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Self Portrait- In Water 

I stand before a waterfall 
barefoot 
My toes, submerged in a pool of pennies 
are long like the fingers of a chimpanzee. 
My face in the water 
resembles an unfinished portrait 
by an artist in a hurry; late for tea
the paint still damp 
the brush strokes heavy and quick. 
The mist coats my nose and lips, 
makes my eyelashes close 
It is then that I hear the diluted sound 
of rain 
My anns are outstretched, my fingers spread 
crowned with bitten nails 
like half-eaten pieces of fruit in a monkey's cage. 

Kristen Stevens '93 
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A Sestina For The Love That Jazz Has Given Me 

There's something erotic about you and jazz
Like when Brubeck lays down piano on Take Five, 
And Paul Desmond follows with that sweet tenor 

sax, 
There's nothing like it to give me chills. 
Except being here with you, moving between 

smooth 
Satin sheets, on a night filled with rain. 

There's something irrhythymically right about the 
rain-

I could ahnost say that it's God's jazz. 
The sound of a thousand droplets is a smooth 
Curtain of white noise in five/ 
four time. That peal of thunder, that gave you such 

a chill, 
Was Coltrane tryng out heaven's bassest sax. 

After a certain point, you just can't call it sex. 
Anymore than you could describe a storm like 

tonight as 'rain,' 
Or could listen, high-browed and chill, 
To Benny Goodman at Carnegie, and dismiss it as 

'just jazz.' 
Anymore than you can feel my five fingers twined 

in your five, 
And use such a mechanical word for something so 

smooth. 

The chemistry is so right, the physics so smooth
Just as Brubeck on piano, and Desmond on alto sax, 
Were always right together, whether the beat was 

three or five 
Or whether the only beat is that of hearts and rain. 
You only need to touch me, and I hear jazz; 
And I can feel you shiver when it all gives you 

chills. 
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The weather's tu.ming wet and chill, 
But on the stereo, Bolling still floats out smoothly, 

. Covering your drowsy form with a blanket of jazz, 
And Omette Coleman plays us a lullaby on sax. 
Irrhythymic, yet right, like the falling of the rain, 
Or a measure not four beats long but five. 

We should both be sleeping, it's quarter to five. 
But as I stretch out close to you to guard you from 

chill, 
I listen to the thinning patter of the rain, 
Becoming random droplets rather than the smooth 
Percussion, the thunder gone, like Coltrane and his 

sax. 
And I find myself wishing love was more predict

able than jazz. 

But even if five minutes of that smooth 
motion was all, followed by a chill, followed by the 

silencing of the sax, 
for the rest of my life, I would treasure rain. And 

the memory of jazz. 

Joseph Crowley '94 
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From a Cab 

High heels wobble on uneven pavement. 
Skirts easing up thighs 
like an exploring hand. 
?tockingless legs, chilled, walk on bright avenues 
into comers 
kneel in doorways of abandoned buildings 
in front of a patron. 
Silk suited pimps watch 
from tinted windows. 

Lonely men line up 
for quarter peepshows. 
Brims bent down on hats 
covering identities. 
Expressionless men collect 
admission through murky 
ticket windows, never looking 
at their customers. 

Stacey Hayde '94 
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Journey the Fifth: the Dance Revealed 

Silence 
Roars in my ears 
An auditory blur of 
Presence felt through absence 

Light 
Amuses itself with my eyes 
As all moves together 
In Shiva's Dance 

Mountains 
Black juxtaposition 
Like some unspeakable metaphor 
Answers eternal on the motionless water 

The pain's protests are far away 
Blending in time with the rush of blood 
And the creatures unseen relax in their 
Occupations to abdicate me a Wisdom 
Of fear no more 

Stephen Whitter '95 
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Charlie's Coffee Shop and Lounge -
Christmas Eve 1991 

They were reading the dictionary 
and laughing at the meanings 
of the words they didn't understand. 

furazolidone 
shilly-shally 
zonapelucida 
occiput 
religion 

~e was talking about dead men in subway stations 
m yellow rain slickers and flip-flops 
she giggled 
and told how her uncle 
shot his grandmother 
by accident. 

He laughed 

He told of sexual experiences in toll booths 
She told of falling in between the crack 
of two beds with the weight of 
a 1901b Texan on top of her 

They laughed again 

drank cold coffee 

and smelled the smoke 
from their last cigarette. 

Kristen Stevens '94 
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The Pocho' s Wild Years 

An old man named Raul, 
Seventy years of age, 
Tells me stories of his youth. 
This isn't the first time 
I've heard stories of his wild years in L.A. 

He was born a mile south 
Of the fence, 
In a border town called 
La Mira. 
In nineteen twenty-six 
His family moved al norte. 

''Wetback and beaner, 
Goddamn lettuce picker." 
Cute little nicknames, 
Delivered with shoves and blows 
In the schoolyard. 
"Go back to Mexico," 
Said the little norte;:imericanos. 

He showed me a yellowed picture, 
Dated March fourth, nineteen forty-three. 
Raul is wearing a zoot suit, 
Pegged, pinstriped pants to his armpits, 
A keychain to his knees. 
A hula hoop sized fedora 
Covers his Jet black brylcreemed hair. 

One night when he was twenty, 
On the way home from a baile, 
He was jumped by seven Anglos 
In the middfe of the calle. 
Just another pachuco, 
At the soldier's hands. 
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His zoot suit's in the closet, 
The fedora's in a box, 

· His handsome vato face 
Scarred by the gringo's knife. 
Raul drinks his coffee 
And smokes a cigar. 
We sit talking in the living room 
And he tells me all the stories 
Of his wild years, 
Fifty years gone. 

Patrick Keilch '95 
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Lilac Rain 

The window shows 
a flat open space of light 
and the lilacs growing on the fence, 
their smell, rich, 
clinging to limbs and pickets, 
thickening the summer, 
and the sloppy rain dripping 
from the gutters. 

Wet lilacs wound in her hair, 
her wound with the smell of them, 
she dances in the open yard 
singing to herself 
to the birds 
and the stray cat that 
squirms from her hold, 
a hold that is equally ruthless 
to the pink, awakened earthworms, 
to the crawling things. 
She transplants them from their 
hiding under safe rocks 
into rivulets of water 
for inspection. 

The thunder breaks her 
solitary game. 
She freezes, jerking a muddy face 
upward, searching, 
gathering energy. 
She runs into tne house-
squishing sneakers slosh mud 
up the stairs. 
Her fluttering heartbeat steadies 
into warm, ready arms. 

Lisa E. Miller '94 
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Liza's Flowers 

Liza's callused hands sank into the trow
elled earth, bits of dirt making their way under her 
.ragged fingernails. The Tulip bulb in her left hand 
felt smooth and cool against her palm as she hol
lowed out its bed with fist and tired fingers. The 
bulb was nestled into the ground like an injured 
sparrow a child has rescued in a shoe box filled 
with straw. Liza patted the loose soil down to 
cover it, then sat back on her heels with a sigh. Her 
fingers turned toward each other on her thighs as 
she leaned her weight on her palms, elbows 
slightly bent and bony shoulders shrugged up her 
neck. 

She tipped her head back and breathed in 
the humid September air, then rubbed the beads of 
sweat from her chin with her shoulder. Indian 
Summer. Looking around once, she focused her 
attention back to the flower bed before her and 
shuffled her knees two feet to her right. The small 
Vermont neighborhood was a sleepy quiet, but for 
the contented buzzing of cicadas, and the shrilling 
of ~wo children playing down the street. Their 
v01ces were now sharp, now muffled, as they ran 
round and round their house. 

The air smelled of approaching autumn, a 
comfortable, warm smell. Liza's trowel went back 
to work, clicking on stones that she plucked out 
and dropped into a metal pail with a loud clank. 

"Almost there now," she said to no one in 
particular. Perhaps she spoke to the flower bed 
itself. A stone hit the pail with a ping. Satisfying 
sound, she thought. Solid. 

Just then Liza heard an engine and looked 
up to see who it was driving by. She recognized 
the battered pick-up of the Thompsons, who 
owned the farm three miles out of town. She 
followed the truck with her eyes, unable to resist 
the familiar pang in her stomache at seeing them: 
regret, jealousy, nostalgia. All three, perhaps. The 
~rue~ d~appeared around the bend, but she ~isual
ized its Journey-right at Elm Street, half a rmle to 
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the old Turnpike Road, and then two miles to the 
long gravel driveway of Seven Oaks Fann. 

A screen door banged shut across the street, 
startling her. Liza saw Ned Carver amble across 
his front porch, his cumbersome body making him 
jerk to and fro as he lumbered loudly down his 
steps. He spotted Liza and raised a hand in greet
ing, displaying the permanent yellow stain beneath 
his arm from years of sweat. Liza smiled, nodded, 
and turned back to her flowers. For five years now 
Liza had lived across the street from Ned, and she 
couldn't imagine that he had ever looked any 
younger or any thinner. He did work hard, 
though, she thought. He was a good man. He'd 
been in the war like her husband. They hadn't 
known each other then, but they would have gotten 
on fine. Liza smiled, thinking of Ned and Jeremy 
together, sharing war stories. 

With a sigh she shuffled farther down the 
bed and began to pull weeds from around the 
exposed iris bulbs, thinking about Jeremy. Thirty
two beautiful years they'd had together, before his 
death five years ago. Well, most were beautiful. 
They had met when Jeremy was at Dartmouth. 
Liza had lived in Hanover all her life, and often 
wondered if she wasn't attracted to the prospect of 
getting out of the town as much as to Jeremy 
himself. They were married shortly after he gradu
ated, and had moved to the farm in Vermont that 
Jeremy had inherited. The life of a dairy farmer 
wasn't exactly what she'd expected from a 
Dartmouth graduate, but Jeremy kept her hoping 
with his dreams of going into his own business, of 
moving to Boston, to the rich life. Pipe dreams, 
Liza thought. Farming is in the blood of the people 
who spend generations at it, and Jeremy was no 
exception. But they'd shared a full life together. 
He'd been a good man, an honest man. There had 
been a daughter, too ... 

Footsteps crossed the street, and then, 
"Lookin' real nice, there," came a voice from the 
other side of the bed. 

"Morning, Ned," Liza said as she looked 

12 



up. "Howve you been?" 
"Oh, you know." He scratched his earlobe 

and looked around Liza's remarkably lush yard. 
He could never keep the dogs and crab grass out of 

. his own. ''Been quiet; Maggie's gone down to her 
sister's for the weekend. Some kind of family 
reunion or somethin'. I don't go too much for them 
things. You know, all those ~eople you never see 
wantin' to know how things s been for the last five 
years 'cause they're too lazy to keep in touch in a 
regular way." He rubbed his chin, admiring his 
three-day growth of beard. "She left her dang 
Bernie here with me. But he ain't much company, 
the fool. Allus into one thing or 'nother. Droolin' 
everywhere." 

Liza nodded, glad that Bernie kept to his 
enormous St. Bernard self in his own back yard. 
She used the trowel to nudge a dandelion out of the 
soil with all its roots, then sbook the dirt out and 
lay it on the weed pile beside her. 

"Did you get the water fixed?" Liza asked, 
remembering something about burst pipes from 
the last time Ned had wandered over. 

"Yeah, but what an ordeal that was." Ned 
grunted. "Right after the plumber got here one o' 
them dang Jehovah's Witnesses came by. He was 
going on and on about this and that for I don't 
know how long, handin' me papers and stuff to 
read, and I just let him talk while I dug 'round in 
my garage like I was lookin' for tools or somethin'. 
~ina1ly tne guy gets the idea that I'm not really that 
interested, so he looks at me square in the eye and 
says, 'You do believe in God, don't you?' So I 
grins all up and look him square back and say, 
'Hell, no! Do you?' He just stood there with his 
mouth flopped open like a dead fish, and then he 
took all his papers from me and left. Guess he 
won't be back for awhile." Ned paused and 
rubbed his stubble again, quite pleased with his 
own craftiness. Liza smiled, shook her head 
sl.ightly, more amused with Ned's pleasure at 
himself than with the joke. 

There was a pause for a moment, while 
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Ned's eyes followed Liza's hands through the 
motions of selecting a bulb from the box beside her. 
''You know, Liz," he said at last. His hand sought 
his chin and rubbed there, as if he were unsure 
how to continue. 

Liza looked up with the bulb in her hand, 
sat back on her heels. ''What is it, Ned?" 

Ned made a few false starts, opening his 
mouth with a deep breath only to freeze and try 
again with another breath. Finally he blurted out, 
"Don't you ever get tired of livin~ here all by 
yerself? I mean, five years now I ve never seen you 
have any company asides the neighbors. Don't 
you got any family or nothin'?" 

Liza watched his face for a moment, trying 
to figure where this outburst had come from. Ned 
had never struck her as the sentimental type. She 
dug her trowel in the ground and paused, holding 
the handle with the blade stuck firmly into the 
flower bed. His words brought on a slide show of 
memories, flashing rapidly through her life: her 
wedding, with her sister dressed in pale blue satin 
beside her in the snapshot their father had taken; 
her infant daughter Jessica in Jeremy's smiling 
anns, her tiny fists held aloft as though she were 
protesting; Jeremy in his khaki uniform, waving 
from the train as it pulled out of the Burlington 
station; Jessica's first lost tooth, her first drawing of 
a horse, her first trip down the dirt drive on her 
new bicycle. Then more rapidly, so fast the emo
tion it evoked was forced painfully, with a sharp 
intake of breath, from a hiding place twenty years 
old inside her, came the flashes of Jessica's illness: a 
sniffle, a fever, a cold, and finally pneumonia. Her 
child's body curled fetal-like on the sterile pink 
sheets. Her brave smiles through drained, vacant 
eyes. 

The lamb etched into the cold granite beside 
the words: Jessica Elizabeth Pitkin, aged seven and 
a half years. 

Fate had given them no others after Jessica. 
Ned's voice broke into her memory, bring

ing Liza back to the present with a sharp, startled 
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snap of her head. "I don't mean no offense," Ned 
was saying, with a note of apology in his voice. 

Liza's shook her head slightly, feeling her 
senses slowly return to normal. "No offense taken, 
.Ned," she said quietly. 

Ned was encouraged. "I just wonder if you 
don't get damn lonely over here." 

Liza gave him a strong smile. "I've got my 
flowers." 

Ned snorted, gathering courage because she 
hadn't asked him to leave. "Flowers don't talk to 
you or keep you company. They're downright 
selfish if you ask me. Allus needing to be cared for, 
and for what? So's·you can look at 'em for a few 
weeks. Then they die. Some friends." 

Liza smiled, stood up, and brushed the dirt 
from her knees. "I suppose you have a point, Ned. 
But people are a lot like flowers sometimes." She 
paused for a moment, then said thoughtfully, "At 
least I can count on my flowers to come back." She 
began to put her tools in a bucket while Ned stared 
at her, not sure how to respond. 

Finally she turned to him and said, "Thank 
you for your concern, Ned. I appreciate what 
you're trying to do. But it isn't necessary. Good 
day, Ned." Picking up her bucket she strode 
toward her little house, paused to peek at the 
window boxes for remaining summer blossoms, 
and went inside. When she looked out the kitchen 
~ndow Ned was ambling across the street toward 
h1S own place, shaking his head. 

Surrounded by all of her things, Liza felt 
more at ease. Ned had been so close to making her 
feel alone, a feeling she had learned to deny for 
years. She passed into the living room and smiled 
at Jeremy's picture. The cut flowers beside it were 
the last of the season's daisies and black-eyed 
Susans. They had another day before they would 
wilt. She sighed and went to her worn desk. 
Opening the top drawer, she dug through neatly 
arranged papers-letters, copies of receipts, blank 
sheets waiting for her to scrawl her weekly mes
sages to her sister, still in Hanover-until she 
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found the brown envelope. She had not opened it 
to examine the photographs it held for many years, 
but always kept it near her just in case. Until today 
the mere thought that it sat waiting for her in the 
drawer had been comfort enough. 

Liza sat and stared at the aging pa{>er for 
some time, forming in her mind the exact images of 
each photo inside. Finally, with a deep breath and 
something that felt like part regret, part relief, she 
withdrew the small stack of memories and spread 
them one by one on the desk top. Three in all: she 
and Jeremy standing in matching overalls with 
their first Jersey cow, looking triumphant and full 
of expectation. The next was of Jeremy holding a 
two-year-old Jessica atop another Jersey, one of two 
hundred by that time, beside the hand-painted sign 
that read: Seven Oaks Farm. Registered Jerseys. 

The third Liza picked up and studied for 
some time, her lips qmvering at the comers, her 
smile slow and sad in coming. Finally she leaned 
forward and propped the picture against the 
framed portrait of Jeremy. It showed the three of 
them together, the spring just before Jessica caught 
that first cold: Liza, young and standing erect, 
looked on with the haU smile of a mother allowing 
her husband the luxury of their child alone for a 
moment, while Jeremy held Jessica by the hand, the 
two of them bent over to examine a small wild 
flower. 

Erin E. Perry 
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Garden 
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I remember 

... Smooth 
cream capped chestnuts 
dark peanut butter brown 
marbles in the sidewalk 
and the 
cotton candy skirt 
of the hand-me-down tutu, 
over the blue and green 
Dr. Seuss socks, 
and 
faces in the spun dark, 
noses and eyes 
reflected in the candy counter glass 
over 
Swedish fish and licorish sticks 
and 
sugar sand in the bottom 
of my orange bathing suit 
and the blue yam stories of Triton's daughter 
kept on the end of 
my father's 

furple kite string. 
remember 

blue bells and red rubber balls 
and the startled frog prince 
and the green bottle plastic bag 
with my mother's 
wedding dress 
within 
surrounded by the smell 
of her memories, 
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pearl white 
silk spun by Grandma's fingers 
from summer clouds. 
and the 
taste of tears 
and the 
taste 
of laughter ... 

Suzanne Morrison '96 

19 



The Day We Twirled the World 

We twirled 
the world 
to see where 
we'd live 
someday, 
alone 
or together, 
we didn't care, 
not then. 

The world twirled, 
coming to stop 
on Istanbul 
for you, 
Bangladesh 
for me, once 
in the ocean 
you fell 
and I followed, 
finding the water 
blue and warm 
against my skin, 
your hand 
not far from my 
reach. 

We went to China, 
somewhere we'd never 
thought we'd go, until 
that moment 
when it became 
a possibility 
we both considered, 
and discarded 
for another. 
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Murmansk maybe, 
or Tabora together 
for the night. 

· Meeting again 
for the first time 
in years, yet nothing 
has changed 
between us, 
except we're old-or not. 

In an Inn 
with camels, 
or a hotel 
with bellboys 
and caviar 
neither of us eat, 
but both of us 
order, just for fun 
to see what the 
other will do. 

The day we twirled 
the World anything 
was possible, 
if only it still 
was, I would twirl 
my way to you. 

Bernadette McNichol '93 
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Indigenous Epistemology 

many have endeavored to know this face as better 
they may know its absence in the late hours 

when the reason struggle the evasive mind's eye 
to what approach past tbe treeline, beyond the sill 

catch the scent of her mingled of musk and mystery 
of fading days of·exploration and omnipresence 

when the taste was new and unfolded like an 
epic-

of levels and realization of an end undefined 

the dog leashless and dejected dodges the slacks 
and cold stares, prickling hairs and rearing 
ears he glimpses a metaphysical sound

but just chapel organs, his eyes again shift down 

through the wafting mists of Columbian brew 
spar the poet and the scientist's assertations 
and affirmations of what intrinsically be

limitations blinded by heart and permutation 

cultivate a mask of agonized elation 
and father experience profoundly exposed
from the easel tum unawares of the sardonic 

stare from the canvas, knowing better 

Stephen Whittier '95 
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The Psycho Killer Speaks 

I. 

I guess you could say I don't relate well to people. 
Oh, it's not that I don't try. I'd like nothing better 
Than to share my feelings. But I just can't seem 
To communicate with those around me. 
I always end up killing them instead. 
Oh, I try to pretend that it's just an idiosyncrasy
That I really do communicate. When I wrap a 

length 
Of telephone wire around a screaming teen's 

neck-
That's my way of saying, "I feel threatened." 

Multiple 
Stabbings means, "I love you." And the 

chainsaw-
That's nothing but my way of saying, "I'm sorry." 

But I really have to admit, it's dysfunctional. 

PART II-THE REVENGE 

Sometimes I feel so alone. 
They're all friends, they all know each other
I'm always the outsider. Oh, it's not that I don't 

try! 
I show up at every party. But they scream, and 

they run. 
Arn I so wrong to interpret that as rejection? 
It frustrates me so much-I lose my temper. 

I don't know-does everyone feel this way? 
I mean, it's the same group over and over again. 
They're so much alike, they're almost 

interchangeable. 
Sometimes I have my hands wrapped around a 

neck, 
And the reaction is the predictable scream, 
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In the same key as always, from the same blond 
Cheerleader type-it gives me deja vu. 
~ mean, didn't I already kill this person? 

Maybe it's not me. Maybe it's the rest of the world 
that's crazy. 
I'm just. .. an individualist. That's it, right? 
An innovator! Who else wears a featureless mask? 
Do any of them try such a fashion risk? 
That's why they reject me-they're jealous! Right? 
I don't fit into their cliques. They can't control me. 
That's why they reject me, right? 

No, I really don't believe that, either. 
But I'm just so torn, so indecisive--
Resenting the idea that I should fit their mold 
Even as r wish, wistfully, that I could. 

PART ID-THE BEGINNING 

Maybe it's because I come from a dysfunctional 
family. 

I never admitted that to anyone before. 
My mother was always very cold and distant. 
Even when I dug up her grave on Mother's Day, 
She remained stiff, cold, inflexible. 
I never knew who my father was, either. 
Oh, I had suspicions. Satan, The Prince of Dark-

ness? 
Yog-Sothoth, The Keeper of the Gate, 
He Who Must Not Be Named? 
Elvis? 

Still, I don't like the idea that I 
Am nothing more than the intermediate 
State of processes my parents set in motion. 
It degrades a person, you know, to be deprived 
Of responsibility for one's actions. 
In some ways, even as I wish 
I hadn't just sliced open fifteen camp counselors 
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With a set of Ginsu knives, I still resent the idea 
That I didn't do it of my own free will. 

PART N-THE FINAL CHAPTER 

''What do you want?" she screamed. 
And it was such a good question 
That I had to put down the power sander 
And think about it. What do I want, really? 
I suppose a more constant lifestyle. 
It seems that my current lifestyle always 
Puts me in a conflict with people. 
I wish I could have a few friends, 
to share my hopes, my anxieties with. 
A little warmth, a little security, 
A little companionship-all things I could want, 
And not too much to ask for, are they? 

I realized that I had been talking out loud, 
And I turned to ask her what she thought. 
But she had slipped through the rope somehow. 
Also, the blood-stained ax that I had kept 
As a memento is missing. Perhaps I'm being 
Pessimistic, but I think sbe may be planning 
To work out some kind of grudge. 

PART V-A NEW BEGINNING 

Well, isn't this a fine how-do-you-do! 
There I was, dead, minding my own business. 
Resting in peace, leaving the world alone, left 

alone. 
Then, at the worst possible moment, lightning 
Decides to strike. Guess whose grave ... 

It just makes me paranoid. Improbability 
Upon improbability, piled upon coincidence 
And superstition. One's best resolutions 
Are tested by the most convoluted conditions 
Of destiny. Why me? Why did it have to be me? 
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I could almost feel, sometimes, as if ... 
. As if all the struggle, all the strife 
. Is just engineered by some outer force 
For its entertainment. .. As if we are all 
Bein~ watched, and out circumstances 
Manipulated to confine us within narrow 
Roles, acting out poor-quality scripts. 

Joseph Crowley '94 
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Twoa.m. 

Never a moment too short when spent 
in loneliness. Hours pass without 
gesture, only rigid gazes that 
hover over naked . 
trees. Half lit by the crescent moon. 

Stacey Hayde '94 
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Ten Months Later 

He sat indian style on the bed 
with a bandage around his wrist. 
No wound. 
First aid for a broken heart. 
So he said 

I took deep breaths 
to inhale splinters of logic. 
I am not an architect, 
a life artist, 
a city planner. 

The cost of canned artichokes 
is irrelevant 
as is your skin 
and the color of 
com nuts. 

Hang your confusion 
on wire hangers 
Orga1:llze it by color 
and size. 

With each utterance of 
garbled thought 
Another brain cell goes to 
its tiny grave. 

Kristen Stevens '94 
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For Anastasia 

We spoke on the phone the other night 
while I was asleep. 
I told you about your funeral, 
how there were so many flowers 
we had to send half to 
a women's shelter. 
You were happy to hear that, 
I could tell by your. voice. 
Happy like you were when I'd sit 
in your window sill or make 
monster soup in your kitchen. 
I was angry with you one summer night 
for not letting me run from your grasp 
as the lightning struck 
our front lawn. 
I am angry with you now for 
running from mine. 

Stacey Hayde '94 
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Visitation 

. Reflections plague these plaster walls, 
And gesture past the innocents. 
Soundless moments stretch to grip 
The strength of twilight's metal frame. 
Within the subtle curves of musty drapes, 
And sunset's empty smile, 
A lady waits for poetry 
To nudge its way through stranger's lips 

J.S. Dykes '93 
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Reflections 
(after ''Those Winter Sundays" 
by Robert Hayden) 

And Annie reaches out to me 
from the fire. 
On that chair, the torn shirt 
that she would have sewn 
I wear it. 
I burn. 
I warm the house 
for what is left. 

I am hardened, 
my hands too, 
and the children skulk around 
regarding me without warmth, 
this keeper of light, 
of heat. 
They are afraid 
I will shake them 
with the fact 
of her absence. 
They let the old ghost lie. 
They let the old man carry on 
without notice. 

I make the fire chase 
the spirits away, 
the silence, 
all but her 
in the morning dark. 
I polish her shoes 
to keep my hands moving, 
moving to remind them 
that there is one left, 
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. that I do not have her 
soft fingertips to part hair 
to mend, 
but that I remember 
and polish, smooth, 
reflect what I can. 

Lisa E. Miller '94 
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September 18, 1990, revised 
(my words for Dr. Y) 

I am waiting now, and not doing my work 
Instead, I have been reading Anne Sexton 
I have been comparing our filth 
(work in its own way, you could say) 
Waiting is something only rocks should do 
I am a livid rock, a burning stone 
despite my token act of socialness 
my private revenge 

I forgave him but 
apprehension prevents me from letting him inside 
Will it be wrong to .wake up beside him 
naked and chilly, johnnies (I like his word for 
them) 
all used up? 

I put my filth here and examine it 
"Why else keep a journal, if not 
to examine your own filth?" 
I pour over every word and punctuation mark 
until I know my interpretation of the act 
by heart. 

Bethany R. Genier '93 
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The Force That Through the Circuit 
Drives the Current 

with lotsa 'pologies to Dylan Thomas 

The force that through the circuit drives the current 
Drives my cerebration; that leaks the sparks 
Is my short-out. 
And I am dumb to tell the burnt transistor 
I can't quite remember the name of my sister. 

The force that sticks the photos in the album 
Drives my memorandum; that breaks the binder 
Is my X'ed out blunder. 
And I am dumb to tell the nostalgic sundry 
I left my datebook in my jacket when I put it 

in the laundry. 

The force that puts my paycheck in the mailbox 
Backs my checks; that cuts the raises and hours 
Leaves me poor. 
And I am dumb to tell the community chest 
I miss another payment and my car gets 

repossessed. 

Joseph Crowley '94 
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Sestina 

'! ou asked me if I liked bugs as you held a beetle in 
your hand 

We walked through the city on a crooked path of 
stones 

as you s~pped across the cracks and danced in 
arcfes. 

I gave you my number, two hundred dollars and 
half of my heart 

which you manipulated from feeling indifference 
to love 

and told me I was better than the last page of a 
good book. 

A horror novel? Tropic of Cancer? I question now 
what kind of book? 

You answered me honestly, talking with your 
hands 

and your loquacious tongue- you said bluntly, 
"Love's 

Labor's Lost." Shakespeare, I should have 
known-we were but a stone's 

throw from London in my imagination, and a heart 
beat away in yours, which was constantly going in 

circles. 

Your train of thought traced a different circle 
than did mine, then again .. . you never did go by the 

book 
No one has ever written an orthodox, a legitimate 

dissertation of the heart 
If they had, perhaps you would have found a better 

use for your hands 
than to use them to throw proverbial stones 
at the person who has worked so hard to win your 

love. 
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This cannot be labeled as a cheap romance, a 
feigned love 

or a mental masturbation of a circular 
nature. There were no fences or walls of stone 
built by inhibitions, risks or closure by imaginary 

book 
ends. Eventually it was your hands 
that became too heavy with lead and the 

obligations of your heart. 

Your stomach was heavy with garlic, red wine and 
artichoke hearts 

your feet dragged as you spent hours contemplat
ing the history of love 

counting the advantages on your feet and the 
disadvantages on your hands 

until you became dizzy and exhausted and you 
circled 

the reason, the meaning and the tragedy in your 
book 

of urges- Don't look back you will tum to stone. 

To suffer the fate of Lot's wife, to become stone 
a statue with no heart 
immortalized in the pages of God's book 
never again to feel a human's warm touch, an 
embrace or the kiss of love 
which became your demise as you so slowly fell in 

circles 
into fate's warm hands. 

Allow me to caress your hands in motions of slow 
circles 

Empty your heart of the stones you have placed 
there 

Accept love like you would the last page of a good 
book. 

Kristen Stevens '94 
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