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As Time Goes By 

but Norm watched Channel Ten and they 
say sixty-five. Who can you beliew 

The lingering odor of poached ew the&e days? What ever happened to 
and h:~sh seemed to hang in the air accurate weathermen? 
Stale cigar smoke mixed in and created a I remem.ber when the seasons were 
dreamy, ethereal atmosphere conduciw easily recog,iizable: winter was winter 
to lengthy ponderi~. The volume of the and spring was spring. I remember that 
T .V. set was at its maximum it was sixty-six on our wedding day 

Norm probably left his hearing aid on back in 1935. Or was it 1936? Well 
the dresser. He forgets occasion.11ly. anyway. it w-as beautifol and mild 
Just a little more MW tMn he used to Things were g,rowi~ just getting used to 
We all forget sometimes. Don't we? I their new, g.reen dovm: g,rass. leaves. 
think 1'11 go look for that hearing sid youth. Thing;;: were new and people were 

Pat Sajak turned to Vanna, who newer. Hore alive. Not like now, wti.en 
smiled, turned a letter and smiled again it's a trial to raise your brittle body out 

"I'd like to buy a 'C' please " of bed in the morning,. Thing_s flowed 
"Where are your dentures, are they back then, they even said I Vowed. Is it 

in?'" only fifty-one years? It seems lon,g.er 
"Yeah., they're in. What kind of The flowers were fresh that day. Hy 

question is that? Why didn't he ask mother arran,g_ed them just so. Glads, 
for a T? He would have made a g,rand .. daffodils, irises, tiny sprays of baby's 

''I'll get the Dentu-g;rip. That clicking, breath. Fresh. We got them from 
is so annoying. I was about to call the Hother's gsrden. Things miraculously 
cable company." flourished there. We didn't have much 

'"Huh?" money then, but store boug,ht flowers 
The heat in the elderly housing were not special enough 

community is treacherous right about I wore my mother's wedding, gown that 
now. It's something, like a dry sauna; if day. That's right. To hell with them. 
there is such a thing,. It makes your Let them snicker. Ivory satin and silk 
skin turn pink, flake and peel. But with brocade. Very tasteful. A sweetheart 
Norm and his circulation and my legs. I neckline ands cinched bodice with a 
guess we'll get used to it. It must be at little bustle. I w-as breathtaking. Like 
least 100 deg;rees in this room and heck, Bette Davis. Even Norman thought so. I 
it's probably on1y sixty-seven outside could te11 
Well. that's what Channel Seven says, 



"Alice, you look damn nice." That's 

what he said. Hy hair was put up in 

rag,s the night before, a ritual that 
Hartha and I loved. Chit-chat and 

g.iggles. Hartha was my dear friend 

Breast cancer. Ortly six months. That 

was it. I miss her. She wore pink taffeta 
that day and swished as she walked. The 
auburn highlights shone in the sun. 

outside of the church. Hy hair held up 
O.K. that day but not haU as nice as 

Hartha's. "Alice, don't forget to put 

fing,er sandwiches that Hoth.er had made, 
even the patience to cut the crusts off, 

the sinfully rich cake. the rice. The 

flowers were wilted, now snuggly 

pressed in the Bible on the coffee table. 

Uncle Arthur came to my wedding,. 
Staid, stuffy and di~fied Uncle 

Arthur. His blue serge suit smelled of 
moth balls. It was probably years since 

he had worn it. He danced around Uw 

hall with Hrs. Taylor, the widow from 

next door. Her print dress swirled 
that seductive red lipstick on. You around her knees. Every so often. a 
know, the one I hate." Hore gj.ggles twist and an inch of flesh showed above 

Norman never looked more handsome her stockings. They gj.U).ed like two 
than on that day. I truly fell in love misbehaving, children. sipping, coyly 
with him 100 times over. The pin stripe from. their punch ~assea. Norm liked 
suit looked a tittle restricting_ pulling Uncle Arthur. Haybe it was the 
across his spraw1ing, chest. "I can't envelope Uncle Arthur slipped into his 
stand these monkey suits," he joked with pocket 
that sloppy ~in. His jet black hair. Our honeymoon was not the type that 
with the straight part dovm the middle, travel editors rave about. No Caribbean 
was greased slickly dovm behind his cruise, no Bermuda or tour of Europe 
ears. He had so much trouble with that With Uncle Arthur's envelope we 
cow1ick though. It ortly made him look foresaked dinner plates and silverware 
all the more endearing. His eyes shone Hideaway Hi11s Lakeside Cottagt>s. It 
like his hair, gleaming. Such a contrast, was all a big secret. Everyone had 
those slate blue eyes inviting me dovm already assumed that there was a 
the aisle to stand next to him honeymoon and a Vtf'dding preaent to 

As I walked dovm the aisle. 1 was ortly come. We'd gt>t by. Ve did. Ve ate off of 
faintly swart> of the incense that reeked paper plates for a month. Vt> arrived 
from the hymn.sis and the priest's around dusk. The pink and purple hut>s 
vestments. Who could have possibly danced on the serene littlt> lake. The 
died on m.y wedding day? The sun shone cottages weren't very big. Ve net>ded 
mistily through the windows, UUs time alone. I know we did, it 
watt>rcotors dancing on my govm wouldn't last forever. The most 

It went by ever so quickly. The traditional thing, that day was being 
ceremony. the cham.pat,i.e, the tiny lifted over the threshold. not the 

cottage. Norm. however. caught m.y leg 
on the door and a run ran up m.y thigh 

The cottage held just a bed. dresser 

and a nightstand. A lamp next to the bed 

was adorned with a dingy yettow shadt>. 
A Uy clung gj.ng,erly to it. dead. 

"So Alice, was this worth breaking 

into the envelopt>?" he let out a little 

chuckle. 

"I think I'll get us a fewgingenles." 

It was a littlt> frigl\tening. standing 
there in the cottage. I was feeling a little 

jittery but had that warm. tingly fet>ling 
inside. A reassuring warmth. 

I had a midlt>ng,th flannel nightie. 

trimmed with lace. It was a lovely shade 
of yellow. soft and corn1ortable. Norman 

climbed into bed. soundlessly, and 

reached to shut off the lamp. not before 
brushing his tips across my cheek. 

"'Night Alice" 

"Goodnight. Norman. dear " 

Someone fluttered inside. 

A few months later. a wedding present 
arrived. A spark of joy, hope: Doris 

Elizabeth. Doris Elizabeth with her tiny 
toes and fingernails thinner than paper, 

tiny tittle seashells. She arrived early. 

It was snowing fiercely that day. billows 
of white. Her cry was just a whisper of 
breath. emitted from reed thin lips 

Bluish. pale, papery lips. She was 

g,rabbed from m.e then. a firm swi;,op. a 
tuft of jet hair flashed by. 

"You did just fine. Alice." 

"Hy baby, please can I. . .?" 

"She'll be fine. Hinor complications 

Be a Drave girl and go to sleep now." 

Thi~ were foggy for days. No Doris. 
Never again. Time was empty for years 

after that. hollow motions. just to get on 
with it. Doris Elitabeth lies next to 

Hother. Daffodils. crocuses and 

hyacinths littered the ground. There·s a 
simple stone. A g,ranite stone of pink. 

not gray. I reached dovm to brush away 
freshly cut grass A splash hit the 

stone. 

"Weren't the flowers dainty. 

Norman?" 

"What·s the matter Alice?" 

"Those daffodils ...... 

"Alice. are you O.K.? Do you want a 
pill? •• 

Norm seems to bt> falling apart all 

over these days. But I still love him. 

I'm a little sick of hin\. but I still love 

him.. 

'"That Vanna "White is something else .. 
.. No one would be caught dead in a 

dress like that. Her with her 'come 

hither' eyes. She's just asking for 

trouble. Norm" 

"Alice. do something about that 

goddamned dog. He's probably got some 
contag,ious disease and one day we·u 

kick. just like that .. 

Norm made a feeble attempt to snap. 
Arthritis wouldn·t permit it. The once 
nimble fingers that created doUhouses. 

that once held hands tenderly were 

disfigured. stiff and knotty. They could 

neither squeel!'.:e, snap nor caress. Those 

hands that once soothed, now put pills 



into his mouth. They g.rasped a spoon to 

stir medicinal concoctions. They sat 

folded in his lap. 

"Alice, do me a favor. Get me my 

sweater, I feel a little chill." He was 

feeling chilly most of the time. Poor 

circulation will do that. Poor 

circulation put a damper on a lot of 

thi~. "Hurry up Alice. Before 

Jeopardy comes on. It's just not the same 

without Art Fleming." I left the room 

then. I g.rabbed Norm's motheaten 

sweater that had seen better days. But I 

rested it on the bed instead. I reached 

for the old afghsn that I had lcnit one 

Chriatmaa, when thi~ were a little 

lean. I caught my reflection in the 

mirror. The mirror stood over the 

bureau that my father had made, 

molding and rwrturing the wood into 

shape. I noticed that the 1i ver spots 

Roberta Brad.rhaw 

piano keys 

au the relatives say 

I am just like her 

the way two piano keys 

side by side 

ripple in scales 

were there a11 right and the white hair, 

now silvery soft. I reached into the top 

drawer of the bureau and toolc out a tiny 

Uaslc of Chan.et No. 5 and dabbed a little 

on my wrists and behind the ears. A 

little blush on the pallid cheekbones 

and a transcendence from age: red 

lipstick, for special occasions. From the 

bedroom I could see Norman facing the 

television, a silhouette with the lone 

tuft of hair jutting triumphantly 

upward. No longer black, t~ cowtick, a 

little boy's cow1ick, was white washed 

g.ray. I sat on the couch. I gj.ngerty 

edged nearer to him. timid at first. I 

reached for the remote control and 

pressed "off.'' I glanced at Norman, for a 

moment, saw through the thinning hair 

and the cataracts. right into his heart 

""Happy Anniversary, Norman,, dear " 

but dissonant when a careless hand strikes them 

at the same time 

Nancy J Hoffman 

Limbless 

How am I to hold you, 

If I haven't any hands? 

Shall I simply stand tv.un.b--

Wait patient and count to ten? 

I caru\Ot walk to you 

And besides, 

You are leagues away 

No arms, like hands - -

Again,, I CSN\Ot hold you. 

Hy love is limbless. 

No way to show you 

I'mlirnbless--

Hute. 

I caru\Ot whisper. 

I caru\Ot etwnciate 

I am alien 

Tracy fardan 



Tommy 

He's 33 in a 45 world 

Peter Pan plays on 

Like a record 

stuck in a gioove he 

spins 

Distorted 1 yrics echo in the hall 

want candy mommy 

How time 

does not Uy for him 

Routine-careful 

Do not skip Sesame Street Hr. Rogers 

theme songs blare 

Excited, jumps up 

never high enough 

He flaps his arms though 

and paces. rocking 

he spins on 

Tommy has a job 

Eighteen he folds laundry 

breathing the clean 

Studying the creases in warm colors 

hurnhurn 

He hears 

the dryer 

spin 

Marshall Tanner 

Kevin 

Holding his mother's msgar:ines upside down, 

he stares at a womsn in a strapless crimson gown, 

and prays her breasts witl fall into his eyes. 

Pat Hanley 

Untitled 

The sky is dark 

But the stars shine brig.ht 

The air is cold and crisp 

Everyone's asleep, almost 

I'm awake 

I'malert 

I scurry around the city 

Noone sees 

No one knows 

I'm over here 

Then over there 

Iarnalive 

Iamsecret 

Annie-Laurie Herman 



last leaves 

she lay quiet! y dying 

numl:,ed to oblivion with stranger's ITl.l'dicine 

face slack, no expression 

she was paler 

even than the hospital gown 

the tsst vestment 
of old age 

she did not strugg).e 

the part which was her being 

suspended until the cold sesson's wind 

swept life from her g,rasp 

outside the window 

g,roundskeeper hent 

in sweaty frustration 

the maple's last leaf 

tarnishing his ideal lawn 

Nancy J Hollman 

To Leafy-be 

I really wish that I could be a leaf 

I've half a wish to go and play one now 

To climb a tree and t1ever to come down 

To live my whole life tong u:p in a tree. 

And all that time 1o know just what to be: 

To leafy-be. to leafy-be, to photosynthesize! 

To live a life 

That seems just right, 

Just made to shape and size 

And in the fall, 

When fall I must, 

To fall so gracefully. 

To swoop and swirl and swing about! 

To wheel orchestrally! 

And then to lie, my life fulfilled, 

'When none can ask of me 

What were you like, what did you do, 

What did you come to be 

To just not have to wish to be a leaf. 

To be a leaf and just not have to wish 

Gary I) Mac[)onald 

The Unknown 

And so there you: sit. 

Emanating warmth, security and all I know 

From your lips comes "I love you:;" 

From your eyes comes a silent question 

And I, preferring the unknown, 

Tu:rnaway. 

And so there he stands. 

Stone stilt and uncomfortable 

On his lips, a la&y smile; 

In his eyes. a challenge. 

And I. preferring the unknown, 

Fall into his embrace 

AmyCfierold 



The Triumph of Triviality (nautical memories) 

Itistateandl'msohred 

of the middling greyness 

of my everyday and the racket, 

my husband's snore 

as he gulps steep. Hy eyelids, pull like mag.nets. then­

I slide. slide. 

into the spiral shell of a dream 

I am old, wry old. 

Hy eyes, two sickly starfish 

that waltow in the puckered sandbar 

ofmytace. 

Hy knotted fingers curl palmward 

like the claws of some frightened crab, 

that weaves toward a crust of beUy 

vlhi te wisps of hair settle as the 

ethereal foam the sea hurls toward 

a shoreline 

And the saturated brain that sa~ 

in the skull 'a weak clutch, 

fishes out a mosaic of memories 

from its wrinkled net. 

One flounces on the mind's hook, 

burN brightly after the struggle out 

from the ocean of a deep subconscious 

The dappled wa11s of our bedroom 

swirl with coils of Hg.ht, 

the only element astir besides 

the sleepless anchored tick-tick 

of the pink alarm clock. 

Hy man drifts in the current of sleep. 

His chest and its (lush of black hair 

trembles at its curled tips as the 
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hu:11 of ribs heaves with each wave 

of breath. And I sink ataiNt the 

mossy vessel of warm flesh. to hear 

the quiet burst of life. the steady 

motor that propels each red tributary 

with its shipment of air 

to the pulse of venous latitudes 

and tonvtudes. 

And this splash of memory 

scatters the misty lifescape. 

so now there is the navi(lahon 

towards a new hori::on - -

Looming ima(les take on form, 

not of the (lreat cliffs of life, 

those hu:lking presences that squat upon the shore's broad back. 

But those priceless trivial moments, 

like the silver scales of a smatl fish 

that flings: skyward the shining rivulets 

of the sun. 

like bits of strewnseailJ,ass 

that capture patches of rainbow. 

It is now morning and I slide. 

slide out from the roof of the oyster 

to find a (l1imrner. the concretion 

of a pearl-to-be, stored in the 

soft mollusk of the heart. 

Hy mate snores peacefully. 

and the undulation of music 

curves (lracefu11y 

above me. 

upward s\1r"e1l, 

then over 

Like a blessing 

Nicole Ann Oitz-Borges 
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APPENDERE IL PAPA (HANG THE POPE) 

"Hy name is Joseph Pez!:ulo. Hy 

"There is no God. you dumb son of a occupation is Chief Administrator of 

bitch. Science disproved it. Everyone Capital Punishment for the Province of 

knows it! But you still keep fuckin' Italy. Pope John Hatthew the Eil!hth has 

g,oing on and on. There is a God. God is remsined intractable in his opinions of 

love. His law is your law. God is life. territorial advances in the name of quote 

God is your salvation. Ri~t now. Holy God. unquote. The God in question is a 

Han. I'm your salvation. I am the law, theoretical beirtg relating the Rom.an 

and the law says you're g,oing to die Catholic concept of religion. The recent 

One hour left. Any final desires you evidence ag,ainst the existence of this 

would care to fo:Uill?°' God has only intensified the unrest 

No reply. among the Catholic population and the 

"Anything_ anything at all. Just teU world as a whole. Pope John Hatthew the 

me. that's wh.st I'm here for. I'll make Eighth has neither prompted any action 

sure you're comfortable as you need to to settle the dissension of Catholic 

be before well. you know. So, wh.st territorial bounds, nor has he 

would you like?" denounced his position on a now proven 

Nothing was said myth. a myth that has taken the lives of 

"Are you fuckin' deaf? I asked you a millions, dating back to the age of the 

question• Oh. I'm sorry. "\llhere are my feudal laws and crusades. up to the 

manners? Let's try this. Would you present. Due to the preceding chain of 

care for anything your Holiness? events the Province of Italy in 

Hessiah? Hr. Savior? \olhat is this, you conjunction with the United Nations, has 

don't talk, you don't move, you barely found Pope John Hatthew the Eighth 

fuckin' breathe. You look like a damn guilty of treason. not only to his 

puppet. Do I have to shove my hand up horn.eland. but to mankind in general for 

your ass to make you talk? No, I think his pacifistic attitude in a time of crisis 

that migl\t just get you off. Come on now and confirmed falsification of relig.ious 

Pope, I said speak. Speak. Speak Pope. beliefs. Pope John Hatthew the Eighth 

Be a good little savior and speak " has been sentenced to execution by 

Alberto knelt down making face to face means of hanging. This event will take 

contact, looked in his eyes and sneered place in the center of Vatican City, 

"Haybe Joseph can get something out of rougl\ly sixty minutes from the end of 

you, you bastard." Alberto stood up, this telecast. I Mwmust leave in 

spat. laughed aloud and began pacing the preparation for the execution. I will 

empty room. 

1 2 

answer questions from the media after 

the ceremony has taken place. Thank you 

for your time. I will now turn you over 

to your local broadcaster." 

Joseph left the .broadcast room 

surrounded by an array of polizia. He 

was rushed into to an awaiting limousine 

and taken directly to the Vatican 

through a route sealed off to the public. 

As a chauffeur opened the door, Joseph 

was deafened by a predominantly native 

Italian crowd along with several 

hundred tourists all chanting in unison 

APPENDERE IL PAPA. Disregarding the 

turmoil, he entered alone into the 

Vatican. His walk echoed thougl\ the 

empty corridors as he came closer to 

meeting his assig,im.ent with each step. 

He had al ways im.ag.ined the glorious 

.beauty of the Vatican and would still 

have to. Its floors, left dirty and 

bloo~:;!oined, its furniture slashed, 

shattered or stolen. its walls stripped of 

priceless religious portraits and 

repainted with the words "liar" and 

"betrayer," the once meticulous Vatican 

was raped by the Catholics of Italy just 

as their independence and individuality 

was raped .by the laws of the church. 

"Fuck you and your lies!" Joaeph 

heard in nearing his destination. 

"There is no God, no fuckin' God! I know 

it. the people know it. Even you 

probably kMw it. You've had too much 

po\lr"er for too long! You don't want to 

g.ive it up! You're only in it for "the glory 

and you know it! You got your V,ory, but 

1'11 take your life. You're pathetic. 
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You're too fuckin' pathetic for words 

You think you're so hith, and mighty 

l'mtoingto. 

"Going to what?" Joseph aai.d, 

disturbing the monologue. 

"Ki11 you. Joseph Pezzulo, John 

Hatthew the Eighth. You can call him 

Johnny." 

Joseph stood, nodding his head 

repeatedly over the white robed figure 

who did not acknow1edge his presence 

"It's time," Joseph said. 

"Hay I have a moment alone?" John 

Hatthew spoke in an undisturbed tone 

"So, the Roly Han can speak. lm.agjne 

that! I thought his speech was stripped 

along with his identi.ty. It's a miracle'" 

Alberto mimed the sign of the cross 

from head to chest and shouldt>r to 

shoulder. 

"Re made a request. I have to honor 1t 

to the best of my ability I must stay 1n 

the room. .but 1'11 respect your privacy 

Wi11 you excuse us, Alberto?" 

''1'11 inform the media that the 

execution of Johnny is about to take 

place." 

Alberto left to fulfill his duties 

leaving Joseph and John Hatth.ew alone 

and silent. Joseph sat down. folded his 

arms, hlted .back his head and slumped 

tow in a chair as he W8tch.ed John 

Hatthew with equal amounts of di•tute 

and bewilderment. He wondered what 

thougl\ts a m.en of his •tature would have 

before death Re neither a•ked for 

explanations nor •howed any type of 

inquisitive expression. With an I· 



thought·so attitude. Joseph rolled his 

eyes and dropped his head even further 

back as he watched John Hatthew kn.eel 

down. close his eyes. clench his rosary 

and slow1y bring it up to his lips. Time 

passed, Joseph became restless. He stood 

up and made his way to a window to view 

the crowd nestled into Vatican City. The 

masses. the media. he thought. all there 

for on.e reason··to see a once beloved 

man hang from a band ot sisal fibers 

more. no on.e is on your side now. AU 

those people out there. your once loyal 

followers, they're here to see you die. 

because they now know the truth. They 

have all the proof they need. Do you 

really expect them to choose your theory 

over a scientific fact? How can anyone 

believe?" "Do you still believe?" John 

Hatthewasked with his head still bowed 

and his eyes still closed 

Sure. there were still some believers "Corne on, Savior. it's neck stretching 

scattered though the huddle but they time." Alberto said as he banged open 

were easily supressed and even more the door. disturbing Joseph's 

easily silenced. "Hy father used to tell concentration on the crowd but leaving 

me. 'don't worry, Guiseppe. no matter John Hatthew's meditation intact 

how tough thirtgs are. the Lord will ""Is everything ready?" Joseph asked 

provide, keep us safe.' I believed him, '"We can proceed with the festivities 

trusted his judgement. He was my as soon as Jesus Junior opens his eyes 

father. how could he be wrong? We did and takes that shit out of his mouth. Did 

all right. for a poor family. We always you hear me, Holy Han? I said. quit 

had food. shelter. It may not have been sucking that damn cross. Do you really 

the best but we survived. When my want something to suck? Do you? 

sister gJew ill. my father said the Lord Ansv.rer me, bitch. If you need 

would heal. We prayed. believed. She something to suck, I've got something 

became healthy, turned into a fine young you migl\t like. I was never blown by a 

woman. I loved my father. but he W'BS Pope before, maybe now's a good time to 

wrong. Coincidence, maybe. luck start .. 

definitely, but divine intervention? I 

don·t think so" 

""AU you have to do is denounce your 

God." Joseph said several minutes later. 

"Apolog,iz:e to the world. It's your 

relig,ion that caused all the upset. I'm 

sure if you said the proper thirtgs to the 

right people you could not only save 

your life but the property and lives of 

others. There's no use in fighting any 
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"That's enough. Alberto. Just do what 

you have to do and get it over with" 

"Put your fuckin' hands together so I 

can cuff you" 

"You don't need to cu1t him. He's not 

going anywhere " 

"'It's government policy." "There's 

no need for it." 

"I say there is" 

"He's got no weapons, he can't run" 

"I don't care" 

"What's he going to do?" 

"I want him cuffed " 

"At least let him walk with some self 

respect" 

"No" 

"He's not a real criminal."" 

"No! Now you 're wrong. He is a 

criminal. According to the state, 

according to the Province. according to 

the people, this man is a criminal and he 

will die just like any other criminal " 

"We haven't hanged anyone in years " 

"That's because hangirtgs are g,iven to 

those special people, the ones who piss 

me right·the·fuck-off with their ideas 

and their fo11ov.rers and everything else 

that makes my job all the more 

aggJavating. Not on1 y are you wrorqt, 

you're out of line. I am the Poliz:ia 

Commission.er. I am in charge. I tell you 

to harqt, you hang. Know your place in 

John Hatthew towered his hands in 

front of his chest while still holding the 

rosary 

"That's more like it." Alberto said as 

he walked over and began to restrain his 

wrists. "You never saw a hanging. did 

you. Joey? It's fuckin' gJeat. The 

bottom's going to drop out. he'll fall a 

few feet. then he's going to come to a 

dead stop. Get it? Dead. Stop. Then he's 

going to snap. I don't know where he's 

going to snap, but he'll snap," Alberto 

said, smiling 

"And those baby blue eyes of his. 

they're going to bulge right the fuck out 
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of his head. You'll really know when 

he's gone when you see the little touch 

of spit drop out of the corn.er of his 

mouth. That's when it's over. We even 

built a special gallows in honor of the 

Hessiah for this one. You ain·t gonna 

make it," Alberto said. lightly tapping 

John Hatthew·s head. "Can't you carry 

on a conversation? This prick say 

anything to you white I W8S 11,on.e?"' 

Alberto said. turning to Joseph 

"No, not a word." 

"Thought so. All right, happy hour 

has arrived. Let's g,ive the people what 

they want." 

TU follow:· Joseph said While 

gJabbing John Hatthew by the chain 

between his wrists. Only the echoes of 

the Poliz:ia-issued boots were heard 

througl\ the Vatican on the way to the 

publicly displayed 11,allows. John 

Hatthew did not look up. Joseph Pez:wlo 

did not look back As the two drew 

nearer to the entrance, the ch.ant heard 

by John Hatthew for the ti.rat ti.me and 

already familiar to Joseph became clear 

APPENDERE IL PAPA 1 APPENDERE IL 

PAPA! thevoicesgJewlouderwitheach 

step. When both men were publicly 

exposed and the chant turned 

incoherent. Joseph eveNd his pace W1th 

John Hatthew, leaned his head towards 

his ear end said, "No, no I don't believe 

I don't believe in your rules." 

"Do you believe in God?" 

•·1 never believed in your rules 1 

never will obey your rules." 

"Do you beliew in God?-



"I haven't been to church in months. I 

haven't con1esaed in years. I don't have 

time to bother with this nonsense." 

"Do you believe in God?" 

"It's too late. you're going to die." 

"Do you believe in Godr 

"I believe in the law. The law has 

sentenced you. It has sentenced your 

beliefs which wiU die with you. Please 

atop asking me the same question. It's 

difficult enou~ killing someone you 

once prayed to for forg.i veness " 

'"Do you .. 

"I don't hate you like the rest of the 

people here I don't ag;ree with you. but 

I don't hate you. I'm just doing my job. 

I can't go to hell for doing my job. but 

there's no hell anyway. There can't be a 

hell because there's no God. If there is 

no God. there's no heaven. No heaven. no 

hell, no Devit. no God. no nothing. Just 

this life. That's it. No God. 'we proved 

it. Nothing. Thi• is it. There's your 

answer. I don't believe because God has 

been ... he's not God. he's .. I don't 

have your faith so there is no God. He 

can't be proven. So don't ask me 

anymore. That's my answer" 

"This is it," Alberto said. turning 

back to Joseph. at the end of the journey. 

"Walk him up the stairs. string him up 

and let him down. The PROVEN law of 

physics will do the rest." 

John Hatthew led himself up to the 

noose. Joseph foltowed. He slipped the 

noose around his head. making sure that 

it was in order. doing just as he was 

told. John Hatthew stared straight 
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ahead into the thousands of faces 

screaming. APPENDERE IL PAPA, 

APPENDERE IL PAPA. He showed no 

emotion. He had no emotion to show. He 

had only faith. Throu~ all the 

disbelief. his faith held firm. Joseph 

knew this. The noose was fixed and he 

made his way to the lever. With a raise 

of his hand. he aitenced the crowd 

"Cameras are rolling. make sure this 

one counts!" Alberto yelled from below. 

'"Noi aft etto. Padre" was heard in 

scattered spots among the mass. The 

expressions of love and devotion were 

soon silenced by the aim.oat unanimous 

chant--APPENDERE IL PAPA. All WH 

silenced by the second raising of 

Joseph's hand. 

"Any last words?" Joseph said. 

turning from the crowd to John Hatthew 

"Your father was correct." John 

Hatthew said. still staring straight 

ahead. 

The lever jerked. The bottom 

dropped. He fell a few feet. Snapped. 

Swayed. Just a little No bu1g.ing eyes 

No spit. He was dead. 

"Hr. Per.:r.:uto. what was going through 

your mind as you were leading John 

Hatthew the Eighth to the hant,n.an'a 

noose?" 

"Nothing. I was just doing my job. 

I've kitted for punishment before. I'll 

kilt tor punishment again. Thia was just 

atituem.oreg_J.orified." 

"Were you scared that this event 

would bring about further repercussions 

within Uw form.er Diocese members?" 

"I was scared to be on camera. I've 

never killed with a worldwide audience 

before. That was the scary part." 

"What were you saying to John 

Hatthew as you led him to death?" 

"I was explaining that he still had a 

chance to save his life by denouncing 

Ric/Jard .Anthony Bova 

SOME POEMS 

are strangers 

I pass on the street. 

just a word. 

anidu. 

coming, 

meeting, 

passing 

A poem 

crossing the street. 

turning the corner. 

di81ppearing. 

before my pen 

has a chance 

to meet it. 

Pat Hanley 
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God and the Roman Catholic reli.gion." 

"He refused?" 

"Yes he did." 

"Did Pope John Hatthew the Eighth. 

the last Pope the world will ner know. 

have any final words?" 

"No. not a word." 



Lovebeot 

swir1, moving 

white-hot pain 

push. coming 

back again 

hours pause 

like dying days 

time stands hushed 

in sweat-drenched haze 

11,asp.~asp 

split asunder 

sudden silence 

loud as thunder 

rest alone 

heart-beat stilled 

seconds spasm 

presence willed 

a seeking cry 

crescendo undone 

life in rhythm. 

my newborn son 

Marshall Tanner 
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The Page of Evolution 

I am standing behind the deli and 

staring, well not just staring but sort of 

burrowing into this shallow hole in a 

yellow slab of Jarlsberg cheese. rocking 

onto the sides of my burning feet. The 

phone rings:, Am.er Deep picks it up and 

soon my thoughts are floating, titting on 

David was this athletic-looking waspy 

type. whose arm hair curled up over the 

Rolex watch he had gotten by deciding 

who could and could not park in the lot 

at his father's gentlemen's club. So he 

tried to kick old Vern out. and I 

remember Vern yelling Na:r.:i. Fascist 

something or other. I think he wanted to 

the melodic, earthy tones of the say something frigl\tening and militant 

Hindi-English tongue. I turned away that time, remem.bering a 

Something metal falls. I spin around poem I had found under Vern's usual 

and ask the plastic-looking face behind table. It was about Zion National Park. 

the pair of fum.bling hands if it needs where he found a powdered, 

some help. No? "01 course not." I say to rust-covered rock that he didn't have to 

rnyseU. "Just come by to Juck with the ask to take home. and he put it in a 

coUee makers." Perhaps I arna bit harsh.. custom leather pouch. His hands would 

I know. But I get tired of the "hover and get a11 rusty when he held it. but he said 

handle" people. grabbing and yanking at that's what happened to thi~. It 

display models as if they were babies in happened to his bike that was once new 

the wombs of unwilling surrogates and paid for. 

"Do you have a minim.urn for credit Again. I stare at the hole in the 

cards?" the face asks. 

"Five dottars." He curls his lip arid 

glared at me as if I've just robbed him of 

his birthright. turns and storms out the 

door. I give him a flourish of trumpets 

and return to my work. Ama:r.:ing how 

yellow cheese. perhaps wanting to 

tunnel through to the other side. The 

feet still burn. burning so much I 

imagine having shoes off, toes gripping 

tiles. feeling wet clumps of watercress 

and sprouts. 

students going to fifteen thousand dollar HHey. Fratman." squeaks a small voice 

schools never have a penny on them. Just to my left. Smiling arid unembarrassed 

plastic. by Eva's little nickname for me. I spin 

I ring up a Soho Natural Orange Soda around. 

for old Vern. He's kind of cra:r.:y. He once "Hey Eva. what gives?" 

asked me why the natural soda did not "Great news." 

come bubbling out of a stream so he could "Yeah." 

just dip his hat in and drink away. Once 

David tried to kick Vern out of the store. 
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"He asked me out Large French Roast 

asked me out for a drink." We had a 



strange habit of referring to customers taking over his father's business. and he itself as her leopard-skin sun dress and lost in the artistry of sandwich making. 

by what they usually ordered. There wants me to work for him. says our flowing yettow hair fill up the door way Cucumbers become lichen. wreathed 

W'SS Lar11,e French Roast. his friend Large business is poorly run. We let bums Vague thoughts disperse. I barely hear with moss. covering rocks in the rain 

Colombian and my favorite little girl. hang out here. stitllcing up the place. Amar Deep sayi~ "Something forest. I hollow out her bread like an 

Small Hint Tea And he hates those plastic ferns " Cardoonga pe nanga." which means that earthen bow1 to keep the chunks of 

"Great." I tied. I look out for Eva "Funny, I figured he'd like those." he is threatening to hang me by my feet chicken from spilling out the sides. 

"Discriminate!" I W'Snt to tell her. I "He used to be an artist" from some tower in New Delhi with no Stici~ scooping and spreading my 

guess I W'Snt her for myself. "Con?" clothes on. Wouldn't that give me an masterpiece chases the pain from my 

But we're close friends. It's "What?" erection! No. not hal\Vng that W'Sy. He feet. Hy toes swim about in their 

unapproachable. She's nineteen years "Nothing. Be careful, Eva.' I fancied kills me, but not today. Not this sneakers. daring the double stitching to 

old and very down-to-earth. myself a father figure. but I don't know particular moment which spreads itself hold its own. It gives way. Hy feet tear 

small-mouthed. porcelain white skin. why. Eva W'88 more independent than I like a lush grove of apple trees before through the sides of my black Reebol-:s. 

thick natural blond hair. She attends W'88. We both went to the state coUege, my starving eyes. sending aU of their searing heat through 

self ·actualization seminars. drinks but she had to drop out for financial She's not perfect. No. Got a bit of a my tired limbs, up my aching spine, 

Guiness Stout. bites my arm and reasons. Now she was W'Orking long hawk-nose and a couple of saddle b~g,s surging and pounding st arms and chest 

sometimes belches inrny ear. She's hours. fixing up her apartment and downstairs. but her tanned, like a steaminggyser. Not "Old 

sulking now and pressing a mushy wedge thinking of buying a new car. though waxy-smooth arms and legs. surging Faithful" but one of the more dormant 

of Brie back into shape there W'SS nothing wrong with the one breasts, boundless eyes and thick round guys. So I am alive. I leap to the 

"Aren't you happy for me?" she had. The boy stocking Soho Natural tips rivet my senses to her. Her lips are counter and tear off my sweatshirt and 

"Yeah. yes of course He's very. ah. drops a bottle of Sweet Lemon-Lime on large like a native African W"Oman's. and Levis. everythi~ save my apron. which 

hairy." the floor. prompting a dor.:en heads to there is a tiny scar over the top one I fashion into a loin cloth. I hop up onto 

"He's perfect." turn. necks crani~ faces screaming: which keeps getting whipped by her the prep table and give myself a going 

"Tufts of hair climbing through those "Hy God. Get a mop immediately!" I tousled hair as she swi~ her head back over. I've got a medium build. a bit of a 

holes in his mesh jo!W-ng wear " frown. There's no hurry. No one W'81ks and forth over the sandwich meflU. I beer gut and a decent amount of chest 

"Shut up " around here barefoot. No one even tries. caflfl.Ot look at her without feeling a hair. Once this old queen told me I had 

"Corne on. This guy could be the When she walks in. I am busying little dirty and scared. I am fourteen text book chest hair. We were in the 

poster boy for Carpet Giant." She slaps myself with the pate case and laughing again. and in my swimming pool with my dressing room at the time. and I really 

me. I grab her wrists, tuck her head my normal laugh which is not so loud as sister's rough and trashy friend. who didn't think much of it. Now it seemed 

under my arm and kiss her on the it is dopey. A couple of truck drivers keeps taug,hing and pressing her bum strange and important because I 

forehead. The odor of rotting Brie came in one day and one of them said to against my fierce. functional penis I imagined myself on the page of a 

assaults my nostrils. Eva has this habit the other, "Hey! They 11,ot a piece of your guess everyone went through that textbook. standing in a line of evolution. 

of forgetting to peel back the tin foil to old lady in that case. Vic." nervous age. But this thought vanishes not feeling at aU unique. The guys 

check the cheese "\olhat are you talking about?" said too as I ttoat over to the counter. behind me are hairier and hairier, and 

"Hey Eva. urn ... This guy. what does the other She orders a sandwich. and I almost some are businessmen and artists and 

he do? I mean besides drink French "Wild Boar Pate'! See!" ring it up immediately, her W"Ords bums in their ovrn way. But it's secret. 

coffee and cultivate that, that throw· rug It reminded me of these wild guys my driving my fingers to the keys. Her undetectable. Again my thoughts funnel 

on his chest." brother used to W"Ork construction with strarige, strident voice belies her image, out of my mind. In an instant. I swirig 

"He setts imported cheese. He's They were funny. But my laugh stifles and throws me for a bit. and then. I am across to her on vines of dried, red 
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peppers, sandwich in hand. We are both Lemon-Lime Soho washes over our 

on the counter MW, arching and twisting trembling bodies. In the instant ot 

our hu~y bodies, tearing at hufllcs of utmost peace, I shudder as the stalks of 

sandwich in a passionate feast. Hot watercress turn into a spiraling tunnel 

herbal mayonnaise streams down leaves of plastic ferns which wraps itself 

of lettuce, hugg,ing sweaty, sloping around us end suffocates us. 

breasts, and she laugl\s as I devour a "Again. I thifllc you sleeping on the 

chunck of meat stuck in her navel. Her job, men." Amer Deep yeUs from behind 

tips slide kisses up and down my torso. me. I take e deep breath and grab hold of 

David comes out of the kitchen to assess the counter. A few stalks of watercress 

our performance and suggests that I try snap beneath my black Reeboks, and I 

spreading a tittle country pate' and some tug at my sweat-shirt in embarrassment. 

melted brie in the smell of her back. The scent of rotting cheese assaults my 

But I send him flying into a rolling rack Mstrils. The women is nibbling at a 

of state puff-pastry. I return to my wedge of Brie. peeling up the white mold 

feast, as beautiful es it is relentless to get at the yettow goat cheese. "Uh 

She gj.ves me instructions. I fotlow them that rnig,ht be rotten. I could get you 

but wonder again et h.er strange voice. A fresh .. 

hint of forced nasality and extended "Tastes fine," sh.e says. "Look, I'm in 

vowel ton.es leads me to thifllc she's rich. somewhat of a hurry, and my car's 

a lawyer's daug,hter. But she's got running, so.. " Rig.ht, okay. That'll be 

trashy hair and that dress, end her $4.?? with the cheese." Her lip curls in 

manner. Is she a rebel? Is sh.e daddy's mild disbelief 

gj.rt eU th.e way? And if sh.e is daddy's "This day is just conspiring to .. 

gj.rl, whet will daddy thifllc ot me? What You've got a five dollar minimum on 

wi11 h.e UUfllc of my rusted old Dodge credit cards?" 

Dart? Wilt he patronize me in the wine "Yes." 

cellar? Wilt h.e scoff et my sketchy "Well, ring me up a coke then. I can't 

know1edge of goose-liver pate'? No. He believe .. 

has no control over her. She's a free She mum.bles something 

spirit. I can tell by h.er ewessive eyes. uncomplimentary under h.er breath on 

A shelf of Linder's SportmenChocolate the way to the soda case. Her card, or 

topples. Her body stiffens a little, and rather, her father's card. stares me in 

coffee equipment flies everywhere. The the face. Dr. GavinC. Newburg is 

afternoon crowd disperses, and we make staring at me, dangling something in 

wild love for what seems like hours. front of my eyes. I strain to see it, but 

Thick stalks of watercress shoot up to it's just e gleaming of silver. Now it's 

the ceiling as e silent stream of his daug,hter. Yes, he's dangling her in 
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front of my eyes, and she's holding 

something silver. A watch. Yes, it's a 

R.olex watch. and something else. It's 

plastic. It's a card with my name on it. 

I think. It's hard to tell because the 

gj.rl. the watch end th.e card are att 

whirling around my heed. I'm gettir>.g 

diz:z:y. What's wrong with me? Ami so 

easily lured by the treppingii ot 

luxurious living? I gaz:e over et the soda 

case. Hy leopard-skinned girl turflB 

and gj.ves me a shy, sitty grin 

Everything's okay. It's different. Sh.e's 

ditferent. Despite the credit cards, the 

watches end the B.H.W.'s, we would stitl 

menage to be reel. 'We could ride in my 

old Dodge Dart if we wanted to. We 

could have an Indian meet with Amer 

Deep and his family. We could even sit 

down at Vern's table and check out his 

poetry or ask him how his bike is doing. 

"I ·ve watched you work before, you 

know." says my leopard skinned gj.rl 

"You have?" I say, scratching some 

dry skin from the corners of my mouth. 

"And you punctuate each step with a 

certain tig,ht·lipped self-confidence, 

very reassuring." 

"Welt, I've vrorked here since Hey 

Gets e~aved, uh ... reassuring? 

Realty? 

"Oh. yes." 

"I always thoug,ht I was a tittle smug." 

"Don't be sitty.'' 

"Your car?" 

"Yes." 

"Running? Street? Uh. somewhat of a 

hurry?" 
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"Then perhaps you should ring up my 

order. You can listen with one ear, can't 

you? Good. Hy mother has made it my 

responsibility to find e young men" 

"Young men?" 

"Yes." 

"Your mother has made it your 

responsibility?" 

"Yes." "Nothing personal, but 

'responsibility· mig,ht Mt be the vrord 

you're looking for. Sounds like you're 

talking about trimming the hedges or 

keeping the living room neat. Tel1 your 

mom that sex and fun com.es under 

miscellaneous-slash-other." 

"You: misunderstand, you see .. 

"Ido?" 

"Hother is looking for someone to go 

to the market, take care of the dog.ii, that 

sort of thing. Sort of a houseboy." I 

stare et her, not just et her, but throug,h 

her. burrowing throu:g,h holes much 

larger than those in the Jarlsberg 

cheese. It is M pu2:de anymore. Jesus 

Houseboy. Of ell the degrading shit! 

No. Weit. Let's think about the 

prospects for a minute. Working in e 

luxurious East Side home can't be that 

bad. And suppose Dr. Newburg likes 

m.e? Suppose he's just sunvnering in 

Providence and has e mansion in New 

York, Park Avenue. Before you know it, 

I've got exclusive use of the family car. 

I drive him to the golf course, his wife to 

luncheons, his deug,hter to the beach 

club. So whet it she doesn't love me? I 

hang around the house, pick up tips here 

and there, and soon. I cut my tie with 



the Newburgp and become a wine steward 

at a fine gourmet restaurant. Hy 

intel1J'ity intact. I go to school part-time. 

Very casual. Very comfortable. I'm 

getting di:!!:!!Y again. I see a gleam of 

silver--something dangling before my 

eyes. It's not a watch though. It looks 

like the handle of a doctor's mallet. Yes 

Dr. Newburg is holding his mallet. He's 

trying to 11J'ab hold of me and tap on my 

knees and ribs with his little hammer 

and soft, white knuckles. He's trying to 

find the weak spots. He knows where 

swirl the coffee in his mouth, and I can 

sense his taste buds clicking up and 

dovm. their memory. somewhere between 

six dollars and twenty-two dollars a 

pound. Do not dally. Doctor. The world 

is waiting for you to perfect the heart. 

Fill the mold. Cast the elusive dream 

So hop into your latest 11J'eatest 

something or other and soar off the page 

of evolution through the yellow fern 

garden into blackness. I'm silent now. I 

hand her the Visa slip. and let her tear 

off the customer copy. I rest on my 

they are. At least h.e knows where the heels, and th.en rock onto the sides of my 

weakest spot is. That's the heart. Its burning feet. 

pumping is involuntary. uncontrollable, "Well. what do you think?" she says. 

and so we try our best to forget we even "What do I think?" 

have one. We sleep. have sex. and "Yes." 

struggJ.e to get ahead by just fucking "About what? You? Your moth.er? 

forgetting that we have a heart. And now Truffle mousse?" 

we have the artificial heart. courtesy of "No. About working for my moth.er." 

Dr. Gavin and the plastic-faced peoo1e Again I stare through her. and th.en the 

"'Who can afford these plastic hearts?" corners of my eyes cnnkle up as a smile 

He? Old Vern? Eva? No. But they"ll be works its way through my li;is. Hy feet 

lining up for th.em. Yes. I can see th.em are coot MW. I turn and deliver my 

standing in tine at evolution. heart in decree. 

hand. They keep passing them back. and "I will not work for your moth.er " 

th.en. they curl their lips in disgust as "Oh, I see." 

the ape man cracks them open to make a "And. by the way. I think we have a 

trinket or a bowl or something. piece of your mother." 

Damn it, I'm sick of these people and "Excuse me?" 

this place with its thirty flavors of "Right th.ere in the case Wild Boar 

coffee. It's like fuckin' Baskin Robbins Pate·. See?" She grabs her things and 

with an attitude. Thirty regions of this rush.es out the door. She probably 

11J'eat earth getting crushed, ground and doesn't understand. In fact, I'm sure 

filtered into little cups. and I wish just she doesn't. 

once, that Dr. Gavin would drink a cup Across the room old Vern takes off 

and taste hot, fresh coffee. I see him his hat and empties a Soho into it. He 

takes a long gulp and just winks at me. 

Chris Eratiello 

Calluna vulgaris 

Why do you drift. 

fo:,hollow wanderer, 

with your bag of purple smoke 

tumbling over the lowtsnds. 

as bees tumble in sweet slumber 

from between the lips of flowers? 

l.,il'here do you go when shamrocks 

fold their luck for the long night 

and joy soaked wasps He. 

half mummified in autumn's sugar fruit 

and ttw sky goes green 

and the bogii go silent? 

What do you do. 

foxhoUow wanderer. 

wh.eneventh.e poets 

go mute for the winter? 

Robin Petro 
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House Building 

Their procession is even 

No breaks are taken here 

Each ant working with great concentration 

To balance their load 

You can almost hear the bes1ing 

Of great Indian drums 

As they carry grains to and fro 

Whet labor for such meek creatures 

Slowty, paiNtaki~y made 

It flourishes-is noble 

It is simple-symmetrical 

A g;reat monument of earth 

Great patience. great hope 

Pride is prevalent here 

They put the last crumb in place 

And enter their gentle haven 

Tracy Jordan 

Blue-Grey Baby 

Statues in the park embrace 

Hungry. homeless waif 

Hero'1 aJory fire 

Won for freedom 

No warmth bringJ 

Old men who see him 

througl\ icicled mire. 

2 6 

The steed rears from 

a plastic blanket 

No stable for the indigent 

to lay their burden down. 

Words now propel 

who is worthy. 

Cannon bills on 

Capitol hills 

bombs or bottles 

blood or milk 

one wsnn. one cold 

some new. some old, 

enemie-s. 

Ancient fears 

remain before us 

Prometheus end old men bound. 

then by hubris. 

now by hu~er. 

U there's another time 

they '11 wonder 

whet the fattened hero sew 

beneath him 

Some shelter thoug.h 

he otters them. 

one side to witldwerd 

one to lee 

discarded dolls 

oflivi~ptay 

young and old 

iNne. insane. 
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The general wears 

a coat otsnow 

while naked lies 

the child below, 

Frot:en. Dead 

.Eliza/Jeth A. Howarth 

This must be the place 

'Which alarm? 

Don ·t brush against the lights. 

They fire-torch your eyes. 

Sometimes we have to go home 

sockets smoking still 

that smeU of burning wires 

AU dsy long it's dawn. pink 

like flesh. But I can see 

bones like soft gold buried everywhere 

they would melt in your hand. 

And the shadows flung and burned 

on the walls, baked like old blood, 

Every day, we 're at the too 

every day, every day, 

and the children rasp in their sleep 

like old men 

I'd gj.ve anything 

it I could stand up and walk away 

Melinda Pace 
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Angela at the Market 

"Hommy! I want that!" squeals the 

tittle g.irl, pointing at a bright red 

bottle. 

"You don't like ketchup," Angela 

reminds the three- year-old. 

Lisa twists in the shopping cart seat 

and points at big ~een jars 

"You don't like pickles either," her 

mother sighs. The two roU toward the 

olives. Angela stops and stares at the 

almond-stuffed on.es. Lisa 1a-1a-1a-lah's 

along with the jingle lilting over the 

intercom 

"What's those?" 

Angela wishes today, of all days, not 

to have to explicate the ~ocery 

shot,ping. "They're olives, sweetheart." 

Angela hasn't treated herself to 

anything as exotic as these in years. 

The first time she ever had ~een olives 

stuffed with almonds, was ten years ago, 

the year she and Julie travelled in 

Europe after college ~aduation. Arigela 

smiles. They met the most gorgeous 

Italian men who took them to that party 

in Paris at Count what's-his-name's. 

the olives were served with other 

cocktait tidbits and the aperitifs 

Today, Angela decides, I deserve these. 

She puts a jar in the basket. 

Lisa tries to reach the oh ves, her 

chubby little body twisting in her 

polyester stuffed nylon jacket, like an 

owl turning its head all the way around 

"What'sovs?" 
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"Ah-livs," Angela pronounces. 

"They're sort of like pickles. Now. 

enough questions." 

Angela scans her list. She doesn't 

know why she bothers to write 

everything down. Even though she and 

Jam.es have only been married three 

years. it feels like forty. She shivers 

and pulls her old corduroy cost together 

at the front 

A frail old worn.an stoops. Her nose is 

nearly pressed against a jar, her cart 

forgotten in the aisle. Angela starts 

around it and a crush of others, nearly 

colliding with a fat man whose cart is 

filled with cookies, hot dol1Jl and buns. 

soft drinks and potato chips. She jerks 

her carriage to the right. The man's arm 

brushes hers as they squeeze past each 

other. Angela shudders. His worn and 

discolored suede coat has probably 

never been cleaned and the man smeUs 

of cigars and beer. 

Shopping here reminds Angela of 

riding the Hetro in Paris on rainy 

winter afternoons at rush hour. People 

in wet wool or cheap leather jackets. 

Pressed together like slices of bacon in 

a package. Springjng for the first 

available seat as the doors jerk open at 

the stop. just as here they lunge for a 

place in the check-out lines. 

Angela's stomach ~ow1s. At the open 

freezers, she buttons the middle button 

on her coat and selects W'hat she needs. 

"You cold, honey?" 



"No." Then, "I wsnt that!" the little 

gjrl points ss Angels turns into aisle 

number eleven 

"Paper towels.. " Angels pulls the 

two-for-s-doUsr brand from the shelf 

snd tosses it into the basket. A carriage 

bangs into her backside 

"Oh! I'm sorry!" s young woman 

spologjr.:es. 

"It's 0. K." For once. Angels is glad 

she has "lots of padding back there." If 

this had happened five years sgo. her 

tsilbone would hurt like heU. She 

watches the high- heeled woman 

continue down the aisle, noting the soft, 

tsn cashmere cost clinched st the tiny 

wsist. Angels wore s cost just like it 

v.1\en she used to work. before she got 

pregnant, before J smes convinced her to 

marry ... now the cost. in dry cleaner's 

plsstic. hal'lg):! in her cedar wsrdrobe. 

Angels had calculated that on her 

present diet. she'd lose enough weight to 

wear the cost by New Year's. But. since 

learning the test results this morning .. 

. J smes doesn't know yet 

"Hommy. I hungry!" 

James is the one convinced that 

parenthood is wonderful. "Liss. I'm 

going ss fast ss I csn. Here, haw one of 

these." She opens s bail of cookies snd 

hands one to the 1i ttle gjrl. 

"\llhst's that?" the child asks. 

inspecting s chocolate chip. 

"Liss. you know v.1\at that is. You est 

them sU the time." 

The child stares st the cookie. ss 

though it has taken on s perplexing new 
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form in the grocery store. 

"Here. squeer.:e the Charmin, then " 

Angels tries to smite snd drops the 

package onto Liss's tsp. The cookie fatls 

to the floor 

They almost pass the rows of neatly 

stacked disposable diapers. Angels 

stops. Cute little babies with tearless 

blue eyes snd wispy curls g;rin from the 

packages. The personifications of 

motherhood smile lovingly with fresh 

paper diapers for their fresh. SWl'et 

babies. None of these women look ss 

thougl\ they have ever suffered through 

twelve hours of lsbor. Angela's stomach 

gro\1r1s snd she rubs her hand across her 

cesarean section scar. Hsybe J smes 

won't ever have to know .. 

"Hommy. I hungry. I wsnt home." 

Liss whines. the phrase ending with the 

beil,iMingof s tear. 

"Honey, Hommy wilt be through in 

just s few minutes. How 'bout another 

cookie?" Angels thrusts another one 

into her daughter's tiny hand. 

Satisfied this time, the 1i ttte gjrl ests 

quietly. 

Angels rotls up to the meat cou-nter 

v.1\ere people, pressed together like 

bacon on s slab, lean toward the glsss. 

She tears number 6 5 off the tape. 

"Number fifty-one. Fifty-one!" yells 

s butcher. Angels watches though the 

glass ss 8 butcher works on meat. She 

remembers the operating room. James 

had to leave. They only trained for 

natural childbirth ... She rem.embers 

opening her eyes, James st the bed. 

holding her hand so til!ht that she h:id to Angels stops the cart next to the 

ssk him to let go ... She wss glad to just "Fresh Produce" sil1,n. 

be stive. No more children, she told It is embellished withs cornucopia. 

him... overflowing with big, rou-nd red snd 

"Hommy. I hungry." greenspples. oranges snd g;rspefruit. 

"Honey. you just had 8 cookie " Plump pineapples, and pears. grapes and 

"I wsnt that!" The little 11,irl points st bananas spill forth. curling around the 

s child eating a banana perimeter of the sil1,n. 

Another butcher ye11s, "Number "\llhst's that?" Liss has toriotten the 

fifty-two!" banana her mother holds toward her 

The woman in the tan cashmere cost "\llhst?" 

steps up to the counter snd hands the Liss points st the cornucopia. 

man her ticket "It's catted s 'horn-of-plenty.'" 

"O. K. Let's go get some bansnss Liss turns back towsrd her mother 

while we wait.'' Angels inches out of line who is staring intently st the sign. Liss 

snd heads for the produce department. takes the bsnsna. ssyinll "Ba-na. Bs-na." 

Liss sil'lg):!, kicking her feet out snd back Her gsr.:e broken, Angels pushes the 

along with the son11 sht> makes up ss she cart back towsrd tht> meat department, 

goes. correclinll Liss. "Bs-na-ns " 

A child is wtrinirit, "Why?" His A butcher yells. "Number 

motht>r snsps, "Because!" Angels passes sixty-four!" 

tht>m.. 11,ivinll the mothers knowing Angels hurries shesd, fumbling for 

glance. Liss stares st the little boy, the ticket in her pocket. She stares st 

then points the 6 snd the 5. 65. Sixty-five ... 

"Liss, don't point at people. honey." Liss has finished what she wants of 

The little boy stops whinirit, the bsnsns, thrusting it toward her 

transfixed .by Liss. The two crane their mother. Angels quickly wraps its 

necks and watch each other until the rem.sins ins kteenex, snd stuffs it in 

boy's cart disappears around aisle her purse. 

number fifteen. "Sixty-five. Sixty-five!" 

"Boy gone," Liss says She wonders v.1\at her body will look 

"\llhst? Oh. the little boy. Yes, he's like, feel like st sixty-five. Will her 

gone." daughter love her. brinll her cookies snd 

Angels finds the bsnsnss, selects s rotls of Charmin? Will she have 

ripe bunch and breaks one free. She con1essed to James what she did, v.1\at 

hands it to Liss, who stares st it. "Let she's thinki~ about doing?" 

me move out of these people's way, then "Sixty-five Last call!" The butcher 

I'll peel it for you.'' snaps. 
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Angela's cheeks feel hot and she is 

sure they are as red as apples. She 

Priscilla L. Young 

Bus Ride 

A dark g;ray line 

carves the wide, flat land 

two halves of a plain 

under a seamless amber sky 

Soft wind tousles 

the thin wtu te weeds 

asasi~ecrow 

cackles at evening 

Day's1astli~t 

dwindles to a candle-glow 

and ni~t's eyes open 

blinking distantly 

Behind tinted windows 

tired faces contemplate 

empty eyes reflected 

in the sable darkness 

beyond the glass 

Haney J Hoffman 
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steps forward and g.i ves up her ticket to 

the man in white. 

Valentines· 

Well, I readily admit that I'm no poet, 

I know it, and have proven it, 

before. But on Valentines', it is Valentines, 

I'll take it on my stoop'd verse to write a line 

in tove, of love, to you you see I must. 

OH! Cruelest fate on this the sweetest day of days! 

For poets everywhere, to place their verse, stilted 

verse, 'taifl8t others to compare, 

Like Shakespeare's! 

Throughout the ates, yea the years, 

Poets spill their salted tears across their lines 

of love, on Valentines, their rhymes of love, 

like Donne's, written. written 

weU, really well, indeed 

So we11 that I cannot compete 

with those dead men. m.otdering now, who've written 

words so poignant and sincere you'll likely 

read their works and fall in love with them 

iflBtead of me. 

Orig,inality is praised, but think how hard it's come to be 

to foster uniqueticity and rhyme still 

Love poems must rhyme or die 

Rhyme is dead. 

It's m.otdering there by Shakespeare's feet, 

ri~t and left, both complementary, 

I'm sure 

Shall I compare thee to a Summer's Day? 

It's been done before, but if I could I would 

I think you will last forever. 

He didn't think of that in his theatre, 

worki~onhis love poems all year, 

working without respite, from spite, 

making the rest of us seem trite, 

five hundred years later, 

Dead, not decomposi~ 
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but seeming to last forewr. 

like other thirtgJ:i: that I could name 

A poem, a kiss. 

A poet's world upon your lips 

Something ewn Shakespeare missed 

Gary 1) Macl)onafd 

MY GRANDMOTHER"S GRAVE 

Standing alone. 

I can smell the clean scent 

of her soft skin 

washed in Noxema 

She stands by the oak tree 

dressed in a silk dress 

printed in swirls 

of blue and violet carnations 

Her silver hair 

neatly braided. 

pinned in a French bun 

She is 

as I remember her; 

wavittg.,callingrne. 

saying: "Keep me 

in your heart's pocket." 

I say "I always do " 

Looking up. 

she isn't 

PatHBnley 
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Porous Grey Ice and Snow 

The day is typical for April in New 

England. The winter's snow has melted 

now, or is melting where it is piled 

beside the road, where it is no tonger 

snow but porous grey ice instead. 

Crystalline perhaps if clean, but marred 

by soot and dirt. Early birds twitter 

about the trees, still searching for s 

worm in the decidedly unspringy and 

downrigl\t sticky mud of the month. The 

Chevette, as it turns onto the bumpy, 

dead-end rosd, is salt-spattered, like a 

lobster boat. Rust has bitten into it over 

the winter months, and it ratHes and 

clunks its way to an inconspicuous spot 

in front of either of two houses. Homents 

pass, but for the shuddering halt of the 

small car's engine, quietly, until 

finally, its driver side door opens, and a 

man gets out 

His name ia Brenton Quigley, and 

th.ere is little that can be said to be 

distinctive in his appearance. He wears 

a denim jacket, the collar of which he 

has just pulled forward, and beneath 

that, a blue-striped shirt of some kind 

His pants are denim too, and his shoes, 

welt, they're just sneakers, ordinary in 

every way. His features, are rounded, 

althougl\ the angles of his cheeks stand 

out. And above that, his eyes ... his eyes 

are, we11 they're blue, and intent. And 

there is something of compassion 

revealed within them, not in his eyes so 

much as in the skin, and in the muscles, 
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and the folds about, around and below 

his eyes that reveal worry, which reveal 

care, and a capacity for hope. For one 

cannot care unless he hopes, hopes to 

receive something from, or to give 

something to, those around him. Brenton 

Quigley's eyes, as we speak, are intent 

upon one of the two houses before him 

He is looking for something. But they 

are intent upon some other thing now as 

weU. They are intent upon some 

something far away and in the back of 

his head. Intent upon something he 

cannot see. For there is, after all, 

something distinctive about Brenton 

Quigley. He has a dream 

Hen need a dream. 'We need some 

quiet hope, some hope of redemption. 

some goal in life. a love or a god, some 

promise for the future, an illusion we 

can take hold of, a dream. Our big brains 

work against us that way. They tell us 

that a11 we've got can't just be for 

survival! 

I wish that I had lived, the way that 

Romeo and Juliet did. They had a dream. 

Their love, as the love of any 

thirteen-year-old must be, vtas a dream 

But they ended, still caugl\t up in that 

whirl of passion, in that cral!'.:y delirium 

that a first "love" is. 'Would that I had 

soared to that apex as did they. and 

there, like a spectacular rocket on the 

Fourth of July, to have exploded. to have 

self- destructed, and to have added a 

little beauty to the world. Instead. I 



Nver did t>xptode. I sputtered to the 

ground, and I skittered across it like a 

frustrated. faUen fincracker with no 

direction wiU. before it burns out. 

before it grows cold. Better to have 

loved and lost. than never to have loved 

et e11? Better to have loved and died. 

white steUion. And were he not trailed 

by carbon monoxide furn.es. flights of 

angels would have sung him to his 

destination. He stands now beside his 

faithful Chevette. watching one of those 

two houses between which he has 

perked. He fingers his jacket co11ar. 

looks about. and the fresh April air 

But the Tate of Brenton Quigley.. ruftles the hair round his fingers. 

The Dreamer. Let me begin it again Fina11y, his indecision pays off, when 

This time, in the grand style. This time, the porch door opens. and she appears 

the style that strikes me as only waving and smilint, and walking toward 

appropriate ... Once. once upon a time. him. He smites back at her in relief. and 

and lont, long ago, there lived a gentle in joy, and in having her a11 to himself. 

lad. A boy of twenty or of twenty-five. She is Linda. and were this a true 

He wu not much younger. certainly not "Once upon a time ... " tale. she would be 

much older. he had a dream. and, you a lady fair. and the youngest, fairest. 

may already have guessed. his name wss favorite daughter of some great elfin 

Brenton Quigley. king and some great elfin queen who 

Brenton Quigley drove a dilapidated would surety t1ever approve the love 

but friendly grey Chevette. He had very these two bear each other. Who would 

little money. and he attended a very surely not a11ow her oat of doors without 

public school. He studied the social some guard. Who would surely never let 

sciences, and he was adept at them. these two see each other unless poor Sir 

Such sre the facts. the facts we might Brenton could somehow perform some 

have garnered from the school computer dread service for them.. and not die in 

\I/hat is more is what few people could the doing. For she is sweetness and 

tell you. That were this a true. "Once fairness and beauty and light. Were 

upon a time ... " tale, Brenton Quigley this a fairy tale. Lady Linda would be in 

would surety be more than simply a tower growing her hair. and hanging 

"Brenton Quigley." Without a doubt, he sweetly out the one barred window. Oh.. 

would have been Sir Brenton Quigley. or were this a fairy tale. Lady Linda would 

Duke Brenton Quigley. or some other of surely not b• carrying Sir Brenton's 

the grand appe11ations appropriate to baby, and these two could never be 

those heroes who. in the fairy tales, hugging on the lawn. 

champion the causes of the weak and the "Lady Linda ... " In her hair, in her 

meek. Did he not drive his 1ov.1y ear. his voic• ia moist. and in Uw air it 

Chevette. he would have mounted a gnat, apeaks in crystals haloing her head. 
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"\I/hat's the matter, love?" He 

breathes and looks her in the •ye. 

He had an idea, of course. of what was 

the matter. He knew well enough that 

she was not sure she should have the 

baby. But they had talked. and he had 

thought he had convinced her that to 

lose this. the first physical product of 

alt the adornments of the Catholic 

Church. And they would rent an 

apartment. or buy a small, unfinished 

house. that together they could npeint, 

and rewire. and rebuild to a utiafaction 

that they could never buy in a n.ew 

house. They could work together, end 

make their home another baby, another 

their love, to give it away because they physical manifestation of their love. 

were afraid they couldn't handle it. And he dreamed of her, five months from 

would leave them each with a regret, a now, big with their child, in overalls, a 

sense of loss. a void in their life where a kerchief in her hair. a splash of white 

question would loom. And yes. having paint upon her forehead and brushed 

the child would demand sacrifices of upon her cheek. dusty. but bright-faced 

both of them. They would have to alter with exertion and beside him building a 

their dreams for the future. get married home somewhere. Imagining a amaU room 

right away, before either of them re3l1y for the child somewhere. and the two of 

felt sure of it. And he would 11et a them making love in the afternoo!\. on 

full-time job. and 110 to school at nigl\t. unfurnished floors with 'N't't paint 

But God. they had been going out almost drying unheeded around them Thi1 waa 

two years. and if that wasn't a tong time the dream he had painted for Uv two of 

as relationships 'N't'nt. atilt. it was them. and the dream for which ahe had 

longer than some. He knew he loved her. said she would carry the child to term 

she knew she loved him. at least she said "'Oh Brenton." And her eyea were gone 

she did. And, eventually they would get from his. closing against his shoulder. 

married anyway. Even if it meant staring to the sky beyond him and 

sacrificing some hopes. ati11 that would returning brig_hter than before, blinking 

be better than sacrificing their child. a tear. "I can't have it!" She choked the 

And there was a sweet dnam he had words and lwgged him. tig,ht. afraid. He 

told her of: A simple dream. a new held her. silently. but fina11y had to 

dream. A dream to replace the dream of ask. "Why?" although he fell like a 

a great, big weddint, a dance with dad, a clumsy foot butting into affairs of Nr 

tiered cake. and a dream to replace the body. female affaira in which Iv had no 

drt>am of the cozy little house with the rig.ht besides the knowbdg• that Iv 'WH 

furniture that fit just so. They would responsible for '411\at al\l' carried It -wu 

have a simple 'N't'ddint, for they could humiliating. That she should cry. that 

afford no more, which. in its very he could have done thia to her. mad• him 

meagenwss would be more romantic than feel like an insensitive au. and that l\l' 
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should not understand what made her 

cry only made him feel more foolish. 

more cruel, more blundering. 

"It's just not right." She wiped a tear 

from her eye, and stared down at her 

feet 

"But God ... " U she didn't W'8nt the 

child th.at was up to her but, "You love 

me don't you?" 

"Yes, Yes 

''Then why won't you marry me?" 

She spoke the words like she W'88 

speaking to an idiot. "Don't you see? I 

can't marry you now. Not for this. Not 

like this. Look, I've known it for a week 

and couldn't say. I'm not tionna have it. 

I can't" 

"Okay, okay. I know, I know." He 

knew it was a mistake. He held her and 

she did not cry, she just stood rigid 

within his arms. 

He knew she was wrong. God, this is a 

child! He had a future, he might 

someday play ball, or look cute in his 

shorts,orgeticecreama11overhisface 

There was so much she W'8B forfeiting 

not just him and her but this kid. He 

knew she W'8B wrong. "Linda. . • 

"Brenton. I've got an appointment 

today. I just want you to be there." 

And that was that. He couldn't force 

her to marry hirn. and he surely couldn't 

force her to carry the chitd against her 

will. He woutd not have had her act 

against her wiU. He couldn't saddle her 

with his child to car;y for nine months, 

to care for years. His heart sank within 

him. AU his dreams of a simple, 
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romantic life that had made his previous 

dreams pate in comparison. that had 

shown him how lonely those dreams had 

been. sank, sagg,ed, deflated and fell 

inside him. But he clung to what he 

knew and more th.an hid his pain. "If 

that's the way you feel kid, then that's 

fine." And he lifted her chin with his 

finger, 'TU be with you atl the way." 

He held the door open for her, closed 

it behind her and settled in behind the 

wheel, bleeding inside, ignoring the 

pain like Sir Brenton would have. and 

started his Chevette. He drove her where 

she had to go, and he held her hand 

while she was th.ere. And he was very 

sweet and very sad, and au the while he 

acted as if he agreed with what she had 

done. In short, he sacrificed himself for 

her most excetlentty, and most 

lamentably, as Romeo did, and Juliet did 

aswetl. 

Were this a fairy tale, I would say 

they ti ved hsppit y ever after, and 

perhaps I will anyway. Were this a 

fairy tale, in which people like Brenton 

Quigley got what they deserved, I would 

say that he had won the princess with 

his feats of derring-do. By saving her 

and by sacrificing hi.msetf for her. I 

would say that he won fame throughout 

the realm. But his act was held, of 

course. in the strictest confidence. And 

no one ever knew what danger the 

princess had been in. And no one ever 

saw Sir Brenton's scars, though the pain 

of them could sometimes be seen about 

his eyes, in the folds of skin that hurig 

his salt-spattered Chevette about. And 

the best ending, for so sad a tale it 

seems, is simply that it end, here, 

before we discover, what happens next, 

Cary lJ .Macl)onald 
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and can still close our eyes, wait, and 

wish to hear. " they lived happily 

ever after to the end of their days." 
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