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ELECTRIC
marianne w. c. park

Crossing the soupy Schuykill River
I saw a thick skin

on the water, a rainbow

of electric blue,

green, and fuchsia, frosted

like nailpolish.

It oozed along the bank’s curve,
a line on a heart monitor
jumping at any vibration

in the flow, the colors

meshing jaggedly.

A bubble opened the surface,
some upwelling of organic gas
from below.

I imagined the body

being lifted from the tide,
glittering rainbow

like a fish,

turning on the hook.
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CHRISTMAS EVE

6

m.j. warrender

PHILOMEL

[ was alone.

It was twenty miles

outside Albuquerque

on the road to Santa Fe ~ where
I was to meet some people

I had never met before.

The luminarias twinkled

in the outskirts

of the city I had just left,

leaving a lingering feeling

of romance, repose.

I pulled into an old filling station
that dotted the landscape

like a lantern

amidst a vast, dark ocean.

I could not get the cap off

on that stiff and bleak automatic—
everything had buttons to make it go—
and you appeared

from nowhere

in your blue pick-up truck.




You smiled and took over;

your ponytail, blue eyes, blue jeans

and blue smile made me feel

as if | should let you,

and we talked of the steam locomotive
that trails through neighboring mountains,
of the luminarias that are

only lit this time of year,

of the possibility of gnomes in

the surrounding wooded areas.

Then the bleak automatic filled,

you capped it slowly, thoughtfully,
turned, facing behind me, alongside me
and whispered  marry me

please  marry me

and in my surprise and shyness

[ said nothing

and watched you drive away.
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CAPITALIZATION

john paul deley

Feel sorry for the of

in Boy Scouts of America or

for the yours that follows

Sincerely.

Not being sentence beginners

or proper enough to snuggle in

with Queen Victoria or Xerox

they hold spaces, wedgelike

and cummings was their only friend.

When Aunt Marie got married

she was still my aunt.

When the Democratic party had a

party it wasn’t democratic.

What about the and in Parsley, Sage,
. Rosemary and Thyme? Comfort

the little voices

acknowledge all favorite thes

and award them ribbons for performances

noble, neat, necessary.

If only all service could be as

large, correct, certain.

The pope In rome Would Be A catholic.

8 PHILOMEL




alexander ludwig
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FEEDING
THE DEAD
lara naughton

10 PHILOMEL

I

Hideko visits headless statues of saints,

daily brings them tea, rice, flowers to share
with the dead. She has a habit of staring,

one by one, at where the saints’ eyes would be.

Long before the statues’ rock heads shattered,
Hideko's grandmother brought her to the saints.
Hideko thought they were trapped in stone,
and shut her eyes tight.

Her grandmother said saints are never alone—
they are joined by souls of Catholics,
who together with them watch over the living through stone eyes.

11

Hideko was standing among the statues

in front of a glass cathedral door

when 22 kilotons of dynamite dropped

in the heart of Nagasaki’s Christian district,

heating the ground, the twin cathedral towers, the saints.




The soles of Hideko's feet burned,

glass splintered, sinking deep, touching bone,
gums bled, hair fell out,

one breast was exposed and one eye gouged.

46 years later when Hideko scratches her skin

glass still emerges from beneath scars.

The decapitated statues have never been rebuilt.

Her grandmother’s soul has joined saints in damp stone.

I

Every day Hideko enters the cathedral,

feeds the dead,

places flowers on each statue

where the rock necks have hollowed,

stares the saints, her grandmother in the eye,
tells them, these are my days,

pretends they can look back.

For 46 years she has stood by the saints,

her skin brushing against the statues,
her glass, like glitter, rubbing onto stone.

SPRING 1992
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A CEMETERY KIss

w. b. keckler

Your breath

On my neck,

A little pennant

Of musk

When the sky

Pours bloodlight
Delicately

Over ferns

That brush

The massive trunk
Of a cedar. Kiss

Now, with black
Flicker breath,

Trunk of my body—
Gooseflesh before
The eternal cold

& clod break

Apart. The sky

Bowl flickers, like a
Conflagration in water.
Then mad spiderwebs
Of jet trails,

Caul of something
Hopelessly born to hear
The sable paintbrush
Between your thighs.

12 PHILOMEL




UNTITLED

ethel rackin

All day she had been dreaming of rain.

Birds seemed to insist that wet leaves moved.
The one door in her mind was chipped
Fire-engine-red wood.

It swung open to nothing.

At night it poured like orgasm

Or a vision broke loose and wild.

She painted flowers open and opening...
The unfolding yielded light, saturation.

She dreamed of canvases the size of oceans,
Representation and hands... repetition.

Trapped somewhere within the matter,
Trapped within a sea of eye.

Maybe there were a thousand strokes of color.
She wanted to move closer, extend farther
Along that awfully grey line of infinity.

SPRING 1992
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BIRD

mary hahn

HE FLITTED like a bird from
tree to tree. Standing barely five
feet tall in her heelless alligator
flats with her brightly painted
face, she looked like a bizarre, exotically
plumed swan, aspecies more flamboyant
than its regal white skin. Her flaming
mouth chattered unceasingly while her
eyes tirelessly circulated around the
room. Her glossy lacquered hair was
parted too far on the side of her head
and she had to constantly flip her head,
twisting her long white neck.
| was standing next to a rubber tree
plant with my back pressed up against
the wall. Parties like these always
disappoint, but somehow the enticement
of snatched conversational phrases and
the tinkle of glassware were difficult to
resist. One does not go to these parties
to enlarge the mind and the palate, but
just to be seen. The rush of being in a

14 PHILOMEL

room full of dazzling luminaries of
unreadable literature and obscure films
excites the senses as nothing else except
alcohol.

“Hi,” she said. It was the bird creature.
I was surprised she singled me out. “I
haven’t seen you around here before.
I'm Antoinette Volee. A mouthful, huh?
You can just call me Toni. I only use
Antoinette when I'm in a martyr mode.”

She stopped then and took asip from
her glass, her brightly painted lips oh-
so-carefully lipping the rim so as not to
mar their color or their shape. It didn’t
matter what | was called. It didn’t matter
if I was present or not. No feedback or
comment was necessary and I might as
well have been the potted plant next to
me.

“Look at that girl over there. I don’t
know why the guys like her so much.
She has a big ass and her arms are flabby.
And the one with the red hair looks like
a grandmother dressed like a clown. I'll
never understand men as long as I live.”
She sighed and pouted prettily.

She didn’t get a chance to start up
again, because a certain ambiguous artist/
poet/writerfenfant terrible had engaged
her in a battle of drawling tones and
affected accents. The last thing I heard
before they floated out of my party plot
was the glorification of ennui.

The next time | saw the Bird, as 1
christened her, was at Mark W—'s party.
The majority of partygoers had con-
sumed toxic amounts of alcohol and the
gathering was getting increasingly
volatile and raucous.




I pushed roughly past the tightly
packed crowd looking for a bathroom.
In each room, most of the oh-so-jolly
partygoers were in various states of
undress, with carefully coiffed extrava-
ganzas violently astrew. I glanced in one
room and then the next. I was wasting
my time. | should have headed for the
most crowded part of the apartment. The
entrance to the bathroom was always
decorated with a long line and was
usually the most popular room at a party.

Aslstood in line, a few people passed
out in front of me. I saw the Bird, propped
up against the wall with an extremely
handsome young man glued to her body.
He was in the process of licking her neck
and fondling her left breast with a great
show of passion and display of animal
arousal. Bird just propped her head back,
exposing that glorious white neck,
languidly closing her eyes. Her licker,
believing this action to be the first signs
of blissful, melting passion, renewed his
ardor. Bird popped her eyes open and a
snarl of disgust curled those plump lips.
She turned her head to avoid the
onslaught of her gorgeous young man
and caught sight of me. She smiled a
crocodile smile, displaying a row of the
whitest, sharpest teeth | had ever seen.
She beckoned violently, which success-
fully dislodged the gorgeous young man
from her body.

I pushed my way ahead in line,
hearing various black curses and
withstanding venomous glares from the
people 1 had passed. When I reached
her place in line, she turned to her
gorgeous young man and sweetly
requested him to fetch heranother drink.

“But you have to use the john. You
can’t drink when you have to go,” the
gorgeous young man snapped back.

“Darling, 1 can always have a drink
under any situation. We'll do anything
you want after this party,” she replied.

The gorgeous young man brooded
away, muttering under his breath.

Bird turned to me with a seeming
look of appreciation. “What luck! He
was mauling me. I hate public displays
of sex. Actually, I hate sex period, but
don't let that get around. A rumor like
that could ruin a girl.”

There were ten people ahead of her.

“Hey, why don’t we go outside and
piss behind the bushes. It’s faster.”

I murmured my agreement as she
grabbed my arm and headed for the front
door. She dragged me bodily down the
flight of stairs. A row of hedges surroun-
ded the building and we fought our way
behind them. She lifted her scanty little
black skirt and squatred down. She
looked even more like a bird than ever.

“l never wear underwear to parties.
People think it's because I'm aslut, but 1
only doitso I can do this easily. I always
end up pissing behind a bush.”

I let her unceasing chatter occupy
her mind while I did my business. She
didn’t comment on the fact that | too
was not wearing any underwear.

It was several weeks later when | ran
into her again. It was at Deidre C—'s
birthday bash. She looked so beautiful it
made me catch my breath. The liquid
composition of her slender limbs belied
the existence of joints and angular bone.
A tall, young man was speaking softly in
her ear, and in the midst of all the raucous
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laughter and violent gyrations, the
picture of the two young beautiful
creatures created a poignant scene
rarely seen in this day and age.

She saw me and gracefully flew over
to my side with her young man in tow.

“Hi! I'm so glad you're here. | want
you to meet someone.”

Her young man smiled and offered
me his hand. The handshake was firm
and the eyes behind the wire-rim
spectacles were the warmest blue I had
ever felt. He excused himself to refill
Bird’s glass and find a new one for me.

“Well, what do you think? Isn’t he
just fabulous? He’s a doctoral student
of English at Princeton—Ivy League
and all. I'm rtired of all these fake
degreed people that I run into. He’s
100% real through and through. I'm
s0 happy. I think this is it. I think he’s
the one.” And throughout her chatter,
the sheer joy and happiness of her love
made her pale skin even paler until it
seemed to-glow of its own accord.
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There wasn’t much I could say to
add to her happiness, so I didn’t. I left
the party a few minutes later.

The door was flung open with a
violence that shook the walls. Light
poured in from the doorway. It was
Bird. Her mouth was an angry distor-
ted slash of red and vile noises streamed
out in loud gasps. I felt him start and
shield his eyes from the sudden glare,
leaning over to grab his wire-rim
spectacles. Bird stopped screaming and
looked down at us. I sat up, bringing
the covers with me. The light behind
her silhouetted her beautiful figure,
heaving with every breath. Then ina
movement too swift for the human
eye, she twirled around and ran out of
the room, leaving the abused door wide
open.

Bird should know one doesn’t
go to these parties to enlarge the
mind.




SCREAM
marianne w. c. park

You feel it as soon as you turn
out of bed, that ache travelling
the length of your neck,
behind your ears.

You wear it on your face,

in the shadows of your eyes
turned toward the ground,
the muscle lines moving
beneath your cheeks, your teeth
grinding together.

Maybe if you could put

your groping finger on it,

it would disappear,

actually dissolve—

but until you can

the air still feels

heavy on your shoulders,
thick when your lungs take it.
If only you could pull
yourself together enough

just to cry,

Or screar.
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JEANNE WITH AN
UMBRELLA
b. z. niditch

The feckless sunlight

with its high passions

on scattered fauna

never forgets the lilacs
near the sea windy bench
an unexpressible weariness
overtakes the rain

clears away the June heat
in the verge of laziness
from warm ash grey skies

a child’s lightening

opens an unclosed umbrella.

Jeanne laughs at transfigurations
from blinking thunder

she separates a purple springboard
when one is no longer wounded.

SPRING 1992
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UNTITLED

loren chasse

A wish hung in the delicate air between them,
it was for the tracing of a space of flesh never seen
and it was for water on one side,
and stone on the other.
Two pedestals of earth rose side by side from a sea
of cloud running cold
into a horizon of illimitable blue.
Each unfolded itself into a palm, upturned
and infused with blood-green.

On one, a woman hung her head in the grass by the water,
and the dust of small flowers blew across the surface,
stirring the motion of liquid stars

in the depth of the stream.
Here she would sleep and strum notes on the water,
pulling away the leaves as they made to curl
through the silvered glass.
The banks rose up in gentle swells from the edge

of the pool, and ran out from softer ground

into a thick entanglement of berried-vines,
damp fingers sweeping
veils from face in the sea.
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And on the other pedestal of earth,
more than two arm-lengths, so,
an eternity away,
the man would draw his fingers through
knots of slender branches,
and shape supple bracelets
for her arms.

He was fond of creating things from the tired forms
of trees. He folded leaves until they cracked and slid
into the sunshine spilled from the wind,
he wove a mantle for her shoulders,
and he built for her a god.
Where she had been given water,
he had been given a stone,
and by this he would arrange his tools in the long grass
and conceal his thoughts and eyes.

Sometimes she would raise her breasts from their place
in the pale reeds and pull her hair upon her shoulders.
When she moved to the higher ground
and slid against the berries,
he would already be on the other side,
wearing a crown or holding a shield
against the blue bridge almost between them.
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The tongue, the seed, the sound, and the birth:
everyday they would meet in air above the sea of clouds
and by folding up into the seams of their eyes,
they would wish for the pool and the stone and each other.
The woman and the man could not weep
as they had never touched another.
They could not laugh, as they could not trust their dreams.
They could only stand, each upon soft green earth,
and contemplate a moment of ever reaching
the other side.

Neither had ever been frightened of the edge,
of the unknowable underside,
and the
plunging
air.

But each could see the twisted column of the other,
the muscled roots and packed earth descending deep
into the white throat of a dream,
and neither could repress the
hope
for where it might lead below.
Perhaps a common earth, a bounded sea,
or only
a region of spells
sealed in a mirror.

Time turned over in its sleep,
and when she could no longer stand the silvering
of her hair by the water,
when she could no longer keep the wish from taking shape
in her eye,
she drew her gold from the water,
and hung lazuli sky.
in
the

22 PHILOMEL




STOLEN

rod farmer

Immature poets imitate;
mature poets steal.
And I stole this.

SPRING 1992
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FEET OF
Dust

lara naughton

24  PHILOMEL

The man took gravecloths from his eyes.

His sisters soothed with perfume, tears, their hair,
the dusty feet of a friend who followed

mourners parade to where the man had lain

four days, stood outside the cave closed by a stone
and called for the dead to rise.

This story has traveled the world
by every means necessary.

Evangelists, stiff-backed in the desert,

watch Samburu boys with Christian names

dance, like spirit ancestors, over rocks and acacia thorns—
the boys’ legs fire, their arms spitting cobras

to chase away a curse, heal sores,

set the sky in motion.

Still no sign of rain in the torch-lit night. Strong wind.
The missionaries’ leather heels dig sand holes;
their church steeple takes the place of the fifth star
in the Southern Cross;
watermelons they have taught children to plant
sit plump at the edge of the drying oasis.
Women in the church practice how to pray.

The disciples shield their mouths and eyes with cloths
against desert wind. They dig their heels in blowing dust.




gregory cohn
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To MALBEcco,

THE CAVE-DWELLER

26

brandon paul

PHILOMEL

A hand’s length away from the satyr’s back
you could almost touch his harsh giggles
and feel in your ribs her crescendos,

as a wet wrap of human love around a tree.

Then the running silence soon after,

in a jealous putrefaction of skin

hair and bones, you found a crack

in the rock of the ocean-rimmed land
and dissolved in a toad-swallowing sweat.

We followed your progress

as we followed your flight.

The ingestion became a cloud

on the panes of your memory,

and you became a dim habit
flitting through the mushroom air.

But the sudden black that yellowed
in your eyes, we kept for ourselves
because it fed our imaginations.

And still there is the memory

of our queen running through us,

wild as new juice in an old bottle,

and how there was the smell of fresh skulls

behind the bud and flower of her breath.




BEYOND THE
INFLUENCE
david sumner

Out beyond the influence

of my parents, there is a world

in which words unsay themselves,
where every mistake undoes itself
as simply as a child climbs

out of bed, where my parents touch
each other again in wonder, father
untangling his limbs from those
of the baby sitter, mother, feeling
an inexplicable desire, pulling her
thick flannel nightgown

over her shoulders, exposing her
breasts until the sigh of it falling
draws my tutor to her flesh.

I write all the words they say
between moans on my slate, and
then I make them disappear.
The plastic sheet I lift

is a window, under it a grey dawn
as blank as the one I wake up to.

SPRING 1992
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HANDS

robert cooperman

I think of the barber's
hummingbird darting;

the dental hygienist’s
self-righteous scraping;

the dentist’s cold strength

when he pulled my wisdom teeth,
warning me, with fingers

gripping the forceps,

he might have to break my jaw.

| remember my father hiding
his hands behind his back
with a small toy tucked
like a bird in his palm;
when we played “Flinch,”
he let me slap
those rope-burned monsters
like a huge, indulgent dog.
I still feel his kneading away
my migraines with fingers
gentle as the nose of a doe,
his forehead crumpled with worry
that | had inherited the pain
that turned his nights

= into a wolf’s caged pacing.

Now, there are your hands,
delicate, patient

when you tease splinters

from my fingers and arms;

sure, when you knot my tie

that threatens to strangle me.
The first time you held my face
stars exploded in my chest.

And when you gripped my waist
[ wanted to gloar at passersby.
And now, when you reach for me—
before sleep, when we wake—

| know for an electric certainty
what hands are really for.
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THE TWENTY-
EIGHTH SHADE
jennifer dowling

What was the least painful?
You could ask.
I could answer, for shame acquaints me poorly
when my tongue abounds,
that in the instant
there is naught but the tranquility of motion
in moments of fury
in tiled kingdoms
of tiny kings
in diminutive oceans
of Neptunes unnamed
before the car arrives
before the clock strikes two
before
even before the bubbles surface in the blood.

What hurts?
You could ask.
[ could answer, for the paint is on my fingers
and the copies are so close to the original
even masters at their craft are stunned,
riot and rawness
and the loam hidden in every one of the
twenty-seven shades
of brown:
beaver pelt
and oiled leather,
chocolate stain,
warped wood and
Colombian cream wrapped
smoking and dripping
on spindly gold and copper rails sprawled
across
the desert to the stone.

Why!?
You could not ask.
I could not answer in tine or time
for dark mornings and a hollowed stare
over rocks and bumps
over wheeled woods
through tones of red
and dry lightning and
the distant scent of copper
and the damp memory of
."ilt‘t'p
have been explained to all but you.

SPRING 1992
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ELEPHANTS
PASSING

karen sharp

Cargo train lumbers by in the highway light
like a line of lonely elephants, holding trunks
(of battered cloth and bruises) and tails

(of misdirection) laden heavy with their burden
my memories

my life

each beast a leathered compartment
container

containment

I watch.

If a tear forms,

and is allowed to fall

the burden lightens

a little, for a time.

The caravan trudges on, all trembling steel
sinew, and purpose.

One animal, huge and female, turns to me
Do you weep, she asks,

for what I carry

for what I have not carried

or for what you fear I will not ever carry!
Easy, | say, all three.
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I think I see a smile under massive trunk
and a slight shake of her glorious head.
Startled, I ask,

Mother?

Another shake, slower, ears sway, eyes stay
on mine

it is me who turns away.

On the light catches faces lined with age, grace,
pain

I watch from the relative safety of my own
leather seat

not quite trampled.

I fear losing my way

for watching the train glitter by in the weeds.
| drive on.

But I know it is there

anyway, that beast

it groans behind my eyes

across my shoulders

in every corner

of every moment

of every day.

Slow, lonely elephants.

Reminders.

SPRING 1992
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MODELS
a. ¢. brocki

PHILOMEL

| have tried being serious

but find the pose tiresome.
Besides, death goes on

whether I worry or not,

and I strongly suspect

a connection between the two,
so I search out silly people—
sun-brown children pretending
to break a leg for no reason,
well-dressed middle-aged women
doing funny walking in cafés,
old men playing dead

by dropping their head

or grabbing their throat,

rolling their faded eyes up,

and gasping e-yah!

after their second bite of quiche.




UPON LEAVING
THE BAR

m.j. warrender

I reached out

and struggled away

from a substance that felt like quicksand,
tar

A star

has haunted me

ever since | could speak

And my words floated by you like lilypads
while | watched from underneath
rationing my every breath

At times

it seems as though
what is vowed

is simply a plan;

plans being pranksters
that finally reveal
their real names:

Promises dropped in muddled pools,
Frames painted with blues and greys,
Faces sketched with positions resumed,
Lives devoted to whatever remains.

SPRING 1992
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VISITS
FROM JIM

caren lissner

AMES THREW OPEN his sister’s
door, leaned posingly in the doorway,
and grinnedsslyly. “Hey, sis,” he said. “1
got a new question for ya.”

Kerry looked up from her desk and
recognized the pose. He was doing his I-
don’t-care-but-I-do look. If James thought
himself debonair, he wasn’t supposed to
show it. What he was supposed to show
was modesty, a sheepishness at all the
attention he was given and a longing to
duck it.

“Great,” Kerry mumbled, and went back
to her work.

James smiled and sauntered into the
room. “I knew you'd be happy,” he sang.
“Now, answer this. Okay, same as always,
imagine that a genie appeared—"
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“_Andhesaid that Thave twochoices,
and if 1 don’t pick one or the other, I'll die.”

James feigned surprise. “Ve-ry good,”
he said. “Now, here's today’s question. You
cither have toshoot the president, or stand
on top of the Capitol building in the cold
for two days, singing all of Frank Sinatry’s
greatest hits.”

Kerry put down her pen. “That'’s
obvious,” she said. “Of course I'd rather do
that than kill the President.”

“Maybe,” Jim said. “But say you'd he
okay, because no one would ever find out
you shot the President.”

“Still the Sinatra thing,” Kerry said.

“Okay,” James said, “But what if. . .”

“Do you mind?” Kerry said. “I'm trying
to write a paper.”

“Paper, schmaper,” Jamessaid, grinning.
“Therearestill ten days of break left. You've
got some time.”

Kerry was not in a good mood. She
didr’rwant tobe inside writingabout poetry,
and she certainly didn’t need a Cheshire
cat looming above her when she wanted ro
let off steam.

“I hate poetry,” Kerry said. “I despise
poetry. I couldn’t even look at a Dr. Seuss
book right now. It might take me ten days
to finish this. So I'm not trying to be a. ..
I'm not trying to be a bitch, but please let
me do this.”

“Oh, all right,” James said. He started
toward the door, then stopped and turned
on his heel. “You know, you could change
majors.”

Kerry managed a weak smile. She knew
she really couldn’t. But did Jim know? He
had to know. Maybe he really didn’t. Life
was so simple for him.

“Maybe,” she said.




SCENE I. Dinner at the Kane Household.

Thefouractorseat their ham and sweet
potatoes in silence. Prince James swallows
and speaks.

“Very good, Mom,” he says.

The father beams and looks around.
“Anyone do any work today?”

“Yes,” Kerry announces, “and I've
discovered that I really hate poetry.”
“Well, bear with it,” says the father. “You've
always liked your other English courses.”

“T know,” Kerry says.

“You're not gonna need poetry to write
my speeches,” James says jokingly.

“Sure she will,” Dad says. “She might
want to throw in an allusion or random
quotation, to make you look smart.”

Mom smiles.

“I do not like green eggs and ham.”
Kerry quotes.

James laughs, and looks around.

No one else gets it.

“I didn’t make eggs,” Mom says.

Kerry was still hunched over her
notebook at her desk at midnight. Only
the desk light was on, leaving the rest of her
room dark and preventing distractions. She
stared at the words on a page of her poetry
anthology. Kerry had to somehow link the
passage to weather. Coleridge was obsessed
with weather—that was her thesis. Next
step: link everything in every other
Coleridge poem to weather. The Rime of the
Ancient Mariner—well, what was rime but
frost! Otherwise, he would have spelled it
r-h-y-m-e, unless—

The door creaked open. “Ker?”

Kerry shook her head as James entered.
“This is such a joke,” she said.

James, always glad to hear a good joke,
bent over his sister’s slumped form to read.
“What is?" he asked.

“Well, everything,” she said, “but
especially this paper.”

“Rime’ is defined by Webster's Diction-
ary as...” he began to read. “Whoa,” his
eyes scanned her scrawled page. “Pretty
deep.”

“I'm totally stretching it,” Kerry said. “
got an A on my last one this way. It was on
Browning and religion. You know, if your
last name started with a C instead of a K,
and you were in a story, your initials would
render you a Christ-figure.”

“Wow,” James said. “Who knew.”

“Exactly,” Kerry said. “Anyway, what
brings you here during the wee hours of the
morning?”

He got serious. “I was wondering,” he
asked, “do you still have the Mrs. Gordon
stories!”

Kerry laughed. “Mrs. Gordon,” she
said. “I haven't thought about her in a
long time.”

“Do you have the stories?” he asked.
“Do you remember saving them at all?”’

Kerryrememberedsaving themall right.
She'd meticulously stored all of their
childhood collaborations in boxes in her
walk-in closet, along with diaries, school
book reports, and other remnants of their
not-so-distant youth. It was just a question
of finding the right box. Kerry went through
them often, when she was bored, and they
brought back memories of snow days and
bike races.

“I... Tdon't know,” Kerry stammered.
“l don’t think I'd have kept those.” She
forced herself to laugh. “They were pretty
awful.”
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James appeared relieved. “1 know,” he
said. He paused. “Uh, could you, when
you're not busy, make sure?”

Kerry laughed. “What is this all of the
sudden?” she asked. “That was eight years
ago. Its silly.”

“I... just wouldn’t want anyone to
read them,” he said. “I mean... they'd
think we were really like that. They were
pretty bad.”

“Nobody cares if we were weird when
we were twelve,” Kerry said. “Besides, it’s
not like I'd show anyone.”

“Tknow,"Jimsaid. “Well, I'mjust curious
tosee them anyway. | mean, they were like
thirty pages long.”

“I'll check,” Kerry said. “But you can’t
save everything.”

SCENE II. The Dinner Table.

“This is really good, Mom,” grins Lord
Jim, stuffing a forkful of mashed potatoes
into his face. “The dining halls at school
don’t even come close.”

“Thank you,” Mrs. Kane says. “Carrots,
Kerry?”

“Mmmm, have some,” Dad says.

“No thanks,” Kerry says. “I'm not that
hungry.”

“Hey, Jim,” Dad says. “Did you call any
departments for your grades yet?”

“Yeah, history and legal studies,” James
replies. “l got an A in history, and a B plus
in legal studies. I was really psyched.”

“A Bplus?’ Dadsays. “Wow. Youhated
that class. How'd you pull that off?”

Jim stuffs his mouth again and shrugs.
“Idunno,” he says, with his mouth full.

“Well, Kerry, how's that poetry paper!”
Dad asks.

“It’sfake, Dad,” Kerry answers. “Just like
this conversation.”

“The shock-line of the night,” Mom
chides. “It used to take her much longer to
get toit.”

“Because she's in college now,” Dad
says. “Good schools breed cynics. Better
school than we went to, so she’s more
cynical.”

“It’s not that much better,” Kerry says.

“Smith isn’t that much better?”” Dad
asks. “Smith? Don't you know what it
means, when I tell people that my daughter’s
a Smith girl?”

“It means you grew up in the fifties,”
Kerrysays, “when people actually said that.
Women'’s schools only used to be good
because we couldn’t go to men’s.”

“They're still good,” James says, letting
his fork hang in limbo between his mouth
and the plate. “They just don’t get as much
recognition.”

“I'sashame,” Dad says. “We used toall
godown tothe gitl'sschools, it was exciting.
Nowadays they live next door. | mean, I'm
progressive,” he looked at James, “youknow
we're progressive, but there was so much
more. ... order in those days. Really, I know
this sounds conservative, and you know
we're not, but really, sometimes things are
better when you don’t have so many
choices.”

“I guess,” James says.

“It might just be—" Dad pauses to
swallow a sip of water. “—Maybe that's
why America’s so much looser now: co-ed
colleges.”

“Yeah,” Kerry says. “But co-ed colleges
are only partly to blame. Don’t forget about
MTV.”

“Two shockers tonight,” Mother says.
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“Maybe I should've gone to West Point,”
James muses for no apparent reason. It's
probably just been on his mind. West Point
would suit him perfectly—the nice, clean
haircut, duty above all—

“You're happy at Brown,” Dad says.
“You're an Ivy Leaguer, that'll look just as
good.”

Kerry clears her throat. Cough—
“Fifties"—cough—

James laughs.

Kerry smiles and turns to Dad. “You
picked two schools with great names to
send your kids to,” she tells him. “Smith
and Brown. You should have had a third
kid, so you could send him to Jones.”

James shakes his head.

“But there’s no—" Mom starts.

“Egps,” Kerry says.

It was late at night. The poetry
assignment, written on eight pieces of torn-
out notebook paper, lay on the keyboard of
Kerry's computer. Typing would only take
afew hours. She could leave it for now.

She sat Indian-style inside her closet on
the rug, with the light on. It was one of
those lights consisting solely of a bulb
and a thin, beaded metal string hanging
(-l()wn.

Kerry was going through some boxes of
stuff from when she and James were kids.
Some of it she'd collected from his metal
garbage pail, the one that had pictures of
foothall players on it, which he'd kept to
the left of his door. She'd checked it every
dayforamonth after reading Harriet the Spry
at age 11. It had started her on a spying
spree that only ended when her father
caught her bringing home the two old
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Playboys from their neighbor’s garbage can.
Most of what she'd found in James' trash
was more innocent—mostly school
assignments that she’d thought were pretty
good buthe'dobviouslystopped caringabout.

One of her favorites was from fourth
grade. Against their parents’ orders, the
twins had mistakenly been put into the
same classroom for homeroom. They both
liked the teacher, though, so when their
parents’ attempts to get approval to move
one of them to a different homeroom
succeeded, they both refused to switch.
Thus, Kerry got to see much of what James
produced in fourth grade.

The assignment she looked at now had
been to write titles for the short passages
thatappeared onaditto. One of the passages
was, “Petey was John's dog. Petey told John
lots of things. He wagged his tail totell John
he was happy. He brought him a ball to tell
him that he wanted to play. And he
licked John’s face to tell him that he
loved him.”

On the ditto, it said, “What title would
you give this story?”’

Kerry had called it, “Petey and John.”

But James had written down something
else.

He'd written down, “Pestering Dog.”

He'd thought it was pretty funny, and
he'dshowed it to everyone whose desk was
near his.

It was a shame that that wouldn’t
happen today.

“I keep having these dinner conver-
sations in my mind,” Kerry told her visiting
high school friend Lisa, who was now a
psych major at Temple. “They're based on




real conversations we've hadatdinner, only
they’re exaggerated, and everyone’s
funnier.”

“So you rehash old conversations and
make them more interesting?” Lisa asked.

“Well, sort of. Sometimes they're an
amalgam of things we said at one point or
another. The difference is in the retorts. |
always make the funniestones, and I always
say the best stuff.”

“Who'sin these daydreams?” Lisaasked.
“Just your mom, dad and Jim?”

“Yup,” Kerry said. “All of us. Mostly
these are the status conversations, where
Dad heaps nauseating praise upon us and
we have to try to get him to shut up.”

“But don’t you usually have political
conversations at dinner?”

“Well, we have those too. But those 1
really do have clever answers for, so I don’t
have to fantasize afterwards. 1 study
newspapers when 1 should be doing my
schoolwork. Jim doesn’t have to—he can
skim the stuffand remember it all, orappear
to—but I've got to prepare my remarks in
advance or I'll lose the race. If all of our
conversations were written, I'd do fine.”

“So these daydreams are like wish-
fulfillment,” Lisa concluded. “Youwish you
could be more witty at dinner.”

“Maybe,” Kerry said. “This family is
just—you know that it’s like a competition
sometimes.”

“Yeah, 1 know,” Lisa said. “And Jim
usually wins.”

“Yup,” Kerry said.

Jimstuck hishead in the doorandfound
the two sitting on the bed. “Hi, Lisa,” he
grinned. Kerry detected an immediate
brighteningon the part of her friend. “Hey,
Ker, did you have a chance to look for the

old.... you-know-whats yet?”

“No, uh...  will later,” Kerry lied.

“Okay,” Jim smiled. “See you later.”

The door closed.

“There isn’t a guy at college like him,”
Lisa sighed, leaning back on the bed and
grabbing Kerry's pillow to hug.

“Tough old life,” Kerry said.

Kerry was used to this, this attraction of
herhighschool friends to Jim, whom they'd
occasionally called Citizen Kane. He was
good-looking, neat, charming, smart, nice
and—this was the kicker—didn’t act like he
knew it.

That's what Kerry's friends said about
Jim.“He’ssoshy,” they said. “Well, he’snot
reallyshybut... . he'ssonice and socute, and
he doesn’t even know it.”

Were they blind? How could he not
know?He'd have to be stupid tobe oblivious
to the effect he had on people. Even some
of his teachers acted like they had crushes
on him.

The worst of it was, being “nice” and
“modest” were his natural attributes. It was
so easy for him. Even dressing up was easy;
all men’s suits looked basically the same,
and Kerry had frequently cast jealous glances
at Jim during church when they were little
andshe wasstuck inan uncomfortable dress
and itchy tights.

Nice. He was so nice. Kerry could have
been so nice, or fat Andy who moved up
junior year from Florida could have been so
nice, or any of Kerry's friends could have
been sonice, but it wouldn't cause legions of
members of the opposite sex to fall in love
with them. Jim had to know. He had to
think that it was a joke that by doing what
he should do, he could win the world’s
admiration. It was so unfair.
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Sowhydidn’teveryguy know thesecret!
They hadn’t been trained from day one by
dear old Dad. Dad, married in the sixties,
deciding to have a son or two who would
pet America back. Unfc srrunately, hisfemale
counterpart couldn’t have any more
children after her twins, so it was up to Jim.
Dad thought he himself had made the
wrong choice by going into the business
world. It would be so easy to own the world
through politics.

But who watched the news everyday
starting in sixth grade? Kerry. Jim had tobe
prodded a little to catch up. But of course,
he eventually did, and surpassed her with a
passion.

The killer was, Jim really was a good
guy. Kerryhad given up trying tofind reasons
to hate him long ago. It was best for her to
just be herself and hope that she could
continue ridingon his wave of enthusiasm.

That night, as Kerry was revising her
paper on the computer, Jim came in.

“Guess what?” he said. “Time foranew
question.”

“Oh, no,” Kerry groaned. She was in
better spirits now. The paper would be
perfected tonight, and there were still six
days left of break.

“Okay, you have to pick one, or you'll
die. And remember, both the questions
and answers are to be kept in the strictest
confidence, fornational security purposes.”

Kerry sighed. He often said that during
their conversations; ostensibly as a joke,
but she was sure he really meant it.

“Okay.” Jim sat down on the crate next
to the dresser. “You either have to, well,
you-know-what with a goat...”
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“Gross,” Kerrysaidsimply. “Well, before
you continue, | pick choice two.”

“Or...” Jim put up his pointer finger,
“Or... with Dad.”

“Oh, sick,” Kerry said.

“Now, come one,” Jim prodded.

“] refuse to answer that,” Kerry said.

Ugh, Kerry groaned. Sometimes she
wondered if he was just trying to work on
her mind, to make it explode, thusreducing
the competitionforthe 100available Senate
seats. Of course, she knew this wasn't true.
Jim was pretty earnest, despite the fact that
he'd been purposely christened with the
most common presidential first name.
These questionswere just brotherly teasing,
as sisters have endured from their brothers
for thousands of years. Kerry figured that
she was the best target because she was part
of the family. She would never tell the
National Encuirer about James' occasional
off-color jokes when he won the nation’s
highest office. Sometimes Kerry felt
honored to be the closest confidante of the
man who would save the world, or at least
the Democratic party.

Kerry weighed the options. “The goat,”
she decided.

“Why?* James asked.

“Well, Dad. ..” Kerry grimaced. “Dad's
our dad. But I'd never have to see the goat
again.”

“True,” Jimsaid. “Well, okay then: Dad
or Cousin Bob?”

Kerrygave himanasty look, thendecided.
“Boh,”shesaid. Thensheadded, “Well, okay,
what about you! Mom or a sheep?”

Jimsmiled. “Well, that's just disgusting,”
hesaid. “Frankly, 'm shocked that youwould
even think of it.” Then he walked out.

“Jerk!” Kerry yelled.




Later, Kerry pulled the stringof the light
in her walk-in closet and sat Indian-style
on the rug. She ummaged through some
papers in a file and pulled out a grey
wirebound notebook, “MRS. GORDON
GROWS UP,” she'd written on the front.

On rainy days, she and Jim hadsateither
in her closet or on the old toybox in his
room and continued the tales of Mrs.
Gordon. Mrs. Gordon was the most feared
teacher in the sixth grade. Jim was in her
homeroom and they both had had her for
reading. She was old, angry and nasty. She
alsoplayed favorites. Little, quiet, sweet girls
were usually chosen as her favorites. Kerry
and Jim were not.

The firststory wasentitled “Mrs. Gordon
is Born.” It said, in Jim's handwriting:
MRS. GORDON'S MOM DRUCILLA

LAYED ON THE TABLE AND

PUSHED. OUT CAME A LITTLE

BABY THING.

THE DOCTOR SAID, “ITS A... A...
WELL, I'M NOT SURE, BUT IT
LOOKS REALLY MEAN.”

THEN MRS. GORDON MADE ON
THE DOCTOR’S HAND.

“SHE MADE ON ME! SHE MADE ON
ME!" THE DOCTOR YELLED!
THEN HE THREW MRS. GOR-
DON ACROSS THE ROOM. SHE
SMASHED ON A WALL. BLOOD
SPURTED EVERYWHERE!

The handwriting switched to Kerry's.
“Now you are cursed,” the mother said.

And if you ever have any kids,

and if they ever go to the Thaddeus
Lincoln School,

and if they have this baby for a teacher,

she shall yell at them for wrong answers and
punish the whole class because one kid talked

out, and make reading absolutely no fun
whatsoever!
Jim resumed with:

AND YOU HAVE TO LICK THE
BLOODOFFTHEWALL, TOO!' YA

Kerry smiled when she read this. She
had to admit that not only were the stories
sophomoric and immature, they were just
bad. But they did make her laugh, and they
had served to entertain the twins and
occasional visiting friends back in the days
when things were good.

Kerry knew why Jim wanted the stories.
Oh, sure, he'd pretend he was just curious
to see them again, but in reality, Dad was
making him paranoid. Mr. Kane’s favorite
saying was, “It'll all come out when you run
for office.” (This maxim was followed by a
close second, “I'shard torun in high heels,”
which Mr. Kane had said a couple of times
jokingly. But, Kerry thought, he probably
really meant it. And he was probably right. )
Jim's off-beat but harmless sense of humor
was great as long as nothing was written
down. What if someone found vicious and
disgusting stories the President had written
about his teacher when he was twelve?
Actually, they weren't that bad, but the
public might be convinced just the same.

Kenydidn'twant togive the Mrs. Gordon
stories up. Jim hadn’t really changed much
since then, buthe wasso much more cautious
now. Maybe that was what really bugged
her, besides her envy of his status in life.
Maybe some day her brother’s personality as
she knew it would cease to exist.

Kerry decided totalk to him. She'dshow
him the stories, but not give themup. She’'d
saved them; they were hers. And she’d tell
him that she’d never stab him in the back.
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Even if she did, and the stories got out, so
what!Everyone had probably writtendumb
things when they were twelve.

Kerry closed the book and went next
door. Jim's door was open, but he wasn’t in
his room. Kerry went to his desk, tore off a
piece of yellow Post-It, and wrote a note
saying she wanted the book back when he
was through with it, that he needed to trust
hermore,and that she wanted totalk tohim.

AsKerry wasabout toleave, she noticed
that two of his old exams were sitting on
topof thedesk. There wassomethingstrange
about one of them. Kerry looked closer. On
the front of the bluebook he'd filled in the
blanks: James Kane, Legal Studies 101:
Introduction to Law, 11-3-91, Professor
Pascher.

But it wasn't his handwriting.

Kerry stared at the bluebook for a
mistake, then carefully positioned it under
her Post-It note and on top of the Ms.
Gordon Stories and walked out.

Kerry was staring blankly at her
computer screen when James walked in.

“Hi,” he said.

She looked at him kind of sadly and
went back to her computer.

“Which would youratherdo,”he asked.
“Write ten poetry papers...”

She forced a grimace. If he was just
going to pretend everything was normal,
she'd have to go along with it for now.

“Or... find out I cheated on an exam?”’

Kerry tried tostirupasympatheticsmile,
but all she could do was breathe deeply, on
the inside.

“lewas. .." hesaid. “Irwas Legal Studies.
I don’t like law. 1 like events and issues. |
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like debating, I like the show of it. The stuff
was just... all memorization. All these
meaningless cases.”

“Theseareimportant,”Kerrysaid.“That’s
the law. Civil rights laws, drunk driving laws,
they're all part of the government.”

“I know,” Jim said. “It’s...” he sighed.
“I'mnot gonna make excuses. [ mean, [ can
say it's been a hard semester. It's hard to
adjust tobeing upuntil three a.m. in heated
discussions with your hallmates and then
gettingupforanine o'clock class every day.
[ would've failed. I would've looked bad. But
it was stupid. I have things most kids would
dream about. Everyone else on my floor is
on financial aid. 1 don’t really have to
struggle for anything. I was a jerk.”

“Did you take the final yourself?” Kerry
asked.

“Yeah, I did. I knew I did something
stupid. I'll never do it again. It’s just....”

Kerry waited.

“I wasselfish. At the time I thought my
life was so hard.”

Kerry tried tosmile again. “I know,” she
said.

“Listen,” he said, ranning his fingers
through his hair. “That stuff Dad says, about
writing speeches for me or being my
secretary. .. you don’t have to. You can be
my Secretary of State. Or I could be yours.
It doesn’t matter. And if you really don’t
like Fnglish, change majors. We can both
be Poli Sci. There'snothingwrongwith that.”

“I like writing,” Kerry said. “I really do.
It’s okay.”

“Hey,” he kidded, “let’s write some gross
stories about your poetry professor. Youcan
even keep them for yourself.”

Kerry laughed.

“Welcome back,” she said.




Too
a. ¢. brocki

Three a.m. Slowly awakening.
Body unmovable, mouth dry
from breathing hard

during rock-dead sleep.

That brown speckled hawk
feather-hunched in discontent
on a freeway exit sign last night
must pay the price of awareness too
by feeling as alien

on earth and in its hawk dreams
as 1 do in mine.
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NoT WEARING
A WRIST WATCH
thomas kretz

This Sardinian blue sky
recalls the history of its sea:
the time myths and legends sailed;
the time of shipwrecked dreams;
the time of litanies: songs of
Phoenicians, lonians, Carthaginians;
the time of titanic battles;
the time apostles used the waves;
the time docile dolphins pulled
scallop shells of Venus and Galatea.
Now swept clear of war clouds,
beat and rattle of slave galleys,
barges big enough for elephants
too seasick to enjoy the ride,
U-boats sticking up the finger.
Nothing but heat and reflection,
profound and bright, azure empty
of the confrontation of races.
Suddenly a shade appears,
a woman black in silhouette,
bending over me, asking time:
All you want, my dear;
light or dark, centuries fly.
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HUMBLE GRAVES IN
PAXTON CEMETERY

w. b. keckler

As if all plague angels
hidden beneath tulle
morning mists did not

guess the weight—

those gravid clusters

of grapes a father hung
beneath scarlet rhododendrons
Greek wedding flames

a child bride's veil

seen through an unpainted
simple square window

& the child’s grief

could outdo the weeping willow
illiterate artisans carved

on stones with piety

now cracked & cemented
along lightning fissures:

as if consumptive blood

spat on a china doll’s hand
could help them (& us)
through pastry thin & yellow
pages of The Word

& it does; their joy seeps in

like our world’s carbon monoxides
that crack their ancient tombstones.
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Love Sucks
avery h. schwindel

shyly, i ask her to dance
“i am a poet,” i say
“take a haiku, jerk.”
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IF I KNEW

b. z. niditch

If I knew loneliness
would only grow
griefs identical

to black and blues
each stalking lilac

| call Whitman
would remain inside
benched forever.

If [ knew

every civil war

would have no angel

to walk by sloping beds
of bruised men,

I'd call on Walt

to visit every bough
and replace a rose

on every hopeless chest.

If I suspected

love would lie haphazard
without Paradise twice,

I would murder this bread
overturn tabled eiderdown
mute my manifestos
forsake parables for survival
and burn Leaves of Grass.
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A SKETCH LEFT By
A GIRL WHO
SHARED MY Room

walt franklin

Today I know she’s less to me and

I am less to her than this

sketch from our single night together
in the mesh of being that ejects us
each to our own world. And yet

two shadows dance skin to skin

in fullness of a penciled lamp-post,
bed-post, and sneaker overturned.
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My CARELESS
FATHER
david sumner
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He is too heavy and careless, my father,
always leaving me at rest-stops, coffee shops,
some wide spot in the road. I come out,
rubbing my hands on my pants or levitating
two foam cups of coffee, and I can’t find him
anywhere, that beat-up Ford gone.

It’s the trip itself that blinds him,
black highway like a funeral ribbon
leading to the mesmerizing end,

his hands like Vise Grips on the wheel
and following, until he misses me,
steers wide on the graveled shoulders,
and turns around.

This time he's been gone so long

I've settled in here—married, built a house,
started a family, stopped wanting to see him
pull into the driveway though the wind
sometimes makes a highway roar high up

in the branches,

and I stop whatever I'm doing and look up.
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ASTRONOMER’S
Map Logic

archibald hendersen

[ saw the hands of the clock revolve

and then I saw time fall flat on its face.

The stream, as if its flow had turned through and through
pure ice, no longer rippled in its banks,

a casualty of winter’s rich breath.

The blossom on the flower, half in bloom,
never petaled out into full glory.

Likewise the egg in the heavy nest of thatch
hung above the planter’s box; the mother bird,
on brood but momentarily at limb’s end

to trill its surprise, lapsed into silence.

The astronomer plumbing the sea of space
peered as though transfixed by his discovery:
the originals of the universe

stopped winking in his lens to tell their story.
A swirling crowd doing a “wave” turned to stone.
The spinning football in its kickoff arch
never settled in the return man’s arms;
zebraed officials, caught, whistle in mouth,
never piped a tweet, and the replay man,
suffocating behind his glass, could not push
the button to slowmotion the last play

and decide the action.

A little girl
leaned to put a bite to eat on the plate
for the watching cat to feed on, held her hand
curved just so in dainty, dainty gesture.
That set of lovers, arcing to interlock,
lay arrested in their sexual ballet.
The physician, about to misprescribe
for lovely patient, stood apoise to spill
the paper into her waiting fingers.
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Time picks itself up and faces backward:

the figures caught in geometric outrage

liven up enough to drop their pose—except

that now they swing the opposite way: brook
winds back to its source, passion flower shrinks
into bud again, egg reenters bird

that hops from bough'’s end back into its nest;
the astronomer breaks his freeze and, shuffling,
returns to half-lit quarters, each eye full

of calculations ending where they started;

the crowd, turned to stone in its “wave,” reflurries;
football flies back to tee; officials, players,

to locker room undress and thence to buses.

The little girl withdraws her hand from the plate;
hot lovers reverse into their warmups

and exotic foreplay, much against their will.

The physician’s gesture gracefully reverts

and lifts to scrawl his hieroglyphics backward.

Time has done them all wrong. The astronomer
alone, ever at pains to decipher

the origin of things from bursts of light

in the deepest universe, retracing steps,

best grasps the logic of the clock’s reversal

and even smiles at his participation.
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A Goon
DAY’Ss WORK
patrick hartigan

And the road to adventures of the mind
Sweeping straight up

One pause at once it becomes a bushy tangle.
—DBreton

Yes of course, that's how it is.

If you'd admit having made the first move of your journey,
then we might have an opening

for speaking clearly of what should happen next.

Inevitably, you made the first move;
cluttering about one day filled with options
and/or faces value-laden pushing into you,
your first flight signaled by having to choose.

It’s a fine long highway which spreads before.
Sparse acacia twenty rod from the road

wave separately to each other... passing it along
that travelers there might be on a single path.

Birds have eyes which look to each side,

so muscle of neck is piano string strong,
resilience of red fiber nourished by solitary seeds
plucked from the wait for wind and/or chance.
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And when you've paused, and when you've
tangled in your making of being forced to stop—
for surely the laws of momentum are at work here,
surely you might finally have sprung off the map...

You'll need new force to get along;

and can you signal, in your frozen state,

for conveyance or at least a push;

or would you even have the mind for calling for help,

Or for listening... as at the garden gate you've ached
for a lover being home, as if the house were paper-thin
or had such character of face and form

for revealing without option the cast of its mind...

[ ask if you would have a mind to listening

for the many-colored creatures which might stumble into you
or even sweep toward you as messenger-hawks to push
and/or lift you along back into your journey.

Let me say... that as you listen for a lover one will come.
The horizon will collapse into the point of an eye,

and the dark will come as if it had needed your name

for unfolding itself into the release of its rain.
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alexander ludwig
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LAST WALK
BEFORE MOVING
robert hutter

(toE.)

Put some garbage in the grass—

Let the cars, dumb as buffaloes,

Have their way. This place is now abandoned,
And theirs shall be the kingdom

Leaving, among the broken glass

And the refuse of the nighttime ghosts

The shadow of the last pedestrian

Doing his part for extinction.

Unemployed, I endure the pleasure

Of couples going about their business

In the park—I stage-whisper a reminder
That it's too late now to join them
They are henceforth stupid strangers
And I alone will endure the sadness

Of my last breakfast at this diner—
The waitress has no suspicion.

Either I or this city ran out of luck

When the years forced me to conceive
Of doing without its windows or bricks,
When I'd be too busy living to miss them;
Now my life’s going away in a truck

And 1 shall begin to believe

That any place is nice, if you're rich—
That, from now on, is wisdom.
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ROBERT DAVIDSON: RECOLLECTIONS
Discoveries in Northwest Coast Tradition

on display at the Arthur Ross Gall'ery
of the University of Pennsylvania

May 1 -July 19, 1992

Hours: Tuesday-Friday 10-5; Saturday and Sunday 12-5
Free admission

220 South 34th Street

Philadelphia

| This exhibition is part of the 1992 Philadelphia

visual and performing arts series

TWELVE SIDED WOLF

A Celebration of Haida Indian Arts from the Northwest Coast
in cooperation with The University Museum of Anthropology and
Archaeology, Art Space Gallery, and Painted Bride Art Center.

Photograph by Ulli Steltzer, Robert Davidson Singing at a Pppartiofithe exhibition of Steltzer's

photographs "Art and Artist of the Northwest Coast,” on view at The University Museum from April 30
through August 1992,




A bad haircut
flies in the face of
our philosophy:

When you leave our salon, we want to look good.
And that's our philosophy.

Michael's Custom Cuts

4002 Spruce Street ® 387-6803

Before After
Billy Bobs. Billy Bobss.

1 you want a sophisticated Cubinary expenience, you're barking up the wrong tree But il you want big, Lar fsiges,
Phully's ongnal chucken steak and we cold beer o go, you're gonnia lowe this jomt

Yeah, yeah The place i clean The service i decent L
The prices are cheap And we're open all mght I o
But dont kid yoursell Le Bec Finois g bellava lot ncer

Joth & Spruce
1t ain't the atmosphere. It's the food.




MJ TR

M.J. Warrender
Music Instruction

8158 Kater St. * Philadelphia, PA 19147

923-5188
W/
eden restaurant & bar

3701 Chestnut at
International House
337-2471

Most Entrees About $5,00

e ——_—
soups * salads « gill e stir-fry © burgers
pasta ¢ bakery ¢ take-out » catering
Serving everyday from 11:30am un{ll 1 Tpm,
midniah? an weekends

$1.00 OFF The Purchase
of $5.00 or More.

(excluding tobacco products and sale merchandise)

we offer the finest:
prescriptions, cosmetics, vitamins,
health needs, greeting cards and
film developing.

3716 Spruce Street ® 222-6252




UNIVERSITY COPY SERVICE

HOUSTON HALL MALL
UNIVERSITY OF PENNSYLVANIA
3417 Spruce Street
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 19104
(215) 898-5320 (215) 898-5574
Fax (215) 898-0399

e Xerox 9900 Duplicatin
e 1 & 2 Color Offset Printing

. esettin

. GlépC SpiragBinding
e Self Service Copies

e Business Cards

o Wedding Stationery
e Tickets _

e Folding & Cutting

posters, letterheads, envelopes, invitations,
forms, theses, resumes

“It costs less at UCS”




2

P12ZA - PASTA - DELI - sANDWIcHES
RRY cHickens sALAD-THAI TVRKeY SALAD
TeMEMADE SouPs

i $’ WEEINS ~ ckoissATs
KNP 1AsAG Ve - BRowns Rice, el T
0% :

i , 72
3402 SONSOM 3%

=

ali

N

™ SATURN CLUB
Haircuts
3426 Sansom Street :
& and all that
jazz

' H—

Waxing,
Facials |

y i Nails, .
Hours: M-S 10-7pm \

e .

ARTS

LEAGUE

University City
4226 Spruce St., Phila.
382-7811

Express yourself!

Take a class at the
Arts League

Art. Photography. Pottery. Aerobics.
Swing Dancing. Jeweiry. Sewing.
And morel




Henry's I1
Best Cleaners on Campus

HOUSTON HALL MALL
OUR ONLY LOCATION

9:30-6:00 Monday - Friday
call for Saturday hours

Exclusive Flower Shop for

U. of P. and University City 387-0690

Houston Hall

University of Pennsylvania
*Dry Cleaning: Suede & Leather
*Repairs (Shoes, too!)
Phone eFluff Laundry by the Bag
387-8448 *Free Box Storage—Summer Cleaning

3 % SAME DAY SERVICE
[N BY 11, OUT BY 5:30

Teleflora®

Now Selllng JAZZ

Classical Music « Jazz
Soundtracks ¢ Broadway
CD Listening Bar « CD Trading
Special Orders « Group Sales

Fast, Friendly Mail Order Service

3417 Spruce Street, Houston Hall « Philadelphia, PA 19104
Phone: (215) 382-BACH (2224) « Fax: (215) 382-1031
Outside Pennsylvania: 1-800-648-BACH (2224)




