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Eve's side 

I was weeding and I heard someone 
behind me. After days of solitude 
his presence was intriguing. 
Today is the day, he said. 
I told him I didn't understand. 
He approached me, 
hissing trust, 
and shoved the apple in my mouth. 

Elizabeth Award 



Carolyn Harris 

Tonight We'll Try Something Different 

We' 11 move aside the coffee table, 
throw our clothes onto the floor, 
open the curtains wide into the night, 
heap ourselves onto the couch cushions, 
pull a quilt up to our chests, 

and wait. 

The plants grow spiralling, wildly 
curling into space, vining across walls. 
Shadows monkey through the windows, 
climbing the ceiling, swinging upside down. 
The radiator steams and beats furiously, 
drumming the air and our bodies into one 

bass note. 
Tonight-

Me Jane. You Tarzan. 
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T. Patrick Rewalt 

Orpheus and Eurydice 
(Auguste Rodin) 

With the precision of surgeon or sculptor 
Rodin has set your hands on my hips 

as we rise plane through plane 
our backs to this underworld. 

Why do I not feel their desperate clutch 
how many times before has your Orpheus lost 

his senses in the maze of locked embrace 
only to lose your touch at this miracle moment. 

They are clever and I shall not turn and look 
for I have snagged you from her death hold 
Persephone swooned at heartsong and lyre 

releasing my love from serpent's fang. 

Those nightmare gates ahead and my heart 
wrung by agony's knuckled fist 
I fear I might leave you behind 

and how could you forgive me from hell. 

But the fool I am I tum and look 

Forgive me sweet Eurydice for 
I taste your salt upon my lips 

as I weep in the face of love- hating 
my weakness my doom 

Your eternity. 
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Alexandra Kontes 

Scissors 
Tribute to Sylvia Plath 

Instantly, very 
Brightly, slyly, 
Very silently 

Our metallic blades, our handles 
Pierce an object, 
Making a slash. 

We are secret saboteurs, 
Powerful, in control, 
We can damage anything. 

Our silent swords stalk 
Injuring the powerless, 
An everlasting wound, 

A dangerous weapon. 
The angles, curves and 
Points are crafted ruthlessly, 

Powerful disguise, 
Swish swash sut, 
Silent, seemingly innocent. Penetrate. 

With our shadows, 
Dark and overpowering, 
Whispering and conniving. 

A secret weapon. 
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So much unseen power! 
So much unseen power! 
We are objects, we are 
Saws, black and scary, 
We are superior, 

Cutters and piercers 
A threatening tool. 
We harm what we want: 
Nothing is protected. 
We are murderous. 
We are seemingly harmless. 
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David Halpern 

spilled milk 

unbroken water sometimes fell from her eyes as she 
thought of the young white flesh screech that she had let 
walk inside of her for the three quarters; it; little blood
ridden; nailess (to be bitten) thing spoke loudly and let 
its howl be heard in the ears where the sound pretends to 
go, but really only hides. and how she would put her 
kiss upon his head and he would turn only those colors 
which are rouge inflicted upon some; and the hairless 
creature sprung fonh (soon it would be there) and it 
would speak little adjectives into soft glassy eyes whose 
soul was only too transparent so that the eyes gave away 
nothing (but he believed his was tough and difficult and 
let it be buried in claustrophobic grip), and the glassy 
eyes never meant that they would shed tears, though 
often they did on too somber nights when it seemed 
appropriate, when stars sang falsetto and glistened in 
large happy (hellos), and then the pink floral cases 
would let the drops dry slowly, romantically so it 
seemed good. the flesh evolved into more and so it 
began to let its lips curl upwards and sometimes down
wards and moreso they did not curl at all and that was 
when the curling stopped, immutable curl, not sensing 
its lips ready to quiver they froze and with that iceburg 
posture they let the teeth be protected and the gums 
hidden well. for there was once when the ice melted but 
no one heard the water dripping and no one drowned 
either. 
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Giverny 

The heady perfume 
of the garden greets me. 
Flowers turn their 
petaled faces, 
waving in the breeze. 
I walk along the bank 
of the slowly moving stream. 
Lily pads float effonlessly 
upon the glassy surface. 
A lone petal drifts by 
disappearing under 
the shaded Japanese bridge. 
I dip a finger 
into the cool water, 
tracing its path. 
Ripples mar the surface's reflection 
smudging the pastel colors 
of the garden in Giverny. 
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Carolyn Harris 

Snow Day 

It threads steadilY. down the black sky, 
A private dance illuminated 
By Seven-Eleven, Dunkin' Donuts, Speedy Muffler, 
A straining, out-of-state headlight. 
You turn in your sleep, fold your knees into your 

stomach, 
Dreaming of game-show hosts lost in the tundra. 

You rise, stepping barefoot to the window: 
Nothing seems right. The stillness. 
The faint hum of the radiator. 
The heaviness of the sun. The ghostliness of your room. 
The trees, cars and rooftops carry the same meaning. 
It's upsetting, this landscape of non-contrast. 

The world has begun. The radiator wanns your flannel. 
You invent new words and chant them into the 

windowpane. 
You watch the men come, attached only to their 

machinery, 
Reforming the yieldini, rolling surface, 
Carving paths from this silent and clear simplicity. 
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Deborah Levine 

WHAT HAPPENED EVERY TIME I WALKED 
THOSE DOGS 

Ten years old 
with my own business. 
50 cents a walk. 
Everyday I'd get my necklace of keys 
and run as fast as I could 
up that big hill 
to the O'Connors. 
I'd open the garage door 
and ~asey would come running out 
and Jump on me. 
And everyday I'd fall right on my butt 
flat on the pavement without fail. 

Then Casey and me would run next door 
as fast as we could. 
I'd open the door with my key 
and let Snickers out. 
Then I would go inside and punch the code into the 

alann. 
And everyday without fail 
I'd do it wrong. 

And Me, Casey and Snickers 
would hide in the woods 
until the police were gone. 
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A. Elizabeth Elz 

The Arrival 

. You open the mailbox and discover it has finally 
~ved. It has taken fifteen weeks and two days to 
arnv~ (exactly three weeks and two days longer than 
promised). Holding it in your hands, you can under~ . 
stand why you had to wait the extra time. After all, 1t 1s 
the most coveted prize. 

Skipping, dancing back to the house you stop to 
call to your mom that it has arrived. Going into the 
garage you get your bike and bring it out to the drive
wa,:. J.hen you go back into the garage and get your 
dad's 1f-you-value-your-life-never-touch-the-toolbox
~x" and you place it next to the bike. Afraid your prize 
rrub ght be stolen, you hold. it tightly as you go arouno 

ack to find your dad painting the deck because he 
couldn't think of a reason not to do it this Saturday. 

Smiling, you hold it up to your dad. He looks at 
your long awaited treasure and wipes his hands on the 
rag. Raismg his eyebrow he surveys the half-painted 
deck .and. your smile. No contest. He '11 meet you next to 
the bike m a few minutes. 

Your dad takes it from your hands like a scalpel 
from a nurse. Slowly he takes the protective wrapping 
off and lays the screws, washers, nuts and it down on the 
warm asphalt. 

J:Ie asks you where you want it to be placed .. Like 
an ext.enor decorator you weigh the front and back ures. 
Definitely the front -- left side. This location has the 
greatest visibility. 

. . You watch as your dad lifts it in place and takes 
a Philips screwdriver from the toolbox to tighten all 

d
three screws. As the last screw is being tightened, your 
ad asks if you will get him a glass of1emonade -- no 

problem. 
Carrying the largest glass of lemon.ade you c~uld 

find, you see your dad putting the screwdriver back mto 
~e 00:(, As he turns you see 1t attached to your wheel. 
f ou ~ve him the glass, climb on your bike and take off 
or a nde around the loop. 

As you pump faster and faster, you think how 

T
f~ur box tops was a small price to pay for the "Tony The 

iger Wheel Reflector." 
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A. Elizabeth Elz 

POETRY 
For E. Briggs 

Black smoke lingers around Nazi chimneys 
while gold is scraped out of teeth, 

Hiroshima burns as people 
run with melting bones, 

Fathers spray Agent Orange as 
their sons wade through the mist, 

Flaming crosses light the night since 
blacks won't stay out of the neighborhood, 

Women bleed to death as politicians 
decide who has the right to life, 
Girls sell their bodies to anyone 

so they can pay their pimp for protection, 
Babies shake in cribs 

while withdrawing from crack, 
Adults molest children they know 

before brutally killing them, 
Grain rots in locked government silos 

while children starve, 
Friends die from AIDS because sex 

should not be taught in schools; 
Some images are never meant to be poetry. 
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Laura C. Mosiello 

On a Postcard 

In your absence 
everything has stayed the same, 
anything has changed, 
and I imagine you 're still trying to figure out 
which end of the milk carton to open. 
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Uncle 

You sit in your chair 
Surrounded by years of newspapers 
Stacked as high as the ceiling. 
You invite me to sit 
But cardboard boxes of magazines 
Now have inherited your couch. 
You offer to hang my coat 
But your closets are drowning 
With endless waves of sheet music. 
You haven't anything to eat 
Your refrigerator 
Has starved itself to death. 
The last dim light bulb 

Becky J. Tredeau 

Reflects off your reading glasses 
Which seem to be cracked on one side. 
Maybe this crack 
Has stopped you from reading, 
From finding your starting note, 
From taking a look back 
At your happy life 
And enjoying your more mature years. 
Maybe this crack 
Is blurring your vision 
From seeing this messy room: 
The newspapers, the boxes, the light, 
From seeing me 
Trying awfully hard 
To help you see. 
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Laura C. Mosiello 

NEON 

In shades of yellow, blue, and red 
the neon sign glared and bled 
its colors like ink in rain. 
My aunt lifted her whiskey again 

to toast what she could never retrieve 
and all the things she couldn't believe 
had actually happened to her. She was old, 
this new revelation, and she had sold 

her youth like a salesman going door to door. 
Now , :i ring sixty she desires more 
for ht i p<1st and less for her future. 
~:1e told me just what it did to her 

to have all that she wanted 
and nothing, not a thing she needed. 
In one quick motion she downed her drink 
and paused. What was she thinking 

about? She tapped the bar, asked for another, 
then brushed her hand through her hair and muttered 
something about letting go and being free 
and I wondered what any of this meant for me. 
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T. Patrick Rewalt 

ODD PETAL CURSE 

She liked her bed beside the window. After she 
had streched and shifted and cocooned the thick com
forter around her curled body, the deep breaths would 
come. Head half-hurried in feathers, she would trace the 
path of the moon across the quiet sky. It was new each 
night-- the drift into peace with the pale orb weighting 
her eyelids; then the orange warmth sliding liquid thin 
over her face at sunrise. 

Her face. "Porcelain," he once said so softly that 
she heard 'force of whim.' She told him and they 
laughed and talked until dawn. "Emotive and sprightly 
without intention," he said. "Such an irresistible mys
tery." I wonder how he remembers my face now? Does 
he even? The sun smoothes her over her cheek and 
brings the same flush that rose with his touch-- through 
her hair, along the fullness of her parted lips. She rolls 
into the shaded side of the bed, slowly unwrapping into 
the smooth coolness. 

In one motion she slips from the covers, scoops 
up the nearest article of clothing, and slides it over her 
head. (The grace he so admired, but only mentioned 
once-- and not even to her.) She doesn't notice him 
right away, but he is still in the sweater. She sets the tea 
bag in the mug and his scent finds her, knotting dizzi
ness with thoughts of him. This used to fold around his 
body, she thinks. It is a deep ox-blood shade with room 
enough for another person. Taking the tea bag from the 
mug she moves out the front door, barefoot, liking the 
morning feel of the sand. 

20 



Half way to the shore she pauses on top of the 
dune, looking back. She sees her set of footprints and 
knows there used to be another pair close to hers. She 
pivots and sits in her usual perch on the edge of the 
dune-- knees drawn in to her chest, arms hugging legs, 
hands cupping mug. She watches the orange spot waver 
and float on the surface tension of the ocean. Watching 
it move as if blown by the slightest breath along the 
curls of low tide. What is he thinking of right now, she 
wonders, setting the empty mug into the sand. She pulls 
a violet wildflower from the scissored weeds between 
her feet and hugs her knees again, gently rocking in the 
fine sand. 

(He loves me. He loves me not.) I should hide 
the sweater so that this does not happen. She lights her 
cigarette with a deft, but thought-heavy, strike of the 
match. A gesture slick with repetition and 
rememberance. (He loves me.) I can't cry anymore; or 
won't, she muses to herself, and hiding the sweater 
would not help. There is a more rare fabric he has left 
with me-- one that is woven in and out of my memories. 
(He loves me not.) One that shrouds and veils my soul 
in every thought and hope. That's what he really left 
me, she reflects, extinguishing her cigarette. (He loves 
me.) Memories-- and a bad habit-- which I exercise 
dutifully. Examining the flower she lets it fall to the 
sand, watching it twirl slowly down the dune-- its three 
remaining petals like splashes of paint running away. 
She picks up her mug and, stepping in her footprints 
with the sun and water at her back, heads back to bed. 
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Alexandra Hall 

A Female Reality 

I am e. e. cumrnings ! ? ! 
concocting my own 

@@@ 
? 

Lyrical: 
Satirical. 

boundaries, 

ignorant of 
restrictions. 

: Reaching to my resources to redefine reality. 

BUT: 
I am out of line. Going where I am not allowed. 
I must learn to behave myself. 

I am Sartre. 
Existence precedes essence. 
Apathy for what I don't desire is my chosen weapon. 
YOU will die: 
I will die. 

Our race will become extinct, our universe shall expire. 

BUT: 
I am a selfish, stuckup girl. 
An uncaring and narcissistic snob. 

I am Holden Caulfield. 
Shattering phony, thick glass characters 
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With profane crowbars. 
Despising the corrupt: 
Protecting the innocent. 
Refusing and relinquishing conventional, stifling 

education. 

BUT: 
I am a lazy, self-righteous bum. 
A foul-mouthed feminist unfit to function in society. 

I am Picasso. 
Furiously scrutinizing from every angle. 
Inspecting and exemplifying different perspectives. 
Ubiquitous: 
Solicitous. 
I break powerful new earth and tread upon it myself. 

BUT: 
I am nosy. I don't know my place. 
I am often told that curiosity killed the cat. 

I am Cyrano De Bergerac. 
Daring to live for myself. 
My own morality, honesty, integrity and curiosity are 

what I 
Patronize: 
Unsightly. 
I dare to love the aesthetically attractive while I am not. 

BUT: 
I am an incredulous bitch-out-of-my-league. 
Cyrano himself would have passed over me. 

--Roxanne was beautiful. 
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Carolyn Harris 

The Caryatids 

On~e we were gatekeepers to the harem-temple. 
Thighs were oiled for Turkish pleasure; 
The only scent was of burnt ochre and musk. 

We are not silken, we do not sway, but stand 
E~ect and dry, made of stone. Our lives will not c~ange. 
Like hourglasses, we are filled with dust and destiny. 

Our bodies heave towards the Aegean, wishing 
To become amphoras, spilling our souls 
Into the sea, becoming mistresses to the tide. 
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Alexandra Hall 

Father 

His bent gait shadows itself, a little to the left 
he lowers his grasp only into himself. 
I have swanned below you, your corridor vision 
building with my growth. 
You pace by, 
disgraced by the distance of my nearness. 
I am yours. The fruit of your now barren tree. 
you wonder, how I fit nowhere in the branched 

perfection 
of you. Your sight raking 
the mistakes of me, your off spring. 

If perhaps sometime before you fell 
beneath me, you had bent your 
sight as you had your posture--
I might indeed have rev,ealed to 
you: 
the blossom. 
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Thinking 

She gets up, 
walks over to the lamp 
and turns it off. 

She waits--
usually--a few seconds, minutes, 
hours 
for her eyes to adjust. 

And then 
she looks up, 
through the cracked ceiling 
through the second floor, 
attic and roof. 

Around cirrus clouds, 
up to space, 
past white dwarfs, 
black holes, 
and Andromeda, 
to the edge 
of infinity. 

Then someone turns the light 
back on. 

27 

Sarah Levenson 

I 



Jane Ripley 

Celestial Bodies 

Tonight I want to fly a kite 
and feel the stars with my fingertips. 
The string connects 
the celestial bodies and me. 

While the moon looks down 
on the open field 
the wind lifts the kite 
up to meet the stars. 

As I feel the kite race higher and higher 
I think of all the atoms racing inside my body 
each one originating from the stars 
and I will return to them one day. 
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David Halpern 

noise 

you permeate smiles with bright skin (clean and broken) 
under half enchanted eyes Which live in empty alleys 
and hide in shrunken laughs 
while violins play on in small beauty 
and the strings (rubbed like pink lips over the violinists 

hands) 
they make the burn smoother than if 
it had fallen into the chasm (where her voice had spilled) 
and how the happy face had come so close 
and how it had been iridescent, her skin 
and how the butterfly who had churned in my stomach 

had so quickly fallen 
asleep (its wings had been chopped away by invisible 

axes) 
sharp and metallic they had swung by a small ribbon, 
purple and proud 
and it was only the reflection of that shine which 
caused the mirror to be somber and wet 
(and the sound, it had been mellifluous at first) 
the saccharine of voice into pale ears, 
baby christ had slept there (he had been uncomfortable 

and cried) 
like the great strain in him, like the small vacuum which 
sucked away the bits and pieces of palpability, the abyss 
of his skin being drawn down into buttercup ponds 
(seeped with debris) the small reflections who had once 
lived there hadbeen drowned (and jesus had played with 
narcissus, they had held hands and thrown jacks at one 
another's eyes) and the sight beat out into twilight and 
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though the hands were intertwined they are not mine 
(and somehow my thoughts asked whose they were?) 
and i did not digest the answer until it had been dark and 
the noise had smiled and wept and cried and fallen 
asleep in a cup of empty water. 
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Kerry Beth Garvey 

untitled 

the lonely wailing moans 
of trains passing by 
remind me 
ofmy sorrow 
and of my own howling 
wails piercing through 
the night's calm wind 

pained and lonely-sounding 
and deep with an emptiness 
that echoes its mourning 

against eternity 
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As It Gets Away From Me 

The day gets away from me, 
running with the wind at its back, 
moving quickly above the grass, 
touching only the top of each blade, 
leaving no impression. 

'J'he wind is so slight, 
1f I were distracted 
I wouldn't feel it at all. 
My knees are against my chest. 
I am aware of how a body folds, 
how a body can seal itself off 
and still feel the wind 
as it moves cautiously, 
tracing the muscles in my shoulders. 

The day gets away from me 
~d a chill in the air envelopes me 
m a damp blanket. 
I stand and straighten my clothes. 
Turning to leave, 
I see my impression in the grass. 
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A. Elizabeth Elz 

My Life 
after Mark Strand 

The Anatomy of my body 
entraps me. 
I am owned by men. 
My father 

would yell at my mother 
"I never wanted her," 
I gave him a hug 
but love was not returned. 

My husband used to want sex. 
I lay in his arms. "Our marriage 
is over. I'm having an affair," he said. 
And I lay there shivering. 

Now my son 
grabs the toy truck 
out of my hands 
"You aren't my real mother," he says. 

Confused child! 
I ta1ce him 
into my arms 
and give myself to the pain 

growing, expanding 
to a height he does not know is there. 
Welded with tears, 
I shrivel up. 

I grow into my lonliness. 
My life dwindles 
down. The world is red. 
All is nothing. 
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ELEGY 
(for my parents) 

I. 
mother 

. i remember your hands 
floating across bedsheets 
crawling like sandcrabs 
nervous 

you always ran 
your fingers along 
a smooth hard surface 
when you were 
angry or hurting 
or dying 

where were those creeping fingers 
when i needed them to hold me 
couldn't you have touched me 
just once out of love not obligation 

i remember watching 
the life run from 
your scampering fingers 
as they moved 
gnarled 
over those starched 
hospital sheets 

i remember 
"".atching you die 
distracted by 
your crazy fingers 
reaching out to touch me 

mother 
you can let go now 
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II. 

daddy 
i remember standing at your gravesite 
after the prayers were said 
and the crowd 
and your soul 
were blessed 
by the anonymous priest 

and before they 
lowered you 
into the 
cold 
waiting 
earth 

i was alone and rigid and staring 
at the shiny oak of your 
closed coffin so hard 
i could see through it 
to your face 
as 1 remember it 

and i could see 
the black of my shoes 
against the black of my stockings 
against the black of my skirt 
when i blinked my eyes 

and i thought that i existed 
as a colorless void 
and the embodiment of grief 

and i was whispering 
so silently 
just barely moving my lips 
1 was saying 
daddy oh my daddy 
over and over 
again 
to no one 
and everyone 
and you 
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and there was that woman 
that nobody knew 
and that i did not 
would not 
could not 
look at 
she was relentlessly 
squeezing my shoulders 
and she was touching my cheek 
and she was pulling my hair 
from my face 
and she was stroking my head 
and she was pressing me 
to her breast 

and she was so insensitive 
to my need for solitude 
in her desperation 
to be sensitive and sympathetic 
to my sorrow 
and my loss 

and my multitude of friends 
stood m the distance 
crying for me 
because i could not 
cry myself 

37 

• 




