneath him was nameless 

beyond the letter. 

He noticed something, a sound, that had been continuous, but for a moment , 

unplaceable. The crows. Their calling became sharp again, from behind. He turned , 

lowering the letter, and looked at the birds scattered in his torn field. Watching, he was 

suddenly conscious of his strained breathing. He glanced around to see if anyone 

had heard, or noticed him standing in the drive staring at the paper. He shoved the 

letter in his pocket and walked to the house. 

He set the mail on the entryway table. "Mary," he called, tentatively, heading 

toward the kitchen. He got no answer, started to call for her again but remembered 

she'd left in the morning with Mrs. Whitting. At the kitchen doorway he realized that 
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he'd forgotten to take off his coat and boots--something he'd never missed before , a 

ritual of entering the house he'd followed for years. 

Mary would be home soon. She always returned before noon to make lunch. 

The refrigerator was loud. He listened to the steady sound. It drew him in , calmed 

him, distorted his sense of time--everything became motionless. 

Through the opposite doorway he could see the table in the living room where 

the photographs were. He knew them by place , and spoke to the one of his father. 

"What would you have done? Nothin'--l'd never've done this . I'll die same as you." 

He rubbed his eyes with his fingers. "You never saw me, though, takin ' this place over. 

But you knew, you knew I'd never dare not, even with you dead." His voice fell away, 

the house quiet--he strained to hear the hum through the silence. 

He got the gun and his crow call from the den, the owl decoy from the barn ; 

walked to the field where the flock was still at rest , the path around its edge--doing th is 

thing knowing nothing else to do, following what came easiest to him. 

The farm is no longer as large as it had been when his father was alive--he 's 

had to sell land, couldn't support it all. He has never been able to run it like his fath er, 

though he's always tried to follow him exactly. It is as if his father had known some 

magic he never shared, a knowledge now gone lost in the earth. 

He pauses, the gun cradled in his arm. Breathing hard, he looks over the fie ld 

then on behind him to the road, the house and barn , the pasture where the catt le are, 

knows very suddenly when his eyes have wandered past the lines of his property , 

knows, too , a feeling that he still owns land that was once his , like a man who has pain 

in a leg he has lost. 

He focuses then on where he is going; the old tree where he bu ilt the blind at 

the end of the field . He caresses the gun with the hand holding it against him , his skin 

thin and loose the bone clear underneath. Hearing the crows now, he hates them , but 

their sound is strong, fills him, pushes him on . 

He hangs the owl from a low branch on a tree twenty feet from his bl ind. The 

wind pulls at it slightly, twisting it on the string. Lowering his th in body to the ground 

behind the blind of piled branches, he leans one hand on the smooth , barkless tru nk of 

the old tree. It has lost all its limbs, its top long fallen: it runs down to its roots , does not 

rise form the earth. He settles the gun across his lap. A car, its motor low and distant, 

passes on the road . Some crows move into the tree by the road , the n return to the 

corn. Over the top of the blind, he looks at the owl decoy--this thing the crows will hate 
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and attack and lose their fear of man before, driven mad by the sound of a baby craw's 

scream. 

His back hard against the tree he feels for a moment solid, unmovable, that 

even the wind is unable to stir his hair; did not hear the creak as his body first pushed 

against it, the tree now hollow, weakening. He reaches in his pocket for the crow call 

and brushes the letter. He pulls that out instead. Unfolds it . Reads. 

When the crows come to the shrill scream they come a black mass that loses 

form after form--hearts pounding they attack the owl, try to stop the sound that calls and 

turns them wild. The man rises with the gun, knowing the moves and actions so well 

that even old and weak and stiff he flows and finds a kind of magic of his own. The 

birds swarming the owl he could just shoot and hit randomly but chooses one instead 

the shotgun loud it breaks the crows' sound the bird explodes black turns red it falls 

another blast a second bird this sound takes even the wind. 

Then stops. He lowers the gun to load two more shells. He hears his breathing , 

becomes conscious of it. He feels suddenly that he will stop breathing, that he must 

force himself to take in air. There is movement on the ground, under the tree. He 
, r 

looks. The second crow he shot is only wounded. It works itself in a circle, flapping 

one wing, the other gone. He hears it scream, its voice in pain distinct among the 

other birds' noise. Its blood wets the dirt. He feels its black eye watch him. The gun is 

heavier when he aims at the bird, the kick harder when he shoots, the sound, harsher. 

When the bird lies still, the flock circling above it, the old man leans over to pick 

up his son's letter from the ground. He looks again at the dead crow, the spread of 

black feathers, thinks of the shovel coming down hard, no scream but he could fee! the 

bones give through the handle, then, turning around, his son's face at the window, 

watching, learning. 

Corey Marks 
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Mother: 

Father: 

Bred 

she carries on her stomach 
a yeasty loaf of flesh 
the remnant of my rising. 
Nineteen years later 
she still kneads these stretchmarks nightly. 

if she is the baker he is 
the oven. 
He cooks me hard 
and golden brown. 
If sliced, I will be delicious. 

Michelle Murray 



Matching The Threads 

With a gentle, insistent push, 
a lake breathes, imploring the trees: 
turn your leaves 
and tell another story. 

I hear the crash of waves 
against the beach at St. Joseph. 
We are watching the summer storm 
make its way across Lake Michigan. 
We can see it coming, bright threads 
walking on choppy water, 
cutting through a charcoal night 
drawing our eyes from the glow 
of Chicago on the far shore. 
Earlier, when the sun set, Alan's hair stood up 
straight, at attention. Steph and I laughed, until he said 
that ours was out on end, too: "None of us are wearing 
rubber-soled shoes!" 
We got scared and jumped back into the Honda. 
My first lesson in how to get struck by lightning. 

We sit on a platform eight feel above the sand: 
the lifeguard's steel tower is our challenge to fate. 
Sitting there, we play 
chicken, waiting for the threads to unravel and decompose 
into total chaos, before the universe succumbs to order 
and civilization--the exhilaration of mischief! 
It is here: for an instant, it is here, 
and during that instant I understand everything. 
I want to stay and shake my fists at God, 
to ask the questions that have no answers, 
all of them, to hear the answers in a crack of fire: 
I want to be struck by lightning! 

The wind picks up. It starts to sprinkle. We climb down. 
We find a spot well away from the water and sit on a dune 
and wait. The storm wades in. We return to Alan's house 
before the rain can stain our clothes. 
In the morning, the usual traces of a night storm: 
misty piers, wet grass, and dripping trees. 
I try to discern clouds from the mist--
the sun breaks through and disappears, 
an instant in time that reveals everything, 
an instant not unlike the one felt 
when a girl secures herself to the notion that she is 
finally, a woman. 

Pauline Harris 
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The Laser Tag Version of Little Red Riding Hood 

As Little Red Riding Hood was running through the woods with her laser tag 

rifle, she caught a glimpse of the big bad wolf in his anti-establishment blue vest . She 

did a tumbling dive, fakes a jump to the right and brought her sights down squarely on 

the ... why, it wasn't the wolf at all (not even a little) it was Mr. Lumberjack. Mr. 

Lumberjack said, "My, my, what are you doing so far from home, little protector of the 

status quo?" 

And red riding hood said, "I'm hunting down the wolf, like the dirty swine of a 

dog he is, the jackal!" Mr. Lumberjack replied, "You know, LRRH , all of Buddha's 

creatures play a role in keeping the universe in balance, even the wolf has a job to do 

in educating his fellow sisters and brothers toward higher consciousness." 

"I guess you are preferentially correct," admonished the best shot this side of 

Kay-Bee toy stores. 

And off she walked, thankful for a grain of enlightenment, knowing that if she 

ever met the wolf again, they might lie down together as friends and share corn chips 

and flat soda. 

Towards the end of the day she was getting hungry and cranky, wishing she 

had remembered to bring that last can of jalapeno sardines or maybe some whipped

cream flavored eels in barbecue sauce with a chaser of cran-apple-and-pine juice. As 

she topped the next rise, what to her wondering eyes should materialize but a big wolf 

with a laser rifle that made the one in Aliens look like a cannon! 

As her heart fluttered, she remembered what the lumberjack had said; about 

love and friendship and mutual trust and tax-deferred interest. In agonizingly show 

me, she saw the wolf lower his sights, saw him reach for the trigger and 

squuueeeeeezzzzzzzzeeeeeeeee. As her super-ego fought to remain still, trusting 

her actions to serve as a lesson of moral rectitude for the wolf, her tortured inner self 

surfaced like a man who has finally discovered that he cannot breathe through his 

ears!! Without even a twitch of a thought or the slightest hint of what her body and soul 

had in mind, she dropped like a B-1 bomber on a test flight, bringing her monstrous 

tool into play before her, the trigger welcomed her openly as an old friend. 6 semi

automatic shots sang out like white light slightly out of focus, >>>>>>fffflllaaarrrrree. 

Looking up, the wolf wasn't just tagged, out of the game. He was ..... . well, 

....... vaporized, totally gone, a not-here-dude. Puzzled, our she-hero looked at her 

weapon settings and SHOCK!! The emergency overdose was tripped, it's pale red 

light blinking like an accusation. One small slip of quadruple redundancy settings, an 
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accidental entry of 4 secret nested passwords and an erroneous pulling back of a 

huge phlange and what once had been a happy, full-of-life, trollopping evil beasty was 

now ...... ionized hamburger .. . 

As her head hung in confusion and elmer-be-fuddlement, an old comrade 

ambled up from behind the hill, Hoss, striding with easy ease like the water buffalo out 

of time that he is! He put a massive, reassuring hand on Little Red's quivering 

shoulder and spoke softly, "Don't worry Little Hood, it's like Pa always says: 'The 

family that honeymoons together, eats prunes together."' Looking up with tearful eyes, 

she could only splerb (nothing else quite says it), "That's stupid. It doesn't even make 

sense." 

In reply, Hoss could only mutter, "Well, they can't all be gems." 

Tony Stratton 
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Six A.M. Chicago Time 
Kate Erin Husband 



Fingers 

After a while 
the mother begins to notice 
how her child's fingers curl 
around hers like a little hinge, 
how their hands swing 
between them 
as if there was a door there 
that jerked open 
and slammed shut. 

Gretchen Knapp 
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Untitled 
Amelia V. Katanski 




