.m_x.__ml :

'Spring 1996



exile

You of the finer sense,

Broken against false knowledge,
You who can know at first hand,
Hated, shut in, mistrusted:

Take thought:
I have weathered the storm,
I have beaten out my exile.

E u ' Ezra Pound
Literemson Unlversity’s “
ar |
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frying fritters

sred as She dl'OPPed
sne in the paﬂ-d
an ethereal wand
uckles, disappearing
when she coughed.
bed and bounced
£ the intrusion.
E the salems
= nd lit from the flame
r the shrill bell .
i er rose over the chattering
I > picked up the p_hf)ne
' silence, not realizing
her cake calling.
B oushed past, muttering
he broom and broke a straw
came out clean

ceiver from her daughter
b it back on the hook.

i

:.717_,;

For Katherine

ndred miles north, my grandmother’s bones
psing. Chemotherapy gshe

il medicine’) unmerci-

I' ! ‘ﬁnck on ice, slams her. She phones

i al

]

0

: s
: lay mornings to ask about exams,
stine at OU, college football scores.
X My headache and hangover, I
10 her, “three finals, I must cram.

! mas is near. The soft red candlelight

gs shadows across the creaky loft. !
St night a couple specks of snow, polite

' i the quad
4 theatre crowd, swirled around
“Wpe;like dust. If Grandma had the strer:lgth,
3 tise from her bed and wondrously applaud.

Liz Bolyard '96

Carl Boon "96

1
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Poem paint

they say that.
the author is part sociologist,
[steinbeck defines our Squatting. ]
and part shaman,
[coupland defines our rhythm.]
true.
but i want the beyond.
i say that,
the poet is part paranoid,
—schizophrenic—
and part painter.
for s/he/it dances
with words
around an empty set
easel
striving always
struggling to make spectrums
out of b/w
streams of consciousness
Squirt out through
the fingertips and onto the
8.5 X 11 canvas
canvassing the subjective state
of things
& thinghood
unhooded into 3 dementia
of abstract expressionism
do not lie with me on my desk
in my studio
rather model for me your not so very
universal veracity of pigment
so I may impart a fraction
of the dimensions
to my viewers
implode to me queasy reactions
to the prescribed staccato formula
that life without painting
controls
We too are chipped and
excrete fanciful metallic
indreams and ip reality
We must suppress our need to conform

i ircumstance
and CIuc
pen

of art

reductive finality

forge the spontancous

alex e blazer '97
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d and he
cemetery down the roa
His back cracked loud eﬂolzf,h W r;vhiewt:: for sure. He couldn’t afford anotl(;er
11, for something. d the clock. Six a.m. already.
B as ﬁlne for...well, his eves wandered towar: 4 n. On
: escaped as his ey No sirree. He was on his own.
this. A groan king him breakfast today. No el
o chance she’d be cooking id the quivering mess that passec
0 chanc : could avoi q ! .He
her hand, though, it ml::ntul:teered around, searching for quickly ﬁxerclil e(:::ée:en
Jilound this pla(;zs shall)(e. It was girlie food, but it was faT;-ni'le ity
- Swi:t ::: (t:o start up the truck and healci oz(el;itootfhceorl’xrse .but he’d had to
putes before ied the bedroom door. Locked, ; r? It sat
JiGan in hand, hen?éfatluOom. Where'd she keep that dam:;] bloztdf[y'l; it
umbled thro.ughﬂ for Tammy Faye Baker herself. Shit, he t Oug‘t Cmmbling,
jop  pile of cosmetics tlhe hell’s she need all this for? I sure never sei tlh.e i el
- work all day for? 'th:,othe outlet and commenced drying his clothes o
shoved the plug in ide on. sk
il :’l:epatgleast e dam;l’l’ dryl: I}ll(i)llrllgs:ltfo }sllédl?ad to move it or lose it thlso
i i , he to / t. Or
- Think of some:;u;i:ag?hylgm R — ZT;nth:) rl:lgu}::h
e Someﬂmllé z:ai sure, if he could only remember it. Any‘}:/:z’lvlvays called her,
- had a good time with Laury. Little Laury éfe’ gt 1
matter. He always ha ounger than he was. She see :
’ Bt on
e o \;vas oﬁz \Slirfze t}},ﬁlr;lf Maybe ‘cause she’d beeF vaesflzzrg::;gshe
0 tion away Irom i J h. She was a hot little n 1
g , ; . This Laury, though. sfipsdlab akines of a
e hl?' . mr?:: (tihzetrable and at this point in his life these were the making;
could drink him u: ’
i k. She was a
e womasnl;e worked for a construction company a: met‘:af;(;n:;:isng and touching, but
i all day long, their taun ings a week,
receptionist, surrounded by men g ¢ least; two or three eveninig :
in the evenings she chose to be with him. Well, a t as he thought about this. He
and for him, that was enough. Pride swelled in E‘l Sagi;l the night. It’d been an unlikely
% Ys 1 s
it et Ay smmpmecali ith sleep. He’d
m"g‘;]be:‘ed thl?h:l’;:iystu:nybled into the restroom, eyes still bleary with sleep
enough place.

Leftover Roses

He stumbled through the knee-high grass. Anything coulq h
of southern Indiana, and he figured he’d seen most of it in his forty-twg
negotiate just about any kind of landscape: woods, bog, sand. How to )f
the lake in front of him, that was the problem at hand. Could he get himg
dry by the time he got home to avoid 3 tongue-lashing from thag shrew"
Shit, he thought. I'm a &rown man. I don’t have o answer to anyone,

ink again, he could hear her say. |8

Okay, so time for plan B. How aboyt this: he’d Jjump in for
Wwash off the smoke of the bar, dry himself in the grass and go home s jf
unusual had happened. It sounded like a plan.

.
territory,

The moon emerged just in time for him to catch a glimpse of the ¥
over his skin: he was iced like a church-bazaar cake. He cursed his wife, thy
lake, Tramping toward his clothes, he tweezed them up with his fingers, th 2
slippery ground and landed — shit! right on his asg again. The clothes,‘
Were goners. He marched into the water one last time. He dove under, slj
dunked his clothes with him. If he was going home wet, he was damn welf}
clean about it, i

He squeaked back into the soggy shirt and trousers, giving up on N
socks. A man had to know his limits, He dragged his waterlogged body he 'l,."‘
Sprouting goose pimples as the night air hit his body. His naked feet collecte

)
me

&rass and weeds as he stamped a trail through the fields. All the time he was | Y true to his pact, but he felt like his face wa:jsri s‘lll
against hope that he wouldn’t see lights in the windows, He crossed the finger: survived all three i(i:ts \:l:h:l]litttTcsg(i)trZ} cold water to splash befc:hre hzétg?gieﬂrtissus "
hand. ‘ $noozing. Just looking fo o uealing on the p

But it wasn’t going to be his lucky night, he saw ag soon as he came home, tl%at’s all he was doing. Just ‘_‘VO'd;ntiasto}r:; enigt L aurs e il
thing about the Woman, she made you realize where the expression trying to drive this dr0W§Y- And e lt,“l’(a blotting it with a square of paper until it left a
Started. She sure looked Jike hell. His only hope was a play for sym d She was checking her hpstl;; d watched, silent, entranced. Her fingers flew
on the steps and plunged into a puddle, rowdy youngsters from roundabouts | perfect echo of her sweet mouth. He ha

: ing the Happy
; ffed. It was like watching i
: ritzed, sprinkled and flu i 6 The ‘akilliit thiose
““Pllleg:lol:ﬂhtagufliihtilsgrision stations or those chefs itl)t :3:‘:1;“ 'P:a:\z:lory OB
t, bu
! $ es. It was Oﬂly a momen., I
g !)ypnonzed l:gi eg-]e woman with the swatting purse “'/35 n]lgllsl:lllglegfol‘e he’d had
shnl'“s. s m?mog;;d e ot of abiibial footsteps approafchll(;g& SN A
to l:::eoti:ltl?;xgrsr;nt, he had her lips and hﬁr gl-lotn " an:;;::r}; knew what to do. He
i d his face as he pulled into L d a couple aspirin,
would At;ntu;ﬂcraof’z’it she wasn’t likely to forget. With a plan an P
pay tha

who’d had some rotten luck at cards that night, i/

He went with the third version, Three’s a charm, he figured, She log e
skeptical but didn’t say a thing either Way. He went on hig way to clean up 1;
Didn’t look like he was going to have to sleep on the floor again tonight, than Ct

be was ready to face the day.
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His tires crunched over the gravel in the parking lot and his bell'y'
with anticipation. He didn’t really have a plan yet, he was just going where I
took him. His knees were weak as he stepped out of the pickup, and he ha "ﬁ';
wiping his sweaty palms over his worn-through Wranglers. He gulped dow; 11
in his throat and strode toward the front door. I
Dime-store bells tinkled as he stomped on in. Her face emerged 1“,;'
People magazine, and her cheeks turned pink as posies when she saw his
was husky as he asked if he could have a word with her outside. A glance aroy
boss, one last phone call to answer, and he had her and her reading material | "
door. He led her to the lone tree near the lot, sat her down on
eyes to meet hers.

“Laury, there’s something I need to tell you. Now Jjust you wait until
through, then you can talk. There’s some history between you and me, we g0 f
what, eight, nine months. Those months have been the best of my existence, Yo
my wife and me don’t love each other anymore. Hell, I don’t know if we ever. .
eyes wandered downward. “I don’t know but I've ever loved anyone like I lo
His eyes hunted for a smile, and he halted. “I hope you feel the same way. La J:
going to divorce her. Now, I’'m not saying we gotta do this right away or nothing
Wwant to marry you someday, and I want you to know that right now, up front.'f.'
were staring blankly at him, and he looked back toward the ground. He ginge
up the glisten of silver by his left foot and lovingly brushed off the dust, then he!
her left hand. “Will you — would you — marry
would you do me the honor of being my wife?” .
At this tender request she burst out giggling. He was still holding the:
and she took it from his hand and slid it over her knuckles. “It’s too big, sugar 2

She’d stopped laughing but her eyes were still sparkling. “What do you think th J
means?” ]

his jacket, and

me? Not tomorrow, but someda 1)

1
{ .\f

The heat in his cheeks forced his hands to his face. She’d taken this toke

love and laughed? This wasn’t how the morning had told him it’d be. i
“Y’know, honey, there’s a lot you and I don’t know about each other.

nine months of a couple beers and a roll in the hay don’t mean we’re ready to ti ‘;
knot. It’s not that I don’t like you, it’s just that I’'m not ready to go breaking the la
you. Last time I checked, it’s illegal, marrying two people at once. I don’t “E‘
husband’d be too happy about me marrying some other guy. In fact, I think he’d be
downright upset.” L
Her husband? His back stooped. His mouth hung open. She could’ve pun

him in the stomach and it wouldn’t have felt this bad. “Your husband.” He tried to t
the words casually, to throw them off like he said them everyday. But they clumped.
they stuck, they refused to come out smooth and clean. He tried again. “Your husb
This wasn’t getting any better.
His fingers ripped the washer from her hand, scraping skin as it went,
discarded it like a used cigarette, stamping it into the gravel. His feet took him b K |
the truck and his hands found the ignition key. He roared into reverse and gunned. ,‘
of there, streaming dust marking his departure. The truck picked up speed as it 3
thundered into town. He wrenched the steering wheel left at Miller’s and squealed ‘»,"

¥

!
.;
|

’”mached for a hold on the
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i headed inside.
fore his boots were i
. t empty stool 1n
i mgeit::tr g%ace and a tired body guard:;d vtlt:lee((i)r;:yin " lfetys oy
Abppelonddc e himself a three-dollar beer, ancll 0 jibyihet Aot
He plo dOV_an:l 80; a second later and he closed his eyes as
/ ..\«l Wﬂsmh‘s an

i gain.
i ion when he opened h1§ eyes a '
e i atten:il oe?nd he lunged onto his neighbor. His

t misse _ ¢
?toa(;fdbtl:efore he could right himself she was already

Hed barely put "

F‘bwd hel bOd) fo‘ Suppo

‘ 9 . .
)| lonight o Her VOice as s eet as apple ple. Hls

H W W ears

s Wiy le:{(i? 'drive here?” He didn’t have a

“You got plans fo
t himse
'hd w‘w %l(i)y place is just down the way.

t the door. ilsipsa
- befOIC tlt(lfggz;r:’rg?n Better Homes and Gardens as he lurche:
She was 100

; i ine. What was
ight back in that magazine.

, though, and she was l"lg wineyibt
the front door._ol,: %?;Z roomgat a time like this? The thought Occom Y
- _O;t 1Bflut hCe didn’t care. Tonight

Wi (< What he Sald. IOIll ht he was a fleﬂ man. lle d “lade llls dCClalanO“ of
d g
m h alk Y

i ipstick. He had
i d with red lipstick.
i whose lips screame i
amtfal;(se, ls(l)::: he’d seen right. Yup, shilsuret ?;, :;zltt::: i
i hoke a dog. Well, no .
tZilfk enr‘:luo%:etnot (:)f wide-eyed watching, she still cleaned
era

nce.

Speaking of decl
1o stop and look again just to
goop plastered across her face,
fact, he had to admit to himself

up pretty good.

“§o, what’s the occasion
or what? Jesus, I haven’t seen you W

i h
9 Hot bridge date tonight with the girls frc:gllch:trti:t
‘ leing that Avon shit since...well, when’d 1 g

k.” He
i n recall that far bac
i e before? Damn, can .t even ! setapte
f“YO“?‘ . Chﬂsz;::‘l-’f'r:i;; didn’t help his sloshing bll;am : tb}l::;:h g
?i;:kthl:ss:::;i?n (:f drov:'ning, and she finally looked back up

o t?n
do tonight? Paint the tow.n re.d or whale
There was a good miniseries on, on
you're home.” . .

2 Hell,” he realized w1tt? a
: you can’t lie

“You heard me, ol
1 zt‘:lyed home and watched television. it
of those Danielle Steele things. Then I read for a 0;“ i
“So why on earth’ve you got that stuff on y! iuiiniionli
start, “your hair’s even been curled! You been up to SO
1o me. What's going on?” : ;
She just shook her head and 'tned ftorcsc::;ltil i
B o e i bmltE ogll'lgt’l:moessing with your head. You're Yfallmgl into
| i j iti ught. You g€
R ke a be:,i i tt)oll)gar Jumbering along just waiting to ift E:dgof o i
. "lm it everything gets back to normal. pi e i
yourself to bed, she’ll give it up, b AN ; it
He headed toward the bathroom s

imself as he stripped '
10 look up, to meet his eyes, and he growled to thl.sThey s i

clomped around, searching for Sot:nfl 32:;?:1 Jc??a: ones stuffed into the tialt?lp‘:f-:; i
sure as he nly his clothes.
;Itn:ee:nt\t?i tt)s(:;i;\n dthﬂéol::mper was fuller than usual, and full of only

i ally, he
n a sly smile. Norm .
reason, he couldn’t stop watching
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/i
flung clothes from the top, looking for 4 bra or a pair of underpants, but no |

€ven a stray sock, missing its mate. The pile splayed over the carpet of the “
the time he hjt bottom, and e yelped with frustration, A

: bt
i int. Five minutes to go. No .tlm.e
' i f the bed at this point. ’ : N abioh
: - t(; i c\):eln(: off, and he sure as hell wasnf t carrying his dripping
- ‘. oW alarm ) I
B dn]:in the middle. He'd never hear the en: o
e tinkering like a color, pale and vague. o L
. . aking eggs and bacon, like those ﬁrst ev.v s i
d naturally. Maybe Sht.: et iffed, hoping to confirm hl.S suspicions. ”
He’d expected a coarse yell, but al] he 80t was a calm I Just have, ’;vell up in his mouth and sniffed, ! ;;)e s A ;
T P | ] o e the nd stumble out for a kiss. Her face ha
. . ] " ] ' : o .
The woman haq sure taken some notiong into her head lately. “And i : up to the chime of dishes in trslelzl kn;zdz i g Ebani Ay ?Cesosrhe
am I supposed to do in the meantime? Sleep in the buff>» et been shining in those‘ﬁrst n:]orll;hus[.lbu t:,oned AP s I!] ::ltof;mzyand
“Washer’s €mpty now if you wang it the tousled hair or ;)a;iaﬁa; : a:n i i ey
her curle
never wore

anymore?” i :
) .
o

The Smlle on hlS tace Stletclled into a gﬂmace as the alal"l Soullded. lle

mu out towald the ShOWel al"lOSt feelll) S tall dla behlnd hlm. Another
g hl gglng
’

’ i 'd said every morning of every day of his life.
That mirror sure wasn’t flattering thig time of night. He made a menta day, another dollar,.that i h-lls] ?;(tj}(:gu;itza;is wig and makif‘g little ".’or;' r;(}),:zﬁﬁrst
get that thing fixeq Made it look Jike he’d got some sor of beer belly, which ¢ Except his daddy dle,d at fifty, Snt That thought heavy on his mind, he climbe
he didn’t, not with the fifty sit-ups he did €very morning, Maybe he just need . than he had when he’d started out. : it
glasses. He peereq closer and saw the hair on his chegt had sprouted gray in a pl into the day. ist the steering wheel toward home that ﬂlght’, Ve;f""g the s
Gray? Already? He changed angles Watching himse]f Spin slowly in reflectio . oMot the ]S( had a mind of its own, but he CO.Uld" ta ol:’d il
wasn’t the light; the color was the same n matter which way pe turned. It wai{ the Nite Lite Motel. T:hat o haar d time explaining where all his paycheck’d g
sudden wave of wij| that let him 8rasp his wife’s pliers no, tweezers, that 'h‘ more expeditions. He'd have a

: tired.
. t week. Besides, he was . icdeath or

called them — ang yany i away. It floated into the sink anq down the drain like g forigage time came around nex way, some band with a name like MeEalllC}I .
bug, SWimming down slowly. He Jet the water run 2 while. He heard his wife .wf., QN v it ar zys around work had told him that’s w.da i barbbs s
the living room ang fel; his heart calm, At Jeast he’d seen the e e Megametal, he forgot. The yqun[g;irg dust, he’d changed his radio presets. Bl dnu
she had; at least he had some chance of pushing it to the back of his mind. He s , listened to, afld not to be left.u:j to follow the words and the chords and ended up
his gut anqd brushed his teeth, watching hig middle in the mirror. Not a bad-lookij (r‘ e Calght being qld' S;: hel(t;:zs on the driveway announced his retum'he Hivied alie
even without clothes, Not bad at all, He splashed water across his dusty face and half-deaf by the time the ¢ door didn’t cause the usual shout, so g oy il
the towel on his Stubble. Which wag frankly, nothing compared to the hair on her | The slam of the SOlCEuY beer and turned the tube to CNN. It wasn \

. ) . Ul ol i Was out. He headed for the fridge for a the table. Roses, and red ones a
When was the Jas time she’d shaved, e tried to recall, Too long ago, his tired b L By l;p for a second that he noticed the flowers O"d them. His heart clamped: today
him, > e to send them. 1 d

hadn’t been the on § ? He force

. }Nell, E Sur?ci?al:eszy awas it? Her birthday, or worse, th‘;r a?l:‘;:’ewr:;}:t it. Then
&mmi:l;otrz:z:]'; through ;he adrenaline but came up empty. No,

He felt her slide into the covers Smoothly, coolly, His nostrils perked wit
scent of Something fruity, He sniffed: perfume, He waited minutes, counting off

didn’t

C . e " was the caption. From her mother? He i

Just sleeping, Hig leg brushed hers in the process, [t Was smooth. So wag her l';"'i: hls - lam.ied i the‘ca;-d. 52; I:[l)ilnllf ‘:1 the queer side, sure, but even tShIE mol:lsdzl:rry

It was a satiny thing he didn’¢ remember seeing before, Hag he bought it for Ml so. His mother-in- aﬁe slid it out of the holder, loosening a few pza“Yours

He doubted it, He'g always preferred Pink; he'd thought it wag her favorite, But 1 Have sent g card ke e tecting the table and waited while he read.

tured her in the red, him in the bed, her walking towards him, and he Jiked what he They ﬂoat?d onto the doily prof _ AR

Not a bad color after ajl, il St e like the kind of thing one of the gu:ls would send. g o
The other side of the bed was cold when he woke up. He snorted, rolled oy R e k-mk th; was for sure. The furrows in his forehead appe

saw the clock. Stj]] eight minutes to 80 before the alarm. What the hell was she do i the usua] Shssetole redipe,

N his
Fine ? He didn’t even send
d his wife flowers?
¥ondered. Why on earth would someone sen im this afternoon. A
wife ﬂ;eWer\sv arz,y(r)nore. And roses, to boot... It was beyond him

i Boy.
g R
He’d been asleep for quite a while

: he was back
had time ¢ run his arm along his chin, checking for drool, before s

His eyes closed but he could te]] it wasn’t going to work. Six miserable '
minutes left, He figured it up in his head, Three hundred Sixty seconds he could be y
sleeping, huddled safely under the blankets, and here he was, thinking. What a w
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in the bedroom. His face wore the indents of the corduroy chair, which didn’t
to make him feel less foolish as he straggled down the hall. f

Somehow she’d slipped past him, into the bathroom, so that the rg
empty by the time his feet crossed the line from green carpet into blue. But | "
good thing, he told himself. He would pull himself up, the man of the house, ;
the roost, and he would not ask questions. He had no need. Was this not his wi
woman who had vowed to love him for better or for worse? Certainly she had'
with some charity work, some service to the community, which had kept her oy

He had no reason to doubt his wife. She was faithful as a dog, he told himself,
reason to fear.

™
Ol

i
And so it was that his eyes were closed and his feet buried under cove

she slipped in beside him. He felt her toes probe the sheets and find his shins, | i
back. He sent his own foot toward the coolness of her side, exploring. But h b
was even, normal. She was still awake, and he pulled away. His ears sharpene "‘
darkness as his eyes adjusted and he waited. He held his own breath, listening fe
counting the rhythm to himself: one mississippi, two mississippi, three mississip
breathe, one mississippi, two mississippi, three mississippi, breathe. When he
gulping air, he knew it was safe. i
He stole into the kitchen. The purse was hunched on a corner of thn\
half-zipped. His toes nudged the carpet, careful of furniture, and dragged fo .«-‘
light was too dangerous, he’d decided; it could escape into the hall while he w: asn
looking and creep under the crack that separated the bedroom door from the floor
circled once, looking, staring until his eyes hardened, dry with air. No one. He cra
the purse and whispered to it. No noise, he said. The hinges heard and obeyed, let
him pass into the garage. v‘
The door securely fastened, lights were safe. The cold leaked through thi

stoop and into his boxers, but only his skin took notice. His eyes were busy follow
his fingers. They caressed, smoothed, fondled the kleenex, credit card receipts, bus
cards, smudged lipstick cases. He would not allow them to rearrange, not yet. He
needed a feel of locations, placement, to help him later. 1
Once ready, his fingers found the receipts again. He scanned them: no ',
suspicious. KMart, the grocery, some prescriptions. No restaurant, mail-order toy, m
A compact, some chapstick, a dried-up pen — everything was innocent. He huffi
frustration until he felt the pocket. The zipper stuck, giving him a moment’s pani
gave way. Here was what he would need, a note, a picture. His fingers worked fa ¢
than his mind, but there was nothing. Even when he tested the space between the' fi
and the leather, nothing. He let his head fall into his knees, and it was only then th at
feet alerted him to the cold. They were a purplish color, reddening when he stood. ] 1
everything back into the purse as carefully as stuffing the Thanksgiving bird and W er

inside. Feet still icy, he clambered into bed. She moaned once, then returned to sleej
His eyes stayed open.

he

¥

i
o

. L
His boss had asked him to work overtime tonight, first opportunity in tt
weeks. He guessed that it wasn’t so much that business was slowing down as it was !

that was slowing down. It’d been in the back of his head for a while, so he was re
when he finally got asked again. As usual, he headed for the pay phone by the cafeterl

.

the en!
:nemppe

et 't think what she could be doing,
finish the message

- , i i we!
V:;hc n he hung up the receiver his palms were §
e

I?:q” the next five Do
of urgency from his gut,
;‘:self a feeling of protectiveness

exile

uick break. But his fingers dialed home this

just for a g : ted the
d of the day came, ?“st the metal casing of the phone - h; i?\l&:nHe
s ag:lgswasn’t home? At 5 o’clock, she wasn t home-

but he left it at that. He waited for her voice to

beep he decided to spe -30.” His voice
e af:iit(l:jenime tonight. Be home around lOtl(r)u?I(l) (el
“Gotta work sO 4 in his throat. “Hope that doesn’t 1 Wl
ame up, dry and har aty and his cheeks W ’
f the flu, he thought to himself, and we;; :rne t:::S Al
hours, he could hardly think of an)éthir:go B:ltllt\(\)ﬂn;z- et
; t done and get out. X WeS, ;
t, some Pﬁ’:‘:{:;ﬁ: have had for a child, if he’d had a child. A

’t right, and that he was the only one who could fix things
right,

Two, three, four, five...s

ith heat. Must be a touch 0

that something wasn e
kg and at 10:22 his hands and face were wasll:;;i, {1;: hair
i ' f the parking lot,

R The truck reared out.o !
was slicked back and his shirt b“‘:,t:::jeﬁ;rﬁe. The fingers of his right t_‘a“d&:s:;dh‘:}g‘
d and somehow settled on the clz?ssmal statlont.1 et
the radio as the left steere i was some piano music by a French guy,

i : It was
; hing. At any rate, 't totally without culture.

just tired of searc announcer, but he wasn i {0 B
that much. Al§0 b;‘ca:;;o?xfnii had added, and he figured it was called that for a g
romantic music, the

ino li it didn’t
¥ r anything like that, 1 ;
, hy. It wasn’t hot and heavy O knowing
e bt hedw:;nn:aif;:l’l tyhmk it was romantic. He d sort of counted on
have any words i |
what romantic at this stage of the game. Lo L i ek of her. He
T into the house, then slowed himsell as |6 and a pitcher of
- burlS)t 1nit°only echoed. The refrigerator held a casserole
called her name bu ‘

£nou l . . o
gha e was runnir lg lOW, aIld he made a “'lelltal note to Ief lll tlle ()utSlde h ldge. AS

i iced that her . : g
with a creak, he notice . s i
o thehscreeirtlh‘ci:n);t)rher car? Was the woman home and Jlllstox:loet ::ason Wi
whhetlll\ wl?sllsv:c;\:d she do something like that? There was only

y the he’

think of, and it was back in his bedroom.

i there were two
He considered this for 2 m e, iy vdvay hf i:i)vlvltm\;/nﬁ(s);ver it was, he had to
i on the television and wat : face to face. And
mcomeons. ?ne, heer i)(l)'l:l;:et:r:nd that’s when the two of _them wo‘ﬂg zzztr’. But, he told
E min:tl:, IZ(::: il intend;:d, et ll)gllc?\l:\: ‘;;0; come home and sneak the
himself, there ossibility that they wou - hat. The only thing to do
fellowlféltxltletlrlz \:v?:i‘)iv?ﬂe’d never have any way of knowing tha

imself. ; : he felt his way
O e g e ke 215 L
ine in his neck, his »
feel the pulse racing Int A und except for a
:zoa:n 1the gan. (11{ te‘ecg:l?tated for a moment, listening. There &> I11;)c=,ss(;owly grasped the
faintc ol:ie / anwhich he soon discovered was his own breathing.
whisper,

ree ata
T a Squeak Nothlng. He turn d it at ha S g
:ue a-“d Wa“ed [() . (& what Cellled a de

€. Stln no noise I[C pushcd the dOOI Open a Sht, then a ClaCk, then fu“ fo‘cea hlS
.

/.\t 10:15 he was do

smearing gravel, and growled to

11
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eyes closed.

cool face and brushed his lips against her forehead. I
Back in the hall, he checked his watch. Just enough time to hit Krogey

Somebody appeared at the desk without his noticing and offered ass
The woman smiled at the single rose and suggested an array of cards. An annive
she wondered aloud. A birthday, perhaps? He just smiled, a boy’s smile, sudde
embarrassed. He busied himself with the cards and found the plainest one of
a white one with a single rose in the corner. He noticed the woman was watching
he struggled for words, so he distracted her. He needed some twine
the card to the flower. She proposed the plastic card stand,
wouldn’t suit his purposes, so she headed into the aromatic back of

smell the rose on his hands. Back in the kitchen, he checked the water in the vase al 0.J. by Todd Gys "99
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Untitled

Light in her eyes

steel, white crisp

masked men

Plastic hands on her

thighs

to life out pull out the

thing — she had waited

the pain turning

inside to pop through her skin
the Alien was here

coming out ripping

their eyes on her she is crying
screaming. Peggy is saying something
and Sage is outside

“T hate you both!”

sweat,

her hair in her eyes

“you’re doing good, honey”

the Doctor’s wire glasses
bifocals she wants to spit on him
his plastic hands

a horrible mirror — her splitting
stomach

hemorrhoids

the thing’s hair bloody

Peggy is smiling and weeping
beautifu]?

slime and too many drugs she can’t feel
ripping

screaming thing

purple tail and a pan

full of sludge from her insides
tiny girl-thing

repetition

the plastic hands

holding her little butt

and her head on

unmuscled neck sliding to one side
twist scream

“It hates me.” cannot look

they scrub it down and

Janice is wheeled away

exile

x king in and out
<t are full to popping,

» Alien girl

Adrienne Fair 96

15




exile

Hills

You remember where you come Jfrom,
my mama tells me whep I visit,
Toothless, she rocks,

her slippered feet shuffle

in the worn Spot on the porch,

1 know things. Al she’d say

for a while, but | knew her,

I knew this story.

Livin’ in the hills, I never knew

how big the sky was. But [ weny west,
Seen it surround me.

And I was scared.

She paused for a moment,

L didn’t want You think
L ain’t never been nowhere,

‘cause [ have.

She fell silent again, the only noise
the small scuffle of her viny] slippers
against the worn floorboards of the porch,
I'knew what scared her about the sky.

The sky, touching the unbroken horizon on ajj sides,

didn’t touch her. | swallowed her up.
She sought her refuge in the bounded enormity
of these forested worn hills,

exile

A serious Discussion with Ed Shim

turkey-bacon club,

N an exchange ;

_met his future wife
bush in a public park
‘f of Seoul, Korea:

A ine blistering
\Zy t sunshine b
e Augutsasmg me about t'he bars
. kﬁpwas an American cigarette.
.. . inea ¥ h
ath jan, trying to teac )
] '1 t:l:;agsian bastards Enghfsh
b yed me. But it wasn’t the job
’: it was education.”

: ou mean, ‘education?f By"the way,
. the rest of those fries?

fuckin’ fries. Anyway I'm n;)h
or. I'd rather provoke — sympa y,e il
» ntment, hate, whatever thelrl)ar

g r.va ee with. No money anyhow.

o
y that’s why you kicked in that mettalitﬁ?sk.
* And what about that pickle, you want it?
s ! lipped
“Hey, the desk wasn’t my fault. I slip
:ﬁ"’tt: slap that little kid, and my l'm:flu
slammed into the desk. Damn thing :m o
swollen up. Anyway, if that adminis i
hadn’t told me to take a walk, I nevc:l SRR
would’ve taken a walk. Never woul

Carl Boon 96
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ower for the first timc.e. e
"o '“l)l fr:;l vtvngufd not play, I'm the child of darknes
it

Untitled ts, they say. They told the teacher to take my
n ’ 4

se,
ngepllfpo e

) } ine and killed my pare d aunt says “ it is not for a woman to tdic:1 t:;xei:e
T'was born of a rhythm. Since the moment of my conception, 1 not to show me the \;z;y- ,zr;nd cook it well, and earn your respec
. 00

crescendo of a passionate dance, it has surrounded me, bringing me ¢g
good and times of bad. It mirrored my development, dividing time ag |
two into four to eight, and yet always one, just as it was always one with ¢
in my mother’s heart, and taught me to sleep, and taught me to dream,
measured out enough time, and moved through her body, contracting, m
rhythmically into my next world.

! fin
you must learn to day.” J and
E: you may have a husfbar;gesogﬂned tl)lle elder saw this and took me away
or me.

. ith time is what [
Bt this poth ket O hearing the rhythm and e w:li]tltlu:alm of her
d me secretly. ?hdmdrr:mm is when a human can touch priaiha planets, how
ore 10 be. Playing the in that place, of the thythms of t ircular
there in that place, Of | hythm in the same ¢

B e cinclec, playing its own Ihythifi that flows
one moves in never ending cir And the time that we touch is a fm:ce Vi it
that we play here on earth. and all the universe — Time! a

ar . but
. : K el , and all other stars, 1 nes we see in the sky,
song of nature. They tried to take only what nature provided, but soon to ol 1 all these planets planets and all stars, not just the o ot s ke

4 1 the : e in and

gods that governs all the thmic that all weav d then he
they had to travel further away, and still found less each day. When the me; s even further away, 1n hugedr hyce of the existence of all around Br ‘::r it's
hunt, they traveled for days, and still found less game. The people would gath eshing together to form the great dan rce of nature, need only disco

. o h a fo
for the distribution of the meat, and the share would be small, and there woulg old me that I had an ability, and to touc

f topping to sleep,
t stopping to eat, not s
So I sat in that cave and I fﬁged, :;,(;tsl h?t; heard so long ago before I was

37 hes in a dance
my mother was still too weak, with only the strength to hold and feed me W rying only to recapture that one rhythe shapes of the planets, swirling about in
fi

We looked for lost harmony — opportunity for synchronization. They called ‘born. The visions soon came to nlleciared imagine, and I began to feel it _ ler?::, gloving
their hearts, through their voices and their drums, but nature would not answ: had gone on for longer e ing but a vessel — this feeling, this & Ul
calls echoed into silence e ing into me — so that [ was nothmﬁi i f the drum as I stared on laughm%l i d
; ) moving 1 on the skin o — call to her, an
The people knew they should meet then. The time had come for lon through me, moving my hands could touch mother nature beautiful language

rapturous i that I
isbelief — and I knew . e
she wouldd;:lswer, for I could begin speak her language

ever understan
i i one that is far too great for any h}lman to
s s o sy s David Kendall 96
we must content ourselves and rejoic

migration, to leave this place far behind for many years — allow for rightful reyi
tion before our return, And all could not make the long Journey. The next wate: g
could be distant — uncertainty haunted the elders — they knew that the stronges
among them would lead us, and behind the rest would stay. i

My mother, from my birth, had not recovered. She had brought me i .,,‘.“
world with weakness in my bones. For a time we both were ill, And my father ¢

d — but

the world. j,

1
My father swore never to leave her. So there they remained in that bz en
place, hopi g that even the ill and the oldest might find a way to reach nature ,5|
her back. But they never found ug again, many years passed, and we saw no trace an
now only their story remains, It often moves the Spirits inside me, and | begin to sii
and to play. {

!
il

My teacher first gave me a drum, and it frightened me as jt shone in the ﬂ':,
Was too young to help with the food, so he told me to play and he told me to learn, At

the Music moved through my hands, and I knew not how and I knew not why, but I 19
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Brave River

A singular rock face glances upward,
rising alone from red earth,

The sun warms its stone folds

in early morning,

Scarlet wind blows in the eyes

of the blanketed brave,

The dust swirls about him

shards of sand, lifted in the air,

bite his lips, Pressed together,

forming a silent question,

The canyon ends in a dead riverbed,

200 feet below him
desert dry and cracked.
The only moisture the blood of the thick song
that soaks through the lungs of the brave,
and into the ghost river he remembers,

Pure and solemn, his song sung as finely
As the woven thread about his shoulders,
the patterns of both coloring his life
and thedeath he mourns.
He remembers the cool water,
Sweat and dust washed away by current.
His brothers and he dove deep
Breath tight, they broke the surface,
chasing some shiny metal
his father threw to them.
A game, as the warm water pulled
against their naked bodies
reaching for the gold.
He remembers his father,
his broad mouth fujj of teeth,
laughing a great belly laugh at the boys.

about his head,
zied dancer,

ine with every move.
eyes :le set far back years ago.
~are of horses, .
s far derstanding,
nd, large, soft and un
full of flame ‘

the tongue of the Wasichu,
' * vhite man
Who wrote words like a bushfire,
romising to save their river,
destroy it i
 the wind changed direction.

The Brave relaxes his knees,

end near the edge of the rock
10 feel the hot earth in his hands.
Holds the dirt,
tracing circles with it
~ through the lines in his palm,
- and then shakes it to the ground.

Searching for cigarette paper.
~ The tobacco catches in the wind,

and blackens and destroys,

in the dusty riverbed below.

His fingers deep now, full of his pocket,

Then strong and bitter-sweet on his lips.
He breathes deep the life of the canyon,
Sucking hard on the fire poison that numbs

hoping to stop the drowning and choking

Nikole Hobbs "99
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a wavy wail

i hear myself

saying seeing speaking

keeps flowing flowing
Spawning downriver
and i am hick
and you are jim
and twain was trained to
by the modern stanq

muddying of the foundation
dries with its his her their
your our mine
mind print is the ontology of art
circles in the sand

on the beach
waves are eroding the castle

moat rises beyond the circle

of confusion denies the existence
of squares and triangles

only geometricians can construct
castles from précis
are deductible abstractions
grounded in the earth
orin the mind
i have a good
book

about how to screw in a light bulb

breaks
after so many illuminations

i attempt to revea] my knowledge

is penned by the pen
at play
words  have dissentient
are constructed by humans
of which i am one

dichotomous meanings

among many
in the earth
is composed of sand

build castles

on a shore
ches huck
ik alone
on my raft

alex e blazer 97
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Misplaced

“I believe,” said the man at the cash register

“that we're al] reincarnated from ball point pens.
What else could explain our tendency to get lost,
especially in the deepest cracks of old couches?”

Rupert handed him aten dollar bill and two pennies
grabbed his sack fu[] of groceries and left,
wondering about things like

employment policy and the weather,

The woman who neatly planted

the grill of her *58 Ford into his car door

said she mistook the &as for the brake

Wwhich the police told Rupert she does quite often,

A nurse at the emergency room

putting a bandage on his shattered shoulder

asked, “Do you like your Job? I like mine.”

Rupert told her he didn’t know. He Just worked there.

A doctor with a deep voice and 3 firm handshake
said the word “surgery” and handed Rupert

a ball point pen to fill out the insurance forms:
“Reimbursement for Services Rendered.”

It was then, laying in a hospital room

with a throbbing shoulder, spinning head

and 2 quarts of jce cream melting in his wounded car
that Rupert missed most his Laz-E-

Boy and remote control.,

exile

Imogene

her thigh, the
itoes. Imogene slapped
! d those mosquitoes ) hand, the
i cod nov bn;y Slf;e;et;a;iin I watched her thigh redden from her
. a 1
B sh uddering bene

thumb rising. ! ears? Jack
t finger and the { ive inside a hurricane for five yi
e of her ]or}gci ou ever tried to live insi
She said, “Have y

i d I stood
i ife. He had time to form, an
is time to enter my li : by
p- iike e :e ;0]:’: vlvlzlss headed, and then he swe:fp:h m; mr:;)(: ::; l;:d i
i knovins e center, the calmest part of the hu "
e e ’ i i ntum.
. iy ztoﬁlix‘llg:vy though, even hurricanes lose their mome
thiﬂ around me.

! ore than the mosquito
; ted the smell of the river m ] HHiaiid! B she
d Sm:]r Iiln?I%}T: esnl:z;lf of the fish stuck to her clothes, like a perfu
m' g into her flesh.
M smell it on
over in her bed to

1d turn
to fall asleep. She wou
: ight when she was about 7 { |
g b 'V:’would follow her, never leavqxg her: basislm
ot the mell bt o brown from the riverbank, slung
Soaked hardened on her boots. Her wet socks,
mc!ss i > h. I was gone
g e wmdow.Slll‘-‘ k needed me too much. I can’t be needed sge"l]:il:sed me before I
=i Jcatclrist’s sake. That’s all. When I came homf;» it was only a day.
. ;V grk fnoihe hall stairs. He said he missed me. (I;g i‘; i ¥ God.”
i - even walke O’W 3 like that. Not like he nee me. M
l' One day. I didn’t need him. Noéeék chair, slapping the mosquitoes ‘ha; imly o
She wou{ld ;lt lt? rsr&le)a(\rching for warm blood. She woul.d mt?)vone IR it
| e mmﬁf";::;g T?}; ’cn’ckets bt ﬁverls):nk’ C?llllclin sghake her hair in the
| her legs at the . ther cigarette. She wo
il A ke, another cig ; 1d tell me
e vt w1‘th:“ omerfrsﬁaizﬁlgoit of the smell of the river, and then she wou
night air in hopes o il
QP! Jack: h ded to go to the river—to watch it slip beth;enh
't fish, but she nee ! itself. She cast and she
She cc?uldn t ﬁiverythi“g it touched and then slide past Sl}tlseelvf, pusifenidpieoan
rocks, to wat?h it daownatience gone to wherever Jack. was then.through ey
mwm (t]lllucrl;l()i/,foz(iten at her side, watching the river carve
, the

slende i ilver water like lightening. M
r ﬁsgl C“m_':ig ull;zutgs};l;h ;osrl;::ls? The fish. Look at her. Look at the way
1e said,

p ﬂOp
i th ater. I eel her
es hhe" &011 hold hel up to the sun. I.;OOk at the gllttel Of e W |
i must le neath hef fin. Smell her. Put your ﬁnge
yom hand. Wa[cll ﬂlls usc l)e 1 ]le]e

No here. Feel her gasp.” d on this riverbank and
. : I have stood o
; . is cabin for six years. ; ister Imogene
I h:"e ll‘{f: 1unttft:llj Jack has never been to the cabin. Only my sis
fished everyday, witho . h |
QR e 2 e (e st agaml; her finger reddening. The fish was cold,
i led.
thed the scales of the Wi r hands smelle
dry, dead fsohrehsor:;o Heer hands were glazed with dried river water. l-.le on the rock below
’ Sh watc.hed a shape in the water. The furry shadow wa\;llr:lgle PV e nt
it. My Im, L how I adored her always, the way she could watc
ogene, A
Suspended in cold water, and never really see it.
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] ”v
She said, “Jack is not the

; roblem, ’ /o

Just know that I do.” PR A s’ knon S e

She left that Sunday night, after Jack call i i

) d asking her to

of her car flung mud. I watched the tail li e 8 come |
: ; hts unti turn.

pivoted on my toe, walked u ghts until she turned the ben

p the front porch steps my pack of cigare:
| 4 £ am D
her abandoned fishing rod in the other, I stayed inside the cabin fof the res
When Monday’s sunrise finally came, I '.

wrote to her about the colors of the
smell of the mud, the sound of the morning crickets, and then I fell as(l) )
CCD |‘

Why | can’t sleep at night

fourth birthday under the Eiffel Tosfver

‘ J - :l:l:’ same scenery grows dull after a while
- eVe [l ers . d
- mebr‘:gﬂgled rocky meadows, purple heather, Spain and Scotlan

-y that Venus? ] .

e x:resa(:’:hw;;a:rhaps in Maine or New Hampshire, there is a place
smewhere on ) A .
K Pe t to flee fifteen minutes after I arrive
" o t E t America every town, pueblo, is different \
i . Memc?na:rg It;:)an ten thousand languages in the world and I want to learn
I‘" :' M are A .
'*“ inmadanf breast milk my mother fed me tales of the Philippines, Nepal, Italy
\‘ = o
' o:::« 1 ateet)(,Jo much acid and lost my head among the clouds
e find it ' ' :
':nv;at!latﬂtlgr’s father’s father was a Jewnst:1 %onum;n;lztv ir;r; Eu::;aeimer
- I believe in both virtue an @CS ‘ '
' xl:lit;l?tlllgl;ews with Ted Koppel, is nothing more than glorified gossip
1 love sunflowers ‘
arching for the Paris Commune I

ia'hllxclesfo danceg so hard my skin breaks open and 1 h?ve v1zli<:2tsi Mot

someday I may find myself, not in a strange Buddhist me
but among other people )

* Because I have a friend who walks on fire W
~ Because I am nothing more than a name, someone else gave m ity
b
1

4

I
{
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A Lovesong Never Realized

Even with Andy’s skull and Presley’s cock
You never had much Juck.
Your sense of the ridiculous,

a piece of the Fabrik

scratching out lyrics

there’s little to do

and even less to say.

We broke glass
and got blow jobs in the park
drank too much
and argued the significance of Marx
and Queers and Punks,
I was wrong and you were right
and road trips to the dark.

I helped you steal your children back
Just two weeks ago
You said you hated the little bastards
I thought you were being funny again,
Going to town in your long gray car
I never thought you’d Jet go.

In the beginning they say was the word
but the sentence [ don’t know.

Plastic Bottle sand Plastic Mind
I’'m having a reaction every time
Melted Plastic Excited Mind
My erections going every time,

We were drunk on passion
on wine
Drunk on the Blood.
Pissed myself on the way to
the city.

We ruined out clothes in the mud.

In the beginning was the word
and after that who knows what
and after that who knows what,

exile
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