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My Muse is on Skid Kow 

My Muse is on Skid Row 
living where only the worst lines live 
lying near a gutter in an alley full of cliches. 
My Muse moans to me through my typewriter. 
I'll never get sober enough to write decent poetry. 
I'.m drunk on 
shattered dreams, broken hearts, 
blankets of snow, setting suns. 
William Carlos Williams came by earlier 
trying to coax me to get up. 
He offered me excellent images-
a red wheelbarrow and white chickens. 
He said, if you clean up your act, 
I'll even throw in some frozen plums. 
Too proud to admit I had a problem, 
I laughed in his face, No, No. 
I'll be fine sitting here with my "golden rays of sunlight." 
Thank you, Bill, 
but I don't need your help. 

Alexandra Torinus 



.. 

Lauranna 

My name is Anna. 
I am a young woman 
Of about 100 years. 

I write you these messages 
Through your own hand. 
You are my lifeline. 

You see me 
Out of the comer of your eyes, 
Resting upon tree branches at dusk. 

You hear me 
In your dreams; 
I give you poetic license. 

You felt me the other night, 
As the wind whistled 
Through the cemetery. 

My name is Anna. 
None of them know, 
I am inside you. 

Lauren Beth Jenks 

2 



.... ~ 

Sandra Lee 
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Tuesday Morning Rain 

A neat line of cars, lights on, slowly moving 
Away from rolling grassy hills 
And engraved slabs of marble. 
The rain stabs into soft green earth. 
At the entrance, the line disperses, 
Though most are going in the same direction. 
Salty tears stain tissues, still tightly clenched 
As we follow the winding roads 
To the house that you owned, but did not live in. 
To the house where your children sleep. 
Inside the kitchen glows with warmth 
Chattering voices lighten the air 
It's hard to decipher between sincerity 
And forced smiles. 
Do they laugh at joyful memories? 
Do they suffer and mourn 
With the severity of piercing 
Morning rain? 

Erin Venditti 
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I sit with my back against the wall, 
like the others: 
one leg straight, one knee bent, 
left foot disappearing under your black hem. 

Little girls' bare arms rise and fall 
as they fan each other with their mothers' 
kangas worn as dreesses. 
They watch the boys play with the sandals 
we've left in rows in the hall. 

Some of the women talk 
while passing out cups of coffee 
or quiet their children. 
Speaking strains muscles, 
generates heat-
language is easily forgotten 
on humid nights like this. 

One woman brings me curried potatoes 
which I eat with my fingers, 
leaving the nutmeg on the plate. 
I rinse my fingers in a bowl of warm water, 
while the women sip their coffee fragrant with ginger. 
A woman spreads rice in a woven tray, 
picking out the unwanted grains 
like lice from her childs head. 

I look out the window, 
imagining a sea breeze 
blowing in the men's prayers from the mosque. 
I say goodbye to their old woman 
while the Mombasa night is still dark and silent 
but for the faintest whisper over the palm trees. 

Ann Corbett 
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Across black ice, 
On whispering skates, 
The gliding chalk 
Does figure eights, 
With a powdery trail, 
It skids with grace, 
And hopes its past 
Won't be erased. 

OOPS 

Layin' in bed 
Got a Bio exam. 
Forgot to study. 
Damn. 

ETIQUETIE 

A paper cup 
Is safe china. 
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A fuzzy bee 
sings to me 

the letter "Z" 

ORANGE 

Popsicles 
and Patti's hair. 

ICE 

Ice is like 
indifference 
as you slip and slide 
on thin friendship. 

Valerie Feri 



Silent Lies 

I 

The grey that's green 
surrounds the eye. Both sky 
and field look the same. No 
line separates the two until 
the mist slowly lifts making the 
barren trees look red. 

II 

The tears of moonbeams rest on silent snow. 
Shadows fall on the white canvas painting the background 
shades of grey. 
Warm boots leave icy imprints others attempt to copy. 
A still-life amounting to nothing more than chalk marks erased 

by the 
morning light. 

A. Elizabeth Elz 
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The Artist 

"Draw yourself." the teacher asked of the boy, "Show me on this 
piece of paper everything you see in yourself." It was his fourteenth 
detention in the past two months. He hated detention, they always 
tried to make you see the sin in your ways. 

So he raised his pen and brought it to the page. The teacher told 
him to use a pencil, no doubt, he would mess it up and need to erase 
the mistake. No doubt. He replaced the pen with the pencil he 
found in the hallway, the one without an eraser. He hoped the 
teacher wouldn't notice. He began. 

He drew rivers and waterfalls. Canyons and mountains. He drew 
the Grateful Dead skeleton and a huge pepperoni pizza. He drew 
frogs and a deer. He drew guns and planes. He drew a treehouse 
with children inside. He drew women, many women. He drew chil
dren. He drew a flower and a peace sign. He drew a cigarette and 
an old man's eyes. He drew a dragon and a magnificent castle. He 
drew a rocking chair on a country porch. He drew a woman nursing 
her child. He drew a man sleeping on the streets. He drew a deer. 
He drew ... 

"Time's up, Jimmy," the teacher said, "Let's have a look." When 
the teacher saw that the page was blank, Jimmy knew he was in for 
another detention, his fifteenth. Next time he'll bring a pencil with 
an eraser. 

Carolyn H. Wilkins 
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Sandra Lee 
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for my sister Jennifer 

In the studio today 
I paint a female nude. 
The model sits before me, 
her tallowy flesh billowing 
around her in the chair and 
hanging in soft, ample roundness. 

Yet on my canvas you 
look back at me, a thin, 
turpy wash, stiff and fragile. 

Adding layer apon layer 
of Naples yellow and Cadmium red, 
Flake white, 
building the pigments 
with linseed oil, 
I try to build you. 

The model does not exist 
anymore, only you 
and me, and finally 
I can do something 
to help you. 
Finally I can 
feed you. 

Brushes and palette knife 
perform 
addition, addition, 
multiplication 
asking in their swirl 
one simple question: 

Did you really think 
we would love you more 
if there were less of you? 

Michelle Henneberry 
10 



Observer of the Social Function 

Plain people 
Holding half-filled cups 
With warm flat beer. 
Stark white walls 
Plain covered chairs 
Lifeless air 
Filling slowly with smoke 
And carrying stale talk. 
Glances flash 
Across the room 
Eye to eye 
To bodies and breast. 
A forces laugh rolls off 
And echoes 
From wall 
To barren wall, 
Bouncing back 
Off of too few people 
Saying words 
Like "weather." 

Susan Eva Thurston 
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Well, 
no. 

rown 

It's really brown. 

But does it have golden blond highlights, 
like strands of gold tinsel 
from last year's Christmas tree 
twisted around the dead yuletide twigs? 

No. 
It's brown. 

There must be some hints of red, 
like the glowing red embers 
nestled in a bed of ashes 
after a December fire. 

No, 
really. 

It's brown. 

What about the orange streaks in an August sunset? 
Does she have those? 

No. 

Dirty blond, 
auburn, 
or dark, velvety brown? 

No. 
Brown. 
Mud brown. 

Juliet D. Harbage 
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The brochure 
never promised 
that under the palms 
I would see 
white teeth flash 
from smiling faces 
oily and brown 
beside wide-eyed women 
balancing bowls of bananas 
above their heads. 

Or that past the beach 
I would hear singing 
and calypso music 
from a band 
in the back of a truck 
along with laughter and 
an occasional sales pitch 
for straw hats and strings 
of blue and purple beads 
in the marketplace. 

Or that I will 
plan my next vacation 
not when I need 
basking in the tropical sun 
but only when 
I need to hear again 
the joy of a small boy's cry, 
"No problem, my lady, 
no problem!" 

Alexandra Torinus 
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-----------~---... 
Night presses her face 
against the windwo pane. 
She tilts her head 
and tries to peak. 
Her cheeks warped, 
and her nose distorted 
through the rippled 
glass. 
Her glazed stare 
echoes through her cold, flat world 
polished black. 

White rays of my lamp 
bounce off eyes, 
From here there's just 
a filmy fog. 
A Monet garden 
grows on my wall.. 
She has nothing 
but a fuzzy reflection. 
Any happiness 
or even gloom 
is as hazy 
as her solemn self. 
I wonder what my reflection thinks 
or what she sees 
from the other side. 

Valerie Feri 
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On the pond, 
the flickering moonlight, 
I swim steady 
to my destination. 
I feel the water 
rush over my body, 
skimming my shoulders 
and glueing my eyelashes together. 

In front of me 
you swim, too. 
Faster and sleeker 

and you beat me 
to the rock. 

You stand on it, 
the water drips off you 
and falls with a thousand drops 
into my face. 

I can feel the rock 
beneath my fingers. 
Smooth and soft 
and green with algae. 
I grab the edge 
and hoist myself up. 

Catching my breath 
I smile at you 
and say, "we made it" 
and you smile back 
and say, "yes, we did." 

It's all black, the sky 
and there are no stars. 
I can only see your face 
in front of me 
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ui<rthen you dive off 
and disappear 
into the dark. 

Sarah E. Levenson 

Heather Wilson 
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The map of the world 
with red pins indicating 
the visited 
and yellows marking 
the destinations 
hangs above 
the wooden viewing case 
that displays 
tiny carved ivory elephants 
and ancient coins 
that is set on the mantel 
that holds 
the hollow iron chicken 
that when pressed 
lays black and white marbles 
and beside, 
the kitchen table 
strewn with newspapers 
that have fallen 
onto the old green chair 
its edges frayed 
and tom 
and on it a towel-
a bed for the poodle
who is lying on the 
oriental rug 
against the clean white 
refrigerator 
covered with post cards 
from exotic ports-of-call, 
one of which has slipped 
onto the stove 
where the copper kettle heats 
water for the tea 
that is in the china cups, 
and above them 
the picture of the black 
African lady, 
covered with jewels 
and rings of gold, 
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hangs on the waU-
that is covered with flowered wallpaper 
and the artifacts 
from grandchildren
finger paints 
and pastel hearts. 

At the Pushkin Monument 

One winter evening 
boys proclaimed Izvestia's 
tickertape verses 
from benches, puffing frozen 
syllables into silence. 

Sarah E. Levenson 

Ann Corbett 
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A Picture of My Cousin 

Frightening how you stand there 
long-legged and fair, 
almost red like all my mother's brothers. 
One arm draped around your 
grandmother perhaps. 
Not a woman I shall ever recognize. 

And I have wondered hours about you, 
born only weeks from the day I arrived, 
and whisked off in shuffles of 
organized papers. 
A legal adoption stamped file. 

So alike we are 
that we stand the same way with one leg 
bent slight before us. 
Though I never thanked God for you 
as my cousin, 
when the rest of us gathered, 
hands locked over stuffing, 
or froze you in freeze tag, 
"You're it!" 

So what if I cried 
when I found you; 
grinning so familiar from the mouth 
of my mailbox, 
hungry to hold your glossy exterior 
after eighteen years of starvation. 

And I too stamped my swirled thumbs 
upon your surface with so many 
others that mailed 
you around this countryside. 

Strange I find it is 
that we may have passed 
in airports or crowded trains, 
places more open than my mind. 

19 
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So perhaps-there should come a day, 
when we can compare our squinty eyes 
and move our similiar hands in conversation 
But then again, perhaps not. 

Nina D'lorio 

Dentures Lost in Galway 

musty crackers 
dentures (new ones) in a glass (without water) 

broken plastic cross hanging on the wall 
couch that folds into his bed 

picture of himself serving the Anny as a young lad 
Baby Bonnet to shield the sun on the beach 
"Anne." "No, it's Kathy, Anne is gone." 

Kathleen Krause 
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. F~ank sat on the toilet, thinking. He had to think, even though he 
~dn t really want to, and using the toilet seemed a good idea as it kept 
It ~m being used for other purposes, like flushing dead fish. He wished 
he didn't have to think about dead fish and how their eyes bulge out so 
muc? more when they're dead than when they're alive, but he had 
nothing else to ocupy his mind. Earlier in the week his mother had 
cleaned all the old Sports Illustrated' s out of the little wicker basket in 
the comer, leaving only some Women's Almanac's to read. He wished 
for.the ~cle he had been reading on adopting greyhounds as pets after 
their racmg careers were over. They used to just shoot them or 
some~ing before this program came along. He wondered if the 
mag?zme people would ever consider doing an article on the extreme 
bulgmess of dead fish's eyes. The whole principle could be expanded 
even funher by comparing the eyes of dead big fish in streams of rivers 
to those of little dead fish, like the one floating on the top of his little 
brother's goldfish bowl in the room across the hall from the bathroom. 
He realized the chances of Sports Illustrated or Field and Stream 
~nning with this idea were slim, but he might mention it to his 
grrlfriend. He knew there had to be some fringe benefits to dating the 
studious editor of the school newspaper. . 

Frank started counting the number of individual squares m the 
bathroom tiles in an attempt to stop thinking. He wanted to be mindless 
and just count; he wanted to be a calculator. By the count of eight he 
was back to dead fish and wondering how long they had to be dead 
before they started to smell, if they smelled at all. He lean~. over and 
reached for the Women's Almanac. Reading about fem1msm must 
have its advantages over dead aquatic species. 

He turned to the section on sports and fitness. There was a chart 
explaining how much walking, running, dish washing, sleeping, _etc;, 
one had to do to bum off the calories in a single chocolate bar. It d1dn t 
say how many laps around the bowl were necessary in order for a ~sh 
to survive ingesting half a container of dried flaky food in one mormng. 

He began to read the the little blurb on Martina Navratilova's 
Wimbledon domination when he recalled he could get hemorrhoids 
from sitting on the toilet too long and jumped up. He remembered the 
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Bree wouldn't be playing third that night because he had a servere case 
of hemorrhoids. He couldn't bend over. Coach Webster would not be 
pleased if he had to use the same excuse. He was their only catcher, too, 
and no one bends over more than a catcher. 

When he saw the water being sucked into the depths of the toilet 
bowl after he flushed, Frank knew he had to make a decision. He went 
across the hall into L.B. 's room. Squid was lying on his left side at the 
top of the bowl amidst a thick layer of food. With his eye bulging like 
it was, he reminded Frank of a sunnyside-up egg in a pile of autumn 
leaves. He sort of wished his mother was home, but that would mean 
L.B. would be home, and whether or not L.B. should see Squid like this 
was the reason he wanted to talk to his mother in the first place, so he 
really couldn't win. 

Frank sat on the bed to get away from the bulging eye and weigh his 
options. He could flush Squid and drive down to Fin, Fur, and Feather 
to pick up a look-alike replacement before his mother brought L.B. 
home from the babysitter. Goldfish are goldfish and L.B. would be 
protected. The situation was almost the same as the dog dying when 
Frank was five years old. His mother and father had decided to spare 
him the anguish by creating this elaborate story about the dog's leaving 
him to help out as a sled dog on the frozen Alaskan tundra. They even 
went so far as to send him postcards with snow scenes on them, " ... and 
I wish you could be here. Eat your vegetables for me. Love Gibson." 
He lived the tales of those postcards in his mind, until they stopped 
coming, right around the time he learned how to read, and could have 
seen the Boston postmark. He had been to Boston and would have 
known there was no frozen tundra there. They told him Gibson was sent 
to an area with no Post Office. He might have wondered more about it, 
but soon he was ten, and had an infant brother to be concerned with. 
Then his father died, and he was almost eleven with a baby brother and 
a lot more to be concerned with. 

Back in the present he had this dead fish to worry about. The running 
away excuse just wasn't appropriate this time. He knew he could easily 
get away with a replica fish, but what would happen when that one died, 
which would probably be within a month considering the normal life 
span of fish. Would they just have a steady stream of replacements, a 
revolving door of Squid after Squid? But that wouldn't accomplish 
anything in the long run. Soon something or someone in L.B.'s life 
would die and there would be no reasonable facsimile. He thought it 
was better for L.B. to experience death now, rather than go on thinking 
it could never touch him, only to be more shocked and traumatized 
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when it did occur.-. -
~.B. hadn't known their father, he only knew Frank. He seemed to 

beheve that Frank was a more-than-ample substitute, and better than the 
traditional fathers he had been exposed to. When one of the boys down 
!~e street asked him if he was sad about not having a father, L.B. replied, 
~hy? Frank's closer to my age." Frank guessed L.B. didn't consider 

himself hurting; he was usually around when he got home from school, 
and during vacations, he was free to teach him things and play with him, 
and he wasn't too demanding either. If it was up to him, Squid would 
be left to lie with the autumn leaves until L.B. found him and dealt with 
him. But it wasn't up to him. And his mother would probably believe 
much differently. 

He went downstairs into the kitchen so he'd be able to catch his 
mother as soon as they got home. He tried to get his calculus homework 
out of the way, but he just wasn't in a calculating state of mind. At ten 
past five he got a Ziploc baggy and wnt back upstairs. They'd be home 
soon, and he knew his mother would screech ifhe left Squid in that mess 
for L.B. to find without consulting her . 
. In. L.B. 's room he pinpointed Squid's location in the bowl, closed 

?1S eyes, and scooped. He peeked quickly to make sure Squid was safe 
in the bag, then hid the bag in the tub behind the shower curtain. The 
?a¥gy kept flopping over, which Frank thought strange, since noth!ng 
in 1t was moving. Even though he really just wanted to flush the thing 1 

aw~y, he couldn't until he knew what approach he and his mother. were 
t~ng, so he kept trying to put it upright until her heard the car m the 
driveway. 
. ~e met his mother at the door and gestured for her to come quickly 
in~ide. L.B. was trailing way behind, loaded down with his lunch box, 
windbreaker, and two large pieces of construction paper. 

"Mom, make L.B. stay outside for a few minutes!" 
"Why? Is there a problem?" She went past him into the kitchen and 

put her purse on the counter. 
"Well, it all depends, I guess. I came home early from practice and 

found Squid dead." 
"Shit." She dropped the mail on the table. "Are you sure?" 
"Um hum. He was floating at the top of the bowl with the big eye 

syndrome." 
. "Al~ right. You ... " She paused as L.B. came in and started depositing 

his things on the floor in his wake . 
.'.'Hey Frank, wanna see my pictures? I did a baseball guy a~d a car.,, 
Frank will look at the pictures later, hon. Do Mum a favornght now 

and run across the street and borrow some bread crumbs from Mrs 
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"Are we having chicken cutlets and spaghetti?" L.B.'s eyes got 

wide. 
"Yes, but only if you hurry up and get the breadcrumbs. Make sure 

to look both ways." 
The front door slammed on "Look." Frank wanted to add, "Look at 

her eyes, a live person's eyes, and then come back and we'll compare 
them to your fish's." But he didn't. 

"Here, take this and go get him another fish." She handed him a ten 
dollar bill and walked over to the refrigerator. 

"But Mom." 
"Relax. Dinner won't be ready for quite a while since I have to make 

these cutlets. You'll be back in plenty of time." Her head was in the 
freezer. "I was planning an easy supper tonight, too." 

"So you don't have to make the cutlets. And we don't have to buy 
him a new fish." 

"And waht do you suggest we do instead?" She had found the 
boneless chicken and was hacking off the fat with a large knife. 

"We tell him, 'sorry, Squid died, L.B.' We can even hold a little 
funeral for him, 'Ashes to ashes, bowl to bowl', and let L.B. flush him. 
Then if he wants, we can buy him another fish." 

"You are ridiculous ... Why upset him unecessarily when we can just 
buy him another one and he '11 never know the difference. do you want 
to see him crying and depressed? do you want to be responsible for that 
whn it could all be prevented very easily?" 

"I didn't kill the fish ... Don 't you think you 're sheltering him too 
much? I mean, he's almost eight years old." 

"That doesn't mean we should upset him when there's no need for 
it." 

"But don't you think he's going to start having very unrealistic 
expectations from life? Do you want him to live in a fantasy world.? 

She looked up and started waving the knife at him. "Our lives are 
far from fantasy and you know it." 

"But he doesn't know it. He's always been too young. Someday 
he's not going to be, but don't listen to me." 

"I'm not going to. Go buy the fish . I'll keep him out of his room till 
you get back. Or better yet, take him with you. Wait, you can ' t take him 
with you. Forget it." 

Frank grabbed his car keys and charged out the door. The traffic 
would be awful at this hour, he shouldn't have expected his mother to 
be reasonable and gone to pick up the fish earlier. 

L.B. was coming up the walkway with the breadcrumbs. 
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"Where are you going?" 
Frank wanted to ask him if he had looked carefully at Mrs. Spoon's 

eyes; if he knew that when she died her eyes would look much different. 
Sometimes they bulge like fish eyes, only they don't look as liquidy. 
Only most people don't know that because by the time they get to a dead 
person, the eyes are closed, so they don't see the eyes, or they don't see 
the dead person at all, if their mother can prevent it. But she doen't 
always prevent it; maybe when you're almost eight, but not when 
you'.re almost eleven. But he didn't ask. 

"Do me a favor, L.B? Try and start taking out the trash for me, huh?" 
Frank got in the car. 

"B ut where are you going?" 
He turned the key and munnered, "Dog sledding on the Alaskan 

tundra." 

Michelle Bevilacqua 
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Forgotten Love 

A large, silver-backed brush 
Lies heavily upon the mahogany dresser. 
Frail strands of golden hair 
Reach from the tangled depths of its stiff bristles. 

A few scattered bobby pins nearby, 
One caught in the frame of a blurry photograph. 
A picture of a troubled child 
With her smiling parents. 

A thick, wooden hope chest 
Rests with its back against a rippled mirror. 
Through the layers of dust, 
A rusty lock. 

"Never Forget," she always said. 
"Forget What?" was my childish reply. 

The tarnished brass bed, 
Impeccably made. Undisturbed for years, 
The once-white embroidered bedspread 
Now yellowed with age. 

Lacy curtains spew sun-lit designs 
Across the scuffed hardwood floor, 
Snagging on the threadbare throw rugs; 
Reflecting off the gold cross hung above the bed. 

"Never Forget." She always said. 
So I stood, 
In the old forgotten room, 
Remembering. 

26 
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-_ .... -...; . ..,.,----- --....... -----------
I hadn't realized how far away everything is 
from where you want to be 
until that cross-country ride 
in the middle of summer when you came for me. 
From the time you first smiled 
with those cigarette-yellowed teeth 
and said Marcia, 
you're coming home with me to California, 
I was afraid. 
I sat in your car that day, and I barely 
realized that I was leaving for good. 
I was too young. 
It was all so different from when 
mama and I used to look out 
from our porch 
at our fields 
and imagine 
that they moved like the sea, that the 
wind on the corn was the rippling of waves. 
I thought I'd never see your ocean, 
I thought I'd never leave home. 
Thousands of miles may seem like 
nothing when you live on falt earth, 
when you can see miles of land stretch in all 
directions from your roof, in even parcels, 
fixed by mathematics, but the highway takes you 
further, faster, though you never seem to move. 
How many days did we spend in that car, 
how many songs did you sing in your 
off-key baritone? 
You didn't notice how I sat with my right shoulder 
against the door. You didn't understand why 
I crawled into the back seat 
when we stopped for sleep at night. . 
When you touched my spine with your fingerups 
as you opened the car door, I cringes. 
I could feel you through my black cotton dress. 
I looked out at the ground, I imagined the taste 
of desert dust, I felt its grit on my front teet 
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I shut my eyes and let the wind blow at my 
hair. I didn't want to admit to myself that I was 
afraid of you. Didn't you know? I knew you, 
I knew what you would do before you did. 
I'd seen it in mama's eyes 
that last night before she died. 

Ann Corbett 

Nicole Hebert 
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Crush of the Week 

I have never gone ga ga 
for those 
sappy, 
gooey, 
run-off-your-tongue-like-licorice words 
or mush Hallmark verse 
like gun in your hair, 
sweet with sticky syntax. 

'Cause somehow it always seems 
to taste like 
icky, 
slimy, 
stay-on-you-lips evelope yuck, 
or the gunk on your teeth 
from lemon PEZ packs. 

But yesterday, 
across the table from you, 
I realized my thoughts were so 
tacky, 
girly, 
buy-one-get-one-free, 
powdery pink, 
(and up violins) 
that I felt like bathroom potpourri. 

And isn't it funny 
that someone so 
quiet, 
oops pardon, 
and I hope I'm not blushing, 
can bring out such flowery 
nonsense in me? 

Nina D ' Iorio 
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Caving 

Hum of the desert insects fill 
the emptiness 
of sultry, thick air. 

Morning sun. 
Unbearable heat. 

Plummeting and rising 
buttes and mesas 
in hues of browns. 

With each step 
rusty colored hi-techs 
crash 
and spit dust. 

The trail hairpins 
down 
a 
cleft in the sandstone 
and joins a dusty, narrow footpath 
before 

winding 
out of sight. 

Strata on strata 
of rock 
mounted on each other. 

The cleft deepens. 
The redwall of the inner gorge 
presses closer 
almost shutting off the sky. 
She continues. 

Dark opening appears 
beyond plunging rock. 
Crawling on her stomach 
she enters. 
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walls her in. 
Intensity thick as sultry air. 

Lauren Wright 

Heather Wilson 
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Day after day 
I will walk and I will play 
but the day after today 
I will stop 
and I will start ... 

The still air reverberated-
long after the Violent Femmes were silenced
with the screeching of tires and twisting of metal, 
while angry faces danced in the heat, 
mixed with fumes and exhaust. 
As if restricted by a tourniquet, 
the sluggish flow of traffic stopped behind me. 
A fine, filthy dust came to rest 
like a shroud 
and filled my lungs 
and dirtied my eyes, 
which salted tears fought to cleanse. 
Policemen, 
Firemen, 
Paramedics: 
Are you all right? 
My car and my adolescence motionless in the road, 
none could rescue what was already dead. 
Tow-men and Taxi-drivers: 
At least you didn't lose an arm or a leg ... 
I told myself it was all my fault. 
And the old woman in the gnarled Thunderbird, 
glared at me with graying eyes, 
a goose-egg already forming on her head, 
and she said it was all my fault. 
The tone of the officer's voice, gruff and mean, 
said that it was all my fault. 
I had given up my innocence on the dry. dusted, dirty, 
machine-covered road. 
But somewhere under the thinning ozone, 
a cool voice protested, 
it's not your fault. 
Three weeks of speculation 
and the insurance company gives me a check. 
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So now I trade 1t for a used Sentra, ana as 1 snn m~sn 
at a hundred twenty three thousand some odd miles, 
I wonder where to go with the extra thousand. 

Michelle Henneberry 

Kirsten Manninen 
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Sunday Morning 

This morning Julie told me that I was crazy. If something is bothering 
you, she said, tell me about it. What is it? I've seen you adjust that 
picture frame twelve times, run your finger along the frame, tracing its 
grooves with your fingernail. You've dusted the clock eighteen times, 
I counted, you dusted it every time you paced up and down the carpet. 
You picked every piece of lint off your sweater, you've clipped your 
fingernails to a perfect crescent When you start to water my plants, I 
know there's something wrong. What is it? I said, I'm going out. 

I walked down the street; I didn't know I was looking for anything, but 
I found myself following her, the woman in the raspberry sherbet
colored blouse. She always seemed to be turning the comer, a breeze 
lifting her skirt, revealing her slip's lace edge. She wasn't beautiful, but 
she was different. I'd seen her once before, only she was wearing a blue 
dress down to her ankles, and a red hat with a peacock plume in it. At 
first, I didn't think that I recognized her. I passed by her. I thought I saw 
her smile. 

Julie said I never talk to her anymore. There isn't anythig to say. What 
can I say? Ifl felt that there was anything new, anything interesting, I 
would say so. Though nothing has changed, everything is always the 
same, maybe I am different? I didn't say a word to her. 

Loma stocxl behind the counter, as always. She smiled as I came in. I 
walked up to her, dropped my hand to the formica, raised my eyes up 
to hers, I thought I might smile or touch her hand. Instead I asked her 
for a coffee, then went to sit at the black-topped table by the window, 
the one scuffed with years of plate scraping, coffee cup rings, the 
permanent marks of hours of wistful window watching while sipping 
at a lukewarm cup, dunking doughnuts, and waiting for a refill. Loma 
came over with my coffee and placed it gingerly in front of me. I 
thought, if only you were a little younger, or I were more foolish ... I 
grinned wanly and opened up the Sunday paper to the editorials page. 

When I was young, I used to go running to overtake the stresses of 
childhocxl. I would run barefoot on the dirt path behind the wocxls. No 
one was ever there. I used to run all the way to the river. It was miles 
and miles of just my feet pounding the brown earth. I imagined that my 
running made tremors underground, causing earthquakes in California, 
where skyscrapers would fall, debris like atomic dust would stick in the 
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shore for hours, skimming rocks. 

1:,ast night, I watched Julie while she slept. She'd fallen asleep with the 
light on. She grasped the pillow like a life jacket. Her legs were 
sp~awled across the bed, right foot curling over the covers. Her lips 
quivered slightly. I'd never seen her sleep that way before. As I reached 
to turn off the lamp, I felt that I didn't know her anymore. 

I remember Sandra playing frisbee with Benjamin in my last dream 
before waking. It was summer, I was nine, and I lay in the grass 
pretending to be a snake, ready to bite Ben's ankle. I was a green 
mamba, and I could kill a horse with the venom from just one fang. I 
was the color of grass, I could slither unseen over the velvety moss by 
the tree trunk. I could come so close to his foot, I could strike and retreat, 
and he wouldn't notice, even as my poison seeped into his blood. I 
laughed as the frisbee soared over my head. 

I found myself walking towards the bridge over the beach today. I saw 
a young girl, about seven, running, her little feet tracking paw prints in 
t~e sand. The sun gleamed orange in her hair. When she bent over to 
pick up a purple shell which endlessly spiralled into itself, her trouser 
cuff got wet. She felt the spiral groove with her finger, turned t?e .shell 
over, frowned, tossed it into an unfurling wave. She pulled a penwmkle 
off an algae-covered rock, watched it retract its foot, put it to her mouth 
and sucked. The tide crept silently forward, washing her path away. 
She never once looked at me. I turned to walk back home. 

Sometimes I wonder if time actually passes it all our days, even 
~undays, are spent exactly the same. I am not really getting any older, 
Just more practised. 

Ann Corbett 
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Kirsten Manninen 
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Sunlight fights to pierce the dusty layers 
Of opaque windows, bounces off grey cat hair 
Drifting in the dank air. 

Hunched in threadbare chair, 
Decayed as waterstained walls, 
His sagging form molds to squealing springs. 
Living in a wrinkled shell, flat black eyes 
move behind smeared glasses. 
He makes no attempt to clean them; 
There is nothing he wants to see. 

Bony fingers grasp the nubby armrests 
In time with his raspy breath. 
High above shirt flecked 
With dinners long finished, 
White hair holds ridges where 
A comb once intruded. 

"This is age," the shelves of books hiss. 
"No. This is death," I whisper. 

Alexandra Brundage 
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Two umque ffriencts 

I. 
Don't knock on our door. 
We will push you away. 
We are not playing popular music anyway. 
We have this thing 
about our favorite Stones' song, 
"Angie." 
We play it without talking, and 
we must hear it alone. 

You probably won't understand. 
We have the same dream 
of finding a dress 
the rarest shade of emerald green. 
Then we step into a stadium 
where we are watched by a thousand eyes. 
The pairs are attached to average bodies 
all wearing the very same dress and 
the very same shade of emerald green. 
When we wake up we scream. 

Also 
when our emotions are too ordinary 
we like to get depressed, 
sometimes suicidal. 
We like to ask our boyfriends 
what they would do if 
we died tommorrow. 

II. 
We were feeling unique, 
quite complete 
until one af temoon 
while attempting to draw 
distinctive purple turtles with wings, 
we happen to portray 
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in the same way. 

We couldn't bear the similarity. 
We fought and have been 
separated from that day. 
I have not had to practice 
getting angry or depressed 
I chopped the word, "unique .. in two. 
I looked for all of tis adjectives in my thesauras 
to kill them too. 

I couldn't understand what was wrong with "unique" 
until I turned to its synonyms and found 
"branched off from," "disparity ... "alone." 
I decided to warn you 
so I wrote this poem. 

Alexandra Torinus 

Heather Wilson 
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by Margaret Atwood 

I used to sit 
atop crusted treestumps 
to watch the termites 
daily feast, 
the termites who 
in their hustle and bustle 
to survive 
forgot to make time to notice 
I was there. 

I used to wish 
I was anyone 
but me. 
I wanted to be free, 
free like the flighty butterfly 
who pretended not to see me 
as he circled the tall fems 
next to my nook 
as he looked for a mate. 

I used to pretend 
I could run-
with the little bunnies 
who were taught early 
to run from me
instead of waddling 
like a house of cards 
ready to topple 
if the wind got too fierce. 

I used to play 
hide and seek 
with myself. 
I would hide 
and pray someone 
would accidently 
seek me. 
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I used to follow 
mice about the fields 
until they whispered 
things about me 
when they saw me, 
then I turned 
and darted back to act 
as if they were the ones 
who had been 
chasing me. 

Now, I sit 
alone again. 
I am protected by 
my hated wall 
of quills. 
I only sit. 
I never move, 
even to relieve myself. 
I smell 
as a warning 
to all who ignore me 
that I am indeed 
here ... 
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Seek and ye shall find, 
Knock and the door shall be opened 
Ask and it shall be given ... 

Lurking in alleys, I dig for food-

Matthew 7:7 

children offer me smiles until pulled away. 
Living off spare change I've earned in streets-

businessmen know we don't share the same economy. 
Valuing sneers and glares, I have nothing else to collect

old ladies clutch their jackets for safety. 
Sleeping with newspaper quilts, I hope to miss making 

tomorrow's news-
city officials board up places not fit for living. 

Waiting in eternal lines, I seek help-
samaritans say "no more." 

Smelling of last year's urine, I dress in yesterday's trash-
politicians know I don't vote. 

I am a shadow woman because you ignore me. 
I am waste because you see no wonh. 
I am expendable because you know replacements. 
I am voiceless because you don't listen. 

I am a shadow woman because I am your worst nighttnare 
of what life is like 

if you Fail. 

A. Elizabeth Elz 
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It's not like it was with Nana. 
I mean, I never really saw her that much, 
and though I could barely recognize her, 
she looked good in the casket. You're alive. 
I've seen you get this way: 
Your nose and chin pointing up at the ceiling 
while the rest of your face slips away. 
I don't know what to say. So I hope you don't mind if I watch 
while the visiting nurse changes your diaper. 
That urine tube doesn't always work, 
so your bed is quite a mess. 
Remember when my bunny died 
and I came running to you crying my eyes out? 
You told me that you used to eat rabbits back in England 
and hugged me until I finished crying. 
God you're skinny. 
I listen to you chant 
a mixture of Old Mother Hubbard and the Lord's Prayer. 
And I look into your watery eyes. 
That rabbit killed itself trying to escape; 
it was too fat. 
The hole in the cage sliced its side clean off; 
I want to pick you up and hold you, 
but I'm afraid I'll break your bones. . 
They're already trying to poke through your wax-paper skin. 
And I'm afraid of what shape you'll become. 

Michelle Henneberry 
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Sandra Lee 
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The horses on the merry-go-round 
have metal hooves and rusting eyes. 
The girl was awe-struck when she found 
that the horses on the merry-go-round 
don't ride until a crank is wound 
or eat cotton candy or sing lullabies. 
The horses on the merry-go-round 
have metal hooves and rusting eyes. 

When the carnival begins in May, 
remember not to come too close. 
Ferris wheels look fairy-like from far away 
then the carnival begins. In May 
as you approach, the fantasy will be betrayed 
by machinery and crowds- reality in overdose. 
When the carnival begins in May, 
remember not to come too close. 

Alexandra Torinus 
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For my mother 

From the window 
I see you this morning 
where I always expect to find you 
at the far end of the garden 
down on your knees in rich soil 
planting purple delphiniums. 
I want to tell you that your 
Phalaenopsis orchid is blooming 
in the greenhouse 
but I don't want to disturb your peace. 
From here I watch your body bend 
above the rock garden. 
Your hands steadily sift through the soil 
at a steady motion. 
While brushing back the hairs that have been displaced 
by a cool breeze, 
you leave traces of din on your smooth skin. 

Your hands are blackened from your work 
and earth gets under you nails 
but you won't mind. 
I want to remember you like this 
in your faded garden jeans and 
dad's oversized oxford shirt 
immersed in a world of your own. 

Lauren Wright 
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Kristen Andrews 
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Jeff stood at the window watching the snow drift back and forth 
on the dull grey road. He al ways liked to watch the snow drift at sunset 
because it would pick up the last waning rays of light and become 
orange-pink, then rose, and finally a dull grey blending into the road. 
When he couldn't see the snow drifting any more, he would resign 
himself to the overstuffed chair in the comer where his mother always 
complained that he didn't have enough light to read. Usually he 
shrugged his thin shoulders making himself look as if someone was 
holding a gun to his back. Tonight his mother didn't complain because 
she was over at Granpa's house emptying Gramie's closet. They were 
trying to find the blue dress Gramie had made Granpa promise he would 
bury her in. 

Great-aunt Mary was sitting at the kitchen table whimpering. 
Jeff's dad had been sitting with her all afternoon mumbling how God 
ultimately did what was best for everyone, and handing her Kleenex, 
and begging her to drind the orange-lilac rose hip tea. The entire day 
people had been calling; Jeff wished they would stop saying they weere 
sorry because he didn't know how to reply. Kate was driving home 
from college for the funeral and to help Mom out. Somehow everyone 
was doing what had to be done, which made Jeff feel like an outsider 
because he didn't know what to do with himself. 

Earlier he had asked whether he should go to the store and buy 
more Kleenex, which renewed Great-aunt Mary's tears and caused 
Jeff's father to say, "Don't you have something better to do than upset 
Aunt Mary? Why can't you help out?" 

Jeff turned his back to his dad as tears started to flow down his 
cheeks. Why couldn't Dad hold his hand and tell him that Gramie 
wouldn't be in pain any more and that she had liked the card her Jeffy 
had made for her in art class? Why did Dad sit holding Aunt Mary's 
hand ... she was the adult, he was the kid. 

Sitting in the faded mud-colored chair that Jeff had begged his 
Grarnie to give to him instead of Goodwill, he thought about the favorite 
story she used to tell him, when he spent the night at her old farmhouse. 

"When I was a child and spent every summer at the coast, we 
would pick bayberries. Mary, Cousin John, and I would pick them for 
hours as the gulls screeched at us and the waves pounded the rough 
granite depositing little gems of seashells in the dark nooks for us to take 
home. At home, Nora, our hired summer help, would take the 
bayberries and send us to wash our hands before giving us poppy seed 
cake and milk. 
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"The next a~er, your great-granamomer, 
would rise early and melt the beeswax and add lavender and the mashed 
bayberries. After we had our breadfast and been sent to play in the sand, 
Nora and Mother would start dipping string in the hot wax to make 
candl.es. They spent all day tending to fire and wax. I would run in to 
~sk silly questions just to smell the kitchen like you do at Christmas 
time. Mother never became angry because she knew how much I loved 
the smell and warmth of the kitchen when bayberry candles weere being 
made. 

"The next day Mother would wrap them in old newspaper so 
they wouldn't break on the trip home. Through the rest of the summer 
1 would sneak into the root cellar and open the box to smell the sweet 
ocean-scented candles. 

"Oh, Jeffy, what times those were. I would love to have one of 
those candles now made of everything good and sweet. They were 
s;eet too; I pinched a piece off once and chewed it. So soft and sweet, 
! e beeswax melt in my mouth like a fine chocolate. Oh dear, I'm stray
ing. 

"After we had moved back home and snow covered the window 
panes, Mother would unwrap the candles. Every night we would light 
one and plae it in the window in case someone cold and lost needed to 
c?me in and warm-up. And sometimes people would come in and have 
dinner and spent the night before continuing on. Those candles meant 
~o ~uch and everyone used to light them; no one worried about people 

unmg them like now-a-days. What wonderful days those were. 
. "If only you 'd taken me to the ocean and shown me where you 

picked the berries ... we could have made the candles and lighted them 
in our windows. Oh, Gramie, why did you leave me?" Jeff rose and 
went to the closet where his mother kept her holiday candles and chose 
t~e long white one that smelled like honeysuckle. Carefully he set it in 
1 

e crystal holder, placed it in the window, and lighted the slim candle. 

h 
. Jeff's father came over and placed his large hand of Jeffs slim, 

s aking shoulder. 

A. Elizabeth Elz 
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Ju111: o::r-r"lol A. 1~arrauve, 
But Rather A Collection of Observations and Advice 

1. 
Given enough free time, 

it is quite easy to catch up on 
One Life to Live and General Hospital 

and come to the conclusion that 
Austen Buchanon resembles Clint Eastwood 

and Colton is much geekier than Frisco. 

2. 
The Newlywed Game and The Dating Game are dangerous; 

if, by some chance, you catch the first few minutes, 
you are obligated to watch the entire show. 

3. 
While Jim J. Bullock of Hollywood Squares 

may prove one of your favorite people, 
Jim Leary of The Gap 

(who promises you a job but never comes through) 
may prove your least. 

4. 
Free bread deliveries stop 

when you fool around with the 
too-young-not-at-all-your-type-delivery-boy 

and try to make him forget that it ever happened. 

5. 
After spending a certain ratio of hours alone, 

judgement of the opposite sex falters, 
much as it does 

when under the influence of alcohol. 

6. 
Never trust a guy who wears sweat-pants 

and/or a clinging orange tank-top. 
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Never be too quick to Judge your mother, 
who has spent the last 28 days 

nagging about your povery and joblessness, 
because on the 30th day she may come to visit 

and buy you a dress, some shoes, and front tires for your car, 
as well as give you the money 

for a front-end alignment. 

8. 
Getting mad at your house-mate Mike, 
because he doesn't spend time with you 

between arriving home and visiting his girl-friend 
is counter-productive 

(refer to #5) 

9. 
A good, stiff drink is great 

when discussing the fish tank with Eric, 
who was a romantic interest one year ago, 

and is now the best friend you have. 

10. 
Moving forward is the best thing to do. 

Michelle Henneberry 
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