


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
forward - it is too late

to fear.

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

quietly, Orion passing

low in the western sky,
quietly

like innocence.

Anthony Giorgianni
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WAITING

milkwhite footsteps
pour

a long

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

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 [ 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 [ stared closer towards eight o’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 [ 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.

9 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

and last year’s shoes. A

lifeless radio is living
my simple world.

Amy Benevento

untitled 17 % x 16

Karen Czajkowski
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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
man wondering if he has slept too much or too little. On his wrinkled
and matted flannel shirt, which has a pack of cherry flavored cough
drops in the left breast pocket, is a pin indicating that he has
donated blood and needs to be treated delicately and reverently. He
had done that last week at the college in town. He thought it a good
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
pulp that seem to wobble down his throat instead of gushing like the
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
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.

Soon, the kitchen is crowded with smoke. He blows a few wisps of
hair from his forehead. Some smoke is blown, too, but other smoke
fills the area quickly. He begins to cough and choke a little on the
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. '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 gotta 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.99

“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. | had some trouble.”

“With that bike again?”’

“Well, [ 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.

“0.K. Spinner babe. '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. “Uh 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. |
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 during
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the spoofy incident. The jackhammers shiver their way into the
asphalt where the older men work. A crane lower§ a piece c_)f con-
crete sewer tunnel into the hole dug and the traffic lights continue to
turn green, yellow, red, yellow, green, yellow, red, ye!low...

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 9ut 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 embarassingl)" in tl.1e rain, waving
his broken flag. A car of students, stopped beside l'ur.n, waiting for
the traffic to move again, roll down a passenger side window a
crack. o

“Want some?” a young girl asks, offering a joint to Yager. He can
barely see her face through the rain smea.nred wmdpw. 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 dehcate!y, but
snuggly between her fingers through the crac!( of the window.
“C’mon, must be lonely in that rain,” she says again.

Yager looks back at the hole up ahead where the plder 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 spec.ial trea‘sment.
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 th? 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 pl..llls
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 tha}t
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
honking. Faces of motorists stare at Yager as the windshields are
alternately cleared by the wipers and smeared again by the rain.
The 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 all | 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
find out for God’s sake.”

Yager 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
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
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
and 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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