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Venus de Milo, amputee

Classical slut, the

Optically elusive fantasy 

Pornographic martyr

In the church of envy 

Am I jealous of this rock 

Heartless, headless?

Waste of time, their lust for stone. 

More wasted still, stone jealousy.

—Julie Powers



In the House of Gloom

It is dark. It has been dark for days, and the 

nights have suffoeated me in my chamber as I lay in 
a bed that holds me to it in an embrace, yet will 
give me no peace.

I have remained in my bedclothes for days and 
nights both, for I am wrapped in a shroud from which 
I can never be unfolded.

I have listened to all the "Requiem’'s on records 
in the house. I have listened over and over to 
Bach's "Tocatto and Fugue in D minor" until it has 
reverberated continually in my head, as it does now, 
and will not depart. But I wish it so, for I can 
suffer none other than the sounds of gloom. I am 
gloom.

Christ stands wrapped in a black shroud and is 
chilled with black fires, fires that smolder and 
reek. His face is hidden. His hands are pale and 
trembling as the Requiem is sung. The Requiem burns 
him.

When I am allowed to sleep, mists and pale lights 
gasp and sigh throughout my dreams. I am wrapped in 
a white shroud which engulfs my soul and saps me of 
any thought save that of the dark smoldering gloom 
that hushes silence.

There are crosses in the woodwork of the doors.
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They strike me to the ground if I happen to gaze upon 
them and fill me' with horror and anguish. As I lay 
in a cold bath, I shivered with pale joy, and I saw 
myself as a white shadow. T bathed my head and hair 
in the icy fire, and I moaned hollowly as I lifted 
my head and as the sad rivulets streamed down from 
my closed eyes and gvished down my chest and back.
Then I arose and dried myself, and wrapped myself in 
my shroud once more. As I started to the door, I 
absently gazed upon it, and as I did I discerned the 
cross, and wailing low I sunk to my knees, tearing 
at my hair feebly.

Midnight found me wandering aimlessly the halls 
of somberness, and my mind was yet shattered by the 
cross upon the door. I wandered into my chamber and 
lowered my trembling frame into the awaiting arms of 
my bed. I drifted slowly to sleep and dreaming.

My dreams had me wandering the halls once again, 
save that mists and lazy illumination arose in a 
tired breath from beneath my feet as I walked, and 
played about my fixed eyes. As I moved, moist fin
gers ran through my hair and mournful faces with 
wispy tresses about them floated fragilely in the 
mists.

I awoke in the dim light of day. The daylight I 
endured with closed eyes and the comforting dirge of 
the music box, though the heavy draperies over each 
window dispersed the dimness of the sun to a light
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darkness already.
The sun is a tottering old man who must only fall 

to the wolf's jaws soon. In the palace of high fields 
and chill light there stands a youth who weeps and 
fills a fountain with his tears. The fountain scat
ters his tears to the fields with gay laughter. Gay 
laughter is the old man's bane.

The other night I wrote a poem; here it is written: 
Grey is the day. Black is the night.

This is the poem I have pondered upon, and I have 
found it to be too gay and reckless. I must write 
another some day, or some night.

Beneath the surface of a dark stream there glides 
a corpse with golden adders tearing it and sickly 
fish filling its sockets. There is the boat of life, 
and in it rides mankind.

It is dark. It has been dark always. It shall 
forever continue to be dark.

In nomine Domine, Amen.

—Douglas Venable



Underneath the Rock

We got H • r:- • : '
Shakey stares ui.-m .iw
Smokey lairs 
Stieky sillouettes

We got
Sly slow eyes 
Pernicious lies 
Vicious castanets

We got
Septic bites 
Hermaphrodites 
Sex lives like the stars 

Yeah, we got
Cocaine, and 
We like pain 
As long as it's not ours

We got
Voodoo thralls 
Barbie dolls
We got these slick, sweet stickers

We got
Viper strikes 
Mean bull dykes
We dance these knife-light flickers
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We got
Kerosine, and 
Virgins, clean,
Who wanna get it cured

Yeah, we want
Gold, and
Your holy soul
As long as it's insured.

—Julie Powers

J ) 'io .
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Recovery

The patient was not allowed
to drink any water
so her air was filled with thirst.
They fed her on sugar and blood
till her arms withered with sweet landernourishment. 
The tests didn't explain it—why her blood 
was leaving her body, or from where

They opened her up to have a look.
Later she rose out of a deep cistern
under the bed, and finally up through the bed.
There were the faces of friends and relatives.
They had no idea how far she had come 
to see them

Then there were the nights of airplane trips.
There was so much new to think about lying 
there hooked up to the sugar. Out the window 
flourescent lights kept the cement wall 
across the way awake. Powerlines crossed the 
squares of dark windows. She and the codeine 
were taking off from this landing strip 
to a life that would not be the same. The 
stewardess came twice a night to give her a 
shot and pills. All night the vjalls hummed 
with the effort of keeping out the sky. The 
room was never entirely dark. She never fell 
into a sleep with dreams

Soon the girl could walk around the room.
Her I.V. followed behind like a pet.
The Doctors praised her. The big black woman 
across the room tore open another bag of potato 
chips and said, "I'm going to die in one piece, with 
everything God gave me at the start." Regularly 
she phoned her friends to tell them about her D.N.C. 
While the woman with the cyst sat between the
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white sheets smoking eigarettes and draining, draining. 
All day the television laughed and applauded on cue. 
Then the girl dreamed, in the gray static 
landscape of commercials and Spring sun

They moved her to a new room.
There was one other bed and it was empty.
The patient was in surgery.
On the other side of the curtain the girl 
could hear the pain take over as the 
anesthetic wore off. The woman moaned 
and vomited quietly for three days. Her 
husband and sister came and propped her up.
The sister painted her lips red and told 
her she was pretty

All day long the woman's breathing 
was thick and raspy. Nothing was easy 
for her especially speaking. Her home 
in Montana was faraway. Through the curtain 
the girl could see her dreaming of the blue 
ceramic bowl she filled with brown eggs 
every morning. Of her husband who would be 
shooting deer and catching steelhead after 
she was gone.

Announcements came over the loudspeaker. Were they 
at a sports event or a country club? The patients

wondered.
From her bed the girl could see nurses 
rushing by like waitresses. Or strolling with a 
patient on their arm. One man with an I.V. in each 
arm walked around the complete circle of the corridor 
all afternoon everyday. He made a dragging sound 
with his complicated appliances. Clanking and 
shuffling he moved forward on narrow legs, wearing 
slippers that did not cover his feet.

As the girls condition improved they discussed her
release.

In the mirror her face had become femall as a childs



while her body had grown much older.
Finally they promised that the next visit would be

the last.
When it wasn't she cried through the bright morning

light
and the light did not change key. The thick breathing 
beat the curtain between the girl and the woman like 
a strong wind. "Don't cry," the woman said in a quiet 
firm voice. The girl couldn't answer. She knew that 
the woman would never wear her three piece suit that

hung
limp on the chair again, never have the family in for

Sunday
dinner, or walk out past the registration desk.

—Susan Gevirtz
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Hello Pale Grandmother 
tonight you have all your glory 
tonight you light the night 
Prayer to grandmother 
That your light leads 
the lost ones home

Pray tonight that your light 
is not the light 
to bring thieves 
to steal

All stars bow to your glory 
tonight
So old that light 
So pale with little life 
Hello Grandmother 
Welcome to the night

—Vernon Tsoodle
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ALFRED GEIST

^\lfred Geist stood at the window, staring out at 

the Cleveland skyline. The buildings' silhouettes 
against the grey autumn sky were so many hellish sta
lagmites, hemming him in even beyond the cramped walls 
of his apartment. He felt that at any moment he would 
explode: the adrenalin, coursing through his veins, 
made him pace and wring his hands. There was nothing 
else he could do. Any attempt he made at getting into 
the bedroom where his wife lay screaming in pain, was 
met by a cackling admonishment from the ancient mid
wife to stay out of "women's business." She also re- 
*ninded him that his children would be on their way home 
from school, that he could meet them, take them for a 
soda, and by that time the matter would be finished one 
way or the other. He took some pennies for this pur
pose from his wife's money jar, which was kept high on 
a shelf along with her other treasures of dimestore 
glass. He wrapped a scarf around his neck, and hurried 
out and down the narrow staircase.

Alfred stepped into the biting wind, felt the icy 
slush seep into his shoes. A group of children ran up 
the sidewalk, laughing and throwing the dirty snow at 
one another. Alfred leaned down to grab a young boy 
who was racing along and looking behind him as he ran 
from the screaming throng. It was his son, his
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youngest and best loved.
"Hey, where are going in sueh a big hurry?"
"Home, Papa! Is Mama better? Do I have a little 

brother?"
"No, not yet," he said, as the boy's older brother 

and sister approached them. "It will be soon though.
We will go to the corner for ice cream, and then per

haps."
The children ran ahead, vying to see which one of 

them would be the first to get there. Alfred loved his 
children very much, but knew that another mouth to feed 
would bring only more hardship, and because of this, he 
secretly hoped the new baby would be still-born. He 
entered the drugstore and sat down at the booth where 
the children were already greedily sucking out the con
tents of their soda glasses. Such moments gave him 
great pleasure. He jostled Carl affectionately, and 
told him to slow down or else he would have a belly
ache. Carl smiled up at him with his mother's face, 
the same fine black hair, high forehead and clear blue 
eyes. If anyone of his children were to be "somebody", 
Alfred hoped it would be Carl. Mark, fourteen, and 
Margaret, twelve, were still in school, but it was a 
constant battle to keep them there. His other children 
had already left home. His eldest daughter had married 
a man who worked for a bootlegger. His eldest son, 
only fifteen, had lied about his age to get into the 
Merchant Marines. Yes, he thought, if nothing else I
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will see that Carl gets through school.
A familiar voice brought his thoughts suddenly back 

to the present. It was a man who lived across the hall, 
Mr. Klingman. He was quite excited, comically trying 
to sputter out his message through his thick German 
accent.

"Alfred, you must now go, the mid-wife say you must 
hurry."

Alfred put his hand on his friend's shoulder to calm 
him. He asked if he should take the children. Mr. 
Klingman would be glad to stay there with them, but 
Alfred must hurry. He realized that something had gone 
wrong, and feeling guiltily relieved, turned to go.

But as he entered his building, he heard the unmis
takable cry of a child. Perhaps he had misread the 
expression on his friend's face; but no, the look Mr. 
Klingman had given him was not one to be given to a 
man who'd just become a father. Perhaps the sound was 
from another apartment, there were many infants in the 
building. He quickened his pace, the cries increasing 
in volume as he neared the end of his five flight 
climb. Alfred let himself into the slight warmth of 
the room, the pale lamp-glow deepening the lines of 
concern on the old mid-wife's face as she sat cooing 
and rocking the angry child. He looked toward the bed
room, then back to the mid-wife. The old woman shook 
he head sadly, then looked to the floor.

— Thomas Goetz
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In the Fall

The room is small and quite square.
There are two windows looking on...
And the closet is small; but, I haven't many clothes. 
I bought a chair. I'm not sure it helped.
The room was too dark; I put a lightbulb in the 
fixture, but there is no globe.
The walls have panelling over them. There are 
places the floor creaks in.
I set my suitcase on the windowsill for a table.
I covered it with a cloth. A picnic cloth.
Then I got a plant. It is very delicate.
I hope there's enough light for it.
The bed...I have to walk on it to get into the 
closet. But, I haven't many clothes.
The plaster is loose in spots. Sometimes I hear 
it drop from the ceiling at night.
And it is quite dark here...dark.
Sometimes I sit in my chair and look out the 
window, down the airshaft. Someone has a garden 
up at the end of the easing.
I think it's a garden, but it's too far to tell.

It's beginning to turn fall now. I can tell.
There are bugs here, but not many.
P.'s cat died in my sleeping bag today. I think 
it was already sick for a long time.
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And the phone doesn't ring.
Then I walked to the docks and saw some people I 
thought I knew. When I came home the door was 
open. I thought P. might be home early. But I 
guess I just didn't close the door right.
^ to keep the floor clean but it always seems
dirty when I walk around with no shoes on.
Why doesn't the phone ring.

—Barbara Obata
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To Fly

Pick me clean 
Starve me 
Down to the bone 
'til all that shows 
Bare struts and stays - 
A flying machine 
And I would be so light 
White armature 
The jealousy of birds 
A gift of wing 
Oh bone white angels 
Sing me clean —
And I would be ethereal 
A thin white whore 
Free slut to skies 
Lean and winged, beautiful 
As beautiful 
As Magdolene.

—Julie Powers
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Scott Valley Legacy

These bingo playing women of the old West 
talk salmon croquettes like a refrain as 
we tour the Fort Jones museum.
Baby shoes, arrowheads, signed dance cards - 
residue of life in Scott Valley piled up 
in the glass display cases. Like the smell 
of grease from the cafe next door, meaning 
is invisible in this room, impossible 
for us to catch obvious to the girl who comes 
in to thumb through the book of poems her 
Great Grandmother (1842) wrote:
"In the summer I dream of cool brooks..."
And so does she.

The women open the museum from ten to four 
six days a week, choose the contents 
of the display cases the same way they choose 
Christmas presents. "Who will like this? Who 
needs that?" They consider the town population 
their relatives, keeping Alice Crawfords' 
collected letters and Annie Haydens' wedding 
dress for the great great grandchildren hoping 
the same will be done for them, singing, 
"Welcome, there are many interesting things 
to look at," sweeping their arms proudly at 
the surrounding legacy.

-29-



Here in the Scott Valley the pines 
grow chicken claw branches.
The oaks widen over the dry scrub
like canopies. Their roots, searching
for water, wander sometimes
a hundred yards from the trunk, "It's very
simple," says Flolly. Twenty-three years of
life in the Scott Valley, another summer
ending. I stroke her eight and a half month pregnant
belly, "It's a very simple process," she
confirms again. In my mind swims
the enormity, the complexity - in hers
the long car ride home, her new husband the
work of the next day.

There is no room here
for ordering one thing before another.
The artifacts that remain go to the museum 
because they are old because they are left.
In the display cases or the country side
rusted rifles, empty lockets, shaving razors
land next to one another. The town mind
moves around the slow aging of
objects, the door slams on the cafe framing
a man against the screen as he wipes his forehead
and replaces his hat.
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I walk out of town
Hiking into the brushed hills I measure
this woman's belly against
the dry globe of land. Walk up
a river bed to the place where old mining towns
flourish without their inhabitants. Where wood and
sun unite everyday in a hot defiance
of the people who lived here, and those who live,
will live in the valley below. These constant
conditions preserve the town — recall the compulsion
of the goldrush days. The search for something
better shines in the grain of the old bleached
wood. Here is the paning and sifting coupling and
aging. The people who talked of their grandchildren
to come as they counted on the gold to turn up.

—Susan Gevirtz
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The Stoning of Peter Doyal

Long has it been since man spoke long and well 

of the future. Or knew well its secrets; joy, terror 
and all. For the prophets engendered as such spoke 
not at all after Peter Doyal was stoned.

Now all things of themselves are not possessors 
of good or evil but man does vilify them by his merest 
touch. Now whether 'twas Peter Doyal or the objects 
of his curses which corrupted the gift of prescience 
among manking I do not know nor will I ever say.
But this is true, prescience died with Peter Doyal 
on that evil day.

What dark cloud o'ercast our village as to 
make the future black the day young Peter Doyal was 
born, or how or why none would dare to say. But born 
he was and his mother died in the birthing. His 
father was a big, rawboned smithy but Peter received 
not a whit of Dan Doyal's ruddy complexion, nor hint 
of his hot, red hair. Peter Doyal took on his 
mother's features, black hair and ivory skin, small
boned and petite. He never made a meter five and 
only balanced seven stone.

Peter grew up a man of letters, schooled in 
many ways. His father in his wisdom, whether vice or 
virtue one might wonder since the village stoned 
poor Peter Doyal, ne'er interfered with his son, but
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suffered him to go on about his business with no 
regard for the smithy, smelting metals or building 
racks for hay or lumber. So Peter grew and brooded. 
And every time I saw him I often wondered about what 
he brooded.

Then came the day when James Jackson asked him 
what. Young Peter stood inside the store run by old 
Homer Winslow when Jackie, what we all call James as 
neighbors and friends, sauntered into the store.

Young Peter Doyal, whom we later stoned, stared 
at Jackie long and hard with his brooding gaze. I 
saw it, I was there. Homer finally said to young 
Peter:

"You're staring, boy, it ain't polite." Young 
Peter nary moved his head. Jackie turned around and 
their gazes met. That was when young Peter Doyal 
answered Jaekie's question:

"Your cow's a birthin', Jackie. Neither calf nor 
cow will live. Best get home to save the meat, for 
you'll have wolves at your place tonight."

Now James Jackson ain't a man to be spooked into 
acting rash. But he left that store, spoke not a word 
and hurried off to home. You see the wolves had been 
especial bad that year, they'd got several sheep, 
cattle, goats and ewes. But none paid attention, 
that's a normal winter's loss, till a pack took off 
Elisie Shannon's boy and girl when they were walking 
home from school.
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Now myself and Homer both were spooked when 
Jackie returned .next day. He said he found his 
Jersey heifer dead down by Antler Creek. Not only 
that but there were wolf tracks in the snow next 
morning. Before that got around the village, young 
Peter Doyal with whom prescience died in our town, had 
told the Reverend Palmer he'd die before weeks end.
Now this I heard but second hand. Miss Lilly Laws 
was there. She said the Reverend answered with a 
pashaw and went on home to die. He rested last on 
his own doorstep, they found him cold as ice. Miss 
Lilly was for lynchin' young Peter Doyal for his vice.

'Twas two days later that I saw young Peter Doyal. 
By then he had predicted the collapse of the Great 
North River bridge with train, in which died towns
people nine, more grief and sorrow and pain. And 
the falling of Miss Polly Brown from her birthday 
present sorrel; the death of old man Miner John at the 
cave-in of Nugget Hill. With his prescience he saw 
the avalanche which caught and buried the mid—morning 
stage. He saw the flames which consumed house and 
family of Josh Riggins, unhappy man.

Then did I see young Peter Doyal, when these 
things had come to pass and there was woe and anguish 
in young Peter Doyal's face. I waved and smiled for 
I did not believe the sordid talk of the witchery of 
Peter Doyal. So he came into my shop and I saw more 
clearly his pallid face. It was livid and sallow.
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stretched thin, cheekbones casting shadows into which 
his eyes had sunk. His dolorous voice whispered in 
my ear of coming trial and terror. 'Twas then that I 
conceived the stoning of the young Peter Doyal. For 
he whispered plague in my house, to come and leave it 
empty. It would touch the town one and all and then
we'd stone poor Peter Doyal.

It came swiftly like a cold north wind and swept 
my hovel clean, it took my wife and daughter and left 
me weak and lean. It took the Mayor, wife and ;son,. 
two brakemen from the train; Miss Lucy Thackery who 
worked in Bud's saloon. Bud himself escaped unscathed 
but of his help he was stripped; piano player Charlie 
Sands, two bartenders. Miss Lucy and the other girls, 
them I did not know. The plague took Horowitz the 
tailor, Mr. Adams who ran the telegraph, and Jane 
Ossler whose was the dress shop and haberdashery.
Died most all the children. I suspect it started in 
the school as the schoolmarm was the first. Of 
those on the farms I don't recall though many came for 
the stoning; we stoned poor Peter Doyal. Dan Doyal 
died, his bellows all went silent and the next day our 
people got together and stoned poor Peter Doyal.

As one might recall I conceived the death of 
Peter Doyal when he warned me of the plague. And 
suddenly I hated, you see, I made this connection. 
Mistakenly, I see it now, I thought the terrors began 
with Peter. I believed they would have passed us by
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had Peter Doyal but kept silent. I broached the issue 
of young Peter Uoyal, who was the prophet one might 
recall, with Dr. Godge who seemed to disagree. Dr.
Godge came to the stoning.

I spoke with the constable, Andrew Alexander. He 
told me I was crazy; his wife came to the stoning,
Andrew and daughter Lisa Alexander died of plague before 
the stoning of poor Peter Doyal. But then the plague 
came and dragged me down, while it took wife and child. 
When I was well enough, I went door to door and sent 
riders to the farms. And in our village plotted we the 
stoning of Peter Doyal.

We called the grave diggers from their chores, and 
roused the village all. We dragged the prophet from 
his house, not long after Dan had died. With sunrise 
came the Doctor, James Jackson and Mrs. Alexander, the 
twin daughter of Charlie Sands and the sister of Jane 
Ossler. And while I held their coats all my people, 
they stoned young Peter Doyal.

But now I feel strange stirrings, like unto those 
of Peter Doyal. I saw the death of Josh Langdon's wife 
—lockjaw cut her down; the taking of young Jim Simmons. 
But not a word do I dare speak, e'en when I see happy 
births or weddings. For young Peter Doyal, the prophet 
whom we stoned, spoke of these things too; but none here 
dare recall. So I live with my prescient sightedness 
and the vision long ago of that day when we united and 
stoned poor Peter Doyal.

—Jeff McClelland
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Shall I complain of this my weary shift 
That like a gale assails the rocky shore.
Whose mighty waves would send my thoughts adrift 
To find a cure to sicken itself more?

In time a thousand coloured robes I wore 
And stony idols did receive my claims;
With faith and rites sought to increase my store 
By adding to my burden some sweet names.

Wealthy in words yet wretched in my state, 
Frustrated with these shadows' empty show.
Yet well I know the old decree of fate:
The ploughman reaps whatever he did sow.

So now I find of woe the immediate seed.
For hurt and pleasure do each other breed.

—Javier Rodriguez
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A Faltering Emergence—to R.A.L. with love

Go gently into spring—
Drifting through the brittle showers 
Through the frozen, wasted hours 
From the cold whose excess sours 
Filling shortened days

Go gently towards the sun—
Towards the rays most all-embracing 
Melting hardened shells replacing 
With a warmth of springtime's making 
Reclaiming wasted ways.

Move softly through the blooming fields— 
Rejoicing in the season's trust 
That in its ripening beauty must 
Be colors that are immune to rust 
That none presume to take.

Go gently into spring—
Turning toward the newer starts 
Transcending wounds that left their marks 
Leaving further behind and apart 
Those days a harsh fate did make.

—Susan Jacobowitz
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Horatian Ode (translation)

I. 5
Ouis multa gracilis

What slender boy woos you on a bed of roses 
Anointed with liquid odors

in a pleasant arbour, Pyrrha?
To please whom do you bind back your golden hair,

Plain in your refinement? Alas, how often he will 
Lament your pledge and the changed gods

and, unaccustomed to the sight, he will marvel at 
the sea buffeted by black winds.

He enjoys you now, believing that you are gold.
That you are always unattached, always attractive, 

he hopes, ignorant of the shifting wind.
They are miserable men to whom

You look dazzling, untried. By the votive tablet 
The sacred wall shows that I have hung up 

my wet garments to .the god.
Lord of the sea.

—Lisa Lashley
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Two Spanish Poems

Caballos tiene la noche 
Negros caballos de sueno,
Con ojos puro azabache 
Y duros cascos de hierro.

Punales tiene la sombra, 
Finas navajas de acero.
Que buscan perdida honra 
Entre las hojas del miedo.

Antiguas furias de nuevo 
Miden en silencio el tiempo, 
Contando gotas de poluo 
Con sus agujas de viento.

Buhos de mecanico vuelo
A

Acechan la efimera suerte, 
Mientras cabalga en el cielo 
La siempre despierta muerte.

—Javier Rodriguez
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II.
Atardecer

El antiguo ojo de fuego
Sigue su antiguo destine:

✓Sus ultimos rayos cesan 
En pedregal y camino.

✓La timida flor de valle 
Se encierra en petalo fino
Y en el crepusculo escucha 
La nitida voz del frio.

Los agujeros del eielo 
Van destilando rocio
Y los pajarillos buscan 
La tierna calor de nido.

Entre odores de mimosa,
De resina y de tamillo,
Ya la sonambula luna 
Tiende su velo amarillo.

—Javier Rodriguez



Not in full daylight may T yet
Walk these thoughts; patience, patience.
But rather by the light of you.
Pale wanderer, shall I wander 
Through these hills, and shadows of trees. 
It is for you, to you, that songs 
Rise in my breast, yet always fail 
To find words suiting your silence.
Quiet Lady of the night, who gives 
Such gentle light to my musings.
May I ask, within dark shadow.
How your face can fill my eyes?

—Donald Dennis



Eastern Hills

I stood on the side of the hill where the sun still 
shone, admiring the sunset in the blowing wind. And I 
noticed a man walking down the slope of the hill opposite 
me, stones rolling out from under his feet as he stepped. 
His hair danced in the wind. He had wound around his 
thin body a soiled draping cloth; I knew from this that 
he must have come a long way. As he approaehed, he 
brushed the hair from his eyes in a familiar way...I had 
been waiting for him.

The wind ran past, earrying with it my words. "You 
think it is time?" I asked in wonderment, mixed with not 
a little awe. "You know...that they are strong?" I 
looked away from him, my eyes foeusing on the darkening 
sky. Did I notiee, in turning away, a look of sadness 
in his faee?

"Who eares about them?" he replied, answering my 
questions with yet another question. But I heard a smile 
in his voice, so he must not have had that sadness.
"Sure, they enjoy the time now, but the sky sees their 
setting sun. The moon...the moon is ours. See it peek
ing over those hills?" I looked to see, and saw it 
hanging there amidst wildly tinted elouds.

I knew what he wanted me to say then. "We arm and 
prepare for the worst." The smoke from the fires was in 
the air now, blown towards us by the shifting wind. 
"Clothes and food, and of eourse the tents. You ean see
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our fires up over there." I pointed a lean figured fin
ger just to the right of where the silent white crescent 
was rising above the hills. Between where we stood and 
the village was the river. At night the river would 
reflect the moonlight, making the area around the shore 
brighter. "Everyone knows what they are supposed to 
do..." and here I hesitated, not really knowing if I 
should ask, "But even the soldiers? Not that we aren't 
strong also, but perhaps we can still work out something 
fair. Just last week they said..."

He interrupted with a laugh, "Just last week?" and I 
had to laugh also. It was good to laugh with him; sud
denly all the tension I had felt since seeing him again 
disappeared. In between laughter he managed to ask, "So 
which is the best way back to camp?"

I led him to where the smoky fires were. The smoke 
was so thick that evening that most everyone had gone 
inside. Even the children, who were usually still to be 
seen playing outside, had retreated to the warmth of the 
tents. We were all out of hardwood by then, or else 
people were saving it for the cold nights thought still 
to arrive. We were burning peat in the fires, although 
most of it had decayed beyond the ability to provide 
any warmth; only smoke. I thought he had never been to 
the camp before, but he seemed to know the way to the 
tent better than I. Lifting the canvas of the entrance, 
he motioned for me to follow him in. Had he not, I 
would have walked home. There never was anything
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interesting going on in the tent...
As our eyes adjusted to the dark of the indoors, we 

managed to find a couple of stools to sit on. There 
were fourteen there that night; fifteen if you counted 
the orator at the front of the room. Everyone was 
turned facing him, balanced on the edge of their stools 
and benches in order to catch every word. Although I 
did happen to notice one fellow who seemed to be not 
paying attention. He was asleep on the shoulder of a 
woman who was sipping wine from a leather container. 
Every now and then she would force some of the wine past 
the lips of the sleeper, as if she were feeding a reluc
tant baby.

The guy at the front was spouting on about how power
ful they were in the city—a frequent point made in the 
tent of meeting. They didn't have to use peat for their 
fires, he was saying. No, I thought, but then we had 
running water in our tent. A bit of the river had been 
diverted so that some water would flow under the lip of 
the tent, across the floor in a ditch that had been 
scooped out for it, and then out under the other side. 
The ditch had been dug between where the listeners would 
sit and the podium. Tonight behind the speaker there 
was a spitting, crackling blaze. Someone had contribu
ted some precious hardwood to the proceedings.

I turned my attention again to the speaker. Glaring 
green eyes darted among the fourteen like two scared 
fish; dyed hair and flushed face lent him a clown-like
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appearance. Arms flailing, he said, "So, you think you 
know something? Do' you not bother to see? They are 
strong, yes. Perhaps there is a way, but once your raft 
finds the white water, there is no changing direction or 
even stopping. The river is swift, moving forever down
stream. And it takes you where it will."

I noticed that my friend, the one who I had entered the 
ten with, had gotten out of his seat and was walking over 
to a string which dangled from one of the rafters. Sud
denly he raised his voice to address the seated crowd, 
that fleeting sadness-smile on his face. "But we control 
the river," he said, giving a tug to the string. This 
action released the small blocking door, which fell to 
prevent water from entering the tent. The orator was put 
off balance, and struggled to find some way to save face. 
My friend took advantage of this momentary uncertainty by 
stepping over the ditch to the front of the room. I no
ticed how wide apart his eyes were in comparison to the 
guy that had been speaking, and how his demeanor was much 
more subdued. The previous orator realized that it was 
hopeless for him to regain the attention of the crowd, 
and sat down trying not to look embarrassed.

"How long have you been listening to words such as 
these?" asked my friend. He then pointed a finger at me. 
"He informs me that you are ready now. You have stored 
food and clothing in your tents, and some have stored 
wood. Of course there have been disturbances lately... 
all the more reason for you to take them now. Do that
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for which you have long been waiting. They are weak, but 
of their weakness they beeome more aware with the passing 
of the days. Soon they will try to make up for it. Bro
thers, all the pent up hatred you have for them swells, 
he said, again moving toward the dangling string. "All 
you have to do is set it free." Then he gave a tug on 
the string, and all the water that had been building up 
behind the little door was released. It rushed through 
the room with speed and violence.

The audience stirred to approval. People began to 
stand, and walked to the front of the room to engage my 
friend in conversation. I saw that he wanted me to come 
and join them.

Their city is below us," I heard someone say. "The 
river runs through the hills to the west after it passes 
the village, and the city is located where the river 
begins to flow over more or less the level ground. The 
river runs underneath the high walls of the city. We 
should raft a few people into the city during the night 
to open the gates."

I looked to see who had made the suggestion; it was 
none other than the clown who had been speaking when we 
entered the tent. I studied him closely before I spoke. 
"No, that way is as clear to them as our fires at night. 
They are sure to have archers ready for someone floating 
in under the walls. There is an easier way. There are 
those in the city that are as unhappy with them as we 
are." Unhappy was the closest word; I thought of Rahab.
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"They will help us themselves."
We left the tent to look over the horses. They told 

us that they were ready too.

—Joshua Berlow

A Child of the Desert

Pity the child of the desert 
Whose heart had known but hurt;
Days of sweat and nights of tears,
Salt upon the dirt.

Pity the child of the desert 
Who only knows the sun;
Nothing of a luminous moon 
Which shines when day is done.

Pity the child who hears the wind 
On lonely, barren nights;
Heavy is the heart that bore 
The weight of tragic sights

Pity the child of the desert 
Who tries to reach the sea;
Its rocky prison to escape.
Its apparent fate to flee. ^

—Susan Jacobowitz
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Creon's Speech to Oedipus, lines 584-615 
from Oedipus Rex

Restrain your wrath and consider my plight—
Is it better to be King and dwell in fear,
Or live in Royalty and sleep at night?

I neither yearn to be tyrant 
Nor seek tyrannical rule 

When 1 can sit on my throne.
Look wise, though a fool.

You confront the world's problems without any fear. 
But if I ruled, I'd curse the job...
Since for me, such power is not so dear!

Now I rule without pain and wield great power. 
Delighting in my finest hour.
Now I rejoice always and bid welcome to all,
—And yet you accuse me.

Desiring my fall...
How do you expect me to understand this?
A mind full of treason 
Does not share in my bliss.

I did not contrive this ugly plan
Nor would I commit any other cruel deed.
But...prove my inocence:

Go to Pytho and ask of the news.
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You will find yourself very confused.

But if, by chance, you should find
That I am the cause of this dreadful plot.
Then I will plead guilty...
For I am certain of judicial rot.

To dispense of a good friend is the same 
As forfeiting your own life, which all men acclaim.

All dangers are perceived in time.
And time will tell of the man who is good 
And one day will censure the man who is rude.

—Chuck Reuben

-51-



Ice Dream

Whispered silent questions 
Of confusion quite concise.
Parry new opinions 
Salt bland blind advice.

Compromise and boundaries 
Coming to an end.
Intelligence is over 
None will comprehend.

Are dreams conceived above us 
Beyond the common mind?
The product of a genius 
Pure and unrefined.

Are these dreams impossible 
Towers to the sky?
Heaven's stairway stretching 
Beyond the mighty high?

No arch of understanding 
Connects a question with a dream. 
The two worlds exist diversely 
Like clear ice and misty steam.

—Jeff McClelland
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The White Wolf

From the pit of winter's pale ashen hand 
Fell, hunger, famine, and death on the land.
Many were the weak who fell to the strong.
Great was the hunger, and great was the wrong.

Hell-spawn of the mountains, preyed on the farm.
And died a young mother, screaming alarm.
Then a red-eyed devil, pale as moonlight 
Fed on the child and fled into the night.

Behind came the pack, they swiftly did run,
A coal black, a brown, a gray and a dun.
Their obscene jaws gapping red with the blood.
They fled 'cross the moore, through snow frosted mud.

To the sound of a voice ridden with pain.
Alas, they were dead, the man cried in vain:
The pale, silent lips which uttered no sound 
Lay lifeless and dead on the unfeeling ground.

The white wolf ran on quite heedless of shame 
His hell-red eyes flamed, behind the pack came.
On through the blizzard he loped at his ease 
And that white wolf, vanished into the trees.

Night passed into day, and day into night.
The dark became thick, it smothered the light.
The spectre loped onward, never to tire.
With strength in his muscles and eyes of fire.

They starved for a week then turned on the gray 
Devoured their comrade and went their way.
They ran for the ridge their number was four.
Then a shot cracked and the brown was no more.

Over the mountains passed down through a town.
Behind them, cold clay, whose souls had gone down.
In their wake came the man still and unseen.
His face was care-worn; set, leathered, and lean.
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The people stared at that huge mountain man,
At his large frame and his deep rustic tan.
His black eyes were hard as he swore revenge.
The harsh words echoed a sorrowing tinge:

"That wolf killed my child and he killed my wife,
By the flow of his blood I shall have his life.
I shall hunt him down, I shall have his head,
I shall have his hide to cover my bed."

He hunted those wolves till he got the dun.
Then he got the black, that left only one;
The red-eyed devil with the death white hair 
Whose hellish scream, steeped the lucid night air.

He raged at a flock and scattered the sheep.
He slashed the man's throat who was fresh from sleep. 
Then he drank the blood and pulled his head high 
And he raised his voice and cursed at the sky.

'Twas the wind of the north that brought the scent.
He lowered his head and away he went.
•Twas the blond-headed man with the bearded face.
Who tenaciously, viciously kept the pace.

The wind in his face the hunter behind.
He flew like a ghost, with singular mind.
He was the hunter, no one's prey was he.
He'd kill this nemesis he would be free.

He lead the man tho the high mountain range.
Then that crazy white wolf waxed wise yet strange.
He dashed for a cliff, straight toward the side.
Then swerved for a thicket and knelt to hide.

As he crouched, his white coat matched with the snow 
The red eyes flamed high with the viel crimson glow. 
Then came the man, walking straight to the ledge.
And the satanic wolf slunk out of the hedge.
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The demon gave vent to an ominous growl,
That rose to the sky in a hideous howl.
Man shouldered his axe, and narrowed his eye.
Beast tightened his muscles, low he did lie.

Like a summons from hell, that wolf rent the air.
The man swung his axe, he swung it with care.
He cleaved the wolf's head and stepped into space.
As he fell, dismembered jaws closed on his face.

Thus ends a quest a loves death had begun.
An avenger died, his deed being done.
Now the soul of a devil howls at the night 
'Tis the blood-red wolf whose eyes are death white.

—Jeff McClelland



Transportation

When the ends don't meet
We let the endings anticipate themselves. 
The flooded delta
conceals long bars of brown loam.
Slowly, the water will drain, exposing. 
Tides of previous endings 
crowd the horizon.
Against the sky, too blue 
like an eye that lies,
I detach from you,
you in the drivers seat driving.
With each rotation of earth, o -
engine,
I detach,
float safely, cloud away, 
follow outside, above the car, 
agree, divide, 
out the window and back.

My fist holds our conversation: 
a vial of distilled shadow talk 
I leave to walk backwards again 
into your body.

Faceless,
You fold me to you.
Like the night 
You are silent 
to questions 
that push on
the thin crevice between us.
Quiet smooths, 
questions,
that fill this slot like mailed letters,
or crack it wide—
the future,
our soft boiled egg.
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Here, your tepid mouth 
immediate inside, 
kites me in.
You speeify this kitchen, no other morning before. 
Pulling on the answers in our cigarettes 
Your smoke 
rings
true to my 
thought
and frames your face; 
ashes funnel to memory.
You lasoo my neck
lead me bade to this room
that I resist.

With cups swinging from hooks 
in the cupboard; 
what I can not do, 
now stays put.
Like a photograph 
before I take it, 
that which I could do 
is the torment.

Driving past,
the delta was draining, draining.
Like whale's backs,
the land rose up out of itself.
Water spread away 
with my agreement.
Mud baked sucking under sun.
Hand on your thigh as
muscle shifted us up the highway.
My refraction: quartzite air breaking 
broken off the water.
Fingers of land stretching; 
over thigh, 
tided in
through the windshield.
Out over exposed flats 
Spheres of light left
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tangled in reeds.

This room.
Again you lead me back.
Lost out the window 
I might never return
if it weren't for your voice, forking 
my listless rafting
like the burn of rope around a neck.

Welcome pain,
that spirals into aroma
that fills the kitchen.
Beneath my nails it lodges.
Here we sit across the table.
Oh what a temptation it is 
to whip the cloth out from under, 
before it removes itself.
As cooks we collaborate.
Separate, faceless.
We choose correct utensils; shape a seci-et meal
This, I can hold on to,
clasp fingers around,
throw, a glass ball, from
hand to highway, water, anywhere that
goes and takes;
cracks or doesn't,
matter later.

Like an anchor
the invisible flavor finally grounds me 
here, wrapped in breakfast.
Driving the forks 
we pitch smiles pale 
diabolic; like hay 
they filter through sunshafts, 
pile like sawdust, around our 
feet, bare and twitching.

—Susan Gevirtz
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