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Midnight, an Old House IOY2 x 22 Debra Hammond Keating 

BAR-LIFE 

He said, "How beautiful your eyes are!"
 
Shouting over the din, then bought me a wine.
 
I ran my tongue around the cold glass rim.
 
A band was playing, jazzy, very loud,
 
And near us, it made me feel:hmmmmm Daddy,
 
Give me a little feel, a little closer. My
 
Dress was sliding open over the thigh, just like
 
Silk, sliding air-like over the bare-white leg.
 
He was there, his eyes low, sliding down
 
The front of my neck, his hands sliding
 
Up the hips. I bared my teeth. We paid
 
The band and they played half the night.
 

Diana Abu-Jaber 
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'Playground Seconds 6Yz x 6 Karen Czajkowski 

OLD LADIES AIN'T WHAT THEY
 
USED TO....
 

Feels like rain....my bones yup old man it's a long 
time to be hanging around breeze kicks up goes right 
through you...plaid jacket's on the chair down
stairs...nope on the couch....kinda worn but warm...crap 
these days is terrible like we didn't have a 
budget...ceiling needs a painting better read the paper 
first before the wind takes....god more accidents.... these 
damn kids cars are like toys to jesus old man 
when'dya get these knobby fingers wrinkles weren't 
there yester....won't ever be able to get this band off...as 
if you wanted...all these years....Roosevelt, Wilson, 
prohibition, short skirts...disgusting some of these boys 
are today...girls hanging out all over....disgusting it 
is....parks aren't even parks anymore.... they can't even 
play handball... .if that kid'd tie his hair outta his 
face could see the damn ball comi.. .few younger and 
rd doesn't matter tho...nobody'd care...Shit Fuck You 
Sucks least they know how to spell something even if it's 
on a lousy handball wall....so dirty....years ago...park 
was clean people were different..•.didn't seem s'bare 
here...graffit.. .fall's a bad time I.. ..used to be lotsa kids 
swinging over...can't blame em...where are the little 
kids...damn teenagers drive everybody away just....so 
forward no manners back to the paper before it gets 
to...all this garbage who wants t'see it anyway world's 
goin' bad...kid kills his mother...hey little fella what
taya doing crawling around ... i'n't late in the 
season... thought you guys just stayed around for picnics 
and pick up crumbs...get away now...you're itching 
me no modesty these kids.. .in the middle of the 
road didn't even do that til I was married...god it's so 
10ng..J love ya honey....miss you so much....great beauty 
50 years ago...even 2 years...thank God for memories 
and old people...stupid ant can't you take a hint. ..go 
away damn back...can't twist like that no more old 
man how long've you been sitting there...crummy 
coat old lady like you don't belong in a coat like what
ta you looking at....nosy broad staring at kids smiling 
too ... can't stand people always lookin' happy 
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today•..bench color fits right in with that gray hair.. .look 
younger with some color.. .ladies in those commercials 
always pleasing "and I'm too young to be old" go home 
and take their femirons and bitch at their 
kids.. .fools old ladies ain't what they used to...must be 
getting late cops are starting to walk arou...gotta take 
that medicine...greens at ten, whites after lunch...days 
go 'round colors...still smiling...must be remem
bering...don't look this way like I wasn't here maybe I 
am just a fixture on this cracked...just a fixture sounds 
poetic for talking about an old man...one day you gotta 
get some of this jazz down...kids today go for nonsense 
instead...good old romance...where'd it go stupid 
kid...ripped up shirts like his old man don't work crab
by old broad that bike didn't even come near you and 
you golla scream.. .like the old lady on Laugh 
in...where's your handbag what a mouth ...kids 
probably never visit here couldn't stand the 
nagging...me either...wouldn't go near there...get my 
head barked off...this paper's waste s'posed to cry at 
movies not news...what's for chow make some eggs 
again....glad I'm old...eggs kill ya young they say 
everything kills ya...can't smoke without people gripin' 
about... she's moving to ... couldn'ta finished that 
book.. .lady do gooder has to get supper ready for 
exactly five doesn't even see me here...catch her 
eye...guess coughing won't do it...wish I were 15 years 
younger... .face it old man...nobody cares about old 
men...sicks kids and politicians...no old men...why 
bother coming here old lady...depressing...waste your 
energy..... nothing here ...walks good for her 
weight. .. c1assy head....knows it probably too 
good...just keep walking by...everybody does don't 
give a damn...ugly coat...no taste some people god, 
never heard that one, great mouth for a 17 year 
old.. .figures kids run outta foul.. .just make new ones 
up...speed it up lady...wind'll take your hair unfriendly 
dame what? me? hello? Better'n a nod pretty den
tures noticed me...goodbye Love see ya around 
some time for a red or is it pink must be getting 
late so cold out...sun's gone...hate that long walk...wish 
I had that coat...hafta ...remember it for tomorrow. 

Laurie Marcialis 6 

(UNTITLED)
 

His eyes like onyx
 
hair like dusty coal,
 
it has been so long.
 
Touch, touch him, he draws
 
away, a black like
 
night, with me the moon.
 

An outline, where bodies
 
barely meet, a fine line
 
like a sharp horizon.
 
Moon, pulling at darkness
 
striving to make it light.
 

A solitary moon
 
hanging in the dusk.
 
Waking birds dismiss
 
the difference between us.
 
Night opens his arms
 
to the moon as she fades.
 

Karen Belove 
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"BILLY"
 

1. No One Wants To Play Soldiers With Me 
"The difference between Pythagoras and Homer is entirely 

logarhythmic." 
Billy shuffled in his seat as the teacher droned on. He wasn't so 

sure he liked the second grade. It wasn't like the first grade at all. In 
the first grade the teacher talked about things he was interested in. 
And there were always the monkeybars at lunch time. 

"And remember that Romulus and Remus were only fulfilling the 
first stages of primitive capital accumulation." 

Billy was going to ask him whether the wolf that suckled Romulus 
and Remus fit neatly into the Narxist world-view, but decided to try 
and sneak a cookie out of the lunchbag in his desk instead. Every 
morning his mother put six homemade chocolate chip cookies into 
his lunchbag. Billy looked forward to them the most. It would be 
hard to get them out, though, because the cookies were sealed in a 
plastic bag of their own. 

"Billy? Billy, what are you doing? Can you tell us what a suggestive 
mirage is?" 

Billy pulled his hands out of his desk. He looked back at the 
teacher and said nothing. 

"Class, what do you call a suggestive mirage?" 
"An optical allusion," answered the class in unison. 
"Did you hear that, Billy? A suggestive mirage is an optical 

allusion. Do you understand that?" 
"No." 
"Why not?" 
Billy felt the class turn and look at hiJ". 
"What don't you understand about it? Would you like me to ex

plain it again, just for you?" 
"No". 
"Well, do you understand it?" 
"Yes." 
"Very good. Now then..." 
Billy looked out the window to the playground and thought about 

the first grade. He wondered why he wasn't still in the first grade. 
After all, he liked the first grade and he liked his teacher, so why 
couldn't he stay? Then Billy thought about growing older, about 
growing up. 

When willi be a grown-up? Probably a long time from now, but I 
guess I can't be too sure. It might come soon, but it probably won't. 
First grade took a long time, and so did kindergarten. Second grade 
is sure long. 

I guess I'll grow up, but it'll be a long, long time from now. I'll 
probably be a little kid forever. I bet I will be. That'll be alright, 
unless no one wants to play soldiers with me. I could always play by 
myself. But that's no fun. 

Billy?" 
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It was the teacher again. The teacher was a nice guy, but he simply 
did not know how to teach the second grade. Or maybe he did, and 
the second grade Wl:.S supposed to be unpleasant. 

"Billy? Are you paying attention? Spell 'cat' for us." 
"F - e -1- i - n - e." 
"Not quite, but that was a good try. What are you looking at out 

there? Anything interesting?" 
The teacher was trying to be nice, at least. 
"The playground." 
"Well, we still have a half an hour until lunch, so please try to con

centrate on the lesson." 
Billy wondered how long a half an hour would be, and how many 

half an hours it would take until he was grown-up. He thought about 
yesterday's lunchtime, and wondered what he was thinking a half an 
hour before lunch yesterday, and if that was really a whole day ago, 
or did it just seem that way? Then he thought about what happened 
at yesterday's lunchtime. 

"You can't play." 
"Why not?" 
"Because we already called game-sealed." 
"I played yesterday, and the day before." 
"You still can't play." 
"Why not?" 
'''Cause you're a idiot. Isn't he a idiot? Look at that stupid brown 

jacket. Billy's a idiot." 
The others joined in the chorus. 
"Billy's a idiot. Billy's a idiot." 
"Let me play, please." 
"Billy's a idiot. Billy's a idiot." 
Today he would be sure he got in the game right away. That way 

he wouldn't be an idiot. It was his day to take the ball out to the 
playground, so he would definitely be in the game. He hoped it 
wouldn't rain. 

Billy raised his hand. 
"Yes?" 
"How long is it until lunch?" 
"Twenty minutes." 
"How long ago was it twenty minutes before lunch yesterday?" 
"Twenty-four hours ago." 
"How long is that?" 
"One day." 
Billy paused for a second and glanced out the window. 
"How long will it be until it is twenty minutes before lunch 

tomorrow?" 
"Twenty-four hours." 
"A day?" 
"Yes, a whole day." 
"But couldn't it be longer, or shorter? Some days are longer than 

others, aren't they?" 
"N~, ,?f course not. They may seem to be longer, but they really 

aren t. 
::~hat's the difference between 'seem' and 'is'?" 
Billy, we are doing arithmetic. We really can't discuss philosophy 

now. And you shouldn't discuss philosophy until the fourth grade, 
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when you've had all the proper background." 
"But I might forget this question by then." 
"You might. But you'll have other, more important questions by 

then." 
Billy crossed his arms and settled back in his seat. 
"How much time until lunch now?" 
The teacher looked sternly at Billy for a moment and then an

swered. 
"Fifteen minutes." 
"Thank you." 

2. Boy, You Really Killed Him 
They ran out onto the playground, all except Billy, yelling happily. 

They ran to the wall where they always played dodgeball. In the 
second grade they played dodgeball. 

Billy took his time, bouncing the ball as he walked to the wall. He 
liked the thunk-thunk it made as it bounced. He didn't like the thud it 
made when it hit, though. 

"I throw first," said Billy. 
With the heel of his sneaker he drew a line in the dirt, about thirty 

feel from the wall. The braver boys inched forward as Billy took a 
few steps back to wind-up. The others stood rigid against the wall. 

Billy threw. Two boys dodged out of the way. Thunk. 
Billy threw again. Thud. It hit the closest boy in the shoulder. 
"You're out." 
"You're out." 
"You're out. You're out." 
Billy dodged a few more and then caught a hard one - thud - in the 

stomach. He almost dropped it, but held on. 
He walked up to the line and threw. Thunk. Again. Thunk. 
"Somebody else throw. I don't want to." 
"Why not?" 
"I have to go to the bathroom." 
Billy walked off the playground and into the cafeteria. He sat down 

at one of the lunchtables, and, stretching his arms out in front of 
him, laid his head down. He closed his eyes and listened to the 
dodgeball game outside. Thud-thunk, Thud-thunk. Thud-thunk. 

3. I Want To Be Incandescent 
The teacher sat on the edge of his desk and smiled. 
"Have any of you ever thought about what you want to be when 

you are grown-ups?" 
No one raised their hand. 
"I'm sure some of you must have though about it. Does anyone 

want to be a mother, a baseball player, or a football player? Or you 
could be a doctor or a policeman, or even a teacher. Billy, what do 
you want to be?" 

"I want to be incandescent." 
"You want to be what?" 
"Incandescent." 
"You misunderstood my question. I'm talking about a particular 

thing, a job. What do you want to be?" 
"It doesn't matter too much, as long as I'm incandescent." 
"Billy, we can't all be incandescent. can we? I don't think you've 

11 



thought about this enough. Does anyone else have any ideas about 
what they'd like to be?" 

The teacher looked around the room but no one raised a hand, ex
cept Billy. 

"Yes?" 
"Why can't everyone be incandescent?" 
The teacher took a deep breath, but didn't answer right away. He 

looked at Billy. 
"If everyone was incandescent, who would reflect? You can't have 

everyone be the same thing, can you? Not everyone can be 
President, right?" 

"But I could be incandescent, couldn't I?" 
"I suppose you could be if you really wanted to." 
"How do you do it?" 
The teacher looked at Billy, a little longer this time. 
"I don't know. I'm not incandescent." 

4. What's the Matter? Don't You Like Dodgeball? 
The next day Billy didn't run out to the wall to play dodgeball. He 

skipped over to the monkeybars. 
I wonder why they don't play on the monkeybars in second grade. 

Maybe it's one of the rules. But no one ever told me. 
Billy was sitting on the top, being a lookout at Fort Apache, when 

the gym teacher walked up. The gym teacher watched over the 
playground during lunchtime. 

"Billy, what's the matter?"
 
Billy looked at him, not sure of what to say.
 
"Billy, what's wrong? Don't you want to play dodgeball?
 
Did they say you couldn't?"
 
"No." 
"Then what's the matter? Don't you like dodgeball?" 
"I hurt my arm." 
"You hurt your arm? When?" 
"Yesterday, from throwing too hard." 
"Oh, I see. Alright." 
The gym teacher walked away as Billy climbed down the 

monkeybars into the landing craft that was waiting to take him to 
Omaha Beach. 

A little later the boy who had hurt his head came over. Billy was 
hanging upside-down, watching everything topsy-turvy, wondering 
what kind of floor the sky would make, what it would be like to hang 
from the ground. Billy smiled when he saw the boy walk over. He 
looked like a fly crawling across the ceiling. 

"Hey Billy, how come you're not playing dodgeball?" 
"I don't want to." 
"Why not? It's lotsa fun." 
"I like monkeybars better. How's your head?" 
"It still hurts...What's so good about monkeybars?" 
"I don't know. You can do more things on monkeybars, and you 

don't get sweaty." 
The boy watched Billy for a few moments as he swung back and 

forth upside-down. 
"Could I play?" 
"Yeah, you can play." Billy Grabbed the top bar and let his legs 
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slip down so that he was hanging right-side up. "Let's be spacemen." 
"Yeah," said the other boy, "And this will be our spaceship and we 

just landed on Mars, OK?" 
"OK." 
A little later the bell rang and they ran back to the cafeteria. They 

walked in with the other boys in the class. 
"You play on monkeybars." 
"You're first-graders." 
"You're first-graders." 
"You're first-graders." 

5. Second-graders Are Smarter Than First-graders 
The next morning the teacher asked if anyone had any questions 

about anything they did yesterday. Billy raised his hand. 
"Are second-graders better than first-graders?" 
"How do you mean 'better'?" 
What does he think I mean by 'better'? In first grade I never had to 

explain things to the teacher. It was the other way around. 
"Are they better people? Are they higher up? 
"Well, second-graders are smarter than first-graders." 
"How come?" 
"Because they've been through the first grade and passed it." 
"What do you have to do to pass the second grade?" 
"Accumulate the proficiency criteria." 
"How do you do that?" 
"Pass the subjects." 
"That's all?" 
Why do they make it so unpleasant if it's so easy to pass? anybody 

can pass subjects. 
The teacher answered, "That's all." 
"Then what happens?" 
"Then you go to the third grade." 
Billy was going to ask if third-graders are better than second

graders, but decided against it. 
That afternoon Billy didn't go out to the wall, or to the 

monkeybars. He didn't leave the cafeteria with the other boys in his 
class. He waited a few minutes, and then looked out the door. The 
boy he had played with yesterday was in the dodgeball game. 

Billy stepped out and watched the game for a while. Soon the 
others noticed him. The boy he had played with stood in the back 
and looked at the ground. Then they yelled over at Billy. 

"You can't play." 
"Yeah, you can't play. You're a first-grader." 
"Yeah, you're a first-grader. You can't play." 
"I don't want to play." 
Billy walked away. He walked along the fence that lined the 

playground, rattling it as he went. He walked past the monkeybars, 
glancing at them for a second, and then going on. 

He walked until he came to the sandbox he used to play in when he 
was in kindergarten. He sat down in the middle of it and started 
digging holes and tunnels and molding mountains. When it began to 
look right he reached into his jacket pockets and pulled out two 
lumpy paper bags. 
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He opened them up and dumped their contents out onto the sand. 
His soldiers. He had brought twelve Germans, twelve Americans, 
and two tanks for each side. 

Billy dug a few more trenches and set up the men. He moved them 
about, providing the orders, the sounds, the deathcries, the en· 
couragements. 

A little later the other boys came over. 
"What are you doing?" 
"Yeah, what are you doing?" 
"I'm being incandescent." 
"What?" Some of the boys giggled and nudged each other. 
"I'm being incandescent." 
"Billy's incan " 
"Billy's incan what's that word?" 
"Incandescent." 
"Billy's incandes..." They looked at each other in confusion. Some 

shrugged their shoulders. Then one of them remembered a better 
chant. 

"Billy's a idiot." 
"Yeah••Billy's a idiot." 
"Billy's a idiot. Billy's a idiot," they chanted in unison. 
Billy smiled, and ordered the American tanks to attack a hill where 

the Germans were firmly entrenched. 

Gordon Ferguson 
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YVONNE AND SYLVIA 

Yvonne 
was it your hair,
 
your long, blonde hair,
 
that made Mr. Hatch
 
(old Chicken Hatch,
 
M.A. Mathematics?)
 
spend extra hours
 
after school
 
teaching you quadratic
 
equations?
 

Sylvia (remember her,
 
the Blimp?),
 
she spent hard hours
 
alone with a textbook
 
that had a broken binding
 
and "Y.S. and C.L. 4 ever"
 
written on the inside cover
 
along with: 'New' 'Good' 'Fair'
 
'Rots'.
 

And later, Yvonne,
 
was it your eyes,
 
your radiant blue eyes,
 
and turned-up nose
 
that made Walter (Corkey) Harrington III
 
(BMOC?)
 
take you out on Walter II's
 
two-masted schooner
 
and actually let you take the 

"helk or...was it the hem or...
 
oh, the steering wheel"?
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Sylvia spent that night 
in the bathtub 
reading old issues of 
Reader's Digest, 
squeezing pimples, 
and watching the florescent light 
diffuse through the jar of 
Mr. Antonone's beauty bath 
and skin conditioner. 

And Yvonne-
was it your slender thighs, 
your wide, ivory smile, 
your firm derriere 
that put you on the cover of 
Cosmopolitan 
and made 

Sylvia, during her 
lunchbreak at 
Cosgroves Window Shades, Inc., 
turn to Bertha 
and say: 
"Oh yes, we went 
to school together; 
we were best friends, ,
 
double dated, you know..."
 
And, after a few
 
quiet moments
 
add:
 
"Yes, maybe I'll look her up."?
 

Anthony Giorgianni 
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Miasma lOx 13Y4 Debra Caswell 

(The followin~ three poems are from a series) 

MARCH 29,1926 

Zero degrees early this morning. Cooking some beans. 
Darned socks most all day. Widower Rouse here with 
the mail to night. He brought his book with him and Jake 
brought a brooder stove for the chickens. Widower 
Rouse stayed till 11. He must be lonely at home. Earlier 
some men came from Camillus to look at cows. Offered 
Jake a price of $125. for the heifer. We could use the 
money but Jake said no. I was disappointed I guess we all 
were. Westley Elliott died and Mr. Thomas O'Neill died 
a few days ago also one of the Elliott cousins. Twenty 
nine eggs today. Snowed. 

Denise Jochem 
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JULY 15,1926 

Rain through this a.m. Mr. Rouse over this morning with 
the mail. Told how he over took a bunch of girls and 
fellows that been running around half the night and had 
to haul their car out of the mud up the road. They said 
started out to go to a dance and got lost. Howard T. 
came over late tonight and told us bad news about Burt 
hitting a tree with the old car last night and how Sheriff 
Normar found him dead on the ground this morning. 
Normar thought he must have been loaded again and fell 
asleep. Mrs. T. didn't want any visitors. Jake took it bad 
and sobbed. 

Denise Jochem 

JULY 16,1926 

Went to Burts funeral this afternoon had it out in the 
yard. Quite cold. Went over the the cemetery too. Mrs. 
T. was hysterical. Howard had to hold her up some 
times. I baked them a cake. Jake didn't go but stayed 
home and drawed in hay. I stood with Widower Rouse 
and Carrie. He told me Burt was bound to die of booze 
and held my arm. I felt happy but its been so long. Rain 
has cleared. Stars shining tonight. 

Denise Jochem 
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THE JOKE ON JULES
 
First, the leap of conjecture: this, my resting on an obsecure 

backstreet in Paris, marked an ending. On the previous evening, af
ter sitting in front of a railroad station, watching a silver of red 
moon shivering on the surface of rainwater in a fountain fallen into 
disuse, I'd bought a ticket, stepped onto a train, and travelled 
through a blur of soft blackness away from the coastal countries, the 
far-flung Netherlands, towards a center. The night passes; I heard 
the train's last exhalations, felt the breaking of speed and a slow roll 
into the Gare du Nord. Dawn broke, the beginning of a brittle day 
caught firmly in the jaws of Autumn. I took to the city and mean
dered left and right down various sidestreets until I tired and sat 
where fatigue overtook me, on the sidewalk, propped against a 
building's sooty foundation. 

When I felt revived, had rubbed out a spot on my coat and brushed 
it clean, I grabbed for my sack of goods. Soon I was rummaging 
through possessions which crept outward around me, turning the 
dismal plain, the duneless desert of the sidewalk into familiar 
topography. Clothes, wine tobacco and slews of debris that I culled 
from my surroundings, my artifacts, spilled over the crumpled brim 
of my paper sack. My bag had become a bulky weight because of the 
artifacts that I gathered - the stones and sea glass, the feathers, 
colored papers, the bits of wood and metal - distorting the way I 
walked, held up against my side until it seemed to be growing into 
me, a Siamese twin, a deaf-mute, an amputee constantly bumping 
me in the ribs. Still, I needed the artifacts as I needed my clothes. I 
couldn't get rid of them. I carried my bag and the things that I collec
ted around with me, always. The amputee stuffed lumpy with junk 
for organs was something to cling to, for which I felt a kind of relief, 
the kind that allowed me to curse the Siamese growth, to rail loudly 
enough to draw stares. 

My humble possessions were creeping far and wide so I gathered 
them up with the care of a miser. Then as I finished I heard 
something creak above my head; a heavy signboard in the wind. At 
a second gust the board swung farther, rusty hinges grating, and I ~ 

saw the sign in flaking paint: King's Estate Hotel. The King's estate; 
an English Hotel? a tourist hotel? I'd stay there. I was decent and had 
money. Yes, the King's Estate Hotel. 

The building's foundation had sighed, the center of the hotel 
sagged, and it teetered in its place against the sky between two stur
dier structures. 

I entered. The lobby was sunken several steps; the furniture was 
scattered. Prints hanging around the room were crooked, and the 
walls, floors and ceilings joined unevenly. 

I clumped up to the reception desk, my bag throwing a mild limp in
to my walk. 
The desk attendant emerged from a backroom in a wrinkled jacket 

edged in black, with a starched collar. His face was narrow, his 
cheeks scooped out and rough, like dried yellow mud, and a char
coal sprout of hair jutted up from his head, curving to one side. He 
rested his left hand on the desk and tapped his forefinger. His right 
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arm hung stiff-looking at his side. His eyes glistened, dilated, looked 
off to the side of the lobby. 

My feet shuffled; my bag was heavy; I bumped it down onto the 
counter. 

The attendant threw his head back at the sounds of quick surgery 
that dismembered me in his lobby and his eyes shrank, sharpened to 
metallic points stuck in the knotted e~pression of his face like nails in 
the fist of a child. The fists, the nails, dug at me. 

He didn't want me here, though that I was a panhandler, a 
vagabond, fiercely destitute. To him I was not the grey clad and 
careful man I though myself to be. 

I was dirty; I was poor. 
His eyes still dug me. He didn't want me to take a room. 
My bag of belongings was soiled, marring his counter. My finger

tips were soiled and swollen from scratching under the fallen stones 
of medieval ruins. I resisted. I was not just filthy. I'd been in the Low 
Countries---; 

The disdain, the maniacal fixation in his eyes, the fisted nails did 
not dig beneath my appearance, only struck the surface. 

--I was bruised, exposed, had rummaged through the ruins, a 
hellish exhibition of yearning. I'd looked in the irregular con
figurations of the stacked and chiselled stone walls that still pushed 
upward off the sodden land for the patterns incarnate in me. I was 
certain that I'd come out of the Low Countries, more; that I was a 
pulse in an overlap in the texture of time which constantly folded 
back upon itself - kneaded in, re-absorbed in order to sense itself, 
feel itself, try to defeat the notion of passing by compressing oc
currence. I pushed against an idea, determined not be diverted, cer
tain that a progenitor's hard had patterned the stones of the walls I 
examined on the forms of his body character and lineage; I'd been 
drawn there to look, to see if my certainty had some basis, an an
swer, an echo dimly heard, or if my desire had synthesized the 
illusion out of the cool rarified emptiness of night air. I peered under 
the fallen stones for feelings that belonged to me --; 

This shabby attendant was trying to push me away because I was 
not now clean, because I'd been among ruins. And he thought my 
worthlessness was obvious to us both. Though I was being so 
reduced I still resisted weakly. I pulled at the skin on my neck, rub
bed the stubble on my chin. 

--feelings the propensity for which was inborn because the 
progenitor carried a stone from an oxcart on a boggy road, trudging, 
straining; and he'd mortared it into a castle wall, trowelling and car
ving the crude mortar according to the unknown dictates the sundry 
inflections of thought and half-thought, a whole spectrum of mental 
turbulence occurring in a barrage of simultanaeity, directing 
gestures by degrees, directing here the trowel scraping with the 
diligence of a craftsman, embossing the work with his print. He, an 
ancestor shaped in speculation, manifested himself peculiarly in that 
wall, not only in its building but in the very way in which it 
deteriorated over the years: how and where weather seeped in 
wearing away the wall; the single stones inevitable fall from the 
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wallside during some rainwashed afternoon was as much a 
manifestation of the work-bent craftsman as the configuration in 
which he'd originally placed the stone. 1 sought to read the palim
psest of codes through which the world was consistently re
fabricated. I was looking for a connection in myself, a coincident in 
the codes to act as a key, to open for me the slim alley of escape 
which day to day dullness denied. 1rolled cracking stones tufted with ,
grass, patched with moss, and dug my fingers into the earth beneath
 
until my nails split and fingers bled and the blood soaked into the
 
ground. I smelled the earth, pressed my cheek to it, stayed in I
 
vestigating various ruins until 1was driven off by burly owners, con

stables or caretakers with curses and at times the blows of a cane,
 
driven off even from that one slope of ruins that had tantalized me
 
with the sensation of closeness, of treading a fine, far-flung edge,
 
about to cross over, slip through a gap into a fuller reading of the
 
palimpsest. There was a curving hillside, thick with sod and a figure
 
of ruins: an archway adjacent to the remnants of a wall, a toppled
 
granite block punctuating the scene. The day leaned heavily, the
 
slant of afternoon about to fall into night. The sun had broken on the
 
hill and spread along the rim, crimson dissolving. The dusk was
 
almost tangible, and still with a stillness that demanded attention. 1
 
thought that this was one of the convergence moments; shapes and
 
sounds, area and light, plus myself, juxtaposed and about to give
 
way: the moment moving through me. 1 thought that all 1 had to do
 
was hold the full shape of that moment and make the right moves in
 
the advancing azure of evening and I'd have found a first tone. a
 
starting point, and been certain to a degree that 1 understood the
 
workings of the world. 1was waiting when a silhouette appeared on
 
the hilltop, a gangling man, like a black wisp of flame against the
 
drying blood darkening in the sky, a man carrying a stick. He
 
shouted, mangled the delicate machinations of the moment and
 
came after me waving the stick. 1 felt like a lunatic who'd escaped
 
his tether, pursued, hunted, beaten, under a noonday sun, a vertical
 

. shaft that banished shadows, nuance, made everything common in 
its glare. With a man who had more rights that me chasing me off 
this property 1felt like a painfully common lunatic. 

"Private property, private property!" The man shouted at me in 
garbled Dutch. He chased me, caught me, beat me with the stick and 
sent me away. 

"Private property;" that was clear: each exiled to his own. Thus 1 
was left inseparable from my own sack of goods, to do with them 1what 1 could. That was the last ruin. Farther west were the coastal
 
towns. 1was tired, bruised --: .~
 

This attendant was trying to drive me off as well. Where was his
 
cane? No. He couldn't. 1had money; he was on the business side of a
 
reception desk. 1wanted to stay, needed to rest--;
 

--I'd found nothing, nothing but more small artifacts for my lumpy
 
paper bag. The artifacts, the junk that 1 carried was my certainty. 1
 
could cluster it around me, construct a familiar realm.
 

"I want a room for a few days," 1said. The words came our slowly.
 
I leaned to one side and forward until my face floated so near the at
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tendant that 1caught for an instant a conves reflection of myself on 
his eye. His sprout of hair rose upward as he propped himself onto 
the front of his feet, pressing his left hand on the counter for balan
ce. He looked away. His eyes stopped digging. 

"A room?" he said. 
"Yes. This is a hotel isn't it?" 
His lips twitched as he nodded and as he slid the register to me 

someone else entered the hotel. A huge man, a mammoth in 
checkered pants blotted out the light at the hotel entrance. The 
eclipse distracted me. He filled the doorway, then the foyer, a con
tinum, movement and mass trundling. He absorbed the steps to the 
sunken lobby, moving to the staircase beyond the desk. 
1 looked away, found the space for my name and bent to sign but 

the ink line ran out of control, off the page, as though 1was having a 
seizure. I'd been rammed. 1lost mv balance. The pen fell to the floor 
and 1 had to grip the edge of the desk to keep from falling myself. 
The mammoth man in checkered pants with pink flesh bulging bet
ween his white shirt collar and hair receded without a word. 

1dropped to the floor and groped for the pen. 1was flushed and hot 
by the time my fingers, blind worms squirming off my hands, 
crawled over it, lying in grit, under the desk. 

The attendant smirked at me. 
"One of our more regular guests," he said, looking over at the 

staircase. 
1 finally signed and paid. But still he would not cooperate, as 

though his sluggishness would wither my patience, crumple my 
determination. 

"My key," 1said. Nothing more. He turned in mock obeisance from 
the desk to fumble among the cubby holes, searching out a key. 

My annoyance, boring into the back of his head began to subside as 
the attendant turned from the cubby holes. 

"Mister Joooles?" he said and dangled the key in front of my face. 
His rough cheeks were crinkled and his lips stretched away from his 
strained space teeth in a grin. 

1 took the key, found the number engraved on it and muttered a 
mechanical: "Thank you." 

"Mister Jooles?" the attendant called again, and over the desk he 
offered me his gloved hand. 

1 was shocked. Wooden headed harlequins painted with sardonic 
faces seemed to pop from the walls to herald the surprise. Within 
cloaks and cloaks of hostility and revulsion the attendant acquiesed; 
a human hand reached out from the dark folds, across the crevice 
separating us. 

"Welcome," he said, "I hope you enjoy your stay." 1 took his hand, 
grateful and glad for what he was doing, expecting a run of feeling 
through my arm. 

But the hand was cool numb rigid. 1felt my face fall and 1looked at 
the attendant. His hideous mouth and eyes and sallow cheeks pulsed 
at me, magnifyign further at each beat, and he began to wrench his 
shoulder. The hand shook, jiggled loosely in mine; then he yanked 
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back strenuously and a wooden appendage the length of a forearm 
slipped hom his sleeve and left it flapping in front of him. He bawled 
with laughter: 

"Hoo, hoo, hoo, Mister Joooles." 
His body quivered and his head lolled and he fleefully thumped the 

side of his head with the stump of his arm, all the while hoo, hoo, 
hooing. 

I was horrified and slammed down the arm on the desk, slammed it 
several times until my shock frozen had thawed enough to leave the 
forearm on the desktop, then I grabbed my bag and rushed up the 
stairs, taking two and three steps with each adrenalin leap. But I en
countered, not yet on the second landing, that celestial mass, the 
fat man, laboriously hoisting himself from step to carpeted step, 
leaning heavily on the banister, heaving and panting, gasping with 
each effort to climb another step. I was so unnerved and afraid that 
I'd see the attendant following me up the stairs that I pressed against 
him, stepped on his heels, pushed my hands into the bulges of his 
back, pressed tighter still against his flab until I shouted from cor
nered fear: 

"Damn it! Hurry you fat beast", whereupon he paused, heightening 
my anxiety further. He shook his head and lumbered on at a slower 
pace until he plateaued at the second landing. He turned to me, still 
blocking my way, and peered down like a bloated idol, his face 
scarlet and juicy with sweat, his chest expanding in a painful wheeze 
for every breath. His shirt and tie cut into his neck as he brought his 
face· a greater platter of flesh slit with eyes and mouth -- directly in 
front of mine then bellowed with the full muster of his lungs: 

"Ah, it's you who've said that. I'm a respected resident here, and a 
doctor besides;" he rattled the black bag that he was carrying next to 
my head; "I'm a doctor, not someone who lives out of a bag. And I 
don't want to cater to your impatience, nor do I want to hear your in
sulting remarks." 

He coughed, coughed, was caught in a convulsion of coughing. His 
steaming face shrank to its higher prospect as he wiped his mouth 
with a handkerchief and continued his harangue. 

And from the lobby down below I could hear: 
"Hoo, hoo, Mister Joooles," beginning to rise up the stairs, the 

disembodied voice threatneing to overtake me. I pushed past the 
doctor, found my room and shut myself in behind a locked door, 
with my bag of goods, relinquished myself to the walls. 

J.W. Zalenski 

IN THE BAR
 

Don't you feel like you're out West-
With a cowboy shirt and buckskin vest? 
We're all lined up like bottles on a fence, 

Waiting for high noon. 

Gabrielle Lecat 
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WHO DID IT?
 

People and shadows
 
Are about the same.
 
Common images,
 
With little to claim.
 
I am my shadow.
 
My shadow is me.
 
I am an image
 
And will always be.
 
People and shadows
 
Are about the same.
 
So I'm not guilty;
 
My shadow's to blame.
 

Gary Gibson 
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BEHIND RIPPLED WINDOWS
 

A storm blew off that lake,
 
Black with snow and whipping
 
Winds far ahead of it.
 

We watched that formless hulk
 
heave out its sides, take us
 
deep as night in darkness.
 

I was young them, and drawn
 
like a warrior to
 
challenge; I waited there,
 

my face tilted into
 
the first eddies of snow,
 
and the others went home
 
to crackling fireplaces,
 
checkers and hot chocolate.
 

The waves, more and more daring,
 
sprayed my face senseless, dumb.
 
I stood there like a wounded
 

guard, stiff, numb from the
 
whims of gusting crossfire.
 
I felt obliged to withstand.
 

But when it blew too heavy
 
with snow, I knelt and listened
 
hard for time to howl past.
 

And it did. And it does.
 
There's a storm outside, as
 
black and bitter as ever,
 
and from here, behind rippled
 
windows, I watch it rage.
 

Richard Olson 
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BEHIND RIPPLED WINDOWS
 

A storm blew off that lake,
 
Black with snow and whipping
 
Winds far ahead of it.
 

We watched that formless hulk
 
heave out its sides, take us
 
deep as night in darkness.
 

I was young them, and drawn
 
like a warrior to
 
challenge; I waited there,
 

my face tilted into
 
the first eddies of snow,
 
and the others went home
 
to crackling fireplaces,
 
checkers and hot chocolate.
 

The waves, more and more daring,
 
sprayed my face senseless, dumb.
 
I stood there like a wounded
 

guard, stiff, numb from the
 
whims of gusting crossfire.
 
I felt obliged to withstand.
 

But when it blew too heavy
 
with snow, I knelt and listened
 
hard for time to howl past.
 

And it did. And it does.
 
There's a storm outside, as
 
black and bitter as ever,
 
and from here, behind rippled
 
windows, I watch it rage.
 

Richard Olson 
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~-; IAM TEN YEARS OLD 

Rocky 161/2 X 2\ Karen Czajkowski 

I am then years old and in the back seat. 
When I was ten years old I was always in the back seat. 
And if there were two others there with me I would be in the middle 

with my knees high in the air because of the hump that ran down the 
center of every car. The hump ,that ran from one end of the other 
divided the car into two parts vertically and the seats, again, 
horizontally, so there are four squares one for each person and here 
I sit in the middle of the two back sections with my knees high and I 
belong nowhere. I do not have a square of my own and I am leeching 
off the squares that are not mine and I am not a part of the whole. I 
am a growth come o'f the whole. A sorn. The eel that grasps and the 
carp that scarfs from the scum of the adle. I would sit there with my 
knees high and want to have my own twelve by twelve or be at least 
able to move, and always in my mind was the wish to be the Boss 
and be up there in the Front. I needed to be in the Front because you 
could see what was going on around you up there. 

On your left would be the driver and you could watch his every 
move and in front of you was the big glass window pane. And just 
there out of your reach was that endless slab coming at you, always 
coming at you with the other cars upon it and their people always 
watching that slab coming at them. You are not moving. The slab is 
a part of the earth and the earth is rotating at one thousand miles 
per and that slab is coming at you and the wheels of the car are tur
ning forwards to let the slab pass under and go beyond, and when 
you reach the point on the map you get off. When the slab brings the 
point on the map to you you see a fat man on stage wearing a blue 
operators' coat and pants, and with his trick cigarette and his legs 
kicking high to the 'away we go' you exit. In the Front you can see all 
this happening and you have control. In the back seat you have no 
control and without control you have no confidence. This is nil. 
Nothing. There is the big Zero. 

And I am ten years old and in the back seat peering over the edge 
out through the rear window and I am scared and all TENSE and can 
feel real fear inside. 

Down the sand and gravel road about a mile and then to the right 
up old highway number two which parallels, at times, the Elizabeth 
Way; just stretching north of the city of General Brock, population 
of twenty thousand and boat tour capital of the world, there appears 
a farm community with its' one room school house and great expen
se of corn and potato as far as these eyes can see, with the slow 
thinking cow and the farmer with fingers gone and the tractors roar· 
ing, and the fresh eggs from the straw of the barn for breakfast 
every morning. This place is North Augusta, and there are no East 
or West or South Augustas around it but it is the very place where 
my mother and her sister and brother were born and raised, just out· 
side General Brocks' city with the population of twenty thou. 

I can remember a picnic with my family and my mothers' sisters' 
family in front of the one room school house that was empty then 
and sat within the great green tracts of land, just inside the barbed 
wire than ran straight down the road from one end to the other until 
a bend in the road a few miles down blocked the sight of it though 
you knew it was there, stretching straight down the road ever far. 
ther. And inside the barbed wire and in front of the school house we 
sat like the meat between the bread, and had our picnic. 
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The two families were there together, eating food from paraffin 
packages and running through the tall grasses and taking snapshots 
of each other, having a grand time all afternoon long until it was 
time to go back. I sat there watching from the blanket spread upon 
the ground and saw a car going down past me on the road and then I 
was in that car going out of North Augusta with its' Rural Routes 
and then up into the city of General Brock and out of it, down the 
final stretches of old highway number two and then turning left to go 
up the sand and gravel about a mile. And stopping at the end, just in 
front of the cottage that was my summer home, I felt the gears rever
sed and knew the machine was being backed up to be parked, going 
right towards the edge. 

Extended below me is the great St. Lawrence with its' one thousand 
isles peering over the edge out through the water right back to me. I 
exist at the edge of a cliff that to me now would look like only a 
small declining slope, scattered with aging boles right down to the 
marshy shoreline; and I remember. I can recall when this slanted 
ground looked to me like the edge of a great abyss. And as I knelt in 
the back seat with my eyes searching while the gears were in reverse 
and the car was slowly backed into position I could not be sure that 
the driver saw this edge. I could not be certain because I was not the 
one in control. I was afraid all the while the car moved backwards 
out towards the great river and was afraid that the driver was not in 
control either and could not see the edge and we would go too far 
back and then it would be too late and all I would be able to see 
would be that river with its' deep water coming at me. Just out of my 
reach, out through the glass was the river with its' deep water 
coming at me, and then the car would meet the water and go under. 
All the doors are locked and the windows are up but the water is 
coming in. My breath is held but I've got to breath and the car is 
going down deeper and the water is still coming in, faster now. 
Above each square a bubble of air appears and the driver and the 
passenger up Front have theirs and the ones on each side of me in 
the back have theirs and then one appears for me out of nowhere 
and we can all breath now among all this water. It is dark all around 
except for the bubbles of air which are intense silver. I watch as all 
the bubbles get smaller and mine is gone first but I must breathe so I 
move to the next square and when that one is gone I go on to the 
next and to the next and finally to the last until all the silver is gone 
and I am the last one. 

I When the gears w¢re reversed and the car was backed to the edge I 
would be afraid beciuse they all would be gone except me. I would 

III!I sit in the middle and then sit in their sections and move the bodies 
I around the twelve by twelves and would be alone. I would be the 

sorn. I would be the eel that grasps and the carp that scarfs from the 
scum of the adle. ";111 
And no one to care for me but me. 

II But we made it. 
And we got out of the car and went towards the cottage that sat at 

the edge of the cliff, the abyss with its' great river down below, to see 
my aunt and uncle and the two children with the little black dog. 

That is what we did, the five of us together. 
And you could smell the air that was Canadian, and looking down 

the sand and gravel you would see the road take a hill and then wind 
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to the right into the wood and you'd loose it, and feel secure, all 
sealed up and content at the end of the long mile, just taking in all 
that fresh Canadian air. 

Soon there would be the walks to the other end of the road to get 
the daily ice-cream cone, with its milky softness dripping into the 
heat at our feet on the journey back, up the sand and gravel about a 
mile. And there would be the fire in the great stone hearth, the quiet 
of the night so common on the river, and the two families there in 
the silence, gathered all around, just having what is called a good 
time. It was a peaceful time. 

And there would be the rides on the water, the boat rides on the 
great river St. Lawrence. 

In a car I would always wear the seatbelts, hoping that if there ever 
was an accident this might save me. In the boat I always had the 
Coast Guard seat cushion under me with my hands fastened to it, 
tighter when the boat went to meet a wave or took a sharp turn, 
shooting wash into the wind. It was alot of fun, being out there jet
ting across the blue-greene and seeing land go down past me on 
either side, little chunks of island here and there. But I was always 
afraid that I would go over the edge of the craft and drop into the 
wetness and go under. And the boat would keep on going and I 
would see it get smaller and go farther away as it took the waves and 
made the sharp turns. 

And if it came back for me, it would already be too late. 
And even when, after taking the boat out many times to do some 

fishing at five in the morning with my cousins and my sister, all of us 
shivering in the dawn watching that orange globe pull its' way over 
the horizon, or anchoring the boat out somewhere deep and swim
ming through the coolness, I still found that little tinge of fear. But 
this all was awhile ago. My fears of yesterday. Today is not the 
same. 

Today is what is here now and yesterday is what was and what was 
that gave birth to what is and then vanished, leaving behind an 
unkept trail. 

Today I am alone here at this summer house, my cottage, and the 
aunt and the uncle with the two children and the black mut are gone. 
Today I am alone at the edge. 

Today I am alone, standing at the edge of the great abyss. 
Today a stale smell upon the pillows, face down. The Morning Far

ts with sheets billowing. And it's the Meadmonth with shirtless white 
chested truants screaming out to the docks, their echos sounding off 
the glass-like water, bounding in every direction down the river. In
side a clock on a table and there is heard a soothing tick tick tick tick 
tick and then all hell breaks loose. 

"Goddamn mechanical cock," and then "shit," and silence. 
The body is in the state between sloom and slumber and it is very 

hard to roll over on the mattress. Feeling starts at the stomach and 
works its way to both ends. Oh Mother, if you could only see the son 
who fed off your breast and was your darling until adolenscence got 
the best of all that, jugbitten, as was our dear old dad. 

There is numbness at the apexes. A little vertigo to go please, and 
then maybe take care of those prinkles. Always have that when least 
expected. Get off your chair and fall flat on the face while the pretty 
brunette on the opposite side of the room that you've been staring at 
with beats' eyes laughs quite out loud. 

Donald Willis 
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THE FINE DIFFERENCE 

Something lost kindles 
cicadas and red colobus monkeys,
 
lianas and mangrove swamps...
 
but different somehow,
 
the fine difference:
 
was it the avenues
 
of Manhattan at night
 
or the savannas of Kenya?
 

He almost remembers:
 
bamboo spears and nets
 
and the fear that trembling
 
would uncover him,
 
make him obvious and...
 
Hearing her passing,
 
moving through the brush,
 
the world quiet
 
for her, he thinks of
 
long nails and dark eyes
 
like death.
 
She hits the snare and,
 
quicker than she knows,
 
it snaps and carries her;
 
she cries out. He springs
 

I~I 

ill 
forward - it is too late

II' 
to fear. 

Her long nails touch his back.
 
'i He buries himself in the
 
II damp sheets. He lies
 

quietly, Orion passing 
1111	 low in the western sky, 

quietly 
like innocence. 

Anthony Giorgianni 
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WAITING
 

milkwhite footsteps 
pour 
along 
steady 
stream 
at the start of the hall 

and 
making puddles there 
leave them behind 

then 
flow closer together 
forming a pool 

filling
 
a glass
 
of wonderland
 

her eyes 

J. Anthony Sheridan 
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THE BIPED
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I browsed among the leaves at the neighborhood pond falling
 
Inside the lethargic haze that pressed through the trees
 
When, from the brittle ochre below, my eyes struck a jogger
 
As he took the curve of the shore. He moved counter to time,
 
And was soon lost to me by the wood at two o'clock.
 
I stood abandoned, waiting, tossing stones at the water.
 

I spied a single stone rise and fall above the water,
 
The ripples folding ripples at my lip of the pond, falling
 
When, from the womb of the wood, at eight o'clock,
 
The biped emerged in step with the wind through the trees.
 
I pushed with him for matrix this second time,
 
And let the surface smooth itself while I watched the jogger.
 

The pistons pumped in rhythm, and from the brow of the jogger
 
Rained the salt steams of steaming water.
 
He passed me. In his wake I stood green for a time
 
By the shore, as he steamed along the curve of the pond, falling.
 
All was silent but for the birds at the tops of the trees,
 
As I watched the wood swallow him at two o'clock.
 

I emerged from the mist and stood ripely at six o'clock,
 
Tracing the wood with my eyes in tune with the jogger.
 
Though I could see nothing through the opaque maze of trees
 
That loomed vertical from the rim of the still water's
 
Northern shores, I stood there, surveying from my piece of pond,
 
falling.
 
My eyes whirred like turrets, thirty degrees at a time.
 

... eleven, ten, nine; "It's getting nearer that time,"
 
The wood whispered, as I stared closer towards eight 0'clock.
 
The sun burned at my back. A shadow was cast across the pond
 
falling,
 
And the darkness reached out for the edge of the wood. The jogger
 
Emerged into that shade shed by the dial's plate, along the water's
 
Edge, and moved retrograde, onward towards the trees.
 

The pistons pumped in rhythm as the chirming from the trees
 
Summoned him into the labyrinthine wood another time.
 

. Tracing the wood with a whirr, time lapsed around the water's 
Edge, as the gearing piloted him towards eight oclock. 
Cumuli above eclipsed the sun, and I would not see the jogger. 
Instead, I shook the haze that pressed the pond, falling. 

I find myself with the trees afire, here at six o'clock.
 
But no longer jaded. No longer prey to time but, like the jogger,
 
Hear the ripples of the water chime the pulse of the pond, fallen.
 

Donald Willis
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BACKYARD SLUM
 

Gloom is broken bottles 
and my torn silk dress 
thrown in a pile of snow 

and garbage. Passing 
smiles fall from cold worn 
faces into last night's fish 

andlastyeaisshoes.A 
lifeless radio is living 
my simple world. 

Amy Benevento 
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TRAFFIC JAM 
It is morning, and Yager sits down to the breakfast table. He is 

thin and, if it weren't for his bird's nest brown hair, he'd resemble an 
inverted exclamation point. He periodically blows wisps of hair off 
his forehead, but it always falls back down again. If it was your hair, 
you'd want to comb it as soon as possible - regardless if the phone 
was ringing or not. 

...., With only underwear and shirt on he slumberously sighs, like a 
V> man wondering if he has slept too much or too little. On his wrinkled ::>;

C
 and matted flannel shirt, which has a pack of cherry flavored cough 
U drops in the left breast pocket, is a pin indicating that he has 

donated blood and needs to be treated delicately and reverently. Hee 
~ 

::l had done that last week at the college in town. He thought it a good :;::. 
(D chance to be in the atmosphere he had missed out on, willfully. It is ..., 
~. his sixth wedding anniversary and at twenty-four, he is working to ..... 
'< support the marriage he had chosen instead of college. He gives the 

blood donor pin a touch with his index finger, wondering if he 
should remove the pin since he had donated last week and, because 
of that, really doesn't deserve to be wearing such a broach if, in fact, 
it entitled him to such treatment. He removes his finger and drinks 
the pulpy orange juice sitting between his bare legs in a coffee mug. 

"Urrgh." he says while clearing his throat of the dregs of orange 
0\ pulp that seem to wobble down his throat instead of gushing like the ::.;::::
tv rest of the juice. 
>< 

Smoke begins issuing from the toaster on the table. He begins to 
~ 
$ reach for it, impulsively. But it is his wedding anniversary. Six years. 

He withdraws his hand and reaches for the box of cherry cough 
drops instead. Before putting one on his tongue, he coughs lightly. 
As the smoke reels around the room faster and faster, making room 
for more of its kind coming from the toaster, he sits sucking on the 
cough drop and watching himself in the reflection of the toaster. 
Weeks ago he would have been smoking a cigarette, but since he 
had heard from some college students in town that, "Nobody smokes '

o anymore. It can kill you. It's stupid," he has stopped. Now as he wat
ches himself suck cherry cough drops in the reflection of the toaster 
instead. 

::l Soon, the kitchen is crowded with smoke. He blows a few wisps of 
:E hair from his forehead. Some smoke is blown, too, but other smoke 
U~ fills the area quickly. He begins to cough and choke a little on the 
a~ 
'J: smoke so he puts another cough drop on his tongue and sucks har

der; alternating the sucks with the gusts of breath blown upward to 
clear his forehead of hair. 

"There can be no doubt," he suddenly says. "That toast is ready." 
So he pops it up, leaving it there. 
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After breakfast it's time to go to work. He blows his hair off his 
forehead and walks out of the smokey kitchen, down the hall, and 
into the smokey bathroom. In the sink is a mixture of shaving cream 
and whiskers from his shave before breakfast. He has shaved so as 
to leave a chinstrap beard on his face, like the college students. He 
gives the new outline a rub, testingly. He opens his mouth and sticks 
his tongue out, which is red from the cherry cough drops. 
"ahh..." he says contentedly. 
He puts on a pair of blue jeans from the hamper and leaves the 

bathroom. He goes to his bedroom, takes out his diary and sits on 
the edge of the bed his wife is sleeping in. He pulls a pen out from his 
pants pocket which has the college's insignia, and writes: 
"It is something I've always wanted to be." 
When he is getting ready to leave, he sticks his head inside his 

bedroom. 
"Pssst. I'm going now honey." 
She doesn't answer. He goes back into the kitchen and, with the 

college pen in his hand, guts the two pieces of burnt toast in one 
quick stab. The pen sticks there, sagging a little as the smoke in the 
room seems to watch him for its next move. 

"Shit," he says pounding his foot on the floor. "Shit, shit, shit!" 
He looks himself over from construction shoes, to jeans, to flannel 

shirt, and then stops. He gives his blood donor pin a touch which in 
turn seems to touch him. Someone special. His lips quiver and 
spread a little, like a nervous smile or a whisper. Six years. 

Yager is breaking into a construction firm as a flagman. They are 
installing sewers because, with the population increasing, cesspools 
are no longer practical. "Shit's goUa flow," is the private joke of the 
men he works with. 

Yager has to stand a good distance from where the work goes on. 
He waves his red flag to the passing cars as a caution that construc
tion is going on further up. Since the town is made up of mostly 
college students, Yager is usually smiling as they ride or walk by. He 
has a fairly normal relationship with his fellow workers. 

"Hi." 
"Hello." 
They're a friendly bunch. Sometimes they all sit around the hole 

they are working in and eat lunch together. But they are older and 
drive family cars. 

Yager then drives to work on a ten-speed bicycle. Almost all the 
cars in town are driven by older people. Yager pedals to work from 
four miles away with his red traffic flag on the rack of his bicycle. 
There are many hills on the way to the Johnson site and pedalling up 
these hills is very hard for Yager. Car after car passes him and 
scares him, but he keeps pedalling. Suddenly a young college student 
pedals past him. 
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"Hey!" Yager yells breathing hard and blowing hair off his 
forehead. "Wait!" 

The college student looks back and yells, "Can't! Gotta go!" Yager 
pedals harder and harder. Suddenly there is a noise behind him. He 
stops pedalling and is slowed down abruptly. His red flag has gotten 
caught in the rear wheel and is tangled up in the gears. Yager begins 
untangling it and says, "Shit." He looks up the hill, but the student is 
gone. He had wanted to ask him what brand the bike was. How'd he 
move so fast? 

He finally gets to work twenty minutes late. He puts the bicycle 
behind the foreman's trailer-office and signs in. 

"Where you been Yager?" his foreman asks gruffly. He's a fat man 
who looks like he's been inflated to capacity. He's in his late thirties 
and despises a young man like Yager on the job because he's always 
smiling and "relating" to the passing college students, as he's heard 
Yager put it. His flannel shirt juts out at gut level as if he was con
cealing a child's beach ball. 

"Sorry Mr. Bannister. I had some trouble." 
"With that bike again?" 
"Well, I was swerving out of the way of this truck and my flag got 

caught and..." 
"Shut up!" Bannister snickers. "Shut up. Spinner's filling in for you 

now. If you don't get your ass in gear, maybe Spinner'll be filling in 
for you permanently!" 

Yager leaves the office and passes the hole the older men are 
working in. None of them look at him too long; he's just another 
flagman. Yager walks down to where Spinner is flagging. Spinner's 
hair is in cornfield style, like a little boy's. 

"O.K. Spinner babe. I'm in now." 
"Where you ben? Too bad you couldn't stay a little longer 

wherever you was. I's just beginning to unjoy maself." 
"Ah, you know..." Yager says evasively. 
Spinner does an about-face movement three times on one heel and 

says, "Later Yager. Ha!" 
Yager watches Spinner head back to the hole. Spinner's about thir

ty he guesses. A few more years and I'll be... 
"Hey Spinner!" 
Spinner turns around on a heel. "Vh huh? What you want Yager?" 
"Shit's gotta flow, right Spinner?" 
"Ha! Shit yeah," says Spinner while walking towards the hole. 

"Shit's gotta flow." 
Yager smiles softly and begins flagging the passing cars from Bor

den Ave. and Schicker Blvd. into the alternate lane of traffic. Most 
of the motorists from Borden Ave. are college students. Motorists 
from Schicker Blvd. are usually older, from town. His flag is ripped 
a bit and the stick has been broken in the spokes of his rear wheel, 
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so he has to move his arm more emphaically to get the effect the 
long stick would usually give. He begins smiling at the people in the 
cars and gives an exceptionally affective grin when a car passes by 
with students in it. He waves his flag and nods his nead in a friendly 
manner, hoping the students think he too is a student, working his 
way; or was a student, but has since graduated. Graduated. Haven't 
heard the word in my head since high school. Thought I'd go on to be 
something...something. Have a suit, a suitcase, a group of in
telligent-

A horn honk. Yager's wife drives by, waving. 
"Hiya," he says, nodding. He looks at his car as it drives by. A ten

year old heap, rusting. Wonder what it looked like new? Just en
tering high school when it was new. My God. 

Down the street from where Yager is flagging a van pulls into a 
donut shop parking lot. Three men dressed in gray overalls, 
mechanics or repairmen, get out and begin setting up ladders and 
taking tools out to fix the revolving sign. The sign has, or is, a young 
boy with a donut in his hand. A half-circle is missing, presumably in 
his bloated left cheek. In his other hand is a steaming cup of 
something and he looks very happy. The three gray suited men climb 
up and down the ladder alternately, seeing what needs to be done to 
get the donut boy to revolve again, so that people driving by can see 
him from all lanes. Yager keeps his broken red flag as he watches 
the three men work on the boy. He doesn't even have to think about 
the traffic, they know what to do when they see him--slow down. 

The three men go into the donut shop. They come out and stand 
with their hands on hips and heads up, waiting. The boy suddenly 
blinks and then, lights up. The sign starts to creak with motion but 
does only a half revolution. Two of the repairmen go back to 
working on the sign while one of them goes back into the donut 
shop. The lights inside the boy go out again and the men, all three, 
go back to getting the boy, the sign, to revolve. 
A screech! A Cadillac skids and a dog, tail between its legs, scam
pers out of the way. The man in the Cadillac grumpily veers away 
and looks at Yager like, "You...!" Yager runs to comfort the dog as 
the owner, a middle-aged woman, comes running out of a house 
across the street. Without looking, she crosses as she quickly unties 
her apron. "Oh my! Oh my! Spoofy, you did it again! Hold on to him 
please! Oh my!" Yager holds on to Spoofy by the collar and consoles 
him with some gentle petting. "Oh thank you, thank you!" Yager 
smiles. "Close," he says. "Yes, oh thank you! He's always running 
out in the road. It scares me so, you don't know what it does to me. I 
worry more about him than, than myself, or the children, oh I know I 
shouldn't but...Oh please thank you again!!!" "Sure. No sweat." 

The woman takes her dog cautiously across the street pointing a 
scolding finger at it. Yager continues to wave his broken flag to the 
passing traffic that has, somehow, gotten along without him durina' 
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the spoofy incident. The jackhammers shiver their way into the 
asphalt where the older men work. A crane lowers a piece of con
crete sewer tunnel into the hole dug and the traffic lights continue to 
turn green, yellow, red, yellow, green, yellow, red, yellow... 

A soft drizzle begins turning the dry, tossed-about dirt to mud. The 
owner of Spoofy runs into her backyard with an empty laundry 
basket and begins frantically taking clothes off the line. Oh my! 
Spinner runs a yellow, hooded company raincoat out to Yager. As 
the rain falls steadier and steadier, the cars begin to pass more 
slowly. One from Borden Ave., one from Schicker Blvd. one from 
Borden Ave. one from Schicker Blvd. Soon they slow to a crawl, un
til they finally stop. Yager stands embarassingly in the rain, waving 
his broken flag. A car of students, stopped beside him, waiting for 
the traffic to move again, roll down a passenger side window a 
crack. 
"Want some?" a young girl asks, offering a joint to Yager. He can 

barely see her face through the rain smeared window. He smiles 
nervously and tries to blow some wet hair from his forehead. It 
doesn't move, though, too wet. 

"No, no thanks. Gotta work, you know?" 
"Aw c'mon," she giggles. The joint is being held delicately, but 

snuggly between her fingers through the crack of the window. 
"C'mon, must be lonely in that rain," she says again. 

Yager looks back at the hole up ahead where the older men are 
working. They all have yellow, hooded, company raincoats on. He 
looks at the one he's wearing and presses on his chest, trying to 
locate the blood donor button that entitles him to special treatment. 
He gives it a touch through his raincoat and says to himself, "What 
the hell?" 

He goes over to the car and takes the joint from the girl. As he does 
it he leans on the car's roof with his elbow, concealing the exchange 
from the other motorists. 

"Thanks....man," he says and then takes a few inhalations so that 
it looks like a cigarette and not a joint. 

"Keep it!" she says spritely and laughs. 
Yager continues to smoke the joint. The cars begin to move again, 

but the rain pours down heavier. A car with an elderly couple in it 
pulls up beside him as the traffic comes to halt again. Through the 
fogged up windows they nod with toothless grins. Yager coughs on 
an inhalation, the last of the joint. He tries to blow the wet hair from 
his forehead but it is useless. He gives it a sweep with his hand and it 
is cleared. The old woman in the passenger seat nods as if to say, 
"Very nice." Then she reaches into the glove compartment and pulls 
out a box. Cherry cough drops. She gives one to the old man beside 
her and lifts the box to Yager, in offerance. Yager gives the seat of 
his pants a pinch and says meekly, "No thanks." Yager spots a blood 
donor pin on the lapel of the old man's jacket, like the one he has on. 
He turns to see if the car full of students is still visible, the ones that 
got him stoned. He squints hard through the rain, wiping his 
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forehead of rain now, not hair. He slowly shakes his head and leans 
forward without moving his feet. All the cars take on the same dren
ched, hunched look. Yager can't spot the students now, or anyone 
for that matter. All indistinguishable. They haven't only merged, 
Yager thinks, but they've merged! He looks harder, but he can't tell 
one from the other in the smearing rain. 

Soon, there is a long line of cars from both Borden Ave. and 
Schicker Blvd. Yager can see the faces of the motorists as the win
dshield wipers get turned on to clear the rain, but they become in
distinguishable to him when the wipers descent again. One horn 
sounds, then another, and another. Yager keeps waving his red, 
broken flag, slowly. Soon there's a dissonant chorus of horn 

<lJ 
Chonking. Faces of motorists stare at Yager as the windshields are .......alternately cleared by the wipers and smeared again by the rain. 
V> 

Ll.lThe horn-honking continues and Yager begins to wonder, "What's 
going on? What could be holding things up?" He looks up the road at 
the hole where the older men are. The old woman in the car beside 
him cracks her window. 

"Can you see what's holding things up son? Can't you do something 
about this?" 

Yager thinks a moment. 
"I'm doing alii can Ma'am." 
The old woman's voice cracks. "The hell you are! Why don't you go 

down there and try to straighten things out. You're young. At least 
'-Dfind out for God's sake." 
xYager likes the way she tries to boss him, like a mother. It's cute. 
~He doesn't want to have to face Bannister or those older men 00 

though. They must have things under control. They must! 
"Things'll clear up ma'am. It's just the rain. Always slows things 

down. Makes people drive more cautiously." 
The old woman closes her window without commenting because 

just then, a downpour comes. Down the road at the donut shop, the 
three repairmen in gray suits have finished their work. They scam
per around in the drenching rain to collect their tools and put them 
quickly back in the van. Two of them hop in the van and one dashes 
into the donut shop. The donut boy, the sign, flickers a few times, 
lights up and begins revolving, donut and cup in hand, for all lanes 
of traffic to see. The third man runs quickly from the shop to the van '"0 

2....and gets in. The van starts up and joins the traffic at a crawling ....pace. Yager, in his stoned frame of mind, revels at their hastiness C 
::land watches the boy, the sign, revolve. When the van passes, the 

three men are smiling and joking because they've had to run around 
and around to finish. They creep along in the traffic stream and nod 
as they pass Yager. Yager thinks to himself that they're probably 
going to lunch. He feels hungry and wishes he'd eaten that toast this 
morning. The horns keep honking and honking and Yager stands 
there waiting for things to clear up, waving his broken, red flag. 

George Goetz 
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