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The freedom 
is a waterfall 
and I, naked, am riding 

over and into the pool below. 

The air surrounds my thrust, 
together, bursting the cool depths, 
rising to the surface. 
Laughter is the leaves of trees. 
Many familiar faces 
gather in fields of folly. 
We span the earth, 

colloidal particles in space, 
Touching warm islands 
Riding waves on waves 

Resting on Tetons. 
Letting breath come between 
each atom of being, 

each atom endowed with all senses. 
I would fly the pattern of 
each leaf from every tree. 

Lo!u.. Ke.e.gan ' 77 
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..._______ -

PLEASE LET'S NOT MAKE FUTURE PLANS 

On a honey-colored afternoon 
You'll take your delicate dark-haired wife 

1 

And three china doll children (lovely children 
To the beach . 
You'll rub her back with suntan oil 
Dunk the kids till they can stand 
No more, and 
Scale the tide for remnants of 
A beautiful day. 
Then you'll eat ham sandwiches 
And laugh, holding her close. 
But the sand that you lie in will begin 
To smell of jasmine 
And as the ocean clouds with night 
The tears of a light-haired child will 
Be tasted once more. 
Perhaps a tiny bookstore 
A poem or a thought from long ago 
The texture of a volume we loved so well. 
Or on a deserted fishing pier 
The music of a beginning 
The artwork in the drittwood planks 
Maybe then you will cry 
For nothing really ends 
And in moments of rememberance 
I will be your woman once again 
Haunting you forever 
As you will me ... 

Vale.Jue. A6h;ton '79 



1) 

FLY 

Caught in snapping jaws of a book and wall , 

Smashed and twisted pus-sy goo on white concrete . 

Annoyance quieted. 

But hear now the hiss of death's hoarse whisper 

Buzzing unsquashable discomfort in the afternoon. 

Luc-i.nda Tiaj olooo ' 79 

CRACKED SIDEWALKS 
I can't tell you why I cry sometimes at night 
~nd Prefer watching shadows, to standing in one, 
Just as you can't tell me, as your wings prepare for flight 
why you're leaving when the night has just begun. 
You stayed until the ice had melted in your glass. 
We watched the sun set through buildings until eight, 
then conversations became as sparse as the grass 
seen ~oming through the sidewalks, where I'd wait. 
sometimes for the bus, slowly, bringing you to me. 
Surm,er always brought long walks home without you 
on days when you felt a desperate need to be free. 
On these days, walking, I had a need for freedom too 
but I never told you. It was an unspoken need. 
I realize now that we both had a need to be freed. 

7 



THE HOUSE, THE MEAL 

Theirs is a small one-bedroom house in the middle 
of a once-longed-for suburb . Now it has turned into 
just a place to stay and live. The street that holds 
this house is crowded with houses built at different 
times over the past twenty years. 

All the houses are different and have the same 
basic disregard for anything but the essentials. The 
houses tell each other that they are simply houses 
with windows and doors and a roof . Some have small 
yards that matter only to the people that own them. 
Others have a fence, even a small driveway or carport. 
There are no garages. 

Their house is as modest as the others. It is 
the color of flesh but without any complexion, save 
the texture of the shingles. There is a well-trimmed 
corridor of hedges that lead from the street to the 
front door, which is never used. 

The door that is used is hidden around the back 
of the house. The only way to it is to walk between 
the house and the now-empty rose bushes, on the con
crete slabs . The walk leads to the picnic table 
placed between two trees. There is a garden but no 
lawn. 
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Inside the door there is a small, crowded entry. 
It smells of cardboard and sweet wine. Paper bags 
are collecting between two metal cabinets . There is 
a step up and the vein of the house presents itself. 
It is one long vein with the front door, locked and 
curtained, at the other end. 

The next room is the kitchen . There is linoleum 
on the floor, white and gleaming . The windows have 
venetian blinds that are half closed. The cabinets 
and the sink and the stove converge upon each other 
along one wall. The cabinets are the color of 
brandy. On the top of these cabinets is a china cup 
and saucer, a porcelain teapot, and an old tray. 
They are never used or noticed. 
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The counters are crowded with appliances and a 
tree-stand of mugs. Now there are bowls and utensils 
a~d pans crowding the blender and the mugs. They are 
disarranged. It is dinnertime. 

. Here, in the kitchen, among the refrigerator with 
its crown of plastic fruit, the steel-legged linoleum
topped table pushed against one wall, and the line of 
counters and the stove, is where they are found. The 
woman wears a short-sleeved blouse covered by an apro~ 
She.is.frowning slightly, the kind of frown that seems 
as 1f ,t has been there the whole of her sixty-odd 
ye~r~ and never really goes away, even when she is . 
sm1l1ng. The thin line that is her mouth is always 1n 
a thin line. Her nose is long and thin. The eyes are 
narrow, brown, and the borders that are her eyebrows 
help to keep her expression. It is that twinge of 
worry that never leaves that makes her hands always 
wrap around themselves when she isn't using them. Her 
hair is silver, teased and set. This becomes her. Her 
skin is fair, her face slightly powdered and her head 
rests uncomfortably on the short neck that connects 
her body. 

The man, her husband, is small and thick but not 
fat. There is nothing unnecessary about him but at the 
s~me time something generous. He has thick white hair. 
His brown skin shows his hours in the garden. His eyes 
a~e brown but they are larger, more open than his . 
wife'~· His nose is wide, not big, and holds the.thick 
Prac~1cal frame of his glasses. He moves every limb 
of his body as if they were all the same size. 

We have come to share a meal with them. He smiles 
at us and shows his strong white teeth. He mov~s his 
anns, one hand holding a cigarette, for us to s,t down. 
~ave some wine. His wife too tries to welcome us. She 
ls cooking. She rearranges the bowls along the counter. 
She opens the oven door. Closing it, she moves us to 
the dining room. 

It is wallpapered, gold on white. The table takes 
up most of the room and it is set with the second-best 
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set of dishes. The china and silver and crystal that 
were wedding presents are never used. The chairs we 
sit in are covered with plastic. 

The meal begins. Already there is too much food. 
The woman never sits down. She moves from the kitchen 
to the table and back, bringing food and drink. He 
tells us to eat and we try to contain it all. We 
drink. He gets more wine. She frowns harder . She 
hopes, wants everything to be all right. We cannot 
eat anymmore. She worries that maybe there wasn't 
enough . He drinks more wine. She clears the table 
and will not let us help. It is easier for her to 
do it alone. 

Now, dessert. A pie, a cake, cookies, and a 
dish of mints are offered. None are necessary. We 
cannot swallow air, but we force a cookie, one piece 
of lemon cake to be polite, trying to dissolve it 
with hot coffee. Now she is sitting, finally, not 
busy with the procedure of the meal. 

The house has been quiet the whole time holding 
us, the man, and his wife. The non-conversation is 
heard echoing between its walls . We decide to leave. 
They are sorry to see us going. We thank them. 

They are in the kitchen. We turn and go back 
through the entry, the house spread l ike a tail 
behind us. We pass the garden, walk down the walk 
to the car. The man and the woman watch us from 
the curtained window of the front door that is never 
used, in this house that is just another house with 
windows and doors and a roof. Containing itself it 
has tried to put blood in its veins. We wave, they 
wave, and the house dissolves. 

Jeanne FoJU:e '77 
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FOR THE VO ICE OF MIKAIL 

You talk of a poetess 
as i f she is the sea 

spreadi ng her seas hell s of whispering trills 

on which each da ncer settles his airless leap 
and the artist suspends his next stroke . 
I am the incompl ete words, the forsaken syllables. 

I am the voca li st without a rhythm, without a score . 
I am the poetess ' shell of the potent sea . 
I am the boundaries and form of her movements. 
I am adrift in her waters . 

Ma.1tjo1u; St . John ' 79 
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UNTITLED 

She sits in her chair 
reviewing pictures 
of the home in 1923, 
a football in the grass, 
and the man with the funny hat. 
Her hand shakes, just a little 
as she reaches 
and finds the blanket too far away . 
I watched from the stairs, 
and almost gave myself away 
when I moved down one step. 
Then she closed her book, 
and held it gently 
to cover her chest. 

12 

Her eyes shut, her head rested on the chair, 
and she thought of things I knew I would not see 
tonight. 

Lu.c.ie. Gu.VtYUi e.y ' 77 
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MY ATALANTA 

In the parked car I feel encapsulated. 
The silence here 

accentuated by what I watch-
You, my Atalanta on roller skates, 
and your friends in the playground 
who form a life sized mobile. 
Its irregular movements 
become a chase, 
bounded safely 

by oak tree and stone wall. 
Momentarily 

and magically, 

I suspend the scene in motion-

Closing my eyes against the long afternoon, 
and wishing away the golden apples. 

In classical mythology, Atalanta was a virgin 
huntress who promised to marry the man who could 
win a foot race against her. She finally lost 
to Hippomenes, who distracted her attention by 
dropping three golden apples given to him by 
Aphrodite. 

SluA,e.ty Bltown Leona.ltd 
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he reads the paper now 
yep growing up time 

each night right after dinner. 
when a young man turns into a real man 

watch him, 
he'll read the night paper 

oh 

sea 

so 
slow 

by 
the 

dee dee dee 
oh how happy he'll be 

eating clams 
making dams 

in his throat, 
hee hee hee. 

shores and scores of my skin 
so thin 

his thoughts will dive 
right in 

ground 

yet, he' 11 be 

into 
the 

dream'in dream'in 
defeated 

and 
mashed 

boneless 
soundless 

yes 

14 

less 
yes. 

Ba.1tba11.a. A. Bejoian '77 



FOR CHARLY 6-21-76 

TO ALL RAIN WET LADS 

At the door 
i s a wet lad 
wearing poli shed dungarees 
and glazed sneakers 
I am hi s rag 
I dry him dampl ess 
then he wrings 
me out and 
spreads me by the fire 

Jolzanna. Young ' 80 

If Your whole life 
seems to be floating away from you, and 
You are left floating- a lonely cork 
among the wreckage; . 
Your friends are all making love to their daydreams 
and Your enemies are 
Wallpapering your coffin, 
s~ruggle through the seaweed and 
~ieze any nearby timber of teak, after 
it takes you to shore 1 Will make a table of it 
and serve you 
rough brown bread 
and wine. 

Max Dowd ' 79 
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WARHOL, AFTER THE FACTORY 

Ondine- I thought of you today 

As I stood bounded by dead leaves 

Tinfoil scraps of our endeavors 

Broken toys from spectral attics 

Ghosts of children done with play 

We never saw the fears and levers 

That ran our lives 

Controlled our eyes 

Filled our minds with truth or lies. 

Ondine- you lived within that space 

That play pen we called liberty 

All puppets to the master's hand 

All angels living in disgrace 

Victims of his ruthlessness. 

The ghostly one 

The silk-screened sun 

Has left- Ondine, we are undone. 

Max Vowd '79 
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THE NUMBER THREE BUS 

"The bus was crowded. It was impossible to move 
without kicking some fat old lady or a Bloomingdale's 
shopping bag. I was minding my own business. I re
fused to get involved in that psycho-out game of stare 
down. 11 

11 What? 11 

"You know, when you pick out someone that looks 
really interesting, either horrendously ugly or 
strikingly beautiful, and stare until they notice you 
and then quickly look away and pretend to have been 
reading one of those posters the whole time." 

"Oh right. 11 Jona than lit a cigarette. The 
martini he'd been drinking was down to the olive so 
he wheeled around and got up to get another. "How's 
your drink coming?" 

Mark swigged the remainder of his drink and 
handed the empty glass to Jonathan . "Just one more, 
dry, with two onions." 

Mark's eyes followed him into the kitchen. He 
sat back with a cheshire grin and put his feet up on 
the coffee table. 

"Get those huge heels off my table. This isn't 
a stable, you know! Hey, that's a rhyme . Well any
way, go on . You look like you're dying to tell me 
the whole thing." 

Mark put his legs down and crossed them at the 
knee, left over right. He sat back and began gestur
ing furiously again. "Anyway, the bus stopped at 
Fifty-seventh Street. It emptied out a bit with the 
cross-town crowd. Then came the Madison Avenue ex
ecutive types with their custom-made briefcases with 
the gold lettering, and the Peel's shoes, and the pin
striped suits with the tailor-made creases and cuffs . 
I didn't really care who was getting on. My feet 
were killing me--all I wanted was a seat. 11 

Mark took his sock off and showed the huge blis
ter he had on his left heel. 

18 
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Jesus Christ, Mark, put your sock back on. Your 
feet stink. 11 

11

Shut up! Don I t you care anymore? 11 

11

0f course I do . 11 Jonathan put a reassuring hand 
on Mark's knee. 11 Go on, I'm listening." 

. "O . K. 11 Mark put his stocking back on and took a 
sip from his martini. "Well, anyway, I finally got a 
seat. I was almost home, around Sixty-fifth Street. 
The bus stopped and oodles of people got off. I could 
see almost to the driver now. I turned back and faced 
front. At this point I was checking out ankles and 
shoes. You can tell a lot about someone from their 
shoes. Well, this whole time I'd felt these eyes on 
me. You know how sometimes you can tell when someone's 
watching you." 

"Did you look to see who it was?" 
11 No. You know shy little me. 11 

You think you're God's gift--"J 
h esus, shy you. 

s Y you . Ha. 11 

.T~ey both laughed and winked at each other. The 
~art1n1s were almost dead and Mark knew it was his urn . 

"Another?" 

"I thought that one was going to be your last." 

• 

11

Well, I changed my mind . It's my prerogative, isn ' t it?" 

, h "Hurry up! God, I'm still cracking up over that 
Ts Y me . ' You know you ' re irresistible, you wolf. 
hose baby blues and that sandy blond hair, not to 

m~ntion those threads." Jonathan gave out a huge 
c Uckl e and snapped his fingers twice. 

d "Ease off, will you? You've been on my back all ay." 

"All right, all right. Go on will you?" 

Mark relaxed again and began to pick up where he'd 

19 



left off. "Anyway, oh yes, well so I was concentrat
ing incredibly hard on not looking at whoever it was 
that couldn't resist me, as you would have it, but my 
curiosity was getting too strong. I wanted to look, 
but I didn't want whoever it was to see that I was 
looking. I finally turned around, slowly and I kept 
my dark glasses on for the incognito effect. It was 
this unbelievable woman. Short dark hair with really 
well-defined cheekbones. The most amazing legs you'd 
dare to imagine. Nice and muscular. She had a beau
tiful tan--more Majorca than Miami. 11 

"What was she wearing?" 
11 I 1m getting to that. A black raincoat with 

brass buttons. Weird looking, but on her, dynQmite!" 
"Go on, it's getting juicy now . " 
"She smiled this incredibly foxy smile, not too 

much teeth action but loads of eye contact." 
11 Was she big?" 
"No, pretty flat. About this big." Mark made a 

cup with his hand. "She 1 coked about twenty-two or 
so, but I'm no judge of age. I didn't want to appear 
too interested . You know, keep it coo 1 . 11 

Jonathan was wriggling around trying to find a 
more comfortable position from which to hear the 
rest of the story. 

"Will you please sit still. What's the matter 
with you anyway?" 

"I'm jealous. Will you please go on, or do I 
have to wait until Christmas to hear the rest?" 

"All right, just sit still. You're driving 
me nuts." 

By this time I couldn't keep my eyes off her. 
Something was happening to me that had never hap
pened before. I was actually attracted to her. She 
got up at the next stop and brushed by me. She 
handed me this moist piece of paper as she slinked 
down the steps." 
20 
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"What did it say?" 
11 1 F o 11 ow me ! 1 11 

"Wel 1, did you?" 
"You're damn straight I did. You've never seen 

anyone move as quickly as I did. I squeezed out the 
doors just as the bus was about to take off. It 
di~n't take long to spot her in the crowd in that 
raincoat with the sun shining. In a matter of sec
onds, I was hot on her trail. I had visions of The 
lhin Man flashing through my head. 11 

"Did she spot you?" 
"Well, if she did, I didn't know it . I was 

d~rting in and out of doorways, walking on the other 
side of the street, everything that Mannix does. 
She walked really fast. I still can't understand 
~ow women walk in those spiked heels. I saw her go 
in!o a brownstone off Seventy-Fourth and First. I 
waited until she was definitely in the building be
fore I entered . I wasn't sure which door she had 
gone in, but there was one door ajar so I figured 
that was it. I eased it opened. It squeaked. 
Jesus was I scared!" 

"No, you weren't. You couldn't wait, you bas
tard!" Jonathan was no longer smiling at this point. 

"I peeked in. I saw the raincoat on the bed so 
I knew this was it. I opened the door wide. She 
wfas undressing . I shut it behind me and began to 
allow suit. We still hadn't said a word to each 

Other. She turned around slowly, with that foxy 
smile ... Jonathan .. . 11 

"What, what?" 
"She was a he!" 

_They both cracked up laughing and walked arm in 
arm into the kitchen to get a refill. 

wa G1i.e.ene. '77 21 

J 



We won't come close 
between 

The excitement 
a diminishing of 

is only 
Ca 11 soft 

I can't help 
They are 

between 

to filling the space 
us 

of approaching 
what's infinite 

reason 
kisses what you like 

but feel 
the space 

us. 

Lolvi. Ke.e.gan ' 7 7 

The artichoke lay in the shadows 
Contemplating the gossamer texture of rainbows. 
If only he were not this grisly object attached to earth 
But could float like a wraith, 
Be a cowboy to the wind; 
Enjoying the crimson contour of such an arch. 

How could nature have been so misled 
As to make such an amazing error? 

He was sure he could feel a strand of gossamer 
Weave about his heart . 

LuC,<.nda T-<.,ctjal,066 '79 

22 



11111 

CUANDO LLEGUE EL MOMENTO 

Cuando llegre el momenta no estare con las manos vacias ... 
Est~ras tu junta a ellas, 
Veras que me llevo alga tuyo, y del otro, y de aquel. 
Entonces solo entonces me comprenderas. 
Te sera facil entender esa prisa, 
esa carrera hacia el par que. 

Comenzar5s a hablarme ... 
De un mundo que esta volviendo a brillar, 
de un ~migo que nunca muere, 
de aquella nina convertida en mujer, 
de aquil viejo siempre joven. 

Hablaras ... 
Deese mar infinito que hoy tienes en las manos~ .~ 
de ese cielo, que inundado de estrellas nos cob1Jo, 
de tu alma en mi alma . 

Te sentaras a hablarme de ni~os sin hambre, 
de hombres sin guerras, 
de rostros inocents . 

~ablaras musitando de un candil gue nose apaga, 1 de vacios llenos ya~ 

y cuando llege el momenta me hablaras ... 
y YO, te creere 
1 

Para no morir con las manos vacfasl 

M. Eug e.rua. Be.c.k ' 8 0 
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the new flesh 

angles and curves 
of you 
the soft flesh and smoothe 
the warm taste of liquor on lips 
that are unfamiliar 
met in a strangers' embrace 
traces and lines 
of you--
; stare to memorize your face 
palms on hips 
or fingers caress your spine 

the cool flesh and smoothe 
the fierce breath of your body 
on mine 
i touch to remember you 

all angles and curves 

for you are not in the pattern of other lovers 

and i have never known a stranger--
the new flesh and smoothe 
of angles and curves . 

Jovonna. Van PeLt '79 



ON NOTICING HIM ACROSS SIMPLE GIFTS 
the a 
wher ura of a late sunday afternoon- fourish-
qu; e ~he moments linger in waiting for the 
we ver1ng fusion--
ourrou~d moist mouths, 
of s~ohices fall together in a sweaty stream 
we ~gs. 
cr;~~se upwards then like early evening sounds
Perm et~ awakened at dusk- and steam 
it _eating ... 
up~~ al~ost as if we evaporate together 
betw e sides of walls- never settling- wedging 
Pain~en cr~c~s in knotted wood, under .peeling 
anct 'Pos1t1oned somewhere between time 
we resolution--
sup:;~ Whole notes in the blurred sunday haze 
rhythirnposed upon one another after wholly melting 
ver rn together, 

Y swelled in the fat heat of the sticky afternoon air. 

M he.e.y Swe.e.ne.y ' 7 9 
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The sun comes into the room 

like golden pillars holding up the air 

just resting on the carpet, 

making patterns of non-shadow . 

We sit and drink coffee 

watching to see if they will remain all night 

or move back into the trees 

leaving us to lay down in their place, 

carving our pattern in the air. 

I touch their space 

slowing moving my fingers inside 

without invitation, 

and am greeted with a cloak 

that colors my hand. 

And we inherit this air 

like a gift 

before each is called back again . 

Dana Elena Ogden '77 
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TI ME PASSES 

Shapes , Gushing and Plummet ing 
Through a gl assy hol e. 

Sand tears 
etched 

A 

Golden 
Thread, Piling 

Stacking, Clinging, Like 

Static lovers on a summers eve. 
Turn of the glass, Sand tears pass the hour. 

Jane. CaJte.y '77 

"he walks unaware of the people around hi m" 

that heart you have in 
your chest is phony. 
you think it's pumping 
your blood throughout 
your body . .. you're wrong . 
it pumps liquor 
and lemonade and 
the color is not 
red but mud 
luscious and thick . 
thick with particles 
of skin it has 
captured on its 
journey. 

it is never pure . 

you aren't either . you are a keg of death. 

BaltbaJta A. Be.jo,i,an '77 
27 
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URBAN FANTASIA 

I am child of mundane conception, 
Revelling in self, 

scrambling in street. 
Here Father plods home draped in overcoat worries, 
Nagged in finance, sagging in jaw. 

Mother, engrossed in dishwater dreams, 
Is stirred to tears by laundry undone. 
Supraliminal, heart and soul, 
Her devoted provider is greeted by yawn. 

I am begotten of prosaic ego, 
Classless, domestic, 

inherent to boredom. 
Inadequate to evoke or prescribe the cure. 
But discontent to live the curse. 

I am student to urban fantasia, 
To escape monotony pining within. 

And when leave is taken of cyclic existence, 
The conmuter will sigh: 

The housewife will cry: 
That child had all we could give . 

Luia Moo~ehead ' 79 
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LIFE IS FULL OF FUNNY LITTLE PREJUDICES 

Parked with Muriel at 

Pier 54, he 

Fumbles with pink-frost blouse buttons 

And, accidentally, 

Elbows her in the jaw. 

So, 

Later, 

On the way home to Boston 

He boards at a hostile gate 

After losing no less than four dollars 

In the change machine . 

Once in Hartford (minus his luggage) 

He taps snickerin9 shoulders, questioning 

All the wrong strangers 

And never really finds his way 

Home. 

Va.lvue. A1.ir1;to n I 7 9 
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this is no blasphemy 

baptism in fire 
at your unquiet hands 

i am initiated into the world 
by your wonder and your flesh. 

like some crazy sacrifice 
1 aid out for you 

i stretch to receive your grace 
by the rhythm and the knife. 

communion in flames 
on this unorthodox altar 

i have joined you in the ritual 
in the eucharist of love ... 

bread, wine 
this is my body broken for you. 
this is my blood shed for you. 
this done, remember me ... 

no shame, no sin 
sweet saviour. 

Jovonna Van Pelt '79 
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CYCLE 

The thick wind curls summer 

into old parchment 
and August evaporates into italics 
not even Webster could define 

or abbreviate into understanding. 
And I put on a long night gown. 
It brushes the silence in my room. 
The folds weave the humming into me, 

conscious of the preparation 
coming, coming. 
I open my mouth, 
shaping it into ovals of different sizes 

to fit each taste, 
before it is lost without celebration. 
but the leaves provision themselves with colors, 

a dedication to allusion, 
fable of summer tomatoes warm from the garden 
unsuspecting I complete the winter this time. 

Van.a. Elena Ogden '77 
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