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1 _HATE SUN

O e rainy day, I feel liko
a diamond rain-jelly elinging to tho ewlesoross
waiting for somemica muety brooth to v por rie,
ainy day, I fell liko
o soggy leaf bramplad dinto aoaoel enllago,
hiding Toom rubber toub.
credny day, I feel liko

a roed Volkswogen, snadl and sorfe and tight,

wiping myself with stiff stubby nrma,

dresscd in @lass hoads ond prp.r Plowors.

Yeoh, or . oiny day, I hnve thouchtsihetototiidnliotherpeopletihovugshtor,




We were suspended last winter, suspended in time and space and dargled
in sight and sound like forcigners nox knowing a language., Sometimes we
drifted; sometimes we walked in space, dJoing somewhere, nowhere, non=
direction often took us to the highway. In darkngss like this and midnight
cruises we would jump out roofs of rod coaches and join the all-night non-
denominational service under the sign on the highway that advertised holiday,

They would float in then tou, appearing from darkness, returning to
darkness, Those others, loners alone, ox lonexs in packs, they, as we,
cape quietly searching. Their red sunken eyes glistened moistly, They
crept forth to drain cupsacoffee, to keep the red eyes open a little longer,
as they sank a little deeper, équinted a little harder,

They came to devour the bodyandblood that lay in metal pans before slick
attendants, At night the cooks and washexs were the only ones whose loud
laughter desacrated the place, It echoed over the large room, and was slung
back finally by the walls, It lay trembling in metal pans with the bodyand-
blood,

In gpeek reverence they offered their copper and nickel and silver and
drained the cupsacoffee and squinted harder as they devoured the holystuff
amidst the choir of clinking spoons and shuffling feet. Warmed by the
electric bulb, strengthened as by formica hard suxface, they drifted back
to darkr.ess, and maybe another midnight shrine., And we to our pumpkin,

rolled out to night,

CINDY FLAMM




i'm £illing up

with tomorrow and

nost year and

gwaerally speaking

my future

but today

v and so told me

she don't get it

hor sister tried to kill herself

i tucked nmy half-baked hands into ny pockets

what could i say? me too?

e too, Holy Toledo

we r.o332d a white snowdog

lost on the super thruway

on his way to silent drifted snowdogland
and

we heard

a sax¥onhone solo

fron Hew York City

all thi. again

and again

since welve been

ainless

kathleen donkin




It was early in the morning, when I snuck out of owx hotel room, I
walked to the eleveator, and the only sound I could hear was the heat
being piped into each hallway and room. The eleveator brought me down %o the
Jobby., [Everyone was busy checking in, loading sight~seeing buses, The
dining rooms that were so alive last night were dead now; Dven the Merry-
Go-Round Bar was stopped. I walked out the door leaving me closest to
Kenmore Square; Heading for the newspaper stand ahcad of nee, The Pru-
dential building blinked at me: 8:10 Not that I knew the time I realized
why my breath came out frosty. The city and people running around made
me think it was much later. Those new doxrms at Harvard were really some-
thing, My brother used to stay thexe when he came to see his girl friend,
who weni to Dmanmual, It secems she knew somne guy that went thexe, ox sonew-
thing, I got the paper and headed back to the hotel, I felt sorxry for
the bun wrapped in yeaterdays Boston Herald slecping behing that bench,

I got off the eleveator and walked back down the hall, sti1l only hearing
the heat, I reached our room and walked in seeing that my friend was
awoke, I palced the paper duwn and was guing to read it but instead
walked over to the oblong window wnich faced the city., Dveryone was
singing, yelling, and shivering. And then I sac ite I xeally dide I

saw stow for the firsi tince, today in Boston.

HANCY Cwidl




HE IS A GREAT MAIT -
WENT TO COLLESDR
PLAYED FOOLDALL CAPTAINl OF HIS TEAM

I0WS ALL THE RULES
HE CAN TELL YOU ANYTHING,
ALMOST LIKE A CCMPUTOR,

a computor

DEATIH

it comes in spuxts
it gushes and gnarls it's way tb ough
bones and tissues, to tiny nerv.: cndings,.

CVCTY organ worksc to tv's pacity
filling the linp form with slight warmth.

the effort is uscless

the body no longer thrashes,

but lies still awaiting a still greater
HELL,

JANE IRVING

THZE SUN
GPREAD
RED
ACRTGS THE SAUCER-GKY
BLED QUIETLY
BEHIND THE BLACK HMOUNTAING
UNTIL
FINALLY
IN ONE GREAT GODLY
HEMMORHASE
OF BLOOD-LIGHT
DIED

ROGIER BEATTY
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Bleeding sweating, hurting,
- Your beyond your endurance,

Bu. yvou're forced to go on,

Across from you is the enemy
L2 is out to get you.
Stare into his eyes and see his hate.

Transfer your laate to him,

Hit and kee> driving,.
Your legs ache beyond feeling
Your head hurts beyond thinking

And your body gives out without stopping.

Fighting like viscious animels, whose lives depend on this battlc,
You must win.
% Voices yelling at you, telliny you to go hazdex,
He keeps hitting you, and you keep hiitting l1im,
% One of you mnust give up

Mot me, 10t him, ' ,

Who can outbleed, outsweat, and outfight thce othex? -




Ten thousand signals from your body

Telling you, you must win to make them stop throbbing.
You give all you have, and extra you can summon

Y. .‘ve won, but you pay the price,

Totally exhausted, you try to tell yourself it was worth it.

sou can't walk straight

Your mind is spinning like a gyxoscope

Bones feel like their broken

Sweat drips into your eyes making them bleed water,

You see him lying of the ground, bleeding,

He can't move, You beat him,

He lies there, like a dead man.

You walk off the field, knowing he would have done the same thing,

BO3 GRAHAIM




tall, green giants against the dark beyond

chimney tops recognized by single lines

quiet, tranquille,
everything====-ocut of order
then it comes

the light from the east
everything—---operating;

againg

NANCY OWEN

the tall orangecrates smelled
sweetly of wetted orangeblossons
eventhough they were empty,

their light wood was stained heavily
in bright orangecolored puddleds
ringed with a faded vellowishoxeen,
they waited to be thrown onborad

a steelygray tug

or to be kicked off

into the sliny water,

JOHN MUCCI
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I remember the way he said it with a low sing~-song voice, "And
he shall judge the quick and the dead," I think of him less now, but
when I do it's clecar, Maybe I'm adding comething to my memcry, I guess
that's what time does,

His face was old and wrinkled, but not the way it should have been,
It should have been tamned and hard, from all the time in the salt air
and sun, It was suooth except arvund the corners of his eyes ans nouth,
When he was mad his cyes would squint and yrow narrow, His 1lips would
press tightly against each other,

Then there was that last time I saw him. I had cone to say good~bye,
I was no longer needed therc so the time had come, I would come back
in the spring, but would he be there,

I knocked on the dvor of the trailer to give the Keys back, There was
a voice inside, Then he said in a wuffled vuice, because he had taken his
teeth out, "Who's there" “Charlie,"

Speps from inside came towards the Jdoore. The sound of a lateh being
pulled and the doot opened, He stood there for a ninute while his eyes
becane adjusted to the light, Although being short, he was looking down
at me, He was wearing thosce dyed blue khakis and undershirt, His large,
but firn, stomach protruding in front of him, He was bent over at the
shoulder which made hin look older,

"What's the nmatter,"

"Just came to return the truck and say good-bye till spring,"

"Oh, you going now,"

T HIGH SCHOOL LIBRARY
DARTEN, CONN.
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“yeah,"

"iell, have a good winter,"

"Yeah, take it easy,"
Then as I started to walk away I called "You tuo'" Turned my head back for
a second and walked awaye

That was the last time, I was bnck at work again when I found out,
It just didn't sink in when I heard it, I didnft think about it, not even
for a ninute, a second, It was a long time before I even realized it,

Dut even then I didn't really feel bLad,

CHARLES ROOME
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THE STE.K HOUSE

I

IraSKED HER HER N.E

~ND SHE ST00D FOR & MOMENT ,
THINKING I GUE3S3,

Tony SHE S.ID "BRIGETTE BO#DiU™
AND I WwROTE IT DOuN,

THEN TOLD HER TO w.IT IN ThE LOUNGL
WHILE LOOKING .,T TH=

WaRTS OW HER H.UDS

© THE LOLE UNCER Hik HOSE

ThE LINAS UNDER HRx BYES

aND THOUGHT IF wE H.D

« T.LBLE FOR ONE.

D SHE SMELL3 OF STl PLiFUlly CF 500Y ODOR

EXESS HLIRSPR.Y _.ND CIGERET R 35140KE.

HER J.w MOVING R.PIDLY CHwIlNG HLR GUM, Iw.CH ‘
TIME OPENING HER MOUH TO Bu/iME b Iny ..LCOHOL.

OR SITS JUST 30 .07 THE LKD OF HIR Sl.0

YOU ENOw ITS LIKL .. P.TUERY

THE w.Y Sk wiD5 HER LIPS, PL.CLS HuR M . ON

HER NuCK D ST.RL3 ..EsudTLy
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. OFF INTO THE DIST..NCE
- -SHE SHILES 0CC..SION.ILY COLDLY USULLLY

»ND SHE IS MY MOTHYR .uwb I 4 BECOMING

MORE™ LIKE HER iu.CH D..Y

SHELLY LI JUER GL..SSES

PLBSLIG GL.ICZ8

CIGLREIVE CIG.R, PIXL &10Kh

ND PLOFLE KnLP .SKInG FOR WHLIR T.03LuS
THEY WNERED Thnll nOw

C..USE THERES .. TR.Is W0 G..:CH

-4OVILE TO GO T0 OR

THE YRUSL.JIS LRE COMING" IS ON T.V.

I w.NT TO TELL THIM TO GO abthuib WHEY o inwsDLD

D LT o wRDSOWN'S HaBURGEn Ou b 0.0, we DON'T winnD Thii

IV

S..TURD..Y NIGHT'S oHORE
- JUST L KED TN wfYH .. Niw BOYFRIWD
BUT ITH THE 8.01 whITE DRwSS
wlITH TH: S0 LOs WRCK
THE 3.4 LONG fLE.TwD SKIRT

S, BROWN STL.INS.
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OVER DRIED YilLOws H.IRSHE wk.R3 SHH wlifo THh Sl PULGY SCLLIF
wITH IT'S L.CLY FLOGIRS,
TIED UMDik THE NECK OF .. TIRED F..0L

wHOSE WwRLNKLLS .ilD GR.CKR .aib CRuV..Cla3

LYES HOVING SLOGLY
UbiDzit HLULS ..ND GRLENS
HL.VILY Lii30881D wITH THICK BL .G LIS,

~CCENTLD BY MISGUIDED CH.ILK wHIT. LIBS

BETH.IWN KENNEDY
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I BISHOP I BLACK AND RED
BLES3ED THE DUST

T2 SEPTLED IN THE ARCHIVES

THE CARDINAL IN PURPLE AND GCLD
KXT5SED THE MUNMIFILED

HEADS OF TWELVE

The pcasant in rags
died of the cross
his ryes o the sky

and heart to the kiss,

NEIL PENHELL

THE BREAK

YOU

1

YOU AML:
YOU AMD
YOU AND T
SHE

YOU AND
YOU AND X

YOU AND I AND SHE
YOU AND SHE

YOU AMD SHZ

YOU AND SHE

I,

g

[ ]

CARLEY TANIOOS
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THE CONCERT

It was on a Monday., {Je bunped down the cobbled streets in his v, bus,
It was August and veiy hot in the city. We parked the bus in the usual
spot and walked the remaining few blocks to Central Park, The stagnant
air and car exhaust was stifling, A heavy odox of garbage hung over the
city,

~I promised my mother I'd eat some dinner,

-Okay, welll get some hot doys at the theatre, Is that all right?

- ~Yeah, that's fine,

We crossed a small intersection and then another street and we were in

. the park, It was cooler thexe and people seemed happier, Maybe it was

because of the trees., Or maybe because it smelled nice,

Ve walked down an asphalt path. Beautiful trees shaded the walk and
glass skyscrapers shaded the trees,

~Hey, there's a softball game, We've gut a few ninutes before the
concert starts, Let's watch for awhile, okay?

~0Okay.

We walked towards the field., It had been Jivided into four diamonds
and all four were being used. We stopped and watched one game, It was a
giris softball team and they seenced to be>enjuying thenselves, We
started towards anothex game¢ when a ball xrollaed tuwards us, He neatly
fielded the delinquent ball and tossed it to a neaxby outficldex, The
spectators gave him a round of applause and I felt a surge of pride in
bring with hin, I told him so Lut he just smiled and laughed at the nice
things,

We walked thrcugh the park and laughed =t the nlece things around us,
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The trees, the softball games, the ice cresm vendors the fountain, the
music, The music? We'd better go,.

We strolled towards the memorial theatre. A long line was forming on the
sidewalk, People were talking, eating, singing, laughing, watching, and
waiting. OSuddenlythe line staxted to move, We pressed through the entx-
ance gate relinquishing our tickets to the sour, old doorman,

The theatre was actually a small stadium with gray foldinyg chairs
set on a cement base and bleachers rising in the back., On‘the stage of
steel, wood, and canvas, people were milling about trying to look busy,
adjusting microphone stands, adjusting snare drums, adjusting ©oot lights,

We .locked for a place to sit, It had rained that day and although
the sky had cleared thexre were still many puddles and nany wet chairs,
The stadium smelled musty from the moisture, Finally, we found two seats
ir. the middle section of the gray folding chairs,

~Do you want sofething to eat?

=Do you?

~Yeah, i'm really hunygry.

~Okay., I do too then.

~Okay wait herec,

He returned soon, geioning, with a tray filled with hot dogs and Coke,
He splashed through the puddle and sat downa

~Herc,

~Thanks., Oh...you didn't get ang -mustard?

~-No. I'm sorry, I forgot.

- ~It's okay. Don?t worry about it.
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We munched quietly and looked at the other peosple and at each other,

Suddenly, people started laughing and yelling. Some were standing,
waving their arms in the aix, We looked up and saw an ocfange frisbee
in £light, Ten hands reached out of the c¢xowd and snatched it down,
In seconds it was in the air againe Soon nearly everyone was on theor!
feet trying for a chance with the firsbee, They reached and jumped and
fell and threw, And people laughed,

& man walked on stage.

~He would likeyeewWe wuuld;..we would like to introduce,.sThe concext had
begun, A young man walked out in puxrple silk pants and sang foiKy songs,
People talked through his nusic, dmpatient with these preliminaries, People
yelled at him to leave. The youny man finished his set and walked out of
the spotlight. The crowd was restless amd tensc. A thin haze settled in
the air, Some talked, Others just smoked and waited,

Then, the man walked un staye aygain and beguni

~Ladies and gentlemen the fabulous,.s and he was not heard over the
cheers and applause., Four young music.ans, artists in their field, took
their places on stage. The lights turned green and purple and the in-
struments exploded with music. They chantaed, they erooned; they quavered,
They wexe haxsh, melodic, loud, sofﬁ, urgent, complacent, The exowd
had submitted to their majic, These men had contrul over the peoples
They could make them sing, clap, swaye. They could make them happy, sad,
angry. They knew their power and played all the more.fiercely for it,

Frenzy fed on feenzy, People were standing,clppping and moving. Morel
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With a crash and a sweep of the hand it was done, The concert was
over., The excitement was over, The sensations, the throbbing, it was
all over. The musicians were tired., They would have to play again later,
They had to stop. The concert was over,

He took my hand,

- =Let's go,

=0Kaye

KATHY GREELEY
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THE BROOK

Slipping eautiously over tho greon nossy rorks
it snonks up on thoe .toad

Rippling slowly so as not to disturb the log whore he sits

Now silently approaching, ducking dbotweon the Lnllen leoves and branches
Shoots towerd the tond nnd sleps hin wobe

Then rebreonts, sliding betwoon the creviccs of o once standing welil
gurgling and gulping with lrughter

As it continucs swaggering out to sone

CaRCLYN UNNBVILR




cunny afternoons

i met this"beeutiful chiek fron leaie o, meine,

this comber aftcrnoon, .

end it was like we'd met for the Tirot time somewheres long pnst

into oblivion,

but it suddenly downed on me 1 vrs with her, here now,

dig?

we just sot there on the river's cdge, cinging esrly dylan ond bnoz,

and rapnin' 'bout the woather cows, ond fickle thinge like that,

and suddenly,

sounding out down the river,

we henrd the melodione vibroation: of o flute
picreing the lazy mecoce of rir lingering sround us,

which brought and hcld onr cves togcther for a moment's glimroe into

pure cternity,

and i whicpered gently,

why should we try and uce words in nluce of mucic?

ond ya know, we lrmghed, and scang forcver.

nichelece ney
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REUNION

rBob surpriscd me so much that I nearly tripped down the stairs to whcerc he was
lounginglin tho dorme I hadn't socn biin sitting thorcs "Mary? was aoll he said to
asscrt his proscnccs Bubt, in his voice was wttur ipercdulity. Blazing from his
ovel black oyes were guestlonss whab wre yow doing bore in Moine? How on earth &
d4id you gev here, when, ond why nre you here ot the University? How 4id you know
I wos here, why daid you come?

I introduced him to my two @irlfriends and expl-iaed that we hod driven up to
visit the emmpus and have wn interviews Mwe are stuyiaz in a cobttage on the coaste
When we were walking around beforc, I folt renlly out of plices. I said to Kethy,
"I wish we knew someonc herc,” nd then, suddenly I romoobered you hid once mon—
tioned you would like to go to the University of Moine. It was so iong ago, 1
hed forgobbone So anyway, we Llooked up your schodule, found your dorm, «nd arc now
herce™

Froneine and Kathy storted right in with questions cbout his profcssors, the
socizl 1ife, and how big were his clusscse I notiecd how very littlc he had chene—
gede Ho was 56111 just as 6:.11 ws bufores wbout o foot mors then nysclfs was
still kind of chuanky, but his jo.nbolls wore nilco wnd longs Thoey nade his othlotic
legs look thimmer, T hardly notioud thot he was sbild) o bib plgcon~tocds His pull-
over wis big onough o £it two of me inside. IV oagoed over his shoulécrs, for
they weron't as broad as porhps lv would hove thoem, but his ehcst was wide with
pridce

"Hey, would you liko me to give you r tour? wnit -- I botter got ny
Jocket.
Whilc he was upstoirs, Fruucine whisporad, "wow, bhe's relly good~looking.

And thobt snilc, it's so siuecrpc§"
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I noddcde "I knowe Two yuura o0, o lonked just .5 goody Ouly bis hzir is
longer nows lnybe beenuso itts so thick nad striighte I dida't runember 1t wus
suclh = dork brown. anyw:y, he dous look rolly preite™

It was cold oubtsides The sun wes hiding bokdnd the trcese The dny's brillian-
cy hnd subducd and the arcn was ouictse A fow studenbs were rushing clther to the
dining h-11, librory, or to thelr dorms. Rushing beenusc they were lote, or nest
probnbly, trying to got warne

Bob showcd us 11 nround, -.nd wus r.-1lly alec in trying to think of things
tint would particulorly interest incoming frooiuv-n ¢ irlse He joked cbout ordinary
things, nnd when we would rulséut of guostions, would contiauc tulking ian = fricnd-
1y mmoners "I'™m toking geologye Boy, we psure Go mlot of werk just for sone old

© rocks."

Even with Bob's eonstant conversation, Le souncd distont to me. 45 we wnlked
by the ivy-covered buildings, insturd of opening up personclly, he kopt on with the
reidc relee "If you eun sce through that frende of brick you'll scc our demn ~rgu-~
ing on the phonc with his wifce"™ Prottle, prrttle, I wirted to jerk his hrnds out
of his pockcots snd hold them ia ny mibbtenod onwsd  As Lic pointed out pl-ecs nad teld
us riore about tho cehnol, I wondure: why wnd whnt was the bloek thnt provented us
from continulng ocur oncc innocunt rol-tionships Why weo it se difficult just to

snyy "Ronorber wicne”

As I wetehod the ligcht. tuen on ouu by onc; 1 roe lized Bob wis like tic stripe-
ned tresse Lonely. Yoo, Lo lvd mode o fow frdonds o the sleort while he hrd beent
~wey ot sehool, but he wes not hinecll:  favelved ~r ro 1ly o pat ef the plicce

I nsked him 4f ho'd 1iko to cou. brck to tho cott e with use He bie:me cx-
cited ond glowed with engorncos, but thon ronenbored o gffiy claos the noxt Gnye

Collego hnd chrnged Bobe I roncobore. an vablmaingtic bove a 4.ppy, Getornined
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boy, who would ncver let rostrictions obutruet Liis path for plonsurcs  Hevicver,
was 1t collcge or wos it time thnot clruged Lin? He runlly Gld Lnve nere freudon,

and fower restrictions, but also Lad morv obligntions and wip c-uchb up in isola-
)

tion,

when 1t was tine to sy goodbye, we smilcd.  His nouth neved, Micy, thrulks
for eoming ups It won oed to sce yous I lope I liclpe! you out, ad if you hove
ruy nore questions, why don't you writea™ But, rs I -lueys hod boferc, I looked

iz his cyes for o rocl ncasnce Suiilenly foecling pour.d oud fron then, rnd I £l

ns though I hoad liftwl hin fiom sone sort of rub, ~nd he wes -3 I TuiLiaboraGe

HARY DUGDALE
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it would be niéé

wy

to take a vacation from Here

a permanent sabbatical would do nicely

0i..2 1 took
a lovely walk
over a rock
down a path
into
the folds of a world

the ends the liwdits
of Herg

however

llow
there are no bavs inside concrete

is something different
walls is all

obsexving biick
rocks are the sali of the bottoen,
at 10:03,5
from a rock
i overluok this
concrete
juinl
(which is really jello)

it is Q0 -appeinting
that
concreteandbrick
forgets its roots
rocks

beconing incredibly stagnant
stinking




1.
THE BUS RIDE -

. The monsoon rains had fallen long and haxd the night before. The
inundatcd paddy fields mirroxed light rays back to the equatorial sun, I
stood there, by the side of the road, contemplating my reflection in a
flooded rut, Having had enough, I jerked ny feet to disturb the tranquility
of the pool. A red cloud of sedinment gushed up with mushroon like intensity,
swallowing my reflected self,

Splashing out the water from my rut, the rickety, tin plated bus
lumbered to a halte I boaxded in my usual fashion, sWinging on cowboy style,
hanging half way out the doox. On securing foot space, the stench of dead
fish, betel nut, curry breath, and thc heat of so many bodies packed to=
geather, settled around ne like a fog.

The buses were always crowded, For the people who rode then it was
a way of life, I felt guilty, because for me it was only a game, It held
a strange fascination with ne, The people were all so diverse., It was an
adventure being with different people, and riding the bus iﬁto the city, not
knowing where I'd end upe.

After nanaging to squecze nyself into the back seat, the bus jerked
to a stop at the central market place. The haggard old women stepped down
with their dey'!s wares of f£ish, fruit, ond vegetabless The uniformed,
bricfcase carrying children alighted to walk the last blocks to school,
ith hopes of bringing home the family dinnex, sone of the young girls sét
out for a day'!s haggling with the nmerchants,

"As I was intently watching people get off the bus, I didn't notice the

- the boy who collected fares cone up and sit by ne. I was surprised to turn

around and find him,

HIGH SCHOOL TIRRARY
DARIEN, (0NN
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He was rather dark, about average height for an Oriental, but of a strong

. build, Anticipating a demand for a fare, I reached into my pocket and pro=-
duced a coin, He waved it away with a hurt look in his eyes, He said a few
words which I couldn't quite catch, but I understood by the way he said then,
He wanted to make friends, lie'd never talked with a farang before, save
maybe to swindle one, then laugh behind his back. But he was sincere and
I trusted hin,

We talked until I oxhausted ny vocabulary, I was cmbarrassed that I
could understand only about his cevery fifth word, He toyed with Iy Sune
glasses with the curiosity of a baby. Likewisce, I fiddled with his ticket
taker and money changer. From around his neck he pulled out his gold chain,
from which hung his most sacred possessions, three ancient Duddha inmages.

I adnired them, being careful not to touch, and destroy their divine powers,

After awhile, my new found friend and I had attracted quite a bit of
attention, Three little scholl children sat with their knees in the seat,
facing back at us, giggling and pointings A silver haired, toothless
women, her gums crinson from chewing betel nut, smiled at us, Three school
girls passced us back a fried banana. Some boys cane back to talk with this
nysterious farang., An elderly Chinaman took ny hand and squeezed it, A
prostitute sniled at me, not A boeckoning suile, but onw of warmth, I'd
gotten used to being starced at, but bad always resented it, nSut today was
different, People were not looking and resenting, but looking and accepting,
I didn't feel alone and defensive, but rather, I fclt a strong sense of
belonging,

- Soon, it was time for me to get off the bus, My friend took ne by the

hand and walked nme to the door, I remember the first time a nan had token




ny hand, How ignorant I was, feeling embarrassed and repulsed., 1I'd learned
and understood, He was ny Friend and protector. Ue said goodbye and I
stepped off the bus. As the bus pulled off, we extended our hands and our
palms touched for a final nmonent,

It was raining again. I felt good inside, People ran for shelter and
took out their umbrellas, but I just stood therve I knew that ny skin would
always be white, I would never be able to speak the words T felt. But
I was ennfortable, Comnmunication was more than the mere exchange of words,

I £fclt as though I belengoed, \

REUSEN JEFFERY




TABLEAU .

LOO:L,

there it is.

humbled by the smothering, smoldering sun;

an empty Coca~Colz bottle.

Ho. Hot quite cecupty.

Thick, glass bottom is coated with that sticky brandy
liquig-

SEE.

pregnant food particles

sunk in thesodden syrup,

an ugly glass bottlcs

ugliness onhanced by warped glass;

cheap warped glass enlarging, distorting the

flies-

unctuously swarming, grasping the throat of the bottle,
LGOKe

black, shiny green scourging fleshy pink human lips.

IN A SERISS OF THOUGHTS

GAY WHEELBRARRQOUS
FILLED UITH PURPLE SEA-GHRLLG AlLlD PEONILSG,
WARM TANGY SEA BREBZE
BEARING GOLDEN PERFUME OF CRAIKIES FROI COMiE DISTAMNT ORIGIM,
FRISGHTIENED FIDDLERS
SEARCHING THE MORNING TIDES, FLIRTING WITH PAINTZED TOES,
SKIRTING COPPER BODIES,
AUREOLE SUNOGHINS
DRUGGING THE ERRATIO RHYTHUM OF THIZ DAY,

CARLA UWEIS




UNKNOWN NARRATIVE -~

I'm tired and~-yes~~dcefeated,
Look at me now. I say LOOK at me., No, not uo there swaying freely
on the branch of that hidious oak or coasting in the late autunn wind
but look down, down in the nud, and you will see me.
Look at me, Here I am brown, crxinkled, dejected, like an old man's
face on his deathbed, But, it's Mother Nature's work, you protest
sweetly, Hahi You sce, I remember the othexr times, 100,
I remember that dawn of my first moxrning, 7The golden sunlight pierced
the blackness in ny depths and stirred the eagerness of ny life, I
remember when my veins first ran with that sweet green fluid., The breeze
was cool then, too, But the cool was delicious--not condemning as the breeze
is this night, No, that brecze was coaxing, gentle, trusting, And I in
my naive earerness sprouted; thereby opening meself to the vulnerability
that will see its end today. iut, the snow was melting, and spriny promised,
I grew, How could I resist the sun's and the earth's inviting treats?
I grew, and my existence was acknowledged in each cell., I was not alone,

Were the other leaves and trecs and forests my companions, you ask?

Companions? How trite, We were not companions but crusaders, Ue were not
friends but lovers, We were one, togeather, for nature had breathed us
from her lungs. We lived growing, reaching, and aching to a universal

rhythum, Why, how nice, you say. Yes, how pleasant to find summer's

hot sunsets abdicate to fall's icy dusks, T don't want to talk about it

any mnore,

How naked the trees scems They are silhouetted against the gray sky

They axe as vold as I,

as skeletons on gallow polaes,




2

I must admit, the colours were brilliant. All of us dressed up in
. our best to march off to war and fall one by onc. An unforgettable
display of heorism we made, don't you think? Ox do you? Yes, I know
it happens every fall, But, must you rape me of my delusions?

No, donlt look now,

YaL MSEHLIS




PEARLS

. I

Gliding in thce lemplight :
. My shadow laughed back v

And rumnaged through my thouyhts

Like a Thief,

II

Fall below ne, heart of xeasonings

I have no fear of beéing nothing morc

Than polished pebbles strung upon the shore
Of Life: I am already a dead thing,

Y

III

Looggedda kid obbliy balancced

Cn na pickketts

Trying to catch at the butterflutters.
Goan tellin the best way to. (30 head n-
Claus he won't lescen and ewont catch

A blarsted thing but hell fronis

iiofer hool gripe

About all the Clorox shesad to usc.

IIII

I kike the winter most of the best tines of all:

It's the best time acause it's cold

And you can always find another blanket

Whilst in the sunmmer youtrc

So dripping hot, blankets do no good,

And you have to resort to the airconditioncr.

Snow to shovel out is nothing coupared to

The sand that sticks to your towel and won't dry you off
worth beans:

Skidding and breaking your neck is nothing comparcd to

1 Dragging yourself languidly in the infornolike sunfirerays.

Hands that cleave to frecezing metal are nothing coupazred to

Hands that turn five seperate shoades of xed from fourth

degree burns,
Tow~week vacationa are nothing compared to
The homesickeningabsolutclyboringevenifittissumner drag, .

JOHN 1TUCCI




The airport terminal was under cc..struction. There was a big hole in the.

wall of the second floor there the window wasn't yet. People were standing
around the hole watching planes take off in the dark. She went to the hole,
but there were to many people, There werce some stairs near the hole in the
wall, Ghe climbed the stairs, They led to a landing just before the roof,
She hoisted hersclf above the landing, and stood there on the roof, the cold
wind blowing her hair, surrounded by lights on the grcund and the roar of

the jets taking off,

He stood looking out of the heole in the unfinished wall of the second floor
of the air terminal, He could heax bits of conversations around him, He
watched the jets take off, A starched woman stood in front of him, her

stiff hair struggling to bu £xee in the mind, e stepped back, suddenly

very tired, He noticed a stairway. He went up the stairs, came to a landing
and hoisted himself onto the roof,

They loocked at each other in the noiscy night. She with her blue jeans
flapping around her legs in the wind, and her hands tight in her pockets,

He with his halr c¢scaping from the string he wore around his head, They stood
there with the jets taking off around them, flying to other airports, other
lights,

I'm running away.

Co am I,

LIGA DREW




THE ACING OF NATURE

Nature stretches her tired arms,

she prepares for anothexr day,

Hexr skies are gray,

and her arms reach out in yellow fingcrs,

The blue reflecting pools are her saddencd coyes,

she never showed her age,
How her eyes are aching.
She cries to save fleeting life,

A virgin does not like to loose her soul,
So it is, with this abandoned lady.

She has lost her youthful glow...

Her virgin soul,

TIMES BVENTUAL DEATH

The planets are viscera of the universe,

And the clouds are cells,

which nourish this creation,

Philosophers are food for this vast system to

The fools and warrioxs are disease,
which infest and decay the universec,
The only defense is war betwezen them,
and eventual death,

BOBR GRAHAM

digest,




A ROUND, TWO-3 IDED -PEBBLE

i
I

In the depth of mnn's confuscd, insanc world, we seldom expericnee anything
. " oating on the surfaed, anyone who brocezes by the confusion like luaves, until
bhe too gets raoked into the pilcees
Timmy hzd a faco likc th-t of firce— but o {irc being gquonched constantly,
~lways to be relite His cyes wore cool nad ollurvescent, yct a cold, bluc flame
t icd bencath thelr pupils. Ho wes a bit thin, bub the hoeat of his glarc ¢ "ne-
teracted his lack of weipht.
One pink-skicd dny, Timay was ploying his norm~l gorcs in the beek yerd woacn
> he suddenly saw a glitter in tho distance which soon f£adcld away. He immcciately
spreng oo, his normal hanes lof't to bask in th hazy sun, anG lenped over to the
approxinate location of tho plittore The sourcu wes found= o smmll snooth pcb-
blc which irrecgularly enitced rnys of Light thit turned into ~ million colors ~nd
spectruns before his oyuss He rocched down, nliecing his nuedy hnnls (muddy from
his normal grnmes) around the jeweds It dicd down nnd then ecnscl its roys albo-
gethere Tirmy placed it in his poclct, nnd arbled brek Cown to the pit of rud
znd bits of rock mnd sand, brek to his trucks and cars ond soldicrse Bub abet
hnlfwnt therc, he snaw his housc ia n difforent wy- differcut only to hime It
wns very confusing, this new waye o1l the tinings ho use. to soc in the corcet
woy 0 hnd new qualitics, nll nixel up andl juwivlod torcthors  Telophiono polus,
houses, 2 Ts, ronds, wuru All coufusced aud et slothing.  He welked ints 7o housc
; and tresed with his mothor in o way Lo had nuver beforc cxporicncede His mcther's

. ~kind face and hopeful cyes suddonly contorted into wild eestacy. She gaeped snd

bermn erying.




et AL SN
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"T know itd! I kacw itd"  she shoutods "Doctor Lesley did itd I lacw itd
. Oh, Timmy, oh Lord, I'm so L-ppye. Youlrc woelll®

Tirmy trlked with his rothor for two hours, tulkin, in 2 w-y brond now to hin,
the words flowing, the thoughts netcehing togothere Hoe <idn't kaow if hce liked it
yote Ib wes A vory stroang e, mixed up Youwlinm e ho wellked outsidc while his no-
ther enllod fils fathor ot work to tell hin the (oo, wondierful news. Tirmy resch-
‘ed inta Lis poekect and pulled Hub the dooe svonue  He hurded it, snd it flcw into
a pond nearby, ncver to be foun npedn.  Pinmy stw ouae last rey of lisht shoot
out from ite Thon his now woy stoppe’, ~nd e wes sotisficd to go brek to his
norm- 1 gares like o good twolve—yerr—oll boy, thoe caporicacce of the socond wry
wns gone forevere Just ftwo small hours of ooadty out of » 1ifctime of distortion.

Or couls it De thrt Timmy's wry wos right?  woe shedll acver Kuow,

CHEIS ~nSON




ne

Whitc laughter, running in the btathroom sink,
is all 1 henr these dryo

¢ 1 ¢it contentedly in my clocet

chiewing jujnboecs

to the beat of cwenee river.

I really dig this ccene cun

i can play donminos doy and night

and weteh lorctts young mokoe inctant love
and dic mourning aftcr morning.

And if i had only one wich, nor,

i wish yvou would renew

my dsily news pregscription

coon cuz they nre the only folka

that can help nme

nowe.

k=leidoscopic reality

3

<«
=3

hen 1 owike un agnin,

sh=1ll prek un agnin,

nd frp el on down the rond o wryo,
spending a night here,

loeflng ior dnyo thoxo,

and crying -nd aighing cveryvhore.
and comuewhere, o0 how,

1'11 cottle down,

for four weeka, DOrhnni,

nerhanc clornity.

ver, perkhans cternityv.

£ pe

ry devdrerm o xivtenceo wes nllrion

for a 4ime when nothing moony «v‘"vi;ina
and a0 farth,

but now,

Ao 4 eVﬂlvw ”nd grove taller,

sbove aimlcoe - doleiernee nnd roeudn=d<lipht for life,
i will bl*l..»!'}llil'.(‘ no o morc.

chethoocona peyelodogy

Aoctor, mu torou andoretond?

Shothoceon. Lo my brain, o
erlenlativg wmy ticko, meordine ny aborrnilon
rensuring ny ooecornliohme e, ny a?f\"‘l;t y IV o lovee,
diceeting m},f foars, pv hane=upe, my o dismu eamblox,
cversthingst. . .
my Life, my thoushte, raped by on o iey, omripetont
metel diceg

hev chrink,. . o1 ones b lleved in god.

richolas: noy




SOLITUDE

Mr Samuel lives alone in an old wooden house, On the outside the old
fo <d paint is peeliry, and leaves needing raking pile up.,

Inside, IMr, Samuels, a very old man, thin and bony, with grey, almost
white hair, sits in a comfortable chair reading a book of Tennyson's::poems,
.. he reads, a grandfather clock at the other end of the room strikes seven,
he looks up with a start and with a shaky hand closes his book, '"Benj:min",
he says softly, to his cat, a rathexr plump, marmalade colored animal, cur..d
up on the floor, sleeping contently, "Benjamin" he repeats, "its time for
you to be f£~d", Benjamin arises, stretches his front paws and stands up.

Mr. Samuels struggles out of the chair, his old bones cracking, and
with slow steps, he proceeds to the kitchen. Benjamin following close
behind,

He takes down a small can of food, and with nervous hands he fumbles,
and opens it, After putting it in the cat's dish he bends down, his hand
on his own back, "Here you are, Benjaminy he says with a sigh, and places
the dish on the floor,

Mr. Samuels slowly makes his way br-z to ithe small living room, where

he sits down, picks up his book and comni’'nues reading,

DOMNA R" XLES




COMPUTERS BREED CONTEIIPT

Roaring, blasting, buzzing,
Sounds of the city (They constructed)

Plastic bulbs take the place of skyscrapers

Popsicles get you to work on tinme

Spinning lollipops shoot you to the sccond floor
(Of the plastic bulb)

Wheelchairs squeal towards office doors

Creating traffic jams,

Teuperatuxe kéing at a normal 170,

Little ones play computers in schools
Typing honework on paper made of

Dollar bills

Pushing punch cards when coming and going,

They wear ice cream coats to keep warm in the winter
Tobasco ninks in the heat,

They swarm the beaches where
Occans of gasoline flood dirt coasts
And all of Them sit around and noonbathe,

Big ones take pet rats on walks
crashing into babymobiles on their
Way?

Paula Carder ran down the road

And passed the liailnan with all (our letters)
But nothing for himself,

He went to her door and delivered hinsclf
And lixs, Carder let the well-known inj;

Of course (she never pulls the blinds down)
Paula Carder sat behind a rock and wept.

BETSY BLAKE




- 1.

the arrival

vhey were late bub came spotloss
in their whites
1 was dewnstairs waiting
with the fireloss firenlace
in the e¢ool blue room
1 s3at in the sguare Tlowered chalr
facing the door i wubchoed
perhaps expseting sirens and rudlighbtollashing

there were three trnoping

up the wooden steps crooking
pecping through the windowinthodnnr
smiling
E solemn thuy joined me wulting
| until sho cumc
sturbling slightly
awakening from her sloop
she loeked guestioningly to mo
w.t oyce glazcd
black pools
pulfy and soft bonoubh
she saw thosc freozoen leumn
erucl stutucs stunding stralght and cold
. why

bewildercd wild wondering wordlosuly eusloud




docs she know
i whispered frantic
noon
ah no
shc doosn't

i beld her to give hor

my warmth my 1love

1lct her fecl my arms my strongth

cneireling round drooping shoulders
i pushed away sticking elinging dying hidr

to push oway end elaunsc

the dirty £iim of fowr

i huggcd hor closc and tight te
love hor

as she hod me

when 1

3 alenc afroid unknowing er.pt irom within hor
hzld hor

50 that she would undcrstond

why

midgc mohlig




HILARY

a walking orange
roughiy beautiful
. red freckles and
thin arme

and frizzy hair
remind ne

of fruit

I ate

a long time ago

the reason

for the universe

(earth moon and plancts)
is written on a picce
of toilet papex

all a

waste of godts

tine

hid ass is pure

anyway

so flush reason

to hell

THE SEA FOR GAM

an orange and ycellow sunsct
reminds sam
of daniel and
anne
and jeanie

{all of whom h¢ loves

and loves)

when he stands by the sea

grinning his eskimo-white teeth.
LUXE GRANFELD




