
Great Lake Review Spring 1977 Volume 5, Number 1

Item Type Other

Authors Ellen Markowitz, Robert Mahardy; Richard Olson, Melanie
Pyke; Deborah Smith, Leslie Loeffel; Denise Cummings, John
Zalenski; Valarie Shader, David Aeschbacher; Bill Sloan, Gerri
Forman; Wilfred J. Baez, Susan Cranshaw; Pat Gesler, Diana
Abu Jaber; Kerry McNally, Anthony D. Harding; Laraine Yolde,
Claudette Widdel; Nora Madonik, Paul Gaffney; Rich Natoli-
Rombach, Bill Sloan; Daniel W. Van Riper; Ellen Markowitz;
Robert Mahardy; Richard Olson; Melanie Pyke; Deborah Smith;
Leslie Loeffel; Denise Cummings; John Zalenski; Valarie Shader;
David Aeschbacher; Bill Sloan; Gerri Forman; Wilfred J. Baez;
Susan Cranshaw; Pat Gesler; Diana Abu Jaber; Kerry McNally;
Anthony D. Harding; Laraine Yolde; Claudette Widdel; Nora
Madonik; Paul Gaffney; Rich Natoli-Rombach; Bill Sloan; Daniel
W. Van Riper

Download date 23/05/2023 21:49:59

Link to Item http://hdl.handle.net/20.500.12648/7269

http://hdl.handle.net/20.500.12648/7269




EDITOR IN CHIEF - DEBORAH SMITH 
FICTION EDITOR - DAVID AESCHBACHER 
POETRY EDITOR - WILFRED J. BAEZ 
MANAGING EDITOR - GORDON FERGUSON 
ASSOCIATE EDITOR - PATRICIA WEST 

STAFF: 
DIANE COHEN KAREN KAPLAN RUTH MOORE MARY COTTLE 

PHOTOGRAPHY TECHNICIAN - MELANIE PYKE 

This magazine is made possible, by funds provided by the Student 
Association of SUNY of Oswego. 

Editorial office, Hewitt Union. Copyright 1977, The Great Lake 
Review, all copyright privileges revert to authors and artists. 

Artwork and manuscripts may be delivered to The Great Lake 
Review Office at 224 Hewitt Union, SUCO. 



(Untitled)
 

i have seen 
the endless faces of fire 
burn 
from the high places 
burn far off 
into the night 

red beacons 
i saw their hands 
reaching out 
and i fear 
going blind 
or being burned 

this night 
belonging 
and resting there 

- Robert Mahardy 
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Indifference 

In a dream one time 
I crossed the monstrous 
swinging bamboo bridge 
that hangs between 
the earth and God's 
true house. 
The doorbell rang and rang, 
and woke me as it rang. 

-Richard Olson 
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Storm 

It begins with a growl in
 
the throat, and a hiss-

and then silence. Eye into
 
eye you are ready:
 
teeth onto teeth, and prepared.
 
Still, you encounter-
civil but guarded, walking.
 

Slow confrontation,
 
easy. Then it whips at you
 
with voiceless lashes,
 
howling, and suddenly blind
 
you are reduced to
 
its fury. Paws pressing the
 
ground, nails poised and 01:1t
 

stretched, you feel nothing but a
 
stirring to return
 
the fight. Hair bristling backwards,
 
your eyes tightly closed,
 
tearing through the night, you
 
strike. It is dry in
 
your mouth, and bloodless, raw
 

hunger. And wrapping 
itself around your tongue it 
pushes, and screams down 
your throat its dangers, choking ... 
Falling, your knees read 
the rocks like classic braille as 
you sink below it 

in the animal darkness. 
Hovered, your claws have 
retracted. You crawl, empty, 
survey the after 
math. But rising up again 
it winds after you, 
pounding to hook a final 

kill; now you run. It's 
no longer your battle. You 
struggle, resist--and 
at last you strive madly past 
it, with your head in 
your arms, and your eyes, which are 
suddenly bleeding. 

-Deborah Smith 
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The Place
 

The splashing of footsteps stills; 
now dripping with silence, 
the darkness seems to advance. 
Dusky stalactites; sentinels, 
stand between the dark and the light. 
Singing surrounds me sometimes, 
echoing through this cathedral; 
sounds of a pipe organ 
carrying phantoms on chill draughts. 
III feelings, scarcely conceived of, 
hover in the shadows overhead, 
the flappings of their wings 
the somber song of this place. 

-Leslie Loeffel 
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ON THE PLAIN
 
Three distorted males, Bodo, Nob and Watt, knotted knuckly and 

humped peasant paupers awoke to a task ordered by an unseen Over
lord -- a word-of-mouth command which had passed through clerks and 
bailiffs for years as a perpetually pending chore which finally reached 
these serfs: cool and aloof imperatives uttered across peasant thresh
olds, a heavy and loathsome task irrevocably set on peasant backs. 
Bodo, Nob and Watt were strangers to one another. From separate 
huts in a sprawling village, from soiled straw beds, they rumbled, hard 
stolid and cold; they stood against their world and its ceaseless damp 
weather. The dawn was harsh, sliced by mica streaks of morning light, 
but the rains, at least for a time, had paused. Outside the huts, in the 
narrow roads and alleys, men and women with soggy colored clothes 
layered on their bulky bodies, struggled through mud rutted roads as 
they moved through their chores, dull chores. chores centered in the 
village or the fields, crude maintenance of dishevelled, flimsy huts 
or rude attempts at cultivation. 

But, surrounding the village, uncharted plains arced away, barren 
fields, wastes where only brown earth and grey sky fell drably to
gether, unbroken and unsupported by tree or town in the distance. 

The three peasants bound themselves in boots and clothes and, with 
their tools, met in the village center. They tossed the shovel, pick and 
mallet beside the stout marking post in the back of the ox cart waiting 
for them at the stable. They were to plant that post far off, in the waste. 
Bodo, the eldest, climbed up onto the cart. His hair was coarse and 
matted; his beard was stained. He wrapped his crooked fingers, 
stiff and worn from field work, tightly around the knots in the rope 
reins. Lanky Nob, whose skin was red, whose joints were swollen, 
whose face was scarred, climbed up grudgingly beside Bodo. The cart 
pulled slowly away and thick-necked Watt, not yet stunned, his eyes yet 
to be like the rolling clouded yolks of his companions, clambered into 
the back and sat on the post, banally bearing the bumps, the jarring 
knocks and jostling, as the cart made its way from town. Bodo spat 
blood and grunted as they left their sordid horne behind, and he 
waggled a finger towards western empty fields. Nob said he didn't care 
a damn where they were headed and he slammed Watt, who said he'd 
like to see. The cart dipped and swayed over boggy ground and soon 
Nob's cracking tongue started to flop. They forgot where it was they 
were going as Nob's talk salted thoughts of village Sundays, roast pork, 
split wives. Yet their lolling sounds were a feeble trail home; the 
village became an unreal prop behind them. And when their cart came 
slogging to a halt, wheel deep in mud, their tenuous trail of talk was 
lost. They fell momentarily silent, but, heating beneath a dizzying 
anger, they raised their slurred, throaty voices and drove the ox, beat 
the ox, until it listed them crumpled over a foreleg, near death, lacer
ated and useless. And Bodo railed louder than ever at Nob's and 
Watt's nonsense, the ox, the weather, the day quickly passing, their 
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Overlord. They were forced to walk, hoist their tools and shoulder the 
post among them. They trudged ankle deep through the mud. Their 
boots clogged and they dogged on, three poor serfs cursing their task. 
Hints of afternoon greyed the sopping clouds darker as the mud-legged 
peasants fumbled on outward. The village disappeared behind them, 
the prop removed. They were alone at the center of a circle of eerie 
waste and the vacuum sucked at their attention. They peered around in 
awe and in fear. They were exhausted; their tools tumbled from their 
shoulders to the ground. Only them: the cart gone, somewhere, the ox 
wallowing, lowing, somewhere, their beautiful home a memory, an 
idea. They looked to one another nervously, then fought, fought from 
sheer disagreement, hidden distaste, fought from the need to plant 
the post, fought without suggestions, fought only with their bodies, 
their arms and fists, until they were bloody, swollen, bruised and 
unable to fight longer, their cuts filled .and plastered with mud. Bodo, 
Nob and Watt lay beside their tools, on the wet ground marred by their 
scuffles, looking at a weighty grey sky that knew no urgency or 
necessity, and might at any moment begin again to wring its ragged 
hanging clouds into a torrent. They looked around at the empty waste 
in which a marking post really had no destination; any place was a 
reference, and they decided to plant the post on the spot where they 
lay. The three dug and picked and wrestled, and soon the youngest 
man, Watt, was pounding away with his mallet, at eye level. Bodo, and 
Nob badgered him to leave off but already nightrise had swelled in the 
east, condensing close around them. They shouldered their tools and 
walked, then stopped. The east, where the village lay, was black 
with the swell of night; behind them the post was vaguely silhouetted. 
The peasants turned and tramped to their marker, then sat in a circle, 
their arms twisted onto their chests, their backs firmly to the post. And 
then they waited: for dawn or heavy rain. 

-John Zalenski 
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Swelter
 

The air was warm when dusk surrounded us,
 
And stones were even warm on dangling legs.
 
We read the old inscriptions with our hands,
 
Picking at dried and crusted moss in cracks,
 
Then leaned against the largest grey-white face
 
And spoke of the stars, the fields, and moonlit gates.
 
We lied about girls, laughing louder than
 
The hissing of hot tires on bubbling tar
 
While clutching necks of bottled apple wine.
 
The ghost-grey stones grew warmer, hot, we drank.
 
A fast barrage of bottles broke across
 
Zachary Ash's sandy, granite face.
 
I strained to see their blackened faces weep-
My four friends kicked the jagged glass, ashamed.
 

-David Aeschbacher 
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a portrait of the day 

morning, afternoon, and evening 
A portrait of the day should be simple. 

green morning, brown afternoon, and black evening 
A portrait of the day should be simple. 

With morning's green, afternoon's brown, and evening's black, 
a portrait of the day should be very simple. 

With morning's green painted on the edges of the day, after
noon's brown set in the foreground, and evening's black dis
persed across the colors, a portrait of the day, with a suit
able frame, should be very simple. 

With morning's green painted around the edges of the day, 
creating the impression of sunlight through curtained windows 
and clothes on hardwood Hoors, afternoon's brown set in the 
foreground, intermixing on the edges with green, turning the 
morning face to brownsad afternoon, and evening's black dis
persed across the colors, reminding the observer that the 
absence of light will prevail, a portrait of the day, with 
a suitable frame to complement its wild design, should be 
very simple. 

With morning's green painted around the edges of the day, 
creating an impression of sunlight through curtained windows 
and clothes on hardwood floors, that digresses into hues of 
minutes rmd hours, through lacquered halls and coffee, through 
artbooks and palettes searching for colors and symbols, after
noon's brown set in the foreground, intermixing on the edges 
with green, turning the morning face to brownsad afternoon, 
trying to find the spot where green ends and brown begins, 
follOWing in the footsteps of one who went before, through 
tea and conversation, throwing flowers at a singer's feet, 
beginning to see that this job is not so easy, and evening's 
black dispersed across the colors reminding the observer 
that the absence of light will prevail, that sees the day 
changing in degrees like the colors of the spectrum from rad
iating green to blackdeath, a portrait of the day, with a 
suitable frame, carved in a way that would complement such a 
wild piece, that would firmly transfix the images of a day 
upon the wall for all to see, should be very simple. 

Bill Sloan 
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Violinist's Fingers
 

Willing and ready and daring 
to dance. They're spiders spinning and 
bUilding a tune, tiny gazelles 
that weave through the brush. Then pouncing 
and prancing: miraculous and 
marvelous, moving too quickly 
for eyes to detect. Quickly now, 
quickly now, quenching our thirst for 
music and magic and movement 
of strings and spinning and weaving 
and searching our souls with a song. 

-Leslie Loeffel 

Sea Oats 5 x 4 Gerri Forman 
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Bill's Dream 

I cannot think of words with which to describe Bill's peformance.
 
Great perhaps. Breath-taking maybe. The steps that he made
 
were like punches to the audience's guts. They responded by gasping
 
by oohing and ahing. He deprived them of the air they desperately needed.
 
He drove them to their chairs' ends, panting and fainting,
 
wishing that their feelings would never, never end.
 

But they could not bear with much more of the arousal that they felt.
 
It jetsoned from them like flames propelling rockets into orbit.
 
They could not wait to rise to their feet and praise the man
 
with the pounding rain of applause they would pour upon him.
 

And then, Bill done, the audience in orgasmic frenzy
 
rose to their feet, and for five endless minutes, saluted him.
 
His response was a smile that reflected their approval.
 
He stood tall and straight. He grew. The baby giant, now full grown,
 
stepped forward into their silence and curtseyed.
 
He began his dance. His presence changed. He was no longer human.
 
He was no longer man. He was no longer woman. He began to take flight.
 
He was wild and gentle. His wings spread across the stage.
 
His wings spread across the ceiling. The breeze of his movement
 
pushed back the roots of his audience's hairs. They held their heads forward
 
despite the hurricane of force which slammed their eyes sideways.
 
They could not watch as Bill's body pressed hard against theirs.
 
They tried to crawl backwards out of their chairs. There was no escape.
 

-Wilfred J. Baez 
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excerpts from 

THE SHIELD 
Only his tattered high school folder, neatly filled with years of 

promising, past memories of what really was and not what should 
have been, lay on his small, writing desk. His eyes burned and 
when the tip of his short pencil broke he placed his thoughts into 
the collection, ripping the already bulging seam, and then rose and 
walked to a window. I can't stand it much longer, he thought. 
Parting the wrinkled, red curtains, the youth peered apprehen
sively towards two pine trees in the front yard that rose past his 
long bedroom Windows; he followed the rutted road until it curved 
beyond a faltering row of shredding elms that lined the 
street. The sun hung fairly high in the clear sky, even for the 
middle of autumn, and the rays were comfortably warm on his 
tormented face. He stood, leaning his hands firmly on the curtain 
rod, and thought how difficult it would be to actually shoot an 
animal, and especially one as large as a deer, merely for the 
orgiastic sport of killing rather than capturing images as he had 
done so often before with his camera. His hands grew warm and 
wet. 

"Skip ... Skip ... your sandwiches are ready." 
"O.K. Ma, I'll be down in a minute," he shouted blindly at the 

Windowpane. Suddenly he stiffened, pivoted from the glass, and 
walked over to his dresser where a myriad of odds and ends lay 
strewn across the nicked top. Collecting a handful of red jacketed 
deerslugs, he held them tightly to his mouth for a moment as he 
glanced at the array of photographs, taken the previous year, 
taped to his dresser mirrer. He stuffed the shells in the front 
pockets of his red and black checked hunting shirt and buttoned 
the tongues so they would not fall out. Then he sorted through a 
large pile of literary and outdoors magazines, too numerous to fit 
on his overcrowded bookshelf, and carefully slid a copy of Poetry 
and The Conservationist into his khaki colored knapsack that also 
held his sl~eping bag and binoculars. When he gazed around 
his room at the chipped walls, papered with magazine pictures of 
animals, and posters of wilderness scenes with their humanistic 
quotes, he felt akin with their peaceful nature but was immediately 
repulsed for a few seconds when his eyes left the mirror, and con
nected with a sleek barreled shotgun hanging above it. He reached 
up over the dresser and lifted it off the supporting dowels. The 
dark blue, virgin barrel was cold in his palm but he only thought of 
a burning ball of lead rumbling down the deerslaying tube, eventu
ally spewing death through the air. Simultaneously, he was ex
hilarated and depressed by conflicting thoughts of the thrill of 
hunting that burned in his blood and the thoughts of the mountain 
air, windswept cliffs, and clear, blue stream water. The idea of 
a buck, slain by the simple squeezing of one finger for a brief 
instinctive sensation, clashed with his yearning to write about the 
outdoors, undisturbed by human selfishness. I can't wait much 
longer, he thought. 

Skip glanced at the walls and pile of magazines again, turned, 
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and left his room with his shotgun in one hand and his pack ill the 
other, then clumped down the worn wooden stairway to the kitchen 

After looking down the deserted path :or a few minutes, Skip 
continued up the slippery trail. The treE:s and shrubs were coated 
with a thin film of water from the previous night's brief shower, 
A few stragghng clouds remained in the sky but were soon driven 
south by the wind, eventually permitting the sun to warm the air. 
Prolonged torrents of wmd ripped aimlessly between the battered 
sumacs and up the muddy footpath, tossing faded leaves in swirls; 
golden glints of sunlight slashed through the twisted branches. 
Skip hummed as he leisurely roamed for a couple of hours up the 
narrow trail that meandered past gusty trees, towards a large 
boulder jutting intermittently from the ground, Gnarled, feeble 
roots clung desperately ~o the jagged crags rising along the path. 
The heat increased and he rested, Raising a clammy hand to his 
forehead, he brushed away annoying beads of perspiration while 
leaning his slender form against a young sapling. He unslung 
his shoulder pack, letting it drop limply to the wet leaves, and 
propped his shotgun in a forked branch. Exhausted, he stripped 
off his sweaty hunting shirt and flung it over another branch. 
Tossing a wild maze of long, thick locks backward with a swift 
jerk of the neck, he shuffled towards a small group of sumacs and 
stirred their weathered trunks. Cool, fresh raindrops fell from the 
half-naked branches over his body, slowly streaking his chest. 
He shivered slightly as the beads dribbled down and over his 
slightly protruding ribs, curving near and tickling his belly. The 
droplets warmed and were soon absorbed between his tan skin and 
a snug belt. For a few minutes, he gazed at his former slitherings 
on the trail. He batted the brown drops on his back with his shirt 
and then strained as he pushed himself from a tree. With his 
hunting shirt slung over his shoulder, he slowly bent over and 
snatched up the pack and wheeled it around his shoulder; it dan
gled freely at his side. He brushed his forehead again, cradled 
his heavy shotgun, then resumed the march up the muddy path 
which now inclined, steeper than before. Blond stubbles of hair 
on his lanky arms, that once bristled with the threat of wind, 
were now slick and shiny from flexed muscles, 

Stinging bushes spread intensely everywhere among the trees 
and Skip slipped easily between the groupings. When he was navel 
high in the thicket, his jeans became saturated as the limbs brush
ed his legs and then snapped back, hitting the backside of his 
legs. The pain increased so he hastened his steps; he ran, but 
thorns twanged and poked deeply through his pants, into his skin. 
He stopped, picked a handful of the needles from his legs and then 
resumed. Water from the shrubbery streamed down his long legs 
to the frayed ends of his pants and ankles, creating a discom
forting squish under the arch of his feet with each step. 

Emerging from the thicket into a glade, Skip could feel the inten
sity of the sun increase again. He recognized the large pond in 
the middle of the clearing and wandered towards it. Carefully, he 
stepped over some strands of corroded barbed-WIre, deeply im
bedded into the centers of maples and pines lining the glade. When 
he reached the pond's edge, he squatted, partially protected from 
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sight by some small spruce trees and shrubs. He wiped his face 
on his sleeve. Slowly, thumping waves slapped the shoreline rocks 
and swallowed the click of smaller stones. As he settled down, he 
noticed numerous deer tracks in the mud, between the sun
bleached rocks that surrounded the water. 

This is good enough, he thought. Put [his over here by this 
tree ... take this off and lean against ... there. I'll just sit here 
for awhile and rest. The deer trail's on the other side of the pond 
and the grass is flattened so I should be able to see if one crosses 
the other side. Where're those magazines? Hum ... N.orthwestern 
Review. Might as well read while I'm waiting. Man, the sunis 
hot ... almost hiqhest ... noontime soon. Mm ... wind feels good 
in my face... read. 

Patiently, Skip waited and read for more than an hour. He oc
casionally wrote down thoughts that came to him on a little pad of 
paper he always carried in his back pocket. He recalled the hike up 
to the pond and wrote down brief bits of the journeY'-always of 
what really had happened or of what he had really seen, never ex
panding, never inferring or distorting what had surrounded him. 
After awhile, he felt sleepy so he leaned back on the scratchy, dead 
weeds. He thought of liVing in his writing, of killing in the woods 
and of his dead friend-Woody Pearson. His thoughts were con
fusing as he fell asleep. Later, he dreamt: 

... at first, there was a lack of movement and it was strangely 
quiet. The quivering corners of ,his mind grew deeper and blacker. 
A long shadow crossed behind him and then moved in front. It 
was an etherized black barrel that intervened, silently spewing a 
wad of lead through his magazines and writing folder. They burst 
into flames ... the pump and soft click that followed fragmented 
velvety solitude . . . another wad of lead entered the dead boy's 
brain, splitting his skull and cracking the earth and sky. The ball 
spun around in the dead boy's head like a marble spinning on a 
roulette wheel until it sank and was deeply lost, with the sound, in
side his body ... the pump and click again, only louder ... a wad 
of le'ad streaked through the sponginess, into the eye of a buck. 
It penetrated the eye, exploded, creating an endless maze of prisms 
that refracted colors in the soft dissonance. The black barrel turned 
and pointed itself at Skip; he looked down the tube ... the pump 
and click, again louder ... only flames burst from the barrel. Skip 
faded into the cringing softness as the sounds scattered. 

Suddenly, he woke up. He was sweating profusely, particularly 
his face, from his dreams rather than from the sun's rays. When he 
sat up quickly, everything he saw turned fuzzy black for a few 
seconds but soon focused again. The pond water was cool and re
freshing as he swallowed a leaky handful; he splashed some on his 
forehead. The clouds thickened and threatened. Skip dipped his 
hand into the water again and as he looked around, he noticed a 
large buck drinking on the opposite side. Carefully, Skip slipped 
back to where he had sat before. He stuffed everything into his 
pack, shouldered it swiftly and then picked up his shotgun. He 
walked back the way he had entered and began circling the pond 
while remaining sheltered from sight by the maples and pines, 
but tho:! buck turned from the pond and wandered away.' Skip quick
ened his pace ... 
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Warm beads of sweat formed on his forehead and were soon 
joined by a few cold drops of rain that tapped his face. Tree
splitting bolts streaked the sky, then thunder clapped, welcoming 
rain. Skip closed his eyes. He flicked the safety to red and let his 
hand thump to the wet tree. He dug his fingers into the bark until 
they hurt, and then he dug some more. Blood seeped out from 
under his fingernails but he did not notice. He felt no pain in his 
fingers, only in his head. The thoughts intertwined deeply in his 
head until they meshed so thick and fast that it seemed like his head 
was on fire. Beads of perspiration trickled down his forehead and 
over his closed eyelids. The salty water followed the lines in his face 
and soon ran down his neck. The cool rain knocked his head and 
he felt as if he were on a battlefield, surrounded by hot and cold 
decisions. He opened his eyes and watched the rain plink along the 
barrel. The choices he had to make plinked and spattered beyond 
recognition inside his brain. He sweated heavily and it rained 
harder. He did not know which way to turn. The buck crunched an 
apple core and chewed another overly ripe apple. Skip stood stiff, 
sweating and bleeding. The red showed but he hesitated to pull the 
trigger. He imagined the slug blasting out of the barrel and killing 
the buck. He threw his head back and wiped the sweat with his 
sleeve. He remembered how Woody had looked with a quarter of 
his skull missing and the blood slowly pumping out. Skip remem
bered how his eyes had blinked as he died, longing for help. Skip 
concentrated on the buck again. He lined the buck in the sights. His 
eyes watered and his vision became obscured so he closed his eyes. 
Reaching his finger to the trigger, he shivered and shut his eyes 
tighter. He felt the grooves in the trigger as he applied pressure. 
His irritated eyes remained shut. 

Shoot! He silently argued. Shoot I But I can't shoot. Shoot! 
Don't shoot. Release the pressure! No! Pull the trigger! No ... it 
breathes! I'm God? ! 

Crack ... flames spewed from the muzzle as the burning ball of 
lead rocketed from the barrel and screamed a sputtered hiss. 
The slug spun wildly, hitting the buck in the left leg. Bits of shred
ded muscle and hair spattered on a nearby tree as the buck col
lapsed. He heaved hard and rose, spewing blood as he wheeled 
around. Leaves turned crimson. Still spurting blood, the buck stag
gered, bounding most of the time in the air, through tangled 
vines hanging from the trees. Frantic, the buck smashed headlong 
into a thin but rigid sapling. Again it rose and leaped awkwardly 
over rotted trees and through the vines, heading for the high
lands. 

A thin mist began filling the woods and Skip still stood behind the 
deadfall, confused. The crashing of undergrowth filled his ears 
and the rain ran down his face. 

Skip stood dazed. I can't believe it, he thought. I actually hit 
him. Why couldn't I've missed? Now I've got to go track him and 
finish him off. I don't think I can .. but I've got to. The deer's 
suffering. 

He clicked the safety on and picked up his pack. Quickly, he ran 
to the spot where he had last seen the deer and began following a 
brilliant red trail. The path of blood ran deeply through the woods 
and higher into the hills. Skip grew tired. 
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He's going to the highlands, thought Skip. I'll head up to Morgan 
Mountain and try to spot him from there. The mountain overlooks 
the countryside for miles and the deer has to pass that way to the 
highlands. I've gotta get there first. Oh fuck though, I can't kill him 
... but I've got to. I can't let him suffer. 

Drizzle tapped and spun multicolored leaves through the limbs. 
For awhile, Skip took his shirt off and covered his shotgun with 
it but he soon became chilly as the temperature dropped. The 
rain pelted his body and swift paranoiac thunder drove him on
ward through the vines and over large rocks that signaled he was 
getting closer to the mountain. Darker skies prevailed and Skip 
hastened as the impending storm approached. The rain pounded 
him and he grew colder. His clothes became saturated and his 
hair flattened but it still got caught in many of the low hanging 
limbs. Tiny twigs stuck in his hair as he hurried, brushing the 
snapping branches out of the way. Soon he lost the bloody trail 
but he was able to follow the buck's erratic tracks. His pack 
grew heavy from the rain and when he stopped to rest for a minute 
he opened it up and angrily threw away his drenched magazines 
and pad of paper. Standing still for a moment, he could hear the 
snapping of sticks in front of him. He stuck the shotgun out in 
front and walked towards the noise. After walking a few hundred 
yards, he saw the wounded buck walking, limping slowly. Skip 
raised the shotgun again and balanced the barrel on a thick branch. 
He quickly yanked the trigger but nothing happened. Remem· 
bering, he flicked the safety off, pulled the trigger and again noth· 
ing happened. The buck raised its head. 

Damn it, he thought. I forgot to pump it. I would've gotten him 
and it would've been all over, but now I've got to do it again. I 
can't stand it. Why doesn't he just die? How many more times 

Skip tried to quietly pump his shotgun but the buck heard the 
noise and then flicked its tail and bounded uphill. Nervous and out 
of range, Skip balanced his shotgun and fired, hitting the huge 
buck in the hind quarter again. The deer thumped to its knees but 
soon strained and scrambled to its feet. By the time Skip pumped 
his gun again, the buck veered and disappeared among the rocks. 
The buck's tracks mingled with other deer-tracks, making it hard 
to discriminate. The heavy rain washed the blood and tracks away. 

"Goddam it," Skip shouted. Please God, he said to himself, let 
this deer die, now. I don't want to shoot him again. Christ, he's 
bleeding all over the place. He's lost so much blood ... why doesn't 
he just drop? I threw my books away; what more do you want? I 
can't shoot him again ... I just can't. Make him live. Oh, shit ... 

Skip ran up a small hill and was immediately out of the woods. 
Morgan Mountain, composed mainly of rock ledges and brush that 
clung to clumps of earth, stood in front of him. 

If I get up there, he thought, then I'll be able to see which 
direction he'll go in. That's better than running through the woods 
trying to follow his tracks in the pouring rain. 

Skip surveyed the mountain, constantly searching for a way up. 
He sank into mud as he hastened to gain the ledge overhead, 
slipping and scraping his arms on the jagged surface. He cursed, 
loo!':ed at his arms and noticed that they were not. bleeding, and 
then asked for forgiveness. His fingers and elbows grappled and 
tore into rock corners and ledges as he struggled to maintain his 
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balance. Fine mud covering the surface limited firm holdings. 
His shotgun became scratched as he draqqed it along the rocks. 
Veins in his arms appeared ready to burst with each thrust of his 
body higher among the ledges. The pouring rain splattered mud in 
his eyes, making it hard to see. Fog traveled up the face of the 
mountain, enveloping his thin body. His eyes strained and temples 
tightened as he inched his wuy along, slowly, with tension and 
pain in every movement. Mud covered his body and his hair soon 
became matted. Muscles tensed and twisted to the limit of ex
haustion, recovered and performed once again. His naked hands 
against the boulders became scratched and they bled. The skin 
peeled when it was banged between his shotgun and the rocks. 
Rich red blood mixed with the stones and soil. Layers of muck 
shrouded his body and the irritation in cuts flared his anxiety to 
reach the summit. 

The pack swayed around him and got caught in front, nearly 
causing him to lose his balance, but he prayed that he would not 
fall and then thought he had been heard since he regained him
self. Pressing extremely tight against the mountain, he eased 
his narrow body to splits and cracks. Pulling himself over an 
incredibly sharp and protruding ridge, mud smeared his face, 
causing him to grope blindly as he slipped underneath. His legs 
buckled and he tumbled over the serrated edges. When he reached 
out a desperate hand, a clump of jumbled roots deterred his fall. 
His tired legs hung over the ledge but he pulled with his right 
hand, while holding his muck coated shotgun in his left hand, 
until his body was safe on a lower ledge. The solitude chilled 
his thoughts of continuing. 

The dark clouds kept pouring out coldness over him. He unslung 
his pack and took out his binoculars to observe. The mist pre
vented him from seeing so he leaned against the mountain, dismal 
and pensive. He wondered if he should have ever bought his shot
gun now, not since it was battered but because he had drawn blood 
with it - the same blood he had hoped to preserve in his writing 
folder. Gathering his belongings, after a few minutes, the youth 
ventured the ledges again. 

He scrambled over the wretched rocks, fearful of the world 
below. His once gusty hair became more caked with sludge. Ooze 
and slime engulfed his form with each foot gained near the summit. 
Swinging his body a little, he was able to reach a level rock below 
the top. With a final, excruciating thrust, he catapulted from the 
level ledge to the crest. For a few exhilerating seconds, he was 
airborne until he flopped, hitting his chest. Depleted, he staggered 
to his shaky legs and walked over to a flat slate, and surrendered 
himself on his back to the summit. He viewed the gray skies and 
wished that it was just one more rainy day. A fine rain sifted from 
the clouds and patted his worn body refreshingly. He stood up, 
beckoning the rain. The mud, encompassing his body, flowed down 
his body and eventually the beaded droplets became clear. Soaked
ragged, he stormed the summit as he was bathed. The beads 
crashed and dripped over his face, ripping his perceptions. He 
screamed words of relief. 

After the rain subSided, Skip stood up, took off his pack, dropped 
his shotgun onto it, and walked over the edge of the rock mountain. 
He peered down the steep wall and could see a thin mist breaking 
the humid lull in the valley. The haze filled the valley slopes and 
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then rose steadily above the precipice on which he stood. With 
questioning eyes, he scanned the surrounding area below. The mist 
parted, revealing a stairway of stern ledges bleeding brown soil 
between the cracks. His narrow cheeks quivered when his eyes con
fronted the path he had taken up the towering mountain. Taking 
his binoculars, he scanned the surrounding area below, attempting 
to locate the buck's direction of travel. He saw nothing. He scanned 
again and again, but still there was no sign of the buck. For nearly a 
half hour, he searched with no luck. At first, he was dejected but 
then he felt relieved when he realized that he would not have to 
shoot the deer again.I. He sat down on the slate and wiped his 
shotgun with the tail of his shirt. As he was cleaning the barrel, 
he noticed the red on the safety was showing. He shuddered when 
he remembered not flicking it back on when he had shot the buck 
the second time. He thought of the climb up the mountain with the 
safety off and thanked God that he did not end up like his friend
Woody Pearson. He wondered why he had done it and almost im
mediately when he thought this, his answer stood before him. 
Across the mountain ridge from him, not more than fifty yards 
away, the buck froze. 

Oh God, thought Skip. Oh no ... don't make me do this. I 
can't ... I've seen enough blood and soil mix. I never really wanted 
to hunt in the first place. I wanted to write ... I always want to 
write. Now, I can't even let myself do that. If I kill this deer I'll 
never be able to let myself write again, ever. Oh, look at him ... 
all bloody and wet ... suffering. Suffering ... I can't just let him 
suffer like that. But why don't you let him die? I can't stand it. How 
many more times must I blow holes in him. He won't die! So why 
should I shoot again? He's suffering ... so am 1. I don't want to 
suffer so why should he? But the gun! The noise ... the blood ... 
it's all over. If I shoot one more time, is he going to finally die? 
I've got to know. Let him die this time ... please. I can't do it. I've 
had enough. One more shot ... but it was like that before ... one 
and then another. One more? How many more after that? This is all 
. .. this is the last one ... it's got to be. 

Skip reached over and picked up his shotgun. The metal was 
cold in his hands. Looking overhead, he strained his face as if ask
ing for some kind of an answer. 

The buck bled profusely from the ripped hind section. Mud cov
ered its entire coat from the neck down and the blood coagulated 
with the muck. Defiantly, he staggered towards Skip, leaving a dark 
trail behind him. 

Rigidly, Skip clutched the gun as he sat on the stone slab. The 
deer drew nearer. Skip wished that he would go away, just dis
appear. He didn't care how as long as he did not have to shoot. 
However, the wounded buck did not hesitate but rather he lowered 
his head and advanced with his menacing rack pointed at Skip. 
The points of the buck's antlers glistened from the rain. As if he 
had plenty of time, Skip counted the number of points on the deer's 
rack as he boldly approached. He finished counting twelve when 
the buck was halfway to him. For a few final seconds, he argued 
with himself as he firmly positioned the shotgun at his hip. The 
buck stiffened his neck, extendinq his rack closer to his butcherer, 
and lunged. A cold wind blew in Skip's face as he regretfully 
squeezed the trigger. 

-David Aeschbacher 
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The Beggar Women 

They are not proud, these women 
Who crouch small on city streets, 
A borrowed baby sprawled across every lap. 

Their soft monkey faces plead. 
They are the colour of dust, 
Of whalebone, mercury, and copper cretonne. 

Outcast, anonymous souls 
Huddled in thin flannel folds, 
Their rough torn hair floating like disease's rag. 

They drape their palms before you, 
Never speaking, except for: 
"Please American, I have baby." 

-Diana Abu Jaber 
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Surrendered
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He lunged at the woman,
 
as he was directed,
 
and fell on her knife.
 
She pushed him away.
 
He took ten steps forward
 
and fell on his face.
 
On the ground below him
 
spread the essence of his life.
 

The woman, scared,
 
rushed to his side
 
and turned him over.
 
She retrieved the weapon
 
from the slice in his chest,
 
ran to the window,
 

t'o:) flung out the knife w and screamed.~ 

x 
She returned to the body ......, 

0 The blood on her hands 
she wiped on her blouse.-..l 

00 She brushed back her hair 
with the palm of her hand, 
the murderess hand, 
defender of the life 
she most tried to preserve: 
her unspoilt beauty. 
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She looked to the ceiling.
 
She looked all around her.
 
Nothing had changed.
 
It was too late now
 
to quiet her screams.
 
The cops were coming.
 

She did not move,
 
make an eHort to escape.
 
She was too proud to.
 
She was not guilty.
 
She would await them
 
and she would undergo
 
their masculine scrutiny.
 
She would die
 
if that was necessary.
 

She did not hide.
 
She was ready for them.
 
She would let them prove
 
her guilty beyond doubt;
 
let them pick furthur
 
her innocence.
 

-Wilfred J. Baez 

..... - -.~ --
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untitled Nora Madanik16" rup"h 
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RECOURSE 
Resenting the imposing dominance and roar of the water 

settle onto a log whose two ends lie on either side of the cre~k 
and thrust my bare feet between two prominent whirlpools. I~ 

;: 
I:: 

reaction, the first shuns my intrusion by making me peripheral,:::-..... while the second follows me up and carries my feet swiftly back
('l)  ward beneath the log. Before I am overtaken, however, I yankQ,. 

my legs forward in a sudden vigorous pull, draw them closely to 
my backside on the wood, and relieve them by rubbing my aching 
calves. Ah, defy the laws of nature, I smile, and this is what you 
get. Still, it doesn't overbalance the fact that with the garish Bi
centennial parades today it is a perfect afternoon, a perfect place 
to go into hiding. 

A sudden interaction of rocks clatters over the water and I stir 
myself, aware of the child Tara stumbling across the pebbles on 
the trail beyond me. Her legs, sturdy and brown, are matches 
for the surrounding trees as she bends slightly forward, her moc
casins almost indistinct from the summer - darkness of her skin, 
toes digging into the damp ground. A wild but short fringe of 
leather-tan hair falls over her ears as she stoops down, eyes wide, 
lips deliberately parted; for the first time I notice that her features 
appear much too old and experienced for a face of six. She clasps 
her fingers around a piece of red fungus, draws it naturally to her 
mouth, and touches it lightly with the tip of her tongue. I start to 
cry out, to warn her of the poison, but just now she sees some
thing else-something behind a rock which I can't see-and puts 

\0 

W
the fungus down. I watch with growing interest, careful though toco - conceal my excitement, and not to disturb what may be an impor

~ 
tant discovery.

0'1 "Come, I want you to see what I have found." She speaks rather::;::
'" stiffly and formal, slow, rarely given to slang or contractions. 

"Hurry. " 
At the urgency of this second command, I struggle from my log, 

and make my way over ten feet of pebbles to where she has her ear 
held to the breast of a bird. It is a woodpecker as far as I can see 
from the hint of matted brown and white feathers which are brush
ing the tip of her chin. I wait for Tara to turn her face so that I 
can more easily see the body. 

"Injured?" I suggest uncertainly, reading the hesitation in her 
eyes. 

"Dead," she answers, lifting her head. "Stone-cold dead." 
She finds a stick a few feet off and, brandishing it, begins to prod 

the woodpecker's head. She starts with its long sharp beak, moves 
U up across its soft, narrow bird-cheeks, and ascends to the eyes, 
eb where she points the stick firmly several times, leaving finally:::

two runny holes. Now she picks up the bird by one wing and,00' 
eb cradling it loosely in one palm, strokes its side and tosses it into 
n the shallow water by the edge of the trail. Together we watch as it:: 

sinks, and Tara pokes her stick deeply into the water to make sure:3 
it has reached the bottom, stirring mud around in rapid pools which:3 

::: rise to the surface. She continues to stir slowly for a number of 
circles before abandoning the stick itself to the water, where the~ 
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current grabs it by its delicate trunk and whirls it away. Tara 
watches briefly, and rubs her hands as though having completed 
a decisive action. Her eyes hold a momentary glow of untold 
satisfaction before she turns to me, perhaps expecting reproval. 
Instinctively, I know; there is nothing I can say. 

Tara has moved away by now, and is squatting down close to the 
water, her knees grazing an angular rock, her ankles resting in a 
patch of red ivy. Her head is lowered, her eyes closed. The upper 
portion of her body bends, forced to an unnatural tilt as she wraps 
her arms around her calves and awkwardly begins to rock. 

"Tara." 
I am not sure why I say her name; I know when I do that she 

won't respond. 
"Tara. " 
Again, no. But she opens her eyes and as suddenly as she has 

begun to rock, she stops. She is perfectly still. I contemplate re
turning to my log, and take a step in that direction when I hear her 
humming in almost-whispers, a tune I vaguely recognize as a 
marching song. I slow down, listen. Something makes me turn 
back, though I know she will never sing the words .. 

I watch as Tara surveys her hands, laces her fingers with cobweb 
complexity and twists them around a dried leaf, crumbling it to 
the ground. Leaning forward, she looks into the water again and 
spies a group of water-striders close to the edge of the rocks. 
Their long legs out-spread, they are touching each other in steal
thy geometrical patterns, and moving together in sudden spasms. 

"I wonder if spiders can scream." Tara stops humming, and 
makes this statement after one insect springs violently from 
another. 

"What do you think?" 
"I don't know-I think they can." 
"Maybe." 
Tara moves closer; together we witness two adults fighting, 

and a young strider struggling away from the current, finally 
winning. As the survival becomes more evident, Tara stares. 
She is steadfast, fascinated. Now, slowly, she fills her mouth with 
saliva and with careful deliberation, spits at the victor. As she 
misses, he shoots back toward the current, but it is the saliva 
which actually converges and dissolves downstream. 

Suddenly restless, Tara rises from her knees and, dusting them 
off, wanders furthur up the trail along the water. Consciously hav
ing no better plan, I follow. We walk for several feet, cross on rocks 
at a shallow bend, and continue for maybe another half mile on 
the other side. Tara resembles a miniature soldier as she moves, 
marching rigidly, her trunk straight, her hair covering just the tops 
of her ears. It is almost as though she is in a private parade, obliv
ious to any audience-unlike our other sister, Johanna, who is 
riding one of the processional Arabians for the celebration down
town, with my parents and hundreds of others applauding her. 

"Do you imagine that Jo's horse is panting in this heat," I say, 
not really addressing Tara, but thinking aloud. I am aware that, 
ahead of me, she seems to shudder. Tara has always been afraid 
of domesticated animals, even when she was a baby, before I 
went away to live in Canada. 

"I doubt it, " she says, evenly. 
"I guess not," I agree, reconsidering. "Not with all those idiot 

people jumping up and down and waving banners, anyway
though it is awfully warm with all those buildings and concrete." 

Tara doesn't answer this time, but she sits down on a rock to 
remove a pebble from her moccasin. The pebble is about the size 
of a chickpea, textured and black. She rolls it between her thumb 
and forefinger for a minute, then pops it into her mouth like a 
ripe grape.

"Do you want lunch now?" I ask, indicated the bag we've brought 

with us. 
"What did you bring?" 
"Liverwurst and raisins-lemonade." 
"No," she says loudly, spitting the pebble from her mouth. 

"I think I would rather eat bugs-" 
"Well, maybe later-" I start to say. 
"Or caterpillars," she continues. "Maybe moths." 
She starts to get up, but because her moccasin isn't completely 

on, she loses her balance, leaning over close to the bank. Auto
matically, I reach for her arm and steady her before she can fall 
into the water. In her surprise she allows me to pull her hand, 
but when she has regained her balance, she resecures her shoe and 
abruptly pulls back. 

"I don't need you," she shouts, her eyes flickering, angry. 
"I don't need anybody."

My wrist still tingles from her striving, and I don't say any
thing as I rub it. Tara stares into my face for a minute, the anger 
fixed, and then turns away. 

Knowing that there is nothing I can do, I sit down cross-legged 
on the edge of the bank and allow Tara to stray out of my sight. 
Leaning against a rock, I realize the extent to which I have pres
sured my body today. I feel tired, hungry; my legs and ankles ache 
from not having hiked up this trail in years. I pull a cheese sand
wich from the paper bag and eat it, followed by raisins and the 
lemonade, much of which has leaked from its thermos into the bag. 
My tongue is dry, lips cracked from the sun; I raise the thermos to 
my mouth and drink it all, remembering Tara only after the last 
swallow. A shrug succeeds my brief feeling of guilt-she has 
already rejected my offer. Anyway, if she will taste fungus from 
the ground, she will also probably drink from the creek-either 
that or never feel thirsty at all. I bend over, rinse the thermos in 
the water, and lean back again, closing my eyes. 

Shifting my shoulders back and forth, the texture in the rock 
is activated and makes a marvelous massage. In this way I stretch 
my muscles, working the treatment downward until the entire 
upper portion of my body is relaxed and ready for a nap. Not 
really anticipating sleep, though, I open my eyes again and look 
out across the water. With a cluster of rocks protruding almost 
unnaturally from the other side, it looks as though one could 
almost step across to the other bank, but from a moment's glance 
I can see that the depth is almost unfathomable. Lucid and blue
green as the water is today, it is impossible to see the bottom 
from where I am sitting, and instinctively I shift myself back a 
foot toward the trail, even though I am a moderately good swim
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mer. I remember from previous years that furthur upstream the 
gap becomes wider and wider until finally at the top there is a 
perfectly deep, oval pool, into which plunges a huge waterfall. 
I used to stand for hours beneath those falls, anticipating some
thing I wasn't at all certain of, something large and alie:::l and 
maybe even frightening; but I shivered with excitement nonethe
less. Nothing ever came but time and the roar, with the water, and 
eventually I gave up and walked away. Now I move forward and 
reassemble my bag and, shoes in hand, I take a deep breath and 
mount the trail, measuring my steps against what I might find. 

I walk for what seems like an incomparable distance to what I 
remember, and hesitate as the trail winds unexpectedly to the left 
before I hear a loud rush of water. Realizing that I am on the right 
track after all, I hasten my pace, round another bend, and coming 
around the curve, I meet another rush before I see the falls: Tara, 
with a wreath of grass around her head, mud smeared across 
her face, lying directly in the middle of the path, a stick in her 
hand, drawing figures in ordered sequence in the dirt. Her mouth 
is formed in an exaggerated circle, and she is making a kind of 
hushing sound with her tongue as she gives each figure its re
spective details-each, a kind of military uniform. I stop com
pletely and watch, but not before Tara sees me. 

"Dangerous enemy!" she shouts in a voice I've never heard, 
and quickly draws swords in the hands of all the figures. She her
self, raises her stick, and points it at my chest. "What do you want 
here?" 

I don't step ahead, cautious of the seriousness in her voice. 
I try to formulate a thought, the words to express it, to become 

part of the game. I try to raise my thermos in the air for a joke, as 
a weapon, to show her that we're even, that neither of us has to 
pull rank. Instead, I say, "What are you doing?" 

Tara rolls back from her guardeq position, and lowers her stick. 
Her eyes line up exactly with mine, and she seems to almost 
smile. 

"Planning a revolution," she says. 
She tightens her grip on the stick, and carefully draws boots 

and helmets on each of her figures. Now that she has this line to 
guard the front, she draws lines at one-foot intervals for several 
feet up the trail, and quickly fashions more figures, five on each 
line. When she reaches a substantial addition of 25 she stops, 
satisfied, and returns to put individual expressions on the faces, 
which aren't in fact, distinctive at all by the time she finishes 
punctuating each one with three dots, and three horizontal dashes 
for eyebrows and mouths. Now she goes back to the first rowand, 
systematically working backwards in a series of strokes, she 
provides the figure in the center of each line with a large oblong
shaped shield. Repeating this action, she continues to work down 
through the lines until all end-figures have gauntlets, and those 
next to the shield-bearers carry canteens slung across their should
ers. When she has drawn a large flag in the free hand of the lead 
shield-holder, she places her stick on the ground parallel to the 
first line, and looks up. 

"These are my child-soldiers," she announces loudly. "They are 
prepared to fight when they have to. They are well-armed." 
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Tara steps back and studies what she has drawn. Tilting her 
head critically from side to side, she seems to be summing a strict 
assessment of each figure-making certain that there is nothing 
she has forgotten. 

"It would seem that they are carrying their ranks very well," I 
say, because it seems inadequate to say nothing. "I see that they're 
well-prepared for droughts, too, " I add, noticing that the canteens 
are larger than the soldiers' heads. "Do you expect to march far?" 

"That is not drinking water," Tara retorts in disgust, ignoring 
my last question. "Water is necessary only for the wounds of the 
bleeding, to aid them in battle." 

"Do they carry bandages, also?" 
"Only for use in extreme emergency. They need few extra pro

visions. " 
"Oh." 
I scratch my leg where a mosquito has just bitten. Tara swats 

a bug which lands on her elbow, and misses. She spies a beetle 
about an inch from her foot, though, and crushes it. 

"Intruders will be instantly vanquished," she states, swatting at 
another bug and succeeding this time. 

She reassumes her military stance, and briefly salutes, bringing 
her arms back down rigidly to her sides. 

"They must have a remdrkable sense of self-discipline to be 
marching in this weather when they could be skipping rocks, 
or swimming, " I observe. "It's awfully hot for war. " 

"Soldiers have no time for playing. Battles must be taken care 
o.f " 

"Well, I hope no one steps on them," I say. "There isn't much 
room to walk around, though." 

"They are also prepared to die." 
Tara rocks down into a kneeling position, and takes her stick 

in hand once again. As she raises the stick and starts to hum a 
marching song, I notice an imprint in the dirt where it has been 
laying. It's a faint print, but I find myself imagining its depth, 
and sit down on the path before it. Suddenly the day seems long 
and wasted, and I feel totally exhausted. Lulled by Tara's voice, 
and by the accompanying even beat of her stick pounding on her 
moccasin, I feel as though I could almost sleep. Relieved by semi
consciousness, I let my shoulders fall forward, and close my 
eyes. Maybe by the time I awaken Tara will have put her soldiers 
away, and will be ready to begin the walk home. 

Suddenly, though, before I have even had a chance to shift 
my feet, I feel a sharp kick at my side, and become quickly aware 
of a stick waving just inches away from my head. 

"Intruders will be vanquished! " 
I shake my hair behind my shoulders, and begin to get up as 

Tara moves toward me, bringing the sharp point of her stick with
in a blink of my left eye. Automatically I duck, and there is another 
kick at my side, accompanied by mOie shouting, which sounds 
like some kind of military command. Slowly, I rise to a squatting 
position, but as I try to straighten I stumble onto the head of the 
lead shield-bearer. 

"Intruders will be seized and will accept the consequences of 
their dangerous actions I " 
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I step back, and watch as Tara studies the decapitated soldier. 
Expecting her to draw a new head, I wait, and am caught by 
surprise when she turns around again without making an attempt 
to do so. 

"The enemy who makes an attack, and then attempts escape 
must be overtaken and immediately destroyed!" 

As I realize the risk of stepping past her now, I take still another 
step back, but Tara moves quickly, and in a second she blocks my 
path, coming so close that only her stick threads the air between 
us. 

"Do you accept your consequences willfully, or must you be 
seized?" 

Without replying, I push her away so that I can step around 
her. Surprisingly, she allows herself to gravitate back, and lets me 
move several feet before she rushes at me with full force against 
my back. 

"If you have a weapon, bring it forth now. If not, then turn 
around and accept defeat without struggle." 

Determined to put a stop to this before Tara forces complete 
battle, I whirl around, not realizing how much closer she has come. 
Stick raised, arm steady, she whips her weapon through the air, 
and draws it sharply, like a sword, against my face as I turn. 
Stunned, I feel the blood rise in a thick stripe across my cheek, 
and spill out, while the child Tara advances to strike again. 

In anticipation of her charge, I feel as though I am conscious for 
the first time, and acutely aware of the trial of this game. As she 
lunges toward me, I am ready. I grab her firmly by the upper part 
of her arm with one hand, and try to confiscate the stick with the 
other. For several minutes, it seems, we struggle, with Tara using 
the better of her six years of strength-tearing at the ground with 
her feet, and at my wrists with her teeth. Finally, though, she 
relaxes a little, and I am able to wrest the stick from her hand and 
push her aside; now, breaking the stick in two, I throw it far into 
the water. Tara comes forward and, together, we watch as the 
current snatches it up, and carries it away. 

Turning from the bank, everything seems strangely quiet. 
"The water is running especially fast for such a warm day," I 

say. "I wonder if maybe we'll get a storm." 
Tara says nothing. There is a definite finality about the way she 

retreats. She sucks on her hand where the stick has bitten into 
the flesh of her palm, and doesn't seem to hear me. 

"Well, it'll certainly ruin the fireworks if we do." 
It's hard to tell whether a storm will come or not. I check the 

water again, but all I see is a rusted beer can and a family of strid
ers crouched in a corner between the rocks. Judging by the depth 
here, I guess that the falls can't be far away. I decide to continue 
in that direction. 

Tara remains where she is, and doesn't seem to be aware of my 
movement at first. But as I leave, she begins to stir slowly, her 
eyes wandering over the bank, her face appearing old and tired. 
A sudden expression of peace relaxes her muscles, though, and the 
last that I see of her as I climb higher and higher, she scuffs at some 
dirt for a time on the path, and enters the void that begins with 
the water. 

-Deborah Smith 
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Reluctance
 

She stands there trembling, 
thin limbs dancing, as if cold. 
Pouting lips parted, 
she firmly shakes her head no. 

Pale face made pallor 
by a black waterfall of 
hair. Cold feet on the 
midnight floor. She won't get in. 

-Paul Gaffney 

Love's Ointment
 

Snot on a rag,
 
gUiltless and uncommitted to itself-

The disgusting
 
has nothing to be ashamed of
 
in its natural guise;
 
And I stand,
 
posed this way or that
 
according to effect or mood,
 
forever dependent
 
on cracked, mirrored images,
 
ghost reflections of my thoughts.
 

They cut the cord at birth
 
only to tie newer strings,
 
so sheer
 
that we lose all sight of them:
 
so strong,
 
they make me jolt like electric shocks.
 
And I see
 
the searing holes they make
 
and remember being told
 
that I wouldn't like
 
the smell of burning flesh
 
if I had a choice
 
between the stake
 
or freezing cold .
 

.And I wait for
 
love's ointment
 
to smooth out the hurt and pain,
 
hoping to remove a scar or two,
 
so that, growing old
 
seems less like an appointment
 
with death
 
and more like a pact
 
with life.
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But I keep digging holes 
or finding secret places 
to put away and hide 
the restless guilt 
that begins each day 
and carries on in my dreams. 
And I gouge myself 
trying to remove 
the splinter 
that travels each day 
closer to my heart, 
applying more and more of 
love's ointment, the universal cure, 
to draw it out. 

The centuries of promises 
are missed; 
and I stand 
with arms folded across my chest 
and beg for amnesty, 
hoping to gain courage 
and to force 
my stale and stifled breath 
to banish all cures, 
and forget 
the silent, dry bite 
of disease. 

-Rich Natoli-Rombach 
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untitled 28Y2 x 20Y2 Valerie Shader 

THEME AND VARIATIONS
 
/ an imagined portrait of one September afternoon painted on the 

windows/ This artist has chosen the realistic model Do not be deceived 
by the metaphors of blue sky and sun/ I know you have seen its rigidity 
and perspectives of bricked geometry/But I also know you have not 
stopped to observe the piece as you should/ It implies much; I think 
of that day Laius met his son without even recognizing him. 

Perhaps I should say nothing. Perhaps I should not let you look 
into me so. Perhaps I should retreat into the wings, only to burst out 
again with my eyes torn from bloody sockets. But I suppose those 
thoughts are vanity. Instead the day lulls me through lacquered pas
sageways, a mourning cup of coffee, down the stairs to join the pro
cession of the day. 

Perhaps if I looked long and hard I could see the reflection, the 
portrait with contours melting into the abstract,/ This artist has chosen 
the impressionistic model the contours of my face transformed into 
a thousand criss-crossed lines of complexity, lines of dark hues, the 
horror of suburban mornings, rainwater on asphalt, lines of such fright
ful intent that I must turn and shudder. 

I could not sleep, and rising, left the one beside me to his dreams. 
I nearly stumbled and fell several times in the dark hallway, pausing 
finally where the streetlight lit a place by the window. I took the tarot 
deck from a drawer and closed my eyes, slowly drawing a card. It was 
the lightning Struck Tower. So should I tear out my eyes at the recog
nition of some imoartial coincidence? I think not. 

Instead I will take us back. I will go through corridors where tired 
bureaucrats do their business. I will sit in white rooms and suddenly 
notice / an imagined portrait of one September day painted on the 
window/ the contours of my face transformed into a thousand criss
crossed lines of complexity,/ This artist has chosen the naturalistic 
model the horror of suburban mornings/ Do not be deceived by the 
metaphors of blue sky and sun/ I know you have seen its rigidity and 
perspectives of bricked geometry / But I also know you have not stop
ped to look at the piece as you should/ Perhaps if I looked long and 
hard I could see the reflection, the portrait with contours melting into 
the abstract.! It implies much; said that he loves his mother and 
killed his father. But I think that is wrong; because it said that in other 
cultures you cannot go by, why I did that? When I went to hang up the 
wind chimes I said, "I need someone to hold onto," not even knowing 
what I meant and/ I am the resurrection and the life: he that believeth 
in me, though he were dead, yet he shall live/ saw him coming that 
night, and I knew already, before the knock, who it was. I wish it was 
all gone and that I really didn't see. Didn't I say, like a fool, something 
about getting along without me? And I would rather have gone blind 
than to have seen that But the day pushe£ me through whitewashed 
halls down the elevator to meet the procession of the day. / And who
soever liveth and believeth in me shall never die; believest thou this/ 
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In the morning I wrote: I an imagined portrait of one autumn day 
painted on the windowsl The task once begun took me into the tepid 
afternoon. Pausing for tea and conversation I This artist has chosen 
the realistic model my mind, wapdering from the topic, became 
obsessed with the complexity of a portrait. I Do not be deceived by 
the metaphors of the blue sky and sunl I glimpsed the horror of subur
ban mornings and rainwater on asphalt. I walked through other stories, 
not feeling the loss of one September day. And I wrote to you: I I know 
you have seen its rigidity and perspectives of bricked geometryI But 
I also know you have not stopped to look at the piece as you should I By 
early evening I ended up sitting on those bricks weighing christ and 
confusion. I And whosoever liveth and believeth in me shall never 
die: believest thou this? I That was a definite low point. Among the inci
dents of a night, the wind chimes and suburban mornings, I realized 
a strand of event that has perennially changed human existence.! 
I think of that day Laius met his son without even recognizing himl 

You must know also that within one day there are many days, 
and you have glimpsed three of them. 

. Bill Sloan 

(Untitled) 

Snow-blind, the starving 
Doe packs a soft, cold bed for 
Her waking unborn. 

-David Aeschbacher 

Falling Away
 

Already she looks down on him when he comes by.
 
Although, because of him, she has curled on her bed
 
Like a fetus, and even though he knows her void,
 
She has seen his edges when he stammers
 
Or stands by her door with indecision,
 
So she argues at him with surgical clarity
 
Until he admits he knows or sees nothing
 
Of any use to her, himself, or their bond.
 
Then, when he pouts in cowardice on her bed
 
She says, Assert yourself once in a while .
 
Instead, he learns not to think in her presence
 
Until it's a habit and soon she's frightened
 
Saying, Why can't we talk like before?
 

He is learning of light by looking below
 
The thin dignity she assumes as a shield,
 
Wondering when his shapeless mind will settle.
 
Already she looks down on him when he comes by.
 

-Daniel W. Van Riper 
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2'.... A Visit with the Chaplain c' 
;:l 

I lost them in Viet Nam,
 
he said, quite
 
matter of factly. No big deal.
 
I was scared shitless
 
at first, you know /
 
but ...
 

Time heals all wounds, 
great and small . 

.. .anyway, you get used to 
it. I mean 
not having them. Nothing to stand 
on, nothing to put 
shoes on, nothing 
to ... 

~..,. Time heals all wounds, 
great and small.X 

-oJ 
... tap to music with. Sometimes, 
not very 
often, just once in a while, I 
think that I should kill 
what's left of me. 

~ 

Time heals all wounds, 
great and small. 

-Paul Gaffney 

~ 
()...., ...., 

'-< 
7.-.. 
" :2 
~ 
~ 55 



~ 
<:> 
;:: 
....'"
>: a morning 
;:J 
\:l 
;:: 

in clouded mind-state 
i found the button 
on the top of 
the electric clock 
and killed the noise 
that scared me dryly 
hom a dream 

and with a motion 
swift and clean 
she kissed my shoulder 
as i sat up 
creaking bedsprings 

"saturday, you fool" she said 
and brushed her 
fingertips 
along my inner 
thigh 

-Richard Olson 
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Holiday
 

Concerned 
with rounded visions of their homes 
mellow 
warm 
brOjVn 
punctuated 
by heavy rooted 
free-fall tales 
gripped as tight as 
a stairway rail, 
angels turn to hzards 
dropped from heaven 
falling through the earth 
to waste. 
As nothing falls upward 
they wait 
for new heavens 
to open up below. 

-Daniel W. Van Riper 
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