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Group Poems From Sake Circle

In this stark season The naked willow’s woven web —
IS FROZEN ALSO, AND BROKEN BY THE WIND.
“So what?”, you ask. “So what.”, I answer.

BUT THAT “WHAT” IS ESSENTIAL TO THE PEACEFUL NATURE STATE
What do you do for the weeping willow? To dry its tears
destroys its essence.

WEEP WITH THE WILLOW!
Chop down the sullen willow! Let the white pine raise

its noble head.
DON'T CHOP DOWN THE WILLOW  FOR AFTER THE CRUEL WINTER

HAS TAKEN ITS TOLL THE WILLOW SHOWS ITS ENDURANCE
And takes on the cruel summer.
MAKE A WILLOW WHISTLE AND PIPE TWO COOL NOTES

INTO THE HEAT HAZE.

The clouds swiftly swept the sky.
AND WITH THE CLOUDS WENT ALL MY WORRIES.

Approaching my Cheops, Fujiyama, my vulanized rubber soles crush
uniper leaves shamelessly.

JUNIPER BERRIES CANNOT TALK BACK!

Without a whimper they leave their stain,

RED, DEEP SCARLET CRIMSON LIKE THE EARTH YOUR HOME,
In that stain is told the true message of life:

ALL THIS FOR JUST THIS!

Until a mountain, pregnant with snow, falls on me,

¢# WITH THE AVALANCH WENT ALL MY WORRIES.




Mdnologue. Polylogue. Mollylogue.

(or: A musing of a young writer
as a poor man. Hee hee hee.)

Brrring. Brring. Brrrring. Too early but. Things a day a do. See Bob but oh . . no twelve lunch. Nothing to do aboyt.
Brush top brush twoth too.

Alisa, if you only knew. I know it well — I've got a boyfriend at home, blah blah woof woof. But you're lonely. I coyl
that but. No. Ah well. It wouldn't be right . . . Right left wrong right rite write. Words. If she only knew.

Old man on that bench daily. Not even any ducks to feed. Bet he’s had many a duck feeding day in his day thoug
Old Ancient. You can’t look like that if you try, comes with time. Son, I can merember wan’t no goddam cars, jus horsen|
No damn television neither, wanteda know somethin hadda talk to folks or read, not jus hit the damn switch. No s
petroleumfarts. Hell no! I betcha never smelled the world, have ye? Ever smelled the earth? Fresh plo
not the plastic milk jugs and indy viggily rapt slices of cheese. No boy it aint the same namore. Was a ti
just a rock. And folks was folks too. Say howdy to ya, stead athinkin yus gonna murder ‘em or somethin. Women 2
too. All ya got now’s a buncha damn plastic makeup. Can't see their faces. Bet they go to sleep at night'n wake up wi
faces stuck to the pillers lookin back at ‘em! Hee hee! Why in my day folks was jus folks.

Kids though, look at that little girl. Onesies, twosies, threesies look at all the treesies. I wanna be a actress when | or
Movies and T.V. And I can stay up late whenever I want. | donwannaidonwannaidonwanna goto bed O.K. you don't |
Evereverever. And I can get dirty and eat what I want. I want two choklit milkshakes and a snickers bar — all at once O,
I wanna car. A big red one. And I won't let any boooys get their cooties all over it. And I wanna big white house and a hy
and a dog, and a kitty, and two birds and a goldfish. Foursies, fivesies.

Need smokes. Deck a "boros. Though some things in life tr
always the same. Gasoline, jesus, buckenahalf a gallon! Then the
gas will make your car hesitate and ping. BUT for a few cents m

you for fifty-seven cents. But a Marlboro is a Marlboro is a Marl
least.

The Stuff Store. What a place. Lots of stuff. Foodstuffs to stuff yourself with until you're stuffed. Then you try to sti

your clothes and stuff. Then you go inside and since you've got all that stuff on, everything feels stuffy. Bad stuff, man.
stuff. Good stuff.

X-rated theatre. All through elementary school, middle school,
There it is. Wonder what x is like. Maybe x is love, all elusive, up
sundae. With nuts.

An alley filled with boxes. Worked in a box factory once. Yes sir, I drive a forklift in a box factory,
metal containers someday. But metal containers come in boxes! Everything comes in boxes. See tha
parts? Came in boxes. Even boxes come in boxes. Boxes of boxes.

Why are there holes in swiss cheese? Who puts ‘em there?

Stationery store. (E for Eaton’s corrasable bond). Cards. San Francisco. Uncle Fred. He's a gambler down inside. He |
blackjack with me that time I passed through. What a family. Memumndad raised me libe
totally opposite. They adopted John and Peter and raised ‘em strict as
to bed at nine. I'm up 'til twelve thirty dealin cards with Fred. That was the first time I realized what playin cards wa:
weren't playin for cookies anymore we were playin for matchsticks, ya know? The real stuff.

San Francisco. If Shakespeare had been a Californian, Romeo and Juliet would have com
T.M. meeting by O.D.ing on secanol and sangria. Love them cable cars though. :

Look at that woman! My God. What I could . . . guess I shouldn’t think like that. Ah bullshit, everyone does; either tt
they're a better person than I. Nah they're just lyin. But . . . Idon’t . . .wow I. I can never just fantasize sexually about a we
I always start thinkin about us together, handinhanding it down the road. Up the altar. I wonder. Excuse me miss, I
fantasizing about what you and I would look like as a middle aged couple. Old couple. She'd call a cop! '

Oh well. Woof woof ahrrahruff. Hey dog. I'll bet you're an enlightened being. Just hangin out. Keeping an eye on the v
goin by your window, huh? How is the dog’s life? Whatta ya think about? You must think we're all crazy (no visible respe
Tell ya what, we’ll switch. I'll hang out bein a dog and you be me.

just don’t wanna be on the Johnny Carson show answerin alot of d
Even the C.I.A. doesnt know you can talk. Hey, you think if I got s
might pat me behind the ears? No you're probably right. You got a monopoly, kid. Wellp, see ya later.

Bet he knows the english word that rhymes with orange. I shoulda asked him the answer

anscend, some inspire, some dopress, 'boros are alwa
y have the guts to sell you hi-octane gas. Here folks, our
ore, we'll sell you our “extra™. It's the same gas we useg
boro. Sure the price goes up, but the quality doesn’t go de

and high school, the most infuriating thing is the pursu;
pressive. The best to have the worst to lose. Y is a hot

but I hope to move
t car over there? A

rally. Her sister, auntie, Fred's

mitted common law suicide a

Popcorn and candy. Do you make popcorn with butter? No, I make it with Olive Oil. Sly dog, that’s Popeye’s girl. Hee!
To do is to be, to be is to do, to dobedoobeedoo!

R ————

hell. Same age as me. I show up in San Francisco, P &

How's that? You're not talkin are ya? I know you can.
umb questions. You've got the best kept seret in the W
ome long ears and a collar and trucked around, all the pe

to that riddle: Say you have tl

i : fall off.
knick knack shelf for my odds and ends. Twelve odds and ends on the knick knack shelf; eleven fall o

iy i ? a ki kaboodle?

ol sl orerl;niarlxdt(\.vz ::a?sr. E;’r:b:;:lyhave all the same pictures above the ﬁr?lj::(; ;S;)ﬁe'tg

repros. Eight forty three a.m. husband kiss wifekid}? l;aye ll())tr)ehPlskt lc:nfj :sfkt!::eﬂ ta:l: ts;cei:rgrgfc}):;; aenfor oo

inglease” : d Tina for our lunch. Back behind the : ; | for fro ’

k au:g the i’fm 51;111'3 e;‘l‘:zs;:gspr};%}?: g’eznfor algi‘)od ole american manontopgetitoverwithquick then nightly night 'til tomor

ith the fambly- ;

: o i dee doo dah
row Nt me.h in fun there on the dock. Fishins fun I like to fish, doo dah doo dah, I think fish is just delish oh dee doo
MuSt be havi

ish all night . . . . |
; Lovellgo\i‘,sish I could fly. Soaring high, swooping lqw, gobb.
Seaig:ek and silky. They can walk too. Fish can swim. Peop
;l:thsi"g K }:harkl) t:u?; ?vllo;’r?ucl:rll:; Ea)(gcelise me miss, I thunk you'd look great in a bikininiky. Would you mind taking off your
Look! Another be . e . Oh please. Well . . . _ ] 4
clothes? Y c mon- Hg\t]obbo: Tig’eorzi tsi}:xlmits.t l’éeurl evenpnow you can't. Or even. Not without getting. Or. Next thing you know

e Zr; su'[:,%oséetting Getting a. Drinking too. Lonely. My grandmother probably had less hangups. But. What can one
e. An aving. 2 i

ink Il b

;t]ti:v Y: g;;nents_ Snapemtogether. Fall a
e

Wh

i i i Wind on the feather-
lefishes Flappity flappity flap whoooooosh! .
l: 1csan walk?%ut birds can fly AND walk. What a life. Suladed.

you'r
do.

iri v i .. Boy boyO, lt‘s
h‘ W ell Ihlnk I‘ll Cop a Squat. Ah better. Ob andering can be tlrlng ou knOW. Clouds. LOOkS llke (o]
Oh shit. .

: ; denyin that.
i bout this suchyouation. They do though, no . Relax. Let
o s s .S Oy Themce Older Hove you r?Bfo? U s ey No, Reo, Lo
Remem : ; f the sudden. Surrounded. Halleluja! : ; t
id back looking at the sky. All o d trollable. Up down all around. Sweetsweat.
me.1?1?! Laid hing softer, smoother. Irontense. Sounds uncontr : f T
e Reaecllholéit?cec\:; fi;;?::e!lrll‘%nally. Aaaaaah ex. I found it! XXXXXX. Then Marlboro. The one I'd wanted for ye
That sweet sm ;

|

Do you smoke after sex? Don’t know, never looked. Hee hee hee!
Thanks for the mamemories. :
Feel so sorry for Beautiful women. Li
what's she do? who's she go out with an

: » be
iffing around like poodles, tryin to get
g:gjnzmusmtsale types. But we're not all like that. Al

— Hey! Who's that?
i. She's SO foxy, smart and together. Every guy I meetsays '

kctl3 :;: r;ngh:ns. Pisses ?ne off! She probably has to be defenseful all the time. Lechergus
hind her levizipper. Just wanna hump and split. Np wonder w%q’liqkare 1 eg:
11 wanna do is fall in love. But how do you bl:ldge that .voxt 1.:0 ; :nv;r an};

close friend, you'd like to get closer, and you think maybe she‘ would too.kBul\:N yic;u ;‘el lb'n:.liz}; f:“:]; , andl:he‘s ol
. th)}l: ES: :ft all. You dor;'t want to blow what you've already got ';lo}glether.hCat;e }éc;uwﬁ:t ym)lr e’ O bl
B i 're j i hing will have changed.

i ther tailchaser. Something h ;

- lt,nte}}se I;os }:Jeptti};}?tks\{/?\:trteaj;:tdzr;ol g?]ress if I knew that I wouldn’t be livin on memories. Oh well.
everyo ;

. One card. Hmmm. , ) \ s | i hrruhooosh!
11:1]-“66 i I?/lrcl)f/i}r)iegnfr:lgt' Ivrlllist be lots of snow in the mountains. Wild, wet, winding, Whoooosh! wending ss
ice stream. '

i d leaves.
C that thing. Dive in and go with it, flow with it. Our around down through the rocks, logs and frogs, fish and le
an't tame tha 2 ! vith |
§ "ti i 't. O.K. go with it. ——
. :lhedend, [sn?)]ydbesl;xg?ng tall. Legaves come, leaves leave. Bran;hgs strong yet supplc:i. Tf;li%t Yet‘:z :ir:iga 5 ::ding
Tries},] hun reli Kia;unliéht rain, sleet, snow; bending rarely br_eaking; willing to shelter;r\l’]Joréo elz rlado IYI gme o
t:;?:gallttlfartn?i?:e gNéver get t,o travel. No conventions (Inte‘rina;lﬁ?al ng {‘;s:olc{:;at;:)eni;lungi oyl AT
i . 're down, out, ready to snap, tire of life — don't ta :
ilr?cl::srsngig t:)ltxrf;e:z;xnlfh}écl): (r: br(:::ch of the National Association to Prevent Cruelty to Trees).

i i lip-
i iti he lawn with the ridearound, catch all them clip
i J owed lawn. Weird tradition that. Mow t d g
i Rubhmy faCE . iorl?: Peor:};os trll]exi?mp. Stop at the hardware store on the way home and. buy f?ogxe Stczzt s_ Q:;; firgug; nome
i?;;rteafi izti tocn i;{e ?awn Same thing in the fall except its leaves thgn.quess |tdke§ps t:; lf;dgsoc])d itn : hsers i A bjs s Mk
i i inkle i . Have both ends in the front yard. No pot: . ‘ .
to Rgmbo‘:’tl}xni: TF ;l:Ll; lge;;: 'cs)l\lrl:?rt}:\inr;?:l;z(:avv? Aui:;eie Em . . . Ran once, yelling, going blinzak in very intoxicated craze, through
rnado wo .
i ight — t on me face. Flat face. . o Al 3 . i ¥
: sperlt::flr atl\r/;l‘%lli];ns offe{}tillz b(:r;)les dancing through the air. Zipzoom‘mg,_ colliding, stxclgxngts()glftherl( : st:;:l el:;ll?tog?]i . (S:chmeck%
downuint efl.qe v:/hite frothm. Good head, inches. Nothing can quench like ice cold beer. Bier. Schmeckt.
0 - !

' inken; i . Schlecht! L . 5
lmmle)rog:t. Tlgglci(; r;,e:lli:rnlfr;ol\sxj \%veht;:?iknfg itsi‘;? \eX(’:ho decides? Spring ahead fall back. Couldn’t just say: okay everybody, come in
es any

i God knows
i 1dn’t understand. But twice a year, because ‘
i u can go home an hour earlier. People wou . / i
:r)hvgoziiailésg u\rneea:rl\l;'fr: r;?myeoaroung. People so uptight about time. Who cares? Abntrar;r). Oi)}t:;rz;lxgﬁt‘u;rg; Bt 4y o
Jagit honie" Oh bout dinnertime, Where were ya? Some party. How many people were there?
many.

yfho‘ds Cqugtigg?be like to be a monk. Most religions have "em. Hang around all day and become spy rachelly enblightened.
onder wha J :

. . ight. Vows of
Sit under a tree by a stream in a brown robe with a brown bood, rap with the animals, dogs and Gods. Be alrig
chastity though. Somehow I don’t think that'd work out.

Aans Gm dha it gl g il g o eant b S



For you to discover the meaning of the riddle please find the meaning of x
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Oh wow, its seven twenty five! Now I'm a gonna be late. Ah who cares

Chris Brougham

One Marriage

After sex
he pinched her cheek
and slept with breakfast plans
and his naked dreams i
took
her
breath
so she lay wasting
with him
and his unborn children
between her legs,
When her tears were noticed
he fed her a larger station wagon
but she starved

with the silver fender poised
down her throat. gl e

Becky Hinshaw

a R,Oom
| - relaxed back into the bedspread and the matching pillows welled up around her. He lay on his back on the warm floor
to the sounds one flight below. Distant, apart, and not just because the room separated them. Her long and stiffly thick
bste s air did pushups on the patterned pillow, red with little green dragons spitting out gold flames through white teeth. The
¢ bed lamp burnt about her, etching a halo over her hair and stabbing her face with sharply highlighted yellows, blond hair
mhted by the rich colour of the bulb.
of the carpet resembled the dragons, only it was somewhat darker, like an olive, only the lint spotted the colour,
lighter until examined closely. But the visitor was on his back, his head cradled in his arms. Studying a tarot card
e wall. A large angel, praying. The eyes were confused. Big and wide, but not even: the left eye was too high, and slightly
far to the right, away from the nose. *“High 'n” inside!” The face was beautiful and the wings of the angel perched around it in
ough to ward off the frame’s edge, and the rest of the wall.
d: “Why are the eyes on the picture fucked up? Did the artist screw up or something? Or do tarot cards really look

7

an arc as th
He aske

. 7
l&efrl':’e golden head lifted out of the bulk that had formed a wall over the lower half of its profile. The brow lost the spotlight

¢, diving into shadow as the whole face rose up. Strangely, she kept her head parallel to the bed, as though she were still

¢ g against the bed's surface, until she had lifted her neck and shoulders high enough, when she straightened up her neck,

ibly contracting her neck muscles, as though her head contained a great weight. For a long moment she stared at the colours
features of the picture, not looking at the whole, but rather at the individual components.

“My mother painted that picture, you know.”

He didn’t try saying anything — hadn’t he made an ass of himself enough already. He just watched her study the overblown
ardAﬁer a moment, she added that “Actually people don't have symmetrical features. There is nothing on our bodies that is
pgrfectly symmetrical. Have you ever noticed that?”

“Not really. I never though about it. I just assumed we were at least somewhat symetrical . . .”

She explained: “No not really. Actually,” (and she drew out the word so slowly, as though it were the beginning of a point
that needed to be analyzed carefully as it was expounded) “there’s really little evenness to our bodies at all. You know, you
should really try taking a photograph of someone’s face someday and cut it in half and compare it to the negative of the other
side. You might not even see the resemblence.”

He looked at the ceiling for awhile. Jesus, had he fucked up. Damn. Her mother. “Yeah, I'll do that someday,” he lamely
answered. She laughed, the deep, cold laugh she possesses. More an amusing cackle than a laugh, one which might fit a witch
with a sense of humour, if such a thing exists.

“My, but you are easy to distress. Poor dear.”

He studied ever more carefully a crack in the ceiling. His groin itched slightly.

She hopped off the now-disarrayed bed: a pillow popped into the air and landed behind her heel. Carelessly she placed the
needle on the record. Static and Debussy shot out of the tiny speakers until she lifted the tonearm again to create silence. This
time she cued the record more carefully, and only noise resulted. After a moment, the orchestra faded into the room.

She laughed. “You look so depressed. Don’t you ever have a good time?” A spin of the heel and she corkscrewed herself into
a sitting position on top of the bed. “Come on now, I don’t know if you'll ever get by if you keep on stuffing everything up inside
of you."”

He rolled off his back and into a slight fetal position facing her feet. His watch was digging into his wrist and it hurt. He pull-
ed the winder button out of the skin at the base of his hand and moved the watch farther down his arm. A difficult act, for he
had his arms extended in front of him as he lay on his side. So it was not surprising that he had completely tangled himself when
the intercom exploded into the room.

W om

“Yes, I'm here.”

“You have a call on second outside.

She acknowledged the call, and laughed at him as he unraveled his body. Still amused, she walked the length of the room,
h“ﬂ)ming along with the record. When she stepped over him, he didn't even bother trying to look up her skirt, and she laughed
again.

“I'll be back in a minute.”

The door closed and he thought. He got off the floor, turned off the light, and laid down again on her hard carpet. The light
at her bed lit up the various dragons frying each other on the red background.

"

Robert F. Youngblood




The Escape

The sun filtered through the trees like gold glitter, peeking in between the leaves. She couldn’t see how blue the
when she was squinting into the light. It looked more like a pale, yellowish green. She blinked again. It was bright a
against her small body. Her hands, clasped behind her knees, suddenly flung back and she flopped into the rustling grz s
ed her smooth face, but she didn’t mind - she was outside, away from her mother. If only she could see her now. She'd |
She blurted out a weak giggle and scratched her nose. Staring into the blueness above her, she tried to see the end of ¢ e
couldn’t. How far does it really go? she wondered. Rolling onto her side she toyed with a long green leaf. It felt soft op
with the tiny hairs. A small, red bug with two black spots slid up the side of the stem. She pulled the leaf closer to hey
face and inspected it. Perhaps it had thought there was something wonderful at the top of this particular leaf. She v
touch it, but as her thick finger neared the thing, it pulled out two perfect little wings and shot by her face. She flung her
her back again, laughing into the wind. She felt very enclosed in the grass and heard nothing but the scratchy souny
leaves next to her ears and the faint calls of the birds high above her. Thy sky was so enormous. Where does it begin
does it end? Her face tightened as she pondered this. In the back of her mind she could barely hear her name bein
“Maria...Maria... MAREEEEEEEEA!™ She lifted her head above the green bed and saw a minute figure plowing thre
meadow. She slowly raised herself up on her elbows, hoping she would not be seen. As she saw her mother start to w
towards a cluster of trees, she stood - her knees weak, and her small frame lost in the sea of green. She wanted to sink
her nest again. The space where she had rested was imprinted by her figure. The grass was pressed against the grou
slowly began to rise with jerking movements. She began to gallop through the twined grass, her arms flailing through thy
Her long hair flew behind her and her ears were filled with the loud humming of the wind. Something felt different i
though - as if they were not moving at all. She quickly looked down and noticed that she was not on the ground bug
swiftly above it! The trees were gradually dropping beneath her. She knew she’d laughed loudly, but could barely hear |
voice since the wind was rushing around her so rapidly. The sky was a part of her and she moved through the emptiness
along velvet. Her arms sailed at the sides of her tilted body, the wind lapping every inch of her with sleek softness. 1
dark hair trailed behind and she rose higher and higher. As she soared into the blueness and the yellow light, she glancec
finding the exact spot she was buried in and the vast green surrounding that one space. The huge trees that had gathe
sun before, were now mounds of rustling bushes. Her own house, her flower garden, were mere patches against the gry
saw the red truck her father owned, pulling into the dark line of the driveway. Two tiny, black dots emerged from the r
and made their way towards the house. She felt so free from all of her brothers, and her mother would probably still be se
for her in the meadow. Her face was now wet with the watering of her squinting eyes. The wind was so cool, so dense. F
did not feel as if they were a part of her since they were just two solid forms, following her gliding body. The air swelled
her and she felt alone amidst all of the space. She eased her shoulders towards the greenness and descended, carefully mal
way towards the patches where her family would be. Her mouth was dry from the wind, but she was smiling anyw
fingers were bigger than any of the trees, but were gradually becoming smaller and smaller. She was abandoning the bl
and grandeur of the sky, and dove towards the firmness of reality.

Ann

When he approaches
to touch your face
your skin pulls out to meet
that fingertip trailing
wet promises
of hard night rocking
and thigh flooding,
and in that rushing moment
when his fingers melt your cheek
you can only smile
and smile
and smile.

Becky Hinshaw

' A Cmel Ha‘nd

id- elyn Perkins sat on the front porch of her house in Brookliq, Maine, dnnk.mg strong
! n?on zgrfrcillle;cllylxtgggstg}??éa%ﬁ is);ue of Life Magazine. Ms. lgerkins was a robust woman in her late fomeg, v};lhgsee
jod = mgindicative of a strong spirit as well. She had borne stoically the death of her husband, who was ln!led in ht e ’ .
strong body \&,?sr and had managed to endure the bitterness of divorce with her second and last hu‘sband. At a time when she
g Wgrlg co;);;anionship most, her daughter had married and gone off to California. She hadn’t been back to visit since,
i i her mother on birthdays and at Christmas. )
hlg nle(;':sr hf:gel?vzcc,l gfz::lneein ihe great, white hous}; for years. It bore many coats of paint which often peeled due to the
. ’dera venerable smell hung in the air. The house was so large for her needs, that she was apprehensive about entering
gal air. 1! e,that weren't frequently used since that action only served to heighten her feel'mg of loneliness. 1
; roomks‘ s finished her coffee and stood up to stretch. She leaned on the porch railing with both hands and surveyed the
dMs‘-t: ear gllr;nce that betrayed her satisfaction. Ms. Perkins had a right to feel contented. Today her son Abel was coming
Jand Wi g ‘ |
e o c;:,i:i E{Ri ?:llhsﬁ;stal:z:s }éﬁgblue sky and the sun shone down on the emerald lawn in a mottled pattern which
ClOUdShSCc;]ed areas appear blue. She saw a vehicle coming down the road so she moved over to the top of the steps and lear:i—
u:lade ti}:;ts aa support. A few moments later, Hiram Lingley's grey Willys crunched up the seldom used, sea shell covere
ed agd |

driveway.
A lean

nee
ough s
‘uhEvelyn

i j d twin duffle bags on to the lawn; dull, olive,
cular man with cold green eyes hopped out of the jeep and heave
i ls): :;;::isng emerald shoots. Ms. Perkins, arms outstretched, waddled down the steps, cut across the grass and .threw
g;:en ;gsa:r‘ound her son. They embraced for a long time, Abel submitting to this near suffocation. Her arms moving like pistons,
r ar .

on away from her in order to get a better look at him. . :
- Eésozedl;)ekr :t you!“yshe exclaimed, scrutinizing him with care. “*My boy is gone for four years and now he's suddenly a

man]'ivelyn walked around to the driver's side of Hiram Lingley’s jeep and said, “Thank you so much for picking Abel up at the

irvort. That was a great help.”
“No bother at all, Evelyn.” i
“Won't you come in for a cup of coffee? . i
“Thanks but I ought to be heading home just the same.” . '
“Looks like rain, don’t it?”" queried Evelyn, trying to c}gtam Hiram just a bit longer. T
“Eah, that it does Evie. I gotta be sure to get my fertilizer spread and put the tractor in.

A 11, ou can't stay. Thanks again.” . _ Wil .
“Ic‘)li]b\:;y l::gg,e )t’oo long to take you up on that offer.” Hiram said, starting up his Willys, “Take care now. Welcome home

Abell-‘liram’s jeep rolled smoothly down the driveway, backed up, paused, and whined on down the road to his home, Amen

& inside. I' i iss brought over some of his potatoes

E , let’s get your things inside. I've got a roast in the oven and Sam Bemiss broug| .
this rri(::i:.nYhooun;mste b: sgtarzed.“ Eacgh carrying a duffel, the two walked along the concrete walk and up the stanrs.ft}lxle garte}x;
snake that had been sunning itself peacefully earlier, slithered through the white, lattice slats that covered the front of the porc
1 t}'ifl'lxre lzisrcs)":s;xlked through the dining room, one of the guest bedrooms, which served as a T.V. room and headed (;11()1 the
stairs, Ms. Perkins in the lead turning on lights as she went. On the right they came to Abel’s room, opened the door, and drop-

ir load the enormous sleigh bed. . : .

fod f{;gy (ziaorf’ to;‘ou ihange out of tﬁose clothes? I'll be downstairs if you need anything. How would you like some milk and

kies? I just baked e this morning.” ‘
¥ ‘}’elfhat Jsuost:ndas ;re:to,nllxdom. I'll be rigght down.” The room was exactly the way he had left it. IF looked and smelled the sam;,
although a thick layer of dust covered the smooth, dark brown surfaces of his dresser ?md bedside table. He. went over to the
window and looked out over the spacious back yard. The lawn had been mown the previous week by Hiram Lingley’s s}c:n Jason,f
80 it was sufficiently neat. The recently painted lawn furniture was arran%ed in the same mam}erhaslalways, and near the rear o
the b ich d as a garage, the same, dull, horn shaped piece of granite grew out of the lawn. ;

e [{ll;:l’ c‘:’el:lfedsggxn tfe stga.irs,g walked to the kitchen and sat down at the table. His mother brought over a plate with a glass

of milk surrounded by chewy toll house cookigs.Ab il

“You b tting much rain this summer?” Abel asked. gl

“N(:)Ltl ase fnnugg a;ngsual,“ his mother replied. “There’s been quite a good catch of lobster tbough. Earlier this summer, Harr\'lvey
Tompkins, who owns the Barnacle restaurant, found a blue lobster in one of his traps, which he ended up selling to the New

England Aquarium.” \ - i 5 i
gl"’l"l'loseqcookies were great, Ma. I think I'll take a walk down to the point before this rain moves in.

“Ok . Di won't be ready for quite awhile yet.” ' ‘

Abe?)\’x,ra};l(::d otzrt]r;efrthe kitchen, down a hall, out the side door, onto the driveway. He took a right and began to walk the
four miles to the point. s .

Thlee:ir :vaseclizln and smelled of rain as he came to the top of the hill where the Naskeag Cemetery is. His fat_her was lziuned
in there. He peered through the rusty gates at pure white gravestones, covered with brilliant gold and orange ll_chen, an 51i11r'
rounded by a carpet of moss. He continued down the road and after a time came abreast of Amen Farm, wh.xf:[};:as Feas y
fecognized by its neatly painted barn which has written on it, in black, painted, sheet metal letters, the words en Farm




with the silhouettes of a witch and a cat on either side. The place had a cheerful aspect to it, due largely to the rose gs
the towering, bright, yellow, sunflowers in front of the house. In the field across the road, Hiram Lingley's bull pau
grazing to look up at Abel and continued to graze leisurly on the thick, rich, grass. In an adjacent field, Hiram’s cows [
cle around the water trough. Abel continued on the road and came up over a rise. From the top he could see the e
there it was a short, winding walk down to the point, along this dead end capillary of road. When he got to the beag]
off his shoes and scuffed around in the sea shell covered sand. The tide was coming in and the boats, moored in the b:
around with the wind in the grey, green water. The last boats were coming into their moorings and the unloading of
ches was supervised by a dark visor of cloud.

Abel started on his way back up the road. The late afternoon sun illuminated the bright white houses along the way

Evelyn turned off the lights and left the room. Abel lay in bed wide awake, but it wasn’t long before sleep mer-
; .th that, VF * . . . . . .
'1 : lovertook1 hxni('e up in the morning, the sun was just peeping over the windowsill, illuminating dust particles like a movie
B /hen Abel WO

long before the whole room was bathed in clean white light. Abel was well rested. It seemed as though an

. It wasn & he had first gotten into bed. After an invigorating shower, he made his way downstairs, to the kit

had gone by since

hen. tanding over a grill while she dropped plump blueberries into pancakes with great diameters.
Evelyn :Z,Srrfing, Mom", Abel said. “Those pancakes smell great.

5 iuice i fridge to tide you over.” .
“Th there's some orange juice in the ; i d quickly. Soon several stacks of
a sharp contract with the charcoal grey sky, and dark green pine and spruce. He took long strides and reached his d ive iar:,l::ned the refrigerator door asdhpoé’?efj hxmselft:bslrena_i_l‘hg:;S;oftl;:l;a‘:’gLC:’;‘ znc(iioxg:l a‘t]e his Ztack of pancakes hungri-
as the first light drops were beginning to fall, peppering the road with dark flecks. : Abe blueberry pancakes graced the dining room .
brown,

Inside his mother was flying about the kitchen, in her printed apron, inspecting the roast, baked potatoes and greg

: , : . : id: . k und the house?”
As if that weren't enough to keep her busy, she asked Abel if he would like a beer and whisked over to the refrigerat ly- . ergetic today Ma. What can I work on aro evses i Bidve
out a bottle of “Miller's™ she had bought for his homecoming. i 1 ey feelmag]]:znisng't much to do, Dear; Jason Lingley mowed the lawn recently. However, there are some tre

“Did you have a nice walk dear?” Evelyn said. : eee

. “the clearing in the woods out back. They are fairly well seasoned and would make good fire wood.
fallen over in the = 8 kind of job,” Abel said enthusiastically. ol ol
“That sounds o i 4t g k h ood it makes me feel to have a man around the house again. .
“Good!” Evelyn replied. “You don’t know how g iated. He resolved that he was too stuffed to begin working im-
d enormous stack of pancakes, Abel was satiate : , 3 ¢ I skis ey
After a secon ke a drive into Blue Hill, stopping at Sylvester's Gulf Station along the way.
. e decided that he o ; ) 3 about work.
o he decided that he oughe to take a drive | (’i Sylvester’s along the way and ask abo k
mcdla‘e,y kay if I borrow S 53165 IS ean M g 1d pick jar of face cream for ma at
..I(s)fltczurse Honey. That sounds like a fine idea. Do you suppose you could pick up a j
L A
Richardson s: -
“Sure, no problem. : - : h back.”
t k the oil and fill up with gas on the way
“Oh, and don't forget to chec '
“Okay, Ma.” : : i d put them in the dishwasher. He then got the car keys out of his
Abel took his dlsbes i klt[ihen,l-lrlnsec}kgllergogln tfl;l; hall and made his way out the side door. He walked between
mother's purse S i d lanters for pink geramiums. The air outside was clean and
wwo, black, half-barrels on either side og the] .dﬁort,) which sf:lrvdethaestlr)ezrsl e;j) & ogened the e BxRinipbarn Sootedidmved
mrm, ' ky was a deep blue and a slight breeze ruftle . :
inside “’?}:I:I:renssr}rlle\ﬁed of mupsty hay as a barn should, and Abel could also detect the smell of tarred beams and miscellaneous
from fertilizers and gasoline. s ; iver’ d at its condition.
Odor;lire?:pened the door to his mother’s whntg, 67 Ml;lstaﬂ_g zfmctl e;ze:a:;l:)c;,t::dd:}:\e'ez:r ?g:?;lgz 3";553;?; Ii et ood
! , when in fact s
One might have thought Ehat‘ tbe car was bra'nh new, sermreg g '
condition to Ms. Perkins’ driving h;}blts whic gopslllst lelp I:nd ‘Abol rolled slowly down the sea shell covered driveway. He then
Sylvester’s tender care, the car started rig . el'ro Brooklin with its
e p e pon o nd ok s v B il s i he o the sl s cene of ek o
i i Police Station. The car continued sm > gl ;
Genﬁriil fl:(e) rli,nzossttraoigf}f:tc Z;f;,(:, 1:71:;: céylc\)reliier’s Gulf station was situated. Here the I‘Oﬁd welrll(t u[; l%;nd dl'cx)wt?’ n 1:;1; SLI‘;Siika:
= > : - f grassy meadow. The stalks of knee high gras
far as the eye could see. On either side of the road were expanses of gra eeibagh oyl ol oy
: ; d much more appropriate to the plains of Kan .
Wav;'wt; \;V}l]th lt(}elfi \glxlsnl?orlr: :sla}fea\:}cx?sri(eectih::s:ese;l)\ezester’s and congnued down the road. Preserll.ltlyl,3 he colulg sefe tge Rocetilr:1 rlzfr}:te
) g o ; : i t the Barnacle Seafood Resta >
Abel rose slowly to his feet, stretched, yawned and rubbed his eyes. He made his way to the kitchen, carrying their cu looked down to the right, and pine trees predominated the hlonzoré tBo t\}):;h liitfat"s I};Igu‘i?‘;shpizcl; enjf)ys a prite piece of real estate,
plates. After rinsing their dishes, Abel and Evelyn made their way through the dining room and the T.V. room, then t e which was still the same weathered maroon _color. quther along, E. il i Tis green shutters had een done also. When
ed the door to the drafty, musty smelling stairway and creaked up the bare wooden stairs. In the hallway, they kissed eac on a bluff overlooking the sea, had obviously just received a new c}cl)at of w i bE:-jd e. that spanned Blu Hill Falls, a small stretch
goodnight and got ready for bed. As Abel brushed his teeth he recognized the slightly rusty flavour of the water, whi he had passed Grange Hall number 56, he knew he was clpse to the concre age i
~ T : e ; i It of white water, when the tide is going out.
him a sense of security since he knew now that home was the same as when he had left it four years ago. Evelyn went tl of tidal river that rushed into the bay in a tumu ” lk, d out to the center of the bridge. The roar of the water was
her before-bed ritual which involved donning a hairnet and applying facial cream. After this procedure was complete she When he reached the bridge Abel pullgd off the road and walke c;u otl i ry higoed MR AR thil eleoisly
to her room and would usually read for an hour before going to sleep. deafening. Abel was surprised to see in this swirling froth, a nqn}!lbler o lcan(c)lelvfr :tsfl)i’ts gand life jackets which showed that they
Abel lay down on the huge, soft sleigh bed, which took up most of the room. Originally, it was made to be used as a short, but trecherous section of rapids. The canoeists W°r§ brlght y C}‘: ;’}:Z rapids without overturning; at least while Abel was ‘
bed. The sheets were clean and soft as Abel pulled them over him and moved sideways towards the center of his bed. Inn Were prepared to get wet. As it was none of the parties ma he it th roug ik trl)mer and make their way upstream for another run. ‘
he was fast asleep. there. Whenever they tipped over they would p % derft e ge: rugn the Blue Hill Falls, so he got back into his car and
During the night, the storm out side began to escalate. The wind grew stronger and rain hit the window panes as if’ Abel simply could not understand this obcession people had o trylggh.o Ao Tits the pi::turesque town of Blue Hill. ‘
been thrown from the trees. The thunder sounded off in the distance, while the lightning flared up like phosphorous. Ai tontinued uphill, across the top of a plateau anq eventually wgug 18 \ﬁ?ﬁ’e small town clings to the hill above a rick -
2:30 in the morning, Abel suddenly woke with a scream. He had broken out in a cold sweat and lay in bed shivering. His me The town of Blue Hill is the epitome of classic New En%an Belautly_'l.Il b o ik v Dot lowaasAimine. Abel pultedinto
who was awakened by the scream, put on her robe and slippers and padded swiftly down the hall to Abel’s room. l“{lfbor while the whole scene is presided over by the magnificent Blue vl et iisalites e purchased his mother’s facial cream
She opened the door and flicked on the lights. She was shocked to see her son in such condition. He lay in bed, wide Richardson’s Pharmacy, which 1i€§ ?long the curving maml lStriet. ahn ), Gl B8 er.1 her. She gave Abel a warm “Thank you.
with fright and his knuckles were white from clutching the sheets so tightly. oM a young lady who seemed f:‘mlhar,Putllhe CzUId{l ’ ;ﬁ::ll Felstf)fneg dogor
5o O i i 2gain soon,” a8 he walked out, jingiing tae sleig \ ince the tar was still soft in spots. He
“Don’t worry, Mom. I just had a nightmare.” Abel walked out on the sidewalk, he noticed that the road_ had bﬁen ;egal\’l:;inri:ﬁ?gs S:l‘:: stiﬁ strikingly beautiful. It stood ‘
“It looks to me as though it was more than one’s usual nightmare.” , looked uphill and was happy to see that the church, where his mot ezl ;_ vt mai)les Abel decided that he should stop
“I know, Ma. It’s just that with all this thunder and lightning I must have thought, for a moment, that I was still White and immaculate against a dark green lawn. Its grounds supported thic ;

 ami Nand see Mrs. Lindsey, a longtime friend who was like a second mother to Abel, at her gift shop/antique store called the Mole
“Oh, I understand. Well try to get some sleep now. That’s the best thing for you. I'll see you in the morning.” ole.

“It’s beautiful as always down on the point. It looks as though Hiram just put in a new bed of flowers by his fron

“Oh, you noticed that, did you? He put that in about two and one-half weeks ago.” '

“Can I help you with anything Ma?"

“No that will be quite alright honey. Just sit down at the kitchen table and relax.”

Soon the timer on the oven pinged and Evelyn hefted out the huge roast and wrestled in onto the cutting board. She
a long slicing knife from the knife holder and pulled the sharpening steel from its place in the drawer, built into the counte
quick expert strokes she honed the knife sharp, making an uncomfortable whining noise in the process. Abels body fel
and cold in the presence of such deadly, unforgiving steel. Evelyn commenced cutting the thigh sized portion of be
couldn’t help but shudder as the knife slid easily through the firm red flesh. i

Soon, dinner was served. Abel sat down as his mother heaped portions of juicy roast beef, fresh baked potatoes
culent beans onto his plate. After serving herself, Evelyn sat across from her son at the huge, circular table. Outside,
streaming down the windows, while over the dinnertable, the large, electric chandelier flickered ominously.

“So, what are you thinking of doing in the way of a job?" Evelyn asked.

“Oh, I thought I might try to get work at Sylvester’s Gulf station or maybe Olgilve’s lumberyard.”

“That sounds fine dear, but don't just rush out and get work until you've had some time to yourself to relax and see
your friends.” '

“Okay, Ma.”

After this brief exchange of conversation, the brittle clink of silverware against china predominated for the rest of th
When dinner was finished the two moved into a small, cozy reading room. Abel started a fire in the small fireplace, wh
Perkins brought in strong, hot coffee and homemade coconut brownies. They sat down; Abel on a sofa, and Evelyn ir
voluptuous easy chair. They shared brief snatches of conversation and then became absorbed in their readings. Abel th
through the most recent issue of National Geographic, while Evelyn continued her novel.

Abel was startled by a nudge from his mother. He had dozed off on the couch and his book had fallen to the floor.
nudged him again.

“Come on, Honey. You ought to go up and get some rest. You can sleep in tomorrow and I'll fix you some blueberr
cakes for breakfast.”




i

He placed his hand on the thick brass handle and pulled open the bright red door. At first, Mrs. Lindsey had
recognizing him, but then she came out from behind the counter, where she had been polishing a brass lantern, arms gyt
ed. She gave Abel a big hug and proceeded to interrogate him as to his state of affairs. He responded cordially to her p !

questions and added with affection that he hoped she might stop by sometime soon.

house.”

“Good for you,” Mrs. Lindsey said. “I'm glad you stopped by. Take care and give my best to Evelyn.”
“Sure thing,” Abel said.

Once again Abel stepped out into the sun, and after a brief stroll along the wharf, accompanied by wheeling, sc

gulls, he made his way to the car and drove to Sylvester’s.

Sylvester was a bear of a man. When he saw Abel pull in he reared up from the car he was slouched over, gave i
quick wipe, and lumbered over to Abel. He extended a huge greasy paw to Abel while swiping him on the shoulder

other hand at the same time.
“Well goddam my eyes if you han't grown, young Abel! You look to be in fine shape.”

“Thank you, sir,” Abel replied. “I was wondering if you couldn’t use me to help around the station some this v
“Well, I'll tell you, Abel,” Sylvester replied, returning to the car he was working on, “Things are a bit slow now, k
ting in October I could use somebody from Monday to Friday, from 11:00 - 5:00, working through the winter, until

next August.”

Abel marveled at the daintiness with which Sylvester removed a nut. He held it between his thumb and forefinger, pj

tended, while he scrutinized it with one eye closed.
“Sounds fine to me,” Abel responded.
“It’s settled then. We'll see you the first Monday in October.™
Great, Thanks so much, Mr. McClean.”

“No problem, Abel. Give my best to Evelyn and don’t go stripping the gears of your mother’s car now.”

Abel hopped into the car and drove out the gravel driveway, leaving a suspended cloud of dust. He gave Sylves| j

toots on the horn while he waved from his stance next to the gas pumps.

After a brisk drive home, Abel ate a quick luncheon of sandwiches and milk, which his mother served, and he was re

begin work.

From the barn he took a fairly large “D” shaped logging saw, a splitting maul and a light Hudson Bay cruising axe
these tools in hand he walked around the side of the barn, which was covered with moths, to the backyard. He looked
right and saw that Jason Lingley had also put sheets of greased aluminum around the trunks of the small trees, which sto
row, forming the border between their house and the Hathaway's who lived next door. The purpose of these greased st
metal was to prevent porcupines from climbing into the upper branches and eating the tender twigs. He walked past the

own granite disconformity and looked back into the woods, which began just beyond the fringe of the lawn.

The clearing lay before him like an altar. Large white clouds were moving in, causing the sun to shine down thro

trees in twinkling rays. The trees which he was supposed to

the large longitudinal cracks that split the granite.

Abe padded along this fragile landscape and set down his tools. He then rolled up the sleeves of his work shirt and pi
the saw. Then he went about sawing the trees into manageable lengths for splitting. At about this time, little Joey Hath
who was around six years old, and his playmate from down the road; Gordon Parsons, tore out of the Hathaway house

game of cowboys and Indians.

Abel continued to work, making good progress. Although a light breeze had picked up, sweat streamed down his b
finished splitting the stubby, cut lengths with the heavy maul and started in cutting off the braches of his second tree wit
Hudson Bay axe. When he had finished, he stood up straight and stretched his back and shoulders. Then he stood there a

ing the beauty of the clearing while the axe hung down in his right hand.

At his moment, Joey and Gordon came crashing through the woods behind him. Joey wore a fringed western style ja
made of cotton, that had a rearing horse and a thunderbird embroidered on the front of it in bright colored thread. A floppy
cowboy hat covered his sandy hair. In a holster on Joey's side was a shiny, lifesize revolver. Its magazine held a long role of
Gordon wore a blue jean jacket, and his face bore two parallel streaks of red on each cheek. He had a dyed yellow feather i

leather head band he wore.
“Whatcha doin?” Joey piped up.

“Oh, I'm just cutting up some of these dead trees for firewood. How about you? Are you having a good game of cowba

Indians?”
“Sure we are. Gordon's the Indian and I'm the sheriff trying to bring him in dead or alive. Watch!™

With that Joey pulled out his pistol and shot Gordon three times. Gordon obligingly moaned; “Uhh. You got me.”
stumbled backwards rolling down on the soft moss. The acrid smell of gunpowder came to Abel's nostrils causing a usl

Adrenalin. Suddenly, Joey brought the gun to bear on Abel, the glint from the barrel flickering in his eyes.

Without warning, Abel let loose with the reflexes of a panther. With a strong forehand swing he struck the axe into!
Joey’s chest. Joey didn’t even have time to scream. The axe had slipped in with a dull thud and he stood quivering on the el
it like a speared fish. Then his legs buckled beneath him and he fell to the ground. The blood started to well up, soakin|
clothes. It made the prancing horse on his jacket, which was stitched in brilliant yellow thread, turn the color of a with

autumn leaf.

“I'm sorry I can’t stay and talk with you longer,” Abel said, “but I promised Mom I would get some work done are

cut were good sized cedars that lay across the clearing’s flog
clearing itself consisted of granite slabs overlaid with delicate, pale green, elk horn lichen and spongy moss. Blueberrys gi

i i is legs felt like lead, he compelled them
' ined his feet, looked on the scene with horror. Although his leg |

on, whou}:.;ge]:jl sft:uf-?gt?:lly as he ran stumbling and shrieking t}:irough t}l:e woods tl-?‘ t&e (I;(Iiaglgsw;é :ghs(:md bk
jove: They P’ oo him. Joey lay on the ground, mouth agape as his blo _ )

- by the scene before him. Joey lay ' h aga bloc ing o,
i was horrfied beginning to grasp the seriousness of the situation and thinking quickly, part
b e sae‘:!,il;:t\‘x/‘:‘rt;(eslh‘:’r:sin:f lalne";%nilirgg wl::)und. Soon it too was soaked through. Abel pressed hard against it, but
and cramm

. 1 t glaze of death. , ¥
oy's €YES alrg?dg’ a?;lizstslll; 35: c?; i;g vgoods, hands stained with blood, just as Sheriff Nelson Adams’ car pulled over on the
) e

its siren wailing. , '
ode of the roa‘fjl’ \I:rsoi)l;inbefore tghe car had come to a stop and the sheriff fafnd (tihe deputy, GeorEetEastly; m}\;:elc’je(r’ll:l; 2%22 f:::s
‘: ) i i ho offered no resistance whatsoever. Ms.
The doors k into the woods, while George contained Abel, who o . hi
‘ iff ran back into : St hirtless, bent over the hood of the police car, his
3 ‘hc;fihe commotion outside, scurried out on the front porch to see Abel, shi

rted

ale ind his back.
nds cuffed be.hmd 7" Evelyn demanded. : i
- %}omng :r? :::rifi.ent outyback. Joey Hathaway may be seriously hurt.” George replied. At this moment the e
's bee {
“lelf’riil;y’ ba?k e Ofbdlle defrl:c)lg.wait for it here. Ms. Perkins, you'll come to the station with us.’.' 4 Ad
“George, C:}aldu;\ ;Zlagdufiavn:ls’n in the car and walked over with a final word for George. In a brief aside to sheriff Adams,
Nc]son sea

ked: s iy fay
%;inl‘:;jyesure has been dealt a cruel hand in this life.

i i business at the station.”

i G . Well keep charge of things here while I attepd to b ' .
A th:dtir:ttg th: (c):;greand drove 1I:Jhe two and one-half miles to the police station. The trip seemed to last just s.ecorflicllls’
e sqlliezze of them were cramping into the small, bare office space. Then began the tedious process of ﬁngerp;mtl:]ge,lson

e ning statements and filing reports. When this had been completed afFer, what' seemed like afn e;ermty,
. ﬂ’;eflogg:} Stlg oneg of two small cells and locked him in. The lock cli;ked home with a terrible sense of finality.
“We' im here until the arraignment.” Nelson explained. . .
T‘}x,, etl‘lﬂlga:;li(;; Zi};sl;léf: JS;: as she was about to walk through the do%r she lookead l;:al;lt.loule t;’accll(z:;:l, just as Orpheus

| ith hi is forehead supported by his clenche ;
bel with his face turned towards a corner, his fo! L
m’]‘hh:‘;:;ogcfte ?nltdt‘) tehe“glack and white car and drove quickly home. When they got to Evelyn's house, Nelson let her out at
the bottom of the driveway. . R ' L
: . I really am sorry,” Nelson said in a sincere and so ‘ . .
g{:ll‘;ncszltl:og ‘(/)il};ge erl;‘:iaofy the drive};vay, watching the police car float noxsgl}fsslyf dlcl)wn t}lle rdqzd.‘t:\Zhe: nllt; l:zdb:h:gﬁ:agﬁcei
i ing inside her snap. She didn’t want to be alone. She, of all people, didn't des - Sh
QI e e Th iderably darker and the wind whipped the weathercock around in
driveway. The sky had become considerably darker an . oy

 pareieden i ick ind. As she came nearer to the house she believed that it was
' i hat showed the disharmony of the fickle wind. As s : :
:vihr;::;ilfzri};stfgjnfiatzis. When she passed through the huge doorway, it appeared as though the great white house had

swallowed her up.
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It

Chad Hussey

Want

Wearing a chemical straight jacket
' I laugh in a ball, J
X My madness radiates against rubber barriers,
oppressive, .
?tca:‘xlm(;enfglate blank pages, turning thgm to find nothing,
Where Good Humor men shovel cocaine
And white rabbits run in snowstorms,
The artist paints with invisible ink.
I dread too late, . :
My mind peeled away like a strip of acid.

Roger Butler




The Coming Age

I would be a witch —
apple in an eye that I am —
practicing birth control and
beckoning hallucinogens from weeds.
I need no virgin sterilization.
I am cleansed body and soul together
showering with the plants I sing to,
Naked before thirsting stamen —
no harm done in brushing with a bush.
I am Eve
and in this age
I'm claiming my garden
Lynn Greene

Seduction

Sleek body twined about my feet.
Nose, head, then tail rub against my shins.
With what have you marked me?
Ebony animal,
Warlock what have you done to my heart it burns!
Warm body slither into my lap,
Drawing caresses from me with incantations.
Ah, your back arches with the tempo of my strokes.
Cat,
Why do you squirm from my lap?
Jacqueline Ondy

Pointless Polarities

She searched for food to live

He lived on food for thought

She said we must fight
to live or die

He asserted life is round :
no beginning, no end.

He calls the crowd to march
for peace

She crawls into a hole
with a gun.

It begins.

Two children die in the heat
of their quarrel.
Ruth Wick

, Ladies from the Fairmont Unitarian Church Poverty Relief Fund

~__od samaritan box
"~ ted brown and orange,
T prought out once a year
‘ge can driye T
3 don’t spoil. '
{ the members of: the congregation,
B bags filled with fruit cocktail, yams
Y aberry sauce - fit for the holiday spirit
- enough for eight nourishing meals. ' e
w ‘nthe sermon they come forward with their gifts,
g wise men,
.s(l: a;gnore the runaway bartlett pears
L back down the aisle.

o Jadies from the Fairmont Unitarian Church Poverty

Fund, p

“liver their poor people’s thanksgiving day turkeys
the friday after.

gilling their station wagons .

drive to where the needy live.

ladies from the Fairmont Unitarian church Poverty

ief Fund,
dissappointed.
hey thought the poor
ere always at home.

Sharon S. McCartney

Confessions of a Book Burner

It started out so simply - a single page torn and removed and set afire. Quickly the blaze would then settle into

f ash d dust. . ] $
mbsc;sbgie? ssoe ;:irllliant, so consuming - the elimination of words, thoughts and ideas through the cleansing puri

f fire. L ks
i 0I v&:::k in a library reshelving books. Late at night I burn a few of the oldest volumes I can find in the furnace

b ] 11 : . . . .

“';f;x:’.no;c}il Te:zlilxlefboﬁnd classics burn the best. They burn the brightest because of their thin brittle pages. But
al he 1 t because of their thick leather coverings. . I 3 . .

tllz}"ll sr?e?r‘el: r;'c'o:rgeetotnhgee sjoy and exhilaration I felt when I burned my first dictionary. The entire English

Vocabul duced to the purity of yellow flame. .

Peol:fllzyd:ee alrt?:letut?n to gust j?;st as their recorded words must turn to ‘:lust and blazing embers.

Damned idealists, damned intellectuals, may your works die and burx:1 in hell.

Your glorified works are but spiderwebbed collections of musty rotting paper.

Iburn them nightly with joy in the darkened coal cellar of the library

A. Acker




The Congress of the Gods

This story was originally published
in a book called Book, written
by Tage Danielsson.
Translated by Ari Kokko.

It became time for the Congress of Gods, and gods from all corners of heaven came alon

ly illuminated House of Gods, which is right next to the Andromeda Galaxy, the first
large house on your right hand.

It was an important Congress coming up. The first item on the agenda was namely the question of whose fault Wo
was — this was the first Congress after the end of the war, because there is, as you all know, no hurry out there in the

The speaker, an insignificant little wrinkled traditional god, who had gotten into the Congress because some wilc
Bechuanaland believed in him (one has to have at least 10,000 votes to become a god with a seat in the Congre
everybody welcome. Right thereafter Buddha demanded the floor.

—Your Honor, Gentlemen! The Christian party has again proved itself unworthy of the confidence it enjoys a
voters by letting a World War break out. Is it negligence, or is it general incompetence, or does My Lord (he took off
shoes, hit it on the table and pointed it at the God of Christianity) does My Lord think it is the way it should be? ]
have peace on Earth on your program, do you? Now lots of innocent Buddhists and others have to give their lives ju
My Lord doesn’t take care of his job. We demand an explanation and a guarantee it doesn’t happen again! Otherwise w
all our resources to mission you off the surface of the heavens!

General mutterings of approval and scattered applause. The attacked Lord looked wrathful (although good and for
the same time of course). Buddha's plump face regained its usual content wrinkles, and he sat down with his legs ¢

Our Lord scratched his beard and demanded the floor.

—Your Honor, Gentlemen! It is not my fault! It is not my fault! How could I know it would end that way? This gi
wasn't really any ungodly fellow from what one could see in the beginning, and wasn’t Mussolini a pretty nice dude to,
own pope in Rome said. What is one supposed to believe. (He began to loose his temper — it takes a while for gods, but
And by the way, what do you really expect? How in heaven’s name can I be all over and everywhere? One must trust
workers, mustn’t one? And one is getting old too! One forgets things. And not even a computer to keep count of alg g
No no, one is supposed to memorize them! Who do you think I am? A magician? You Gents can go home and mind y
business, because I can’t stand any criticism. If one is almighty, then one is. Go to Hell, heathens! )

The mood was now quite agitated among the Princes of Peace.

—Shame on you! And another thing: what is My Lord doing in South Africa? Aren't all people supposed to be eqi
that too part of your post-war-program?

Our Lord subdued the tone somewhat.

—Yes, yes, but that’s none of my business. Africa is almost a Christian colony,
mind their own business. But I don't eat their oranges, I really don’t!

The Speaker cleared his voice.

—Would the congregation agree that we can write off the Sec
after all, his followers were the ones who began it?

Everyone voted yes, except for Our Lord, who voted “don’t know".

The Speaker stood up with a serious look on his face.

—My Christian Lord! I have the honor to inform you that there now are ten major wars on your account since you |
penance.

The congregation held its breath.
—No, don’t tell me that! Is it really ten? Oh, my, my!
Everybody applauded expectantly. The Speaker continued:

—My Lord, you know what this means. You have to pay up again. This time, you jump on one leg and crow like a ro
least a hundred times.

—Bravo! a voice from the congregation exclaimed.

Our Lord stood up in grief, pulled up his
starged to jump and crow, at first hesitantly, then with more zeal.

Buddha slapped his knees and yelled of laughter. A South Am
scalped himself, rolling around on the floor. The heaven was filled wi
satellites feel down.

When Our Lord had finished jumping and crowing,
own. Buddha left the Congress with the words: —I have
and say “I'm a shithead! I'm a shithead!”.

Thereafter everything was, as usual, quiet in the heavens.

g the Milky Way toward ¢
turn to the left, and the; S

in the periphery, you know, so I|

ond World War on our Christian brother’s account, bi

erican Indian god was caught in ecstacy of laught:
th a roar of laughter, so that the stars were flashing 2

the congregation broke up, and the gods went back home, each
n’t had this much fun since the Trojan war when Zeus had to st
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gown which was hanging all the way down to his feet, stood up on one le

Marble Bags

; fighti ith the clutch, she watched her
ime finding first gear as she swung the old bus around; fighting wit :
Dot had }]‘i;x: S;:L:Ei;;?gozhl:ﬁd theﬁ come up scant inches short of anhout'thrn..xst pu})le trunll; cénu;h:tc:g;e:eseltd}; r?gf lti:::
e i i d at the nearly empty seats in the rear view, then pulled up _ '
: f Times Square. She glanced a y : uliecup S iie speine >
ed, lifelese o dirt for their dinner buckets and tattered books. The door opened with a hydraulic sigh. Dot, imp .
e 'the gl i ing almost as many ages as they pounded up the steps and. scattere
t the dozen children representing a 'y r 1
s ?drr?;tblg;: eclaclfin; as they passed. ‘Marbles in October!", she fume.d,' cursing Walter Mo%rse E ure:erg:t
oo tual when the week before he had rattled up to the bus stop with his impressive Carthage Ban hmo:, h}; edlg.
steRE . om his hip. This spark in a tinder box saw forgotten caches looted, coffee cans employed and leather pouches
inging from .

i intai indiminished swagger throughout the self-perpetrated
swing i ipped banks. Walter Moyse maintained an indiminis :
lwich che {l;::ti:ef:cifbplz dzﬁﬂ of his bag rewriting Carthage Elementary mythology. Rumors spread of the rarely glimpsed
g jssance,

i ined fabric of the brightly
ings, bumblebees and crystal boulders nested in the sorely straine ’
o sortebdagooufcll;:gsso:s}:ﬂ:e%ewglgtser’su;)rllayground apotheosis, but more significantly, Walter Moyse only played keep

. ing ki i i the older children
BB s ucche ot o e e, g K ever whoe, bury scorm radisted though be
i ts, distancing themselves from the . . I vt et
B ity rea i At North Junction another gaggle of scholars climbed aboard. Dot lea
i he all-seeing rear view. At North Junction : o S 3 btk s atd
gunglasses 0 head the kids absorption into the dwindling supply of seats. The McCafferty ar ge b " :

i ili i leaking kapok and in-
seat, watching overhea ith unheeded trouser zippers and trailing shoelaces, their baggy Jacket§ ’
four rgspectlyely’é]: \:: 232§sh§fr lfjvxich Lslhowed moisture where, if the contents had been of more substaqtlal blélk, t{\:nclslzzg beaga

b Stlléﬁlsrgesl.y hzl:ve given way. Dot levered the door closed, found first a}?d i:ldmberelcli ia_lvvay. She gn;:);ci:s :eager o dge 5

B e , ir li i ishly rattled his Maxwell House can w
i f hair like a rabid dog, foolishly rattlec ‘ .
gith grade{\/‘”lltt:r ?\Ab;?;cst }Tailngle)doicated the back row, his usual station, in favor of the penultlmatf seat, :gli};:}?:’;:afogls
A li aed osition and a larger audience to witness his dealings. Norman McCafferty,. a crlnafr:])u::; qu Rl 8
m“": C:,E:)rcaklcz)f pfmpkin hair, was going a few perfunctory rounds of odddor even w1dth thebdeml%)xczem:nt e orny
i ’ : ested numbers.
ith i i tired of such small potatoes and sugg be ‘
t?‘a,r;:lfulls ::f };ll]g\l?vuggz[; m“i:)lttel:esézrr‘th:; Bank depository and, with both hands, maliciously shook the contents in front of
ter W

Norman's vacantly rapt face.

‘ * Norman ventured hesitantly. i . . o
:é:";gt}i g:aes,sly d‘z)r\;/ndit!“, Walter hooted derisively, spreading his palms to reveal that Norman had indeed been short, by

his
’ i i i i halt playgrounds. Walter smugly bagged
hed up his due, cat’s-eyes chipped from previous springs on asp : !
seven. I\éor':oa;[]eecgsg tz s‘égd both hands in elbow deep, shaking the Goda\yful load before }?Iomfxan }?‘ wsa:;:lyl:;':}fer i
pm?.;:wt‘; faw.”, Norman winced, sensing incredible personal loss and r}tlnn, a}ready re;c 1}111g 1:1[3 ; i, g B
i e hat,” ’ ien Derosier, who had been hovering over his shou )2
“Gimme your hat,” Walter snapped at Luqen_ : ) e I s, tiy thicee Sty - 2o
into the hat and came out individually, everyone with a : it
E::HI‘T::Z]:; “\{/e;}zelr Z:t faece to face across the aisle, their knees wedged together, the latter a full head taller than his scrawny

foe.

:I\;l;:\l}(\y Ig"]risasg,ir\lzefsle\}o?r:n grabbed the leaden hat, drooling with stupid gleeful shock, and filled his pouch to bursting.

i dy Loved Me Best, with pictures, from his overcoat
: ling for composure he pulled a dog eared Dad _ ; l »
X:ll ;fri)zsergzg :;V ear?l,igS}::r% gtvl:rlc% s&th grfders who shared the seat with him. Norman turned upon his audience, suavely wiping
i i ied to find challengers. N
r gl(;tkf;;? \x?al:cgpigetrhg%e:? 3;2}8 gri(r)1ding a non'ggar as she turned off the Carthage road onto the smooth blacktop of the s
area’s new access road, oblivious to the din that welled up behind her.
“We wuz playin funsies!” . i
“You're a stinkin fairy, Carlton Bishop!
“Three crystul bodas?”
“She puts it in her mouth?” !
“Thisiza ball bearin from a Arfny tank.
“That’s nothin’, lookithis . . .

"W '\Q .
Djsf ztlirng 0:{7{- the access road onto an equally smooth stretch of blacktop conspicuously marked SYLVAN WAY by a

X . S
bright white on green sign. The bus hummed cleanly on the winding road, passing throulgl}tw:[e‘l}l1 tend}fd fusu;,rsl l:ﬁiotrree:lg;ilrcl(gmld
toa clearing, fifty yards of finely manicured lawn that stretched up a gentle slope on the le i ro:_ghgstﬁts gk
make out sn;tches of houses, a massive field stone chimney, a wide stretch of screened porc 1 on hig o~ t;let A
tobe all glass. The bus grew,silent as it pulled up to the confluence of three crushed stone,dnvev}:rafzsd a.a e
end. Ursulla Albers kissed her seven year old daughter Helga on the mogth, but couldn 1:1 caac e u g;Ck );nto lace’ i e
scampered onto the bus. Ursulla straightened, patting a bothersome whisp of her long ?n e 1aur g dafk .
telocate it where it had slipped from her tight bun. A blue wool suit hugged her statuesque frame }lllxutr.n rzéksack i o
Ing shoes carressed her naked feet. Helga labored up the bus steps in her dirndl and shppersi’lwn a 1hzr eyl i

ck. Ursulla found herself waving at the ol}i‘ve drab ﬂle:nk of th;elsal‘l)sf,an&t) ;eg :;T; a:lr;li:zre,etrllnse ;st((:lcsleihat i e

i i e staring hungry € s s .

::I;Pg:; }‘:::sd\.;:;ii csil;:pﬂl:rffl;iixdcﬁisnsghleo:gei;; As thegbus g]?ned its back on her, a half dozen pale faces were frozen in the rear




window. They watched her turn and followed the progress of her long, slender legs returning up the drive to he

Rudy plowed down the aisle, then felt an iron clamp on his bicep and he was being pulled forcibly into a seat 1
Thibeau, a monstrous bovine creature, and Joe Michaud, a short, wiry seventh grader with thick glasses and a hg
voice.

“Howya doin’, Hymie?", Joe bellowed into Rudy’s startled face. Rudy gagged at the older boy's foul breath, wh
trace of tooth polish, or even food for that matter, but which radiated a hot blast of staleness like when Rudy’s ¢
transformer overheated. Joe smashed Rudy up against the massive thighs of Jimmy Thibeau, who grinned foolishly s
window. Jimmy wrapped his massive left arm around Rudy and bearhugged the little boy into his lap, rasping his kny
the blond scalp. Rudy could smell the manure of Thibeau's cows and Thibeau's own urine wafting from the denim e;
of the older boys legs. Rudy played dead, suppressing tears, and Jimmy released him. He tried to ignore Joe, who askeg
the "Nazzys' and tweaked him painfully on the earlobes until his whole head burned. Across the aisle, Dawson McCaf
felt destined to be a sheriff, saw Rudy’s stifled heaving and wet eyes, and told Joe to leave the little Kraut alone. D
big for his twelve years, bigger than Joe, but he bled and cried easily. Joe fixed his confused lens-blurred scowl on the
red face of propriety, and faked a jab at the fragile bulbous nose, which caused Dawson to flinch severely, and subseqy
the fight out of Joe. Joe looked around for support but found no following, even Jimmy Thibeau had gone back to star
window as the bus entered Carthage, so he amused himself by cleaning the dirt from his fingernails and flicking it on R
corduroy trousers. Dawson bumbled off towards a misty burning sunset, Marshall McHero, confident he had saved
the little Kraut, the rich Kraut’s son, the irrefutable link to the beautiful blonde, the very sight of whom made Walg
clap his knees together, flap his thumb-in-armpit wings and crow heavenward with painful desperation. ‘

Dot pulled the old bus, Macwahoc County #17, to a stop in front of Carthage Elementary, a shambling brick ;
edifice that entombed six hundred students on any given school day it didn’t snow. Dot paid no attention as her cha
absorbed into the milling children waiting for the first bell, most vanishing quickly in the drab whirl of overcoats an
pulled over eyebrows; others, like Walter Moyse, advanced with a cautious swagger into the throng, one weary eye |
any strutting roosters with bigger bags swinging from their hips.

Mike

Unction

Dispelled, I blink

And the spiral cactus I squeeze
For cuts and burns in the kitchen
Shocks the air.

I dream I smolder as the wheel of winter
Grinds the sorrel straw. Spindles wind
A gauze between the trees and clatter

as the pour of the sea.

In the predicament of an accused witch,
Your mouth intoxicates like pure dew,
The resinous poppy bulbs of light’s traces.

The cycles of lore about you now

Quickens like the night. How det}se

In this high forest! The boughs, like your hands,
Hummer and chant. Only your form is constant.

Our tongues stumble in a dark castle,

The shadows cast on the expanse of a grey wall
Flicker like skirts we wear.

We dance along tile snakes and horse hpf.)f flames.
In layers, we pulse on the cathedral ceiling.

You wear gold around your strong arms

And the amulet of the chained basement.

Monsters

He learned the fear

from fascination — spinning,
spinning past the inner threshold
warm then cold going

around

once more.

The mother with her three bags
from other stores and

seven more gifts to buy and
only fourteen shopping days left

pivoted.
“If you do that again I'll!”

A threat is enough
to avoid the blades of glass and steel.

Keeping fingers in tight fists,

gingerly pressing the handle,

he learned to jump out quickly — looking back
as the monster flapped metallic arms

around

once more.

Sharon S. McCartney

The oil of your touch is the unction.
Like crushed pearls, sandlewood,

Or the fingernail of the half-moon,
You reach me by balms,

The syrup of darkness

ds of your absence.
Over the sharp seconds of yo Bruce Leonard

Dust of Allah

Ghosts of Persian rugs
haunt our floor

with the
dust of Allah.

They dwell with
the harmony of dirt clods
and congregate
under the wrath of my broom.

A. Acker




Buffalo Mountain

It has snowed on Buffalo Mountain.

The ancient matron’s face has been changed in her sleep.
The wrinkles of her jaw and forehead

are covered with a porcelain that rounds out

her sides giving her unseasonal youth.

The dwellers at her hem discover the morning oddity
last.

Those passing through remark,

“snow in summer, of all things.”

Pasting bumperstickers ontheir howard johnson cars
they drive on

liking the postcard version better.

Those who stay,

wonder out loud, wonder how deep, how much,
how long it will last.

And as if mountain wise,

shake their heads knowingly — rocky weather.
Hoping the run off will fill the resevoir.

Yet above them the coiled lady stands stolid,
bearing a welcome burden

that muffles the sounds from below.

And knows that few will wish to climb

in the cold weather.

Sharon S. McCartney

Slowly she wakes up, sun brightening her skin as her eyes begin to focus. Quickly covering herself, she cuts across tl
to examine the mirror to see if her face has changed, or if it remains at all. After several design alterations, she opens th
door, hoping that the face will stay the same and that the audience will applaud. Not comfortable with theatre in the rou
searches for a corner to stand in. The audience barely notices while the main character divides the stage into three pa
loses himself thrice. She hears him pick up the bottle and drop it like a child. His footsteps come closer . . . the audience sti
.she whirls around with her hands clutched . . . opening her eyes she watches the movie screen as the heroine runs out
theatre, leaving the audience bewildered. The screen shows a grove of trees, the dawn beginning to break, and the wom

ting by a stream. She rises from her seat before the movie finishes, checking her reflection in the box office window before
ing into the afternoon sun.

Experience

When you’ve risen before the sun
Burns droplets from the stalks,
And paced across frigid planks

To stoke Survival.

When you’ve gathered milk
From a fist of warm flesh,
Pumped the shivering steel
For a crisp gulp of water,
And splintered logs

With a rusted tool

Between throbbing hands
So that you might eat.

When you’ve leaned heavily

On those you hardly know,
Acquired full boots of snow
Trudging a heaped sled of supplies,
Trekked miles after midnight

To embrace the day’s slumber.

When you’ve trod deeply in my footprints,
You may clench my heart

and voice what you feel

Betwen your tingling fingers.

Barry Pailet

The Wings

When I woke this morming
It was no longer dark

I yawned and stretched

I began to scan the room
with my tired eyes

I stopped at the chair
where the punch bowl sat
and then I remembered
trying not to think

about what happened

I got up to dress
wﬁenulpshook my shoulders
I could feel my wings
beating against my back

I was surprised that

I still had them

I stood on the chair

and looked into the mirror
expecting to see them
covered with ashes

or stained with blood

but they were snow white

Leonora M. Cravotta
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Dr. Frankenstein was a man of supernatural qualities. He was a statistician at the National Bureau of Standard The be because Paul-Ernest was the national standard fo ting in Boise, Idaho, sales of prophylactics boomed, and
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seen int

American man in exact proportions,
thereby a tough dough out of which

In another test-tube he had a ma
American man.

“Now when I drop this liquid into the eye of the man, he should accordin
point of view,” Dr. Frankenstein hissed in a voice muffled by ardor.

He dropped. The figure sat up with a drowsy look on his face.

“How are you doing?”, the figure said.

“It all works!™ Dr. Frankenstein exclaimed. “Phrases with high statistical frequency are consequently the first one s
tered!”

“Well, bottoms up!™, the figure said.

poured them into test
he skillfully moulded a
uve liquid, made up of

-tubes and retorts, stirred, decocted the mixture, and
man who then lay lifeless on a table in the lab.
all the statistically computed qualities and characterist

When Dr.

He could hard

g to all calculations become alive, from a

“*Tell me,

Shoobidoo.™
So if you

* * *

Dr. Frankenstein called his creature Paul-E

sique, brown hair, and a slightly stooped walk. He was wearing a medium gray chevi
polished shoes. He was fairly nice, quiet, secure, and 48% Democrat. He liked football and t
Sunday he went to Church.

Dr. Frankenstein now took Paul-Ernest Average to his normal house with thr
had been prepared in advance in connection to Dr. Frankenstein’s laboratory at t
Average immediately sat down in the armchair in front of the TV-set and s

“Now, let’s get some things straight, Paul-Ernest” Dr. Frankenstein sai
averages at the National Bureau of Standards,

they never lie. You have a job here in a mediu

rnest Average (PEA). Paul-Ernest was a man of medium height, witl

ot suit, a striped tie, and ra
he Benny Hill Show, and eve

ee bedrooms and one and a half garage
he National Bureau of Standards. Pau
moked one and one third filter cigarettes

- "I have created you out of all the me:
and you are constructed to always live according to what the statistics ¢

m-sized factory nearby, you go to the movies three quarter times a week.
soon as I can I will make you a statistically exact wife and two and a quarter children. But remember: I am your Master :
are to unconditionally obey my figures and formulas!”

“I'm fine. How are you, buddy?” Paul-Ernest Average answered in his s

For some time Paul-Ernest Average now lived accordin
little bit bored, just as everyone else. B
wife (who had six fingers on her left ha
was not much of a problem, that is true, b
diapers per day.

Everything worked according to Dr. F

tatistically charmful way.

rankenstein’s calculations for some time, and statistical stud
visited the Average’s house to witness Dr. Frankenstein's miracle. Also at these occasions, Mr. and

quite normally, shaking everybody's hand twice, once when they came and once when they left.
“See you later, alligator™ Paul-Ernest Average said.

*

y groups occas
Mrs. Average be

* *

I

After a few months, Dr. Frankenstein noticed a certain unrest in Paul-Ernest Average, which seemed to be more ¢
than what was indicated in the tables. To begin with, he explained the irritation with the half cold Paul-Ernest suffe
every third month, but eventually Paul-Ernest showed such signs of nervousness that Dr. Frankenstein became worril

“Remember, Paul Ernest™, Dr. Frankenstein said, “that you are under the command of my figures. If you deviate fr
pattern you also disturb the divine harmony which rules the world of statistics. Beware, Paul-Ernest!”

But Dr. Frankenstein had not taken into account the normal opposition to authority he had built in to Paul-Ernest Av
Paul-Ernest bided his time. Finally, Dr. Frankenstein departed for a whole week, en route to the International Statistica

t should he

4ll American men, to ang
Dr. Frankenstein sett

“Just whole numbers™ Paul-Ernest replie

he United States of America.

A

istical evidence shows most people woulc.l be, in dlsrqay.

g hOlHedeOI:S;F g}( Z}?eh;x\:?:ée?, lite:t:talztsl: that would do it for the whole Amgrlca}? popugxttllc:lr;
- nf); \;’Ie 1 é pest Average, because that would mean running the risk of provoqug im, lac;l e
| aE o what an an,gry American might do, not to talk about what. 75 million coulc caind.
]eerd ‘;?)I:?hoengnl;c;\:sssible solution: he talked gently with Paul-Ernest Average with compromise in mind.

o on s A mcild‘l‘ﬁo decimals, just whole numbers. Rounded off to the nearest larger integer.

feel like having another drink before bedtime, remember that it is thanks to Paul-Ernest Average.
ee

Shaking Heads in Copley Square

Three, : g
Three piece and pin-striped veste
Minds left their lunch to

Frown.

gr;ownr;oller—footed youth ska.tix?g ax.1d be-bopping to
Funk music spilling their fluid joy into the
Bricked square unaware they were being

Jiggled.

iggled :
JBxggk and forth by arrogant eyes which
Then
Snuggled back to the news

Content.

Uncontent
I

Frowned
And
Jiggled
The

hree.
i Gregor Macdonald




Cornpoem

They came to cut the corn this morning,
only the rain could stop them.
international harvester teeth

razor sharp

stalking

stopped

by the grey clouds and northwesterlies
spitting on the open-cabbed driver.

At noon the sun broke free.

the sturdy ford tractor

freshly painted barnyard-strutting firetruck red body
perched insect-like

between firestones girding corn yellow hubs

(‘Maize yellow,’ the t.v. indian corrects me)
trundled throatily

back to the aborted morning cut.

Jumpsuited khaki and pennzoil dark
Sutton’s boy

flapjacked and coffeed

jumped off the ford

fastening the umbilical cord
expectant

to funnel the tall thin rows

into the knives and rollers

to strip and squeeze the ears

from the fibrous waste of pale gold wrappings
frosted brittle-

the hard ears thump dully

into the hound-faithful trailer.

Working outside in,

Sutton pauses

only to hitch another trailer to his train-

the golden square thins before his blades

leaving trampled husks,

muddy silk.

Save overlooked cobs

and stubs of stalks once tractor high,

the corn is gone

when Gilligan’s Island comes on at four.
Mike Augusta







