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'ITie Love{iest 'Time of Year 

. The loveliest time of year is also its busiest working 
time. During the fresh days of Spring, Beauty and Toil 
walk hand in hand. The sweetness that fills that atmo
sphere comes from the steady, noiseless movement of 
all the working forces of the earth and the heavens. 
. In underground laboratories, in glowing sun cru

~ibles, powers both infinite and infinitesimal are weav
ing a garment of glory for the world--a seamless gar
ment, of one texture throughout--for the rose tinted 
petal of the wild anemone and the blush-pink concave of 
t~e May-morning sky attest themselves to be of one 
tissue, one piece. 

Lucy Larcom 
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:J{erstory 

Hearts invert 
To spades as jaded 
Women climb 
Through roach motels. 
Clientele, whose feelers comb 
The crest of sweat--
Drenched skin, demand ovations 
At dark comedy's conclusion. 
There comes no "Pretty Woman" 
Transformation as long dead presidents 
Churn about beneath 
A ragged ceiling fan, 
Awaiting proper burial. 

1 
1 



n 

Cleaning out the bathroom shelves, 
I came across your electric razor. 
The black box layered 
in four years of dust 
opened as though 
it were used 
just yesterday. 
I don't know what I expected to see
a relic wrapped in a shroud? 
But it lay there encased in red velvet, 
the curly cord 
in the same position 
with the plug tucked neatly 
in its slot 
where your fingers 
must have arranged it. 
I used to pretend 
the Ii ttle black brush 
with its hard bristles 
was a broom, brushing 
stray whiskers down the drain. 
I remember the hum 
the razor would make 
and how you used to pretend 
you were going to shave my head. 
I could feel the vibration 
against my scalp 
and scream, believing 
that you were really doing it. 

I opened the top and saw 
that it was not emptied 
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after your last shave. 
The razor still smells like you
But this time I am careful 
not to lose any 
of these fragile gray hairs 
down the drain. 

c,rv,~r---~-

?(risten Jofinson 
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'E~ercise 

He sat, unimpressed with the piece of bread on 
his plate. Beside it was a cold, heap of pasta-the 
sauce, congealed, thickly spread over the spaghetti, 
barely dripped off the plate and touched the piece of 
bread. The bread sat alone near the edge of the dish; 
the foods were separated. His father twitched dili
gently. 

''What's the problem?" 
''None." He lifted the bread in his hand, squeez

ing upon the staling grains. ''No problem at all." 
His father reclined pensively: a stem, bold dash 

cut across his forehead. 
"If something were wrong, would you share 

whatever's troubling you with me?" He waxed a 
father's grin. 

"I told you," the boy involuntarily choked his 
anger in mid-flight, he had been going towards an 
irate crescendo, "nothing's the matter." Tearing a 
crumb off the edge of the bread, he popped his 
mouth open, establishing his happiness, and calcu
latingly landed the piece onto the moist mixture of 
his tongue. "If," he started sheepishly, "something 
was wrong, I'd let you know." 

"Yes, yes. I'm sure you would." The father leaned 
forward again, began to speak, and then reclined. "I 
always said my children would be far smarter than 
I am. Always knew you would learn so much more. 
Me? Whatdolknow? Hell,Iknownumbers,Iknow 
a little about this, a little about that. You kids, 
though. You've got the whole damn world in front 
of you. All of it." 

"Yea, I know dad. I know." 
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'When I was young-" 
"You could buy a whole bunch of candy all for a 

nickel." 
He breathed his composure deeply into him. 

"That, too. But my mother, your grandmother, she 
would always tell me-we used to fight worse than 
cats and dogs, whatever that's supposed to mean
she would say to me, 'Gil, when you're a little bit 
older, you're going to tell me that I was always right 
about all the fights we ever had.' Christ, I thought 
she was crazy for saying that, your sweet old grand
mother. But you know what?" Kindness spread 
across his face, his off-white teeth at attention. "She 
wasright. Itoldhereventually. Shejuststaredatme 
with one of those gracious looks your grandmother 
used to have, before she died." He indulged in one 
maudlin moment of reminiscence, and then snapped 
himself back to his present: it was as if he had been 
walking quite correctly when suddenly a memory, 
potent and color, stopped him as he lifted one foot 
up. 

"That still doesn't mean nothing's bothering you. 
Hell you're thirteen years old. When a thirteen year 
old walks in with that kind of expression and doesn't 
say a word about anything and hardly touches his 
dinner, something' s the matter with him. I know this 
from your brother. I know this from me. He was a 
thirteen year old boy, I was a thirteen year old boy. 
These are the things that you retain." There was a 
chilled moment, awkward, refined. 

The boy ran his hands across his eyes and then 
rubbed his temple, not contemplatively, but intu
itively. His hands then folded in his lap, his body 
pulled in tightly, his weight constricting. His fingers 
slid towards the plate, pushing it back a few inches. 
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''That bad, hey?" 
"I told you-" 
"I meant the food," the father broke in gently. "I 

meant the food." The father twitched slightly, the 
left half of his face, the artistic side, reverberated for 
an untouched moment. "I was always a better cook 
than your mother, she couldn't even make toast 
when I first met her." 

"Has she called?" the boy's face almost cracked a 
smile. 

''No. She hasn't called." 
"ls she staying with Grandpa?" 
"And Grandma." 
The boy unclasped his hands. "You don't like 

them much, do you?" 
''No." The father repeated himself. ''No. As a 

matter of fact, I detest your grandparents. I abhor 
them. But," he quickened his pace, "they're your 
grandparents, and my feelings shouldn't stop you 
from loving them as much as possible. They love 
you-" 

'Why?" 
'Why do I hate them?" he questioned, almost 

reflectively. 
"Yes. Why do you hate my grandparents?" 
"Because they never thought I was good enough 

for your mother. Because they treated me as if I was 
a piece of shit who didn't matter-because your 
mother was their jewel, their princess, their un
touched Queen. They never thought I was worth a 
damn! I swear to God, they expected the Messiah 
himself to walk in to take their daughter off. I swear 
to God they did! Wouldn't have been so bad if that 
prince had beat me to it." The boy winced. "I'm 
sorry. I shouldn't say ... " 
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"It's alright. I've heard it before." 
"Think you know a lot for your age?" 
The boy moved the plate out a slight bit farther. 
''When I was thirteen I thought I knew every

thing about the whole world. I thought my shit 
didn't stink. I thought God couldn't even know as 
muchasidid. That's what J thought." Hepounded 
at his chest with two bold fingers to emphasize his 
point. 

The boy mumbled a sentence. 
''What? You were mumbling again." He twitched 

again. 
"I don't think I know everything," he annunci

ated in a tone which harbors some anger at being 
admonished for an ill-fitting habit. 

"No. No. I don't imagine you do. You don't 
think you know everything. You certain! y are smarter 
than I was as a kid." 

"Probably." 
The father laughed charitably. 
"Yea, well." The boy pulled his body up. "Can 

I be excused?" 
The father's eyes sparkled for a moment-their 

hazel nearly boiling, a roasted, warm coffee flavor. 
His shoulders slumped down a bit, his stature fold
ing inwards. "Sure, " he said. "Sure, you can be 
excused." 

The boy began to lift up his plate: "Don't bother, 
I'll do it." 

"Thanks." He placed the plate back on the table. 
The father leaned back, eyes still warm, kindling 

~nderneath: he let his body flow backwards, cross
mg his legs, and argued with himself for a long 
minute about whether or not he should eat the piece 
of bread. 

'Davia P. :Halpern 
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'Denny 's, 3 am 

The fog in my head is warm 
and alcohol lifts me 
to talk nonsense and some sense. 
The cold water colored liquid 
is pungent with biting berries 
causing crazies. 

I am the coffee achiever. 
Cover up the advancing hangover 
tired lack of sleep. 
Brown mud going down 
making me sick 
buzzing through the fog. 

Want to pull in the smoke 
clawing at my windpipe 
all hot and dusty. 
Cough. 
Full chest sort of happiness. 

Late night restaurant tired or drunk 
eating, smoking like a coal burning locomotive. 
Lack of fuel in the coalbox inside 
need for outside fire 
to push the pis tons 
to keep going. 

Patrick_ ?(f.i{cfi 
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it is an image that 
Vallejo would freeze; 

a nickel suspended in ice. 

but it is my skin, sensitive 
as ripe vegetables, 

that holds her prints. 

on my chest a blush 
stuck 

from the sun 

and the outline of her hands 
over my ribs; an x-ray 
or darkroom negative. 

a kindergarten imprint, 
fingerpaints and sloppy palms. 

i lie on my back 
alone, 

her cool art on my chest 
pushing me 
into sleep. 
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'Definition 

Each 
impalpable locution 
necessary to educate 
the unconscious mass 
lies prostrate and 
entangled on paper 
Perceptions of form 
and design 
meant as a 

"spontaneous overflow of" 
sufferance 
become 
Indefinite and permeable tropes 
born from the science of 
language 
listed alphabetically 
on and between synthetics 
A porcelain mask 
worn at the point of time 
when pen becomes appendage 
and spits ink 
and hypocrisy. 

Saran Levenson 
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Jlnimosity 

unbridled you 
were 

as the words rolled off 
the sour ball which gestated in your mouth. 

a face composed 
of such skin 
should not perhaps take the liberty 
of doubt 

'Davia P. Jfa[pern 
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LoveCl :Maine 

In July of '78 I turned seven, 
and my sister was ten days with the world. 
I stood alone on the huge granite slabs 
above the deep navy blue of the lake. 
The wind made ripples on the water 
and I imagined how she would be at my age, 

seven summers away. 
I pictured her round face 
and as I peered down the water took on images ... 

I imagined it was her. 
She stared at me from the depths, 

full of anger, 
full of resentment, 

yet with love in her cornflower eyes. 
She smiled and spoke. 
Through the water no sound came, 
but my lips formed the words for her. 
She told me she knew already the finer things in 

life, 
like chicken noodle soup and The 

Chipmunk's Christmas, 
and I saw her nose wrinkle at life's miseries 

(those being lima beans and mushrooms, of 
course). 

Her infant voice carried from inside the house, 
distracting me. 

When I looked again into the water she was 
scowling: 

she said she felt she had been replaced. 
I no longer like the image of my sister at seven 

(how dare she think she knew all about 
replacement?) 
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And I skipped a mussel shell over her nose, 
over her forehead, 
and in to her hair. 

The image rippled and shook. 
When the surface settled back to the ruffles of the 

breeze 
I found myself staring at her again, 
only this time she was me. 

'Erin Perry 
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'J!Vliat ft.ave we £earned Afr. Cromwell? 
J'lpo!itical essay on etfucation. 

(An exert from the book Leaving tlie 'Vignette ) 

I grabbed a notebook that was lying on the floor. 
The pen stuck to my hands and most of the notebook 
was covered with soda. I peeled off the top pages 
and exposed something dry thatprobablyresembled 
paper at one point but which now looked like rotting 
tree bark. The pen sunk in, but the ink caught. The 
Pogues were screaming something about gallant 
men and revenge. 

1 X 1 = 1, 2 X 1 = 2, 3 X 1 = 3 ... 
A CURSE UPON YOU OLIVER CROMWELL ... 
''What exit are we at?" 
"I don't know. Where are we going?" 
2 X 5 = 10, 2 X 6 = 12, 2 X 7 = 14, 2 X 8 = 16 ... 
WHO RAPED THE MOTHER LAND ... 
5 X 2 = 10, 5 X 3 = 15 ... 
I HOPE YOU'RE ROTTING DOWN IN HELL. .. 
"I'm getting off at the next exit and asking for 

directions." 
"To where?" 
"A road which leads south. That's the theme, 

right?" 
"I guess that's the pattern." 
7 X 2 = 14, 7 X 3 = 21, 7 X 4 = 28, 7 X 5 = 35, 7 X 6 

= 42, 7 X 7 = 49, 7 X 8 = 56, 7 X 9 = 63 .. . 
THERE'S SOME OF US HA VE DEEMED TO 

FIGm ... 
I looked up from the paper. "You're playing this 

tape over?" 
"No, the deck is fucked." 
WHO ARE NOT AFRAID TO DIE ... 
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8 X 7 = 56, 8 X 8 = 64 ... 
"What are you writing?" 
"I'm practicing my multiplication tables." 
"Why?" 
"Just a thought I had." 
"I don't want to know." 
THAT WILL FORGE AN IRON WILL. .. 
"Fuck." 
She looked at me. ''What? You forget twenty 

three time three?" 
I ignore the question or said "Fuck off," ripped 

off the sheet and threw it through the roof. 
... MAY YOU BURN IN HELL TONIGHT. 
The pen slithered across another sheet. 
0 XO = 0, 0 X 1 = 0, 0 X 2 = 0 ... 

James 'l/. 9Yfanao£ini 

Pogues Lyrics ©1989 Island Records 
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'ITie 'Winner 

It was a rainy day in Wood's Creek, the site Emile's 
ancestors had inhabited for many generations. Emile 
was just a little boy then-quiet, thoughtful, intelligent. 
Too thoughtful, some said. The rain was boundless that 
afternoon-it filled the rivers to overflowing, it made 
the ground sink upon step. Emile liked the wet weather
it molded the world into a different shape. The tree 
branches hung lower with the weight of the water on the 
leaves. The once hard, sun-baked earth was now 
malleable to the hand, to the step. The sky was gray and 
the clouds formed eerie pictures across the sky, spread
ing dark messages across the land. 

His boots were small and he set them down upon the 
soft earth hard, making prints which lasted only a few 
minutes as the precipitation coursed over lhem and 
eroded his footsteps into nothingness. He stamped 
around for quite a bit then sat himself in the middle of a 
large puddle. He had seen green, friend! y frogs hop
ping around in this puddle. He wanted to hop too. Hop, 
hop, hop he went, but he could never hop high enough. 
Never high enough. He cried. 

Sitting in the puddle made him feel more like a frog, 
though. The slimy, murky water water seeped through 
his jeans and soaked his skin. He stripped off his slicker, 
his boots, his shirt, his pants. After brief consideration 
he also stripped off his drawers. Now he was naked, like 
a frog. He rubbed the puddle slime all over his body. 
Was he green? Yeah, he must be green. He was naked 
like a frog now. 

Emile hopped again, and he felt it. He was like a 
frog-no, he was a frog. He felt the earth shoot behind 
him as his legs pushed him into infinity. Infinity! 
Galaxies! Outer space! Goodbye world-dark ugliness 

16 4 



and disgust, dreary drip drops of sewage-please be 
washed away by the rain. It would be good. He knew 
it would. Free frog. Frog is free. Frog goes pee. 

But the pee was a reality and it made Emile angry. 
Now he was a boy again and he could see the world. He 
felt the blustery wind on his skin-the protective coat
ing which had kept his body warm and frog-like was 
?one. He saw his pee mix with the slimy water and turn 
mto buckets of gold and treasures. No! He didn't want 
the gold, he didn't want to be rich-he wanted to be like 
the frogs. Free! Free! He cried out and his screams filled 
his brain and made his head hurt. He grabbed two of the 
frogs in his ·hands and squeezed them hard. They 
squirmed and tried to slip out of his tight grasp, but he 
held fast to them. His fingers were merciless, and the 
fluids of life soon dripped between Emile's fingers. 
Blood. He smeared the sticky liquid and frogs all over 
his face, all over his body. The rain had stopped and the 
puddle was now a dismal pool of rainwater, dirt, and 
blood. Emile saw another frog skittering around on the 
ground and he stepped on it. Squish, went the frog. 
Emile smiled as he looked at the lifeless body-it was 
War paint. He was in war. The frog wouldn't help him. 
He had tried to be like him and the frog didn't let him. 
But in the end, he had won. He was a winner! He ran 
home, naked, in the cold wind, so everyone would 
know he was a winner. Clutching the dead frogs in his 
hands, Emile ran home to them. 

They thought he was bad. They yelled. Why did they 
have to yell? He was good-he won. He had beat the 
frogs when they wouldn't let him play their game. 

i said they wouldn't let me play their game i said i couldn't 
play wasn't fast enough not good enough not good enough 
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Emile was sent to his room to pray for forgiveness. 

god i wasn't good enough i couldn't jump as high there was 
a bird who tried to lead me grab onto my wing he said and i 
reached and i grabbed and i pulled a feather out nothing else 
i was too heavy and the bird got mad because i pulled a feather 
out nosorriesallawed they wouldn't let me say sorry mommy 
and daddy i'm trying to say sorry i want to fly but i can't stay 
in the air it's where i want to be where i want to be ... 

Emile crawled into bed, tears of anguish flowing 
down his face. He was cold, everywhere. His toes were 
cold, his ears were cold, his spleen must have been cold. 
He curled into a tight ball. Emile envisioned his father, 
round belly sticking out at dinner-he ate fast, he ate 
lots, Emile thought. Big, fat, ugly, mean man. He 
doesn't like me, he thought. He yells a lot. He's big. I 
don't want to be big. I want to be small. I want to fly. 

And so Emile would not eat. 
He sat in a dim, dusty corner and talked to his stom

ach as she tried to give him food. Sweet cakes, roasted 
meat, bread, juice-all of these things she offered him 
but he would not take them. But your stomach is 
growling, she said. 

you're too loud she can hear you he said to the rumbling 
and grumbling of his internals stop it ... 

Growl, growl, growl went his stomach. He could 
growl too. He watched in awe as his hands grew into 
mighty paws with razor sharp claws on them. His skin 
grew orange and furry. He growled. It was very, very 
frightening, he thought. Maybe he could be king of the 
jungle. So he prowled around, his stomach growling, 
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his throat making growls. He climbed atop the largest 
rock and roared. The roar was so loud and powerful
so big. That'sright,hewasbignow. Hehadpower. He 
saw a lean deer not far off. The deer was rustling 
through a pile of leaves. Growl, growl, growl went his 
stomach. He was hungry-the king of the jungle was 
hungry. He could eat now. It's okay to be big if you are 
king of the jungle. 

Quietly he crept toward the deer, observing the flesh 
of the graceful animal. A line of spit ran down the side 
of his mouth. 

Arrrr! He leaped and roared and sunk his teeth into 
the deer. And it was good. I was so very good and he 
had been so very hungry. He smiled as he tasted the 
blood-no, it wasn't blood. It was nectar for the mighty 
king of the jungle. 

Before Emile was sent to his room to pray for forgive
ness, he was beaten. Hard. He had made her bleed. He 
had bitten his mother-taken a bit of her meat. No, I bit 
the deer, he said. But they didn't believe him. His father 
smacked him hard across the head and boxed his ears. 
~mile's head hurt. He was dizzy. His father chased him 
into a dark corner and hit him repeatedly with a stick. 
!he slick was hard and rough. Now Emile was covered 
in blood-it was his own . 

. i swear it was a deer i swear no you're not listening wasn't 
1 ~ good king of the jungle i thought i was i guess that deer 
did~'t like me but this bear is bigger than me he's hurting me 
so I m not the king of the jungle after nil there's always 
someone bigger than me why can't i be the biggest maybe i can 
~nly be small the land is bad i have to get away from the land 
1 need to fly god help me fly and i will be good i promise i 
promise i will be good just let me fly 

19 a 



-

Emile awoke the next morning dizzy and bruised. 
He looked in the mirror. He looked funny-all purple 
and yellow and red. He saw a tray of edibles on the table 
next to him but ignored them as he pulled on his clothes. 
He went into the woods. It was a dry day, and all of the 
puddles were gone. The rivers had shrunk back to their 
normal size. The frogs were hiding. They wouldn't let 
him play until he was small enough. Emile pinched his 
arm-not small enough yet. 

He came upon a clearing where a single tree stood in 
the center. It was a big tree-round, like his father. Are 
you my father? Emile asked. He looked the tree up and 
down. Tall, round. Yes, it must be. But what was he 
doing in the woods? A spy! A big, ugly, tall round spy. 

leave me alone why are you following me i hate you i hate 
you let me be free if it weren't for you i could fly i could swoop 
with the birds and sing with the moon i could i could ... i could 
be 

Emile kicked the tree and let out a howl as the pain 
of the impact coursed through his foot. Hurting him 
back-how come he always got to hurt him back? Emile 
started raking his nails into the bark-peeling the skin 
off of his fingers. The blood was dripping from his 
fingers, Emile's nails reduced to ragged, bloody moons. 
His tiny feet were bruised and after he was finished 
raking and clawing and kicking, he peed on the tree. He 
lay on the ground, exhausted, his stomach again growl
ing. But he was getting smaller. He could rub his chest 
and feel lots of bones. 

come on i wanna fly 
warpaint 
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pain 
did i win 
no the tree won said the moon he won he won he won why 

can't you let me be can't i play now i'm very small so very 
small i could fly now i bet i could just give me a chance i want 
to i want to what do i have to do 

kill 

Emile howled in the middle of the forest, but the 
sound did not carry much farther than the inner skirts of 
the green. He ran about, flapping his arms crazily. Tears 
Were running down his face, spelling out anger and 
frustration. He spun around dizzily and ran straight for 
the big tree-for him. Head bent slightly, legs pumping 
hard and fast, he ran. He hit the tree and his small body 
bounced back in the direction from where it had come. 
A jutting branch pierced the soft skin of Emile's temple 
and he just lay there, in a ring of sunlight-the tree 
leaves splattering indefinite shadows upon his inert 
body . 

. thank you i'm flying high and light i can play the game now 
1 am little enough and i think i won this time even though i am 
so small i won 'cause i am flying 

And he lay there, dead-the winner. 

Cfiristine '1( Z. 'l(pfi 
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I[1?jfuito 

A richeista della moglie 
Fa chiudere la finestra, 
Mai piu puo sentire 
I rumori del vicinato. 

"Eh? ... " 

Si sforza di concentrarsi 
Sule sue parole cosi straniere 
Nella sicurezza della casa sua-
Cerca qualcos 'altro che puo mettere a fuoco. 

"Come? ... " 

Attraverso il sua smarrimento, 
Trova il profumo familiare
Qualla mescolanza di polvere e fiori 
Che lo fa ricordare la sua infanzia. 

"Ma, ... perche ?" 

Riconosce la sua propria riflessione, 
Benche la stanza sta diventando piu oscura 
Con l'arrivo delle ombre 
Che non lo lasciano da solo. 

"Mi dispiace ... " 

Si volge verso la finestra 
Seguendo la rotta del corriere, 
Mentre il rumore della porta che si chiude 
Lo fa tornare in dietro, al coperto. 
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1?.f,jection 

Upon the wife's request 
He is made to close the window, 
No longer to hear 
The noises of the neighborhood. 

"Huh? ... " 

He forces himself to concentrate 
On her words, so foreign 
Within the security of his home-
He searches for something else on which he can 
focus. 

"What? ... " 

Through his bewilderment, 
He finds the familiar scent-
That mixture of dust and flowers 
Which remind him of his childhood. 

"B t Wh ?" u ,. .. y. 

He recognizes his own reflection, 
Even though the room is becoming darker 
With the arrival of the shadows 
Which will not leave him alone. 

"I' m sorry ... " 

He turns toward the window 
Following the route of the mailman, 
While the sound of the door closing 
Forces him to return indoors 

'J(jm.ier{y 'Emeric((_ 
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Jltrtifacts 

the black ceramic horse 
the stuffed dog and kitten 
the gold Givenchy chain 
all buried in the back yard 
for safe keeping 

deep beneath the imported top soil 
we dug the shoebox holes 
with our red plastic shovels 
beside the blackberry bushes 
beside the hickory tree 

this is what we like to do 
create time capsules 
to be opened in the twenty-fourth century 
we wrote notes for future inhabitants 
scribbled on the backs 
of old tests and book reports 

we even cut a lock of our hair 
identical blond silk strands 
I tied mine with a red bow 
from leftover Christmas wrappings 

deep within the woods 
hidden escapers 
we cut bamboo stalks and bottled 
the water 
strained our ears for those 
elusive peepers, caught them 
and kept them in Folger's coffee cans 
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took them out and felt their warm pee 
on our dirt encrusted hands 
we stole our dad's Marlboros 
and took our first toxic drag down there 

our red faces--
same eyes, some noses 
same pale pink mouths 
speaking the same 
undefinable language 

weeks later we searched 
for the buried artifacts 
but they had been eaten 
by the fires within the earth 
molten lava, we said, 
we dug too deeply 
or maybe they were found in China 
on the other side of the planet 

we'll have to search there later. 

Sarah. Levenson 
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7Lf ter my Cast e,t.am: 
7L "Si££y Season" wee((g.na afternoon foUea up in a 

6oof(of matclies 

- for Terry Savage -

We three stumbled and tripped; 
I was racing in my new Doc Martens, 
To the beat, 
to the rhythm 
of Saturday afternoon 
hegemony-
a notorious word. 
That and "gerrymander," 
both from "Politics of Northern Ireland." 

From the Botanic Inn, down Donegal Pass. 
I was excited to see the Protestants, 
"Prods," 
and their marching regalia-
epaulets, sashes, flutes and drums to march by-
"gear," you called it. 
Surrounded by their sounds, 
Your cousin was anxious, 
'Whatever you do, don't say my name." 
He took tense drags upon his cigarette. 

We tried to make him listen to academics, 
sociology, 
between the pounding; 
earnestly, intently, 
I desperately pleaded 
O'Dowd's "Social Structures of Modern Ireland," 
his tutorials and lectures; 
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my case of O'Dowd, Savage, and Hawkins; 
and you, 
your case of open-minded logic. 

I've got that book of matches stuck to my wall. 
The cover reads, "Proud to be a Prod - Keep Ulster 
British." 
It means every word, and more; 
your cousin's anxiety, 
my ignorant fright, 
my awe, and uncertainty, 
your gesture--
your arm extended across the market table. 
You were sharing all of this, 
and I tried hard to understand 
beyond the academics of Professor O'Dowd' s 
class, 
and beyond the sociology exam I had just taken. 

We walked straight; 
back down the Pass. 
I almost recall you said, 
"D on' t stare," 
but my head still spun for the Botanic, 
for my fascination 
with their color and presence, the implications
for The Pride of Ballynafeigh, 
for The Rising Sons of Down, 
and for the sinking feeling all their celebration 
gave me. 

After my last exam, this is what was; is. 

Stepfianie Jlaw/(jns 
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mass 

She regained consciousness and saw naked feet, 
heard the old clang of bells-surprised at the faded 
and tired sound rubbing the insides of her ears. As 
if coming back to life or waking after hibernation, 
sleep made slush of her though ts and efforts to move 
even her hand to touch her eyelids-an unsure curi
osity about the opens of her eyes. Open or not, she 
heard her breath, raspy like a whisper, echoing in the 
quiet and ornate holiness of the church. Of the night 
before she remembered only slivers of actions and 
images; echoes of music. 

Moving her cottony tongue over her teeth and 
around her mouth, the stale taste of nicotine and 
whiskey confirmed how she remembered spending 
most of the evening. Drinking and smoking. She 
remembered the stairs down into the bar. Snaking 
lower down. She expected a tomb with the wet smell 
of old rain or newspapers decaying. Close to the 
stage, the heavy sound of the bass moved her thin 
table a little. She watched the darkness in the shot 
glass jiggle as the bassist moved his hands up and 
down the instrument's spine. Relaxed and slowed 
with each shot, her hand pulling out the cigarettes 
became more deliberate-taking time to notice it 
jutting out below her nose. She had to check. Make 
sure it had not left the cradle of her lips. 

She remarks to herself seeing her bare feet, again, 
swinging from the pew, "I must have left my shoes 
in the club for some reason." 

She remembered seeing a friend at the club. He 
sat down with her while the musicians were at the 
bar, or maybe he came down from the stage with 
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them. He sat, placed a shot in front of her and offered 
her a mint. She thought it odd at the time, the mint, 
but tucked it under her tongue as she tipped the 
small glass against her lips. The white dot fizzed into 
small pieces in the alcohol as she let it slide down 
past her throat. She remembers things were mixed
up. The music left a funny taste in her mouth, the 
taste of smoke on and about her fingers. 

Beyond this moment all is lost, as if a fog had crept 
into her ears and was just now dissipating. She 
remembered only teaching herself things. Steps. "I 
had to do them over until I got them right," to no one 
at all. 

She rose from the pew, and surprised by the 
movement, waited for her mind to catch up. She 
walked down the isle thick with plush, glad that it 
was warm as moss on her soles. At the door she dips 
her hand in the holy water, dragging her fingers 
slowly in the tepid water. It feels like the plush aisle. 
Confused, she runs her hands through her hair, 
pushing it from her face, as drops trail down her arm, 
leaking from the end of her elbow. 

She pushes one of the heavy oak doors and the 
warm light feels fuzzy on her eyes and the wet skin 
around her temples. The stairs are there. The stairs 
that she did not understand last night, trying to learn 
the up down and the alternation of feet all at once 
was too much the evening before. After mastering 
the stepping, she remembered sitting in some small 
room. Confessionals . 

She pulls the oak doors open again and looks for 
the booth in which she had sat. Finds it on the third 
try, finding a pair of shoes also. "Mine," she mouths. 
Closing the tiny half door, it reminds her. She sat in 
the booth for a long time last night confessing to 
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things see had never done. "I slept with my boy 
friend's sister." "I poisoned myself a long time ago." 
"I masturbated during your sermon last week." All 
these to some imaginary confessor. Having purged 
herself of her sins, she sat smoking in the booth. She 
sat watching the smoke leave her mouth and sneak 
through the intricate carvings and nooks in the door. 
She sat lost. Looking at the the church through the 
smokey and tiny kaleidoscope openings in the door. 

Glad that she found her shoes she slips them on, 
only to find something wedged inside the toe of her 
left shoe. Cigarettes. Opening them she is disap
pointed to find, instead, several disks of the Eucha
rist resting at the bottom of the Camels. She recalled 
a trip to the altar. 

Opening the tabernacle, she winces, a little 
ashamed. Taking the Eucharists from her empty 
pack, she places them back in their home, and gath
ers up the cigarettes into their rightful package. The 
bells ring again. This time not sod ull in her ears. She 
walks back to the pew, content that she had located 
her shoes and Camels. Resting in the immense 
quietude of the church, its ceiling stretching up in 
grand colors of lit glass and gold arches, she lets her 
heavy eyes sink into the purple rays near the top of 
the ceiling, snowing particles of light. 

She is suddenly aware of shufflings and pleasant 
murmurings and is a wakened by the crowd of people 
floating in the front door, flooded with the early 
slant of the sun. The quiet dust leaves its heaven on 
the ceiling, descending to rest upon the dark shoul
ders and hats of Sunday dress. 
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Jfostility 

There once was a time when I had no say. You 
assumed that I had nothing to contribute to your 
society except my hands. I toiled endlessly until my 
handsbecamecallous,andmyspiritdried up. When 
the sun fell, and you did not see me, I nursed my 
wounds and irrigated the vast desert of my spirit. 

And the desert became a tundra. Small huddled 
hope that survived throughout your icy blows. Until 
we spread our seeds about and intertwined our 
tendrils, so that you tripped. 

But we were still weeds, so you were still able to 
clip a few of my brothers away; so we peacefully 
sprouted back thicker. Then you built a ladder, and 
crawled over and around us. But you did not know 
that someone would leave the ladder out one night. 
A few of us crept up the rungs and implanted into the 
soft decaying wood. When you awoke you were 
embarrassed. You plotted to exterminate us, but you 
took too long ... 

And I budded into a lush fragrant wild flower. 
You admired me from a distance, concealing your 
scissors. I did something for your society, enriched 
it, perfumed it. But there was a problem, you wanted 
to do this yourself. 

You reached your hand towards me and were 
interrupted by my thorns. I am sorry if! scratched 
you, you simply rubbed against me the wrong way. 
And once again I lose my say, not because I do not 
speak, but from the volume of your screams of 
agony. 

'Erisfie '£awards 
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San Pa6fo antf Jltk{ine, Oai(fantf 

Outside the window 
the B-Boys go by 
in time with the beat 
coming through earphones 
bass bumps 
snares tsat tsat 
out flow words 
with the force of a drive-by 
RATATATTAT 
tires squeal 
muzzle flares 
brother falls 
all to the beat bass boomin' 
through 16's, 18's 
trunk box 
same beat, same time 
Oaktown jumps 
with anger 
fear 
happiness 
despair 
love 
and death 
trash in the gutter 
dirt on the walls 
that railroad tracks roll by 
walls covered by a ghetto Van Gogh 
Oaktown's jumping 
shaking 
pulsing 
with the beat 
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Ca6in in Jllugust 

Through the open rough-cut window 
I breathe in the musty smell 

of earth, wood, and dampness. 
The air is heavy with clouds, 

swirling around with my breath, 
pock-marked by rain drops, 

and the woods outside 
are a gray and brown canvas, 

slashed with black paint for trees. 
I lean through the splintered window as far 

as I can without the drips from 
the barely shingled roof 

tapping me on the back of the head 
and skipping down my neck. 

The rain sounds like hundreds of tiny feet 
pattering 

as it falls to the leaf-covered ground, 
and from a joint in the wall studs behind me 

comes the sound of true 
tiny feet, 

perplexed at my unaccustomed presence. 
The warm dampness seeps into my clothes 

and I shiver cozily, 
listening to the only unwanted drips 

plink 
into a tin can set up to catch them 

as they fall from the spot in the roof that the 
shingles 

just couldn't quite cover. 

'Erin Perry 
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(jreece 

In my dreaming 
was the grey sky 

and your dying blue eyes. 

I woke up 
in Athens 

remembering .. . something ... 

Punkers pagan the Plaka 
where night is the law. 

I amble through 
this alien lair 

eating a gyro. 

That's when the gypsy boy 
hands me a tea rose. 

Something ... 

I shake my head 
and walk away. 

I glance at 
a heroin-strewn hippy; 
a skinhead; 
even the snakeshow: 

Feeling ... something ... 
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A tug at my shawl. 
In my hand is the rose 

and I know 
what the gypsies know. 

In Epidaurus 
Where the poppies grow 
Sleeps Hecate's lover: 
My blue-eyed Pan. 
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ask the poet for a confession 
of love 

and you get a vatic 
blueprint of emotion, 

replete with radiowave static 
and weather reports. 

he will bleed metaphors 
and paradigms-
a secular oracle. 

but this is what you must do; 
bleed him 

as the barber does, 
hope to decipher the thick language. 

he will say to you: 
you are like the diamond 

the cardplayer sews 
in to his arm, 

knowing that a second wind, 
the jewel, 

is waiting in the arm 
in the hands that hold the folded cards. 

he will say to you: 
you are like the horn 

found with the jazzman 
four stories below his window, 

fingers still depressing 
first and last valve. 

the poet will speak of you 
and the weather. 

his voice like the hurricane 
against the Cape, like a hum 
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in your seashell ear. 

understand the falling notes 
of the trumpet, 

the diamond sewn in to 
the gambler's arm, the 

storm against the coast. 
then you will feel 

the tattoo of three small words. 
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:from tfie 'lJeaa 
after "Laay Lazarus• 6y Sy[via P{atfi 

I, too, have died more than once 
at six when I walked in on 
grossly entangled familiar limbs 

again, when I was ten 
the cheese stood alone 
thirty blurred laughing faces 

surrounded me like barbed wire 
and I felt the warmth of my own urine 
slowly sink into the puke green carpet 

Then-when I was on the verge
lightning struck 
in the form of a fist 

against the boned flesh 
of my right cheek 
and I couldn't pull the blanket 

close enough around me 
to cover the shame embedded 
like a splinter in my stomach 

I shed flesh 
and left the bone 
for vultures to gnaw on 

But unlike you 
I don't do it exceptionally well 
I still stand erect 
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I still pull in gasps of air 
and spit them out 
rhythmically 

you succeeded where I failed 
and your art is extreme 
mine is only ordinary 

diseased beggars-you and I 
your ashes are my muse now 
and I will eat words like air 

Sarafi Levenson 
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