































































































Carpe Cras

Living a cramped comner.

Bombarded by every ninety-degree thought,
three quarters less than my carrousel visions,
I am boxed by futures.

So, I resort to the Oriental rugged room

with the red dark fringed window,

where emerald velvet crushes,

and Vermeer yellow

etches edges.

A captured chandelier crystallizing light
spherically glows on the table.

The tarot, teapot, and leftover leaves are laid out.
And [, the twentieth-century Tiresias,

with an affection for money,

abhorrence for work,

and shuddering fear of the known,

hide behind charlatan Gypsy frills.

Hands to my touch,

I ignore Desbarolles’ lines

cut with Heron-Allen's knife.

I read with such confidence,

like actor to audience.

I turn cards, turming minds,

the Fools and wheels,

and make-believe,

blanketing the celluloid-flashes
of deadly disease, disaster and eros turannos
with rose promise exaggerations.

And during a sweet seance,
with groups of grieving neurotic-rich daughters,
I focus Styx.

Charon winks.

Frames of coinless mothers,
denied their ride, appear,

I shrink.

I deny these pictures.

I deny my burden,

my birthmark.

Instead, I state a white, harped,
winged happiness,

saving their sanity.
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And I, maskless, carry an eternity
of immutable, unavoidable
circumstance,

of charnel houses, blackfire,

and Oedipal eves plucked.
Marvell passes me by.

There is no time unknown.
Destroy Delphi,

Give me blindness,

Let me live and die.

Ann Doherty

Julie Melkers




Three Women

There is no island industry on Ile-de-Marie. The is-
landers derive their income by misplacing the buoys.

Provided the pressure is properly distributed, steel
arch bridges are supported chiefly by means of the
structures placed on top of them.

Because the gypsies came to France by way of Bohemia,
they are known as Bohemians.

Nancy Condee

NOAH

I'd no idea it would be such a mess.
The animals wouldn’t come in tidy pairs
but shambled on any old way; I guess
there'll be two of each and then some. The air's
rank enough below decks to grow hair on
a rock. The way they munch and chew, you'd think
they'd found something to eat, and there’s a ton
of sewage in the bilge, enough to sink
this silly crate, with only eight to pump.
In the hold the spare bulls fight, and itchy
heifers writhe their haunches. For sure, I'd jump
ship if I could. All four wives are bitchy

and haggling in the cabin. It's a pain.

I go topside and listen to the rain.

Ed Briggs




“Winter Into Spring”
January Stars

Chiseled ice chips chime in with the chilled, full moon
against the azure sky.

A diamond ring around

the lunar face

announces the engagement of icicles

followed by a shower

of feathering flakes to the frozen land

beneath January stars.

February Sea

Snowflakes float in the February sea
forming a lattice of crystal

for a skating ballerina.

A plie plunges her through

this cellophane facade

into the tumultuous sea whose hushed rage
devours and entombs her in

an icy, clear sarcophagus.

Rain Dance

March water rains down disfiguring
stalactite figures enshrining

the dancing slippers of spring.
Sunshine melts the cubes of winter
that bleed into oozing rivers,

while withering winds

slap the hands of budding branches,
trying to resist the change.
Following its rain dance,

spring leaves its festive footprints
in the winter-melted mud.

Blossom Meadow

Staccato flight among the nectar

petals painted from the artist’s palette
disguising the vivid wings of the butterfly.
The bass tones of winter-wind’s voice

no longer shake and crack branches,

but a spring tenor taps each leaf
Summoning a petal-perfumed breeze.

Carol Keough
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THE PROJECT

The architecture of hurry

below concrete that scrapes the sky. . .
loud pavements,

the language of city streets:

clipped words,

the convict expressions of escape

on the lips of children

filled with run on,

“bullshit”. . ..

A thousand nameless faces
behind a thousand panes
plead the fifth

for an unspoken crime.

Nancy Norlie
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Poof!
A Story About Spontaneous Combustion

T;tﬂ:ehs:.[un in the sweat in the yellow stained many stained sweat of the dressing
once ok arylou looked at her fat thig‘hs in too ?kinny too‘bluc: jcz,ms and was seized
li:gum'hy the old desire. I shouldn’t I couldn’tI wouldn't I won’t Marylou thought,
°0u1dngla[gdm un(z tumin‘g again in triplicate views of flabby blab self. I slzmxldn‘l I
and ‘\\"t)u]dn t I won't for the sake of the children she thought it wouldn’tbe right
4 hapg tt Same time she began to take down the jeans, off they came ripple by ripple
e f_)‘!ukc off as u‘: put on, if not harder, How many have been here before. Had
itin “:"‘: evil wish, She took them off, she put them on a hook, she thought about
”‘lgli T;ill somewhere in the mall. Not husband not father Walt was how she
she Eath- 1€ very words of her thought. As she took the last of her clothes away, as
ler, g); fr?d up her shopping bags, her purse, purposely unchecked, hugging Ehcm to
mmmc!dp:-r}' man-made containers of things. N'()t Iu:sl;x‘,md.nnl father Walt sh‘c
ey u g]“ hcrsclfthinking of the children wouldn’t they think it was funny wouldn’t
]]“nghl She hugged her bags and took a step stark naked into the mall. Past the
8 racks of sweatshirt (vet unstained). Past the girdles.
11 saleslady turned to look.

" ‘c‘“luhushuml not father Walt, she thought, as the man more than the thought
&Jr‘-'hCad ';‘I’“gh the glass doors, into the interior ecosystem, wiping the sun from his
aboy, M:.x €went past the jackets. Past the clearing sale swimsuits, He was thinking
See ¥lou in the swimsuits; black, violet, jungle-hued Marylou. Walt had never
inlagine’:{)ilou in a bathing suit. That was why he thought about it so much. He

Ought 4 1ex Sl'fu—k naked. What would his wife say, he thought, ha ha. He never
My o »out his wife stark naked. That was because he had seen her that way. But

Qu'e'"“j-’. there was a difference, Marylou vs. the wife, or maybe the wife minus
€ blye ‘I“‘llb‘. zero. That was what Walt thought. Wife equals zero. He walked past
Jeans imagining Marylou.

H
the m;ll”“ked up and saw Marylou walking toward him stark naked in the middle of

At fy

s, 1y 15t he thought she was wearing a bathing suit. Black, violet, jungle flesh

looked that way at first. Then she smiled and he realized that she was naked.

M 2
umug;lwlml Saw not husband not father Walt walking past the blue jeans. Surprise,
Marylou, Happy birthday. April fool's day. Merry Christmas.

Sh
ﬂsmtliq; Went to browse among the blue jeans. Pretending not to notice Walt's
&Smni;-.hment' In fact without her glasses she could not properly appreciate Walt's
i

-, *’Odymcm. She couldn’t see his face. Only the general mass, the general lean, of




Marylou, said Walt among the blue jeans.

4
Walt, said Marylou among the blue jeans. I always wanted to. I never told anyor
before.

One saleslady walked by. She didn’t look.
Marylou, said Walt.
Oh Walt, said Marylou. Don’t be such a prude. My husband, Walt, is a prudé

Marylou, said Walt. But Marylou walked away. She walked among the S“'C“wﬁ'
Sweaters of blue and mauve framed the white ripples of Marylou’s retreat ﬂ‘
buttocks. She was too nearsighted to see Walt's face. So she didn’t bother to tur?~
browsed among the sweaters. She couldn’t see their stripes. Not very distin€ ¥

She browsed among the sweaters and then in a flesh-hot skip of timeé: st
disappeared.

Walt turned away. Oh, Marylou, he said.

One saleslady walked by. She thought that Walt was talking to himself.
al
Don't be like that, Marylou, Walt said. He turned to confront her. He realized th
she was not there.
i
Marylou, he said, beginning to browse, himself, among the sweaters. Seeug
perfectly well the knotted nubble of every stripe. Looking for Marylou.

: L move
One saleslady walked by. She carried Marylou’s clothes which she had rem?d
from the yellow sweaty dressing room.

. 48
Excuse me, said Walt, brushing his head, for he suddenly realized his bald®®
Those clothes belong to a friend of mine.

al
The saleslady looked at Walt. Her face sucked in to a threatening central P"mt'cg
the nose. No, said the saleslady. She put Marylou’s clothes on hangers. These clo
are ours. They are On Sale. She hung the clothes on the discount rack.

ué
Your clothes are on sale, Walt replied. The saleslady was wearing somethingl’l
And something undemeath. No, I don’t think so, she replied.
i#
Not husband not father Walt realized suddenly the precariousness of of
position, and moved cautiously from the fuzzy field of sweaters, backing, bac o8
through the lingerie to the belt department. There he rubbed his head, feeling

aware of his baldness.
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Walt stood up. He brushed the floor-grime off his reddened hands.

He didn't know what to do next.

He decided to buy a newspaper. There was nothing in it about Marylou

These fluorescent lights are really getting to me, Walt thought.

He stood for a long time in Sportswear, scuffing his feet among the swed
watching salesladies go by watching him. He rubbed his head and began to bec0™
angry, thinking ofhow Marylou had dumped him. He began to become self-righte?™
He folded his newspaper in straight lines and walked out of the mall.

In the sunny sweaty parking lot he rubbed his head and frowned at the clum?
ashes on the toe of his left shoe.
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