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'FLIT DMAHJD 

a grea t fat lady 

Hith quadruple chins, 

a thin kimona, 

her eye s li1te butterflies 

writh ing , c aug~t in 

mouldy Clough, but 

he awoke, · ·as glad 

to find hi mself in hell 

with yellow-t~ttooed demons 

cart<.rneeling in Stgony 

?.rounCI. t~:1e burnt ng cqrc qs s 

of himself. 

Janet Fox 
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Slowly down the e~t- .. creek he drifte'i 
fr~il in his silver bo~t 
f9.ce of 9. ID8.dman (~dam) 
body of a goat, 
Herqlded by the night j8.r and S3.lamander, 
as slow and. quietly he mo"lred <::tS the dawn perme3.tes. 

While Mad~m, the queen, 
descended in ~ trqnce 
lilte one moved by vh~els through the sliding glass, 
sceptre of ~ lJpleT,TOOd held in her fist. 
8o sloN -, nd regal th-?.t the sun rose 
the sn~ke forgot to hiss. 

Uns rn iling t 1'1ey met 
on the b'O\nks of the slow-moving creek 
and silent'iy invoked their solerm reign. 
st~rtled, the heron fled, 
the frog croaked. 



~11 the circles of people 
inte> t 11e t.rorld 
into t~e eqrth; turning, turning 
c1 ovm t 11d pq tYJ.s t0 t~e dusty highvnys 
throug~ damp stifled caverns 
into oblivion 
into nowhere; turning, turnin~ 
like great grey-fac ed clocks 
controllin~ the be ~ting of h~ ·rts 
t 'J.;=J 0.8-pplo-eyed ·1nd soft sooken ones 
rotating, revelqting 
round :;nd round---

a unit of t~e quiet e~rth 
circlin~ together li~e forest elk 
like so8ring vultures over the roqd: 
whirling qnd wheeling like 
broken yellor,,r p~1 .. gns of 'J.n old t-rg;vre.ler 0 s book 
sv,rirling '1nd ste'lling thougtlts ._froT'l the p6et 0 s book 
'<;oin<:!: >nd grow1ng tnto 'the sun 
intG: - the Needs 
whyin.~ qnd dying, 
_rou:i~-- gnd_ roUJld..--

Susan Higgins 
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sad. girl, 
girl of sorroTJr 
in brown a nd em pty l:la lhrays 
counting color des igns 
on the brown flo or; 
your end!ess hair i s entl'lined 
round the ra.~?;ecl sleeves 
tha t you sewed this morning 
to your tightened body, 
like st~m1 

poor girl, 
desolate one 
girl of the lonely afternoon 
asking rhyming questions 
and counting faces in the cold 
bla ze of winter 
( thinJdng O!ti numl;>.ers today) 
are you counting yourself to sleep 
aga i ns t the weeping knock of the ·wind? 

little girl, 
forest child filled with tears 
watc~ing snoN slide easily onto t he stree t 
from your c andle-li3hted tovrer 'i · 
timing the misic a l patterns perfectly 
and the glide of snol'J; 
you hear the silver fla shing key 
unloc king the l aced door---
like a '!IJ'8.rmth tha t you Hai t for. 
but l'.rhy do you count these appari tians 
liRe lost brothers 
and lovers? 

Susa n 



COL ._ AG.2: 

r;y l i fe a collage 

Of bit parts 

,:;;t9.nd - ,:_tills 

Never a m~jor role 

Not eYen i 'J a s~:1ovca&e 

And nou I ndian summer 

No you canvt call it Indian summer 

Sinc e 1 never h 9,d sum~er su~0e r 

rr:y l;]qjor role 

Is a bone conditi ~n 

So unique in the annals of medicine 

I 0 m the star of the clinics 

Revievred in '.:1edica l jou rn:=tls 

; ~rld s pecialists 

Attend '"·Y performances 

Strange dise ese 

T~1.9.t lets me play the lead 

Emile Glen 
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The r ~ in g2thers itself 
in the still air 

the sL::y is lic;hter 
in the l c.::. st 

josef 



The ffioon 's n hish 
r:i.ssr tonight 
oc;_t over the rEc~ 
bric~ ~211 ~ith the vhite 
l etters J. ~prils 1914 
on the to1J 
a boy s~i gs his bEt 
bt.:<t the ffioon is only 2n orange 
b2.sebe.ll 
the":. t ri,y vi ina 01,; 1.; in)cs L' t 
half-sh'G.t. 

josef 



Opus 

To paint t~'le artL. t sonl •ro:~l(1 r e .:i uire paints and utensils 
yet unmixed and unfqshioned . 

T~rough w~ich chink in ~is wall c a n you viaN him, when 
there are so many ? 

Hi :_: 1 i r:r, '1 t sh:tntngnmot t~1rough any one of them; 

Each tortured s cam se emingly wi s~tng to 3 i ve life to another. 

His SY'1J1IJe try is t 1ri _ ; tin~ and turnin:; ; n~12t is in 11\fants out 
and 1t1~t is out filters flowin, in. 

His frustr0tions become his TJOrl{s, 
His dea thbed becomes 1.1 is £~r ,-.,atest frustra tion. 

LicurGe 



i'a ss i n ,t"j on t~.1e '1i ,g~1uay 
·rre s ·o ' ;:e for ju:::. t a 'V'J1.1ile 
a nd sha.:;:·e d e. suc.1me r d a li·ming 
and lived Hi t ·~1il1 a s ;· ' ile. 

I see t~e ~i s t s before me 
tha t cover H i.> t ~.1 e tra il 
tha t I wi ll r i de tomo rrow 
upon a silver wh~le--

NoH N'ill you c ~1ose t '1e mare 
t h8. t r:raves her c '1ec t nut t .3.il' 
or \rill you tal.r.e t"le sta r dus t 
an~ on t he n i ght-sea SRi l? 

For rive rs eve r f lowi ng, 
a nd l t f c; d:rift s nn G.nd on , 
a nd rr' l.Cn I loo ' ;: to ~rinter 

t '1e rhes t n u..t lnetr0 hA-R gon e .. ... --..- .. 



~hirling ~nd ~~eeling like 
broken yc llo~:; i)('ges of' 2-n 1lC: tr:welsr 's boo!:: 
S\;i:r J_ =_ag CcDG S t2 .: ling t ~lOLg~1tS fy GE~ tl1e •JOet 1 S cac..ry 
g8ing snd gro~: · ing into the sLn 
into t lle "\Wee s 
\';'--n; l. '1g "'nc' ciy·i :1 p· 

-- - .L. c~.... . . --'·--o ' 
rocnd e nd I0Lnd --

s. I~igg ins 

v!c:.sJ.1·c Oii~c:, n 1.; i 11 
)ang yo~r bro2th 

OV(CI cold light 
of 

Dr earc. 
of side~alks sno~ing 

t)rocgh a forgot ~ en violence 
2nd BFRI'J 

concrete 

i csnnot 
for n~y 

sldn 

f:L OCt tl1e S<JD.I I Q1.·; 1 S tongt: .. e 

is 
t~e liz2rd 1 s ni ght 



in the city 1 s slliLle r 

a tre-:: is dreEk.Uing 
l girl ':Vi th 

bells on he r 

f inge;rs 

swiles to llerself .• • 

'fhe :.H. on is full 

over the ~->.ug ::::;t beach 

In t_le J.12.lf 1it:,ll t 

All is still~ except for the 

w :oves . 

·r .1e waves :.'.re silv2r . 

I J.ook light 

on the wa ter . 

- josef 

- josef 



The Day T:1e Madon;Ja Dropped 
The Child in the Market 

and Left Him There to be 0old 
by the Pound 

Stephen To~asella 



I. 

There have been 1-'Iindot·;s 
built above my garden this Sunday 

'l"Tindot·rs that are closed 
and stained glass 

frosted by the y~m of the morning, .. 

windows that will be closed forever 
watchi;.:.g me spilJ. myself 
into the bowl of a rose 

.f. 

windows t~at guide ~a in my toilet service. 

(it is here that I listen to the penance 
of a thief 
as he signs himself with sle n o ••• 

l•ri.nC.o\r .-:. se <.1t from t~.1e dome of a c e t '.1ed1:al 
1JJ.ar1{ed by t~1e sounds of a clock 
and by <)igeons, 

E~tch 'I'Teel{ as I s tand 1~1 t;:1e .~< e wtnd o1:rs 
I N·ish t 1:1e. t t ::1e for1.1eads of nei .c::~'1bors 

would wrinkle or disappear 

so that I could cruuble in safety. 



II. 

I am t 1.'1e T!!.i 7Tor of yo1:r confe :; ion.s 
'1eld befor<3 you :::tt t 'y~ .,.,1rent 
you s<:tt bv your .,1ornin·<: cloor 
Hai tin'1' for a lEtvender da~·m 
to \ :noc 1r t '1ere quietly. 

I s~all be t~e s~adow 
on t-ne Halls of yo11r ;.1ight· 1ares 
as you t'1ro11 butterc ' .~ ps 
to t :1e lirind 
made bold from t'1e streng ·t of your S 11.atrl. 

Grqves are fillin~ t~R0G~lves 
r:rtt'1 t ~1.e throg.t .s o :C blac l ~ men 
qn"l are rrg,tc~12d fro '- t1e 118.nds 
of t~eir s i s ter cribs. 

I ~~s t~e ~orcelain 
bound t n your knTickles 
by thA mAmory o? a slqin cqlf 



III, 

T'1.ere :·rc ·r.e ~1·1 bee ~.:; '1 e et ;:: t n C '> V '3J:' ~1e:r bod y 
scarred and ~..1oc l~ed t ·1e ne.'r it v,ra s 
so t'1ree ye?r ole~ c '1ildren sv-11-armed it 
and were a llowed t o peel t~e sc a bs 
for their col l ect1 8n. 

Hot~ers were pl ea sed 
t '1a t their \1U3bands T;Jere suc l~ing th"" ~>~turm ml.JA: 
from butc'.1e recl c '1ild r ::m 0 s bcJ:lj .QS 
ma}r.in::s .sreen c0lored c :1alft: · 
form across rov.rs of teeth. 

Men in flannel unifo:r111s 
took me t o t~e edge of a wood 
and put a gun to my '1ead 
in the n a111e of my loiTer. 

I fell at their feet 
c '1olri ng at t11.e t'1oug'1.t of men :_ n my '!Jouth 
and vas tran, pled by t'1.em 
and t ''l&ir yelloH h:tired ·r rand11ot'1ers. 

Ly i 11 .. t '! ere bleec1 lng 
I can only hope 
that t ;'le c '1j_ldren ° s fL1gernails are clean 
w~en they c a~e t, peel me. 



Prayer 

As a child 
I would open my eyes 
to see 
my ri,'"'bons 
as coclcroaches 

At school 
I 1r.rould vomit 
at the smell of chocolate 
or the point 
of a finger 

(Lord, I am not worthy) 

u:'len I knew 
there was no Santa, 
I told my younger sister. 

(that I should colT!e under your roof.) 

I skipped 
down the street singing 
so that I 1ATould not 
have to see 
the eyes of the ~en 
W110 'lai ted for me 
in eacl'l doorvray 

{Spea1c but t ''l ('; worcl) 

In darll:ness 
I prayed 
for t~s screaMing 
to end 
for t'J.e )aTents 
to ~~top 

Maureen t"lanmer 



One of t'1era looked like he needed a l'TOmen 1Je.d. 
For sowe reason, t~e sole female, unattac ,cd, didn °t qualify. 
One fellm-r, in darlr gl.9.sses , loo 1~ed ":uch as Ale x .-=tnder mig'1.t 
ha ve, when ~ isillusioned with conquest; only signin~ autographs 
for old folks ke ~t him ~o in~ on, 
One fellol'I, in s:1adorrs, lla ~- smiling, his c~yo s intent. 
His voice, it see~ed, ¥as so·e di ~ tance from the proceedings, 
One fellow looked authorative , but remained qui e t. 
One fel_loH, lips pressed tight, veins b-· ~lgin,3 , eye s s quinted, 
C2'uld be smelled for '1i~; right but unnervi-,g hostility. 
On.e fellorr looked intelligent and see>ned to be just abou.t_. 
to f J rgive everyane. 
Anat '1er fello' T ]J)o 1r.ed ~: t::tJ:-tle d at eve~c-y tl_ii ng . 
~lon t-~1s lEtter, e, r, tre.:.1ze r 1i:1o nas not ur esent, co·:g~1ecl_ , 
But not':1i1!5 c ~c~o o:f that ei t ':~or . 

0e,-, -· ~us Finn 



g a;ae s 

this is - :~ jJOem of t:~~w.nas 

and this ga.me is ..l poem 

- kris tortor::. 
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