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LATE FALL RAIN
by DAVID KINCHEN

The pelting of the rain
against the window shatters
my thoughts, sending them
running in streams.

The pounding rain quickens
like the pulse of God
exulting

in his power.

Beginning, the rain washes

out the wounds of the
freshly-plowed fields, soothingly,
gently.

Increasing, the rain itself
becomes the wounder,
unceasingly tearing at the
bowels of fields so recently
pregnant.

The torrent increases until

it no longer hears the

agony-cries of the tormented fields,
or sees the brown blood flowing
from the furrows.

Suddenly, the pelting rain
stops. The world is silent
as the twilight dies in the
rain-washed air.



SPIDER ON A LACE CURTAIN by DON STEINER

Carol felt nothing. She fingered the lace curtains in the lace-stuffed
room. Strange, she thought, that such a white room could look so dark,

as though the room were submerged in the intestines of a whale, far below
the black blood of the sea.

Carol swept some white hairs into her oval bun, into which she placed
lavender asters each September. She rather liked asters. Each fall they
reminded her of the annual reclaiming of life, Persephone descending back
to the Underworld to join dark Pluto. Daydreaming was one of Carol’s
faults, but what else had she? Her life was nothing, the nothing of a black
ocean, which drowned her, drained her of anything she had, could hope
to have. She felt as though parts of her body were dissolving: first a finger,
then an arm, until at last only her soul was left. And her soul was empty.

“Carol! Carol! Where are you?” She was quickly brought back
from the black ocean of her soul to the lace-stuffed room. Bitterly, Carol
reflected that Vinnie was beginning to absorb fragments of her physical
self, first a finger, then an arm. Upstairs, she glanced at her crippled sister,

a dying sponge, determined to absorb Carol. Carol hated her sister. She
wished Vinnie would die.

“Carol! Carol! Are you listening to me? I said I needed my medi-
cine . . . Carol!”” She mechanically obeyed Vinnie, as she always did, much
as one winds a broken clock. Carol always sensed that Vinnie's eyes were
boring through the floor into the lace-stuffed room, watching Carol and
being jealous of the movements that she could never have. Escaping as
soon as she could, Carol flew to her church, her garden in the rear of their
home. She collapsed in a bed of red snapdragons. It was a heavy July
afternoon, one in which the clouds themselves seemed to die and sink to
hell, the earth. If Vinnie had not been paralyzed—if, if!



Carol remembered that day, forty years ago ... Vinnie, the younger,
had wandered from Carol, the day dreamer, lost in a bed of red snapdragons.
Dimly, Carol had heard a branch snap. . But the snapping had come from
Vinnie's back, broken when she had fallen from a dead tree. Carol ran
to her sister, an unconscious and red tangle. She began to laugh hysteri-
cally—the black tree against the grey sky, the blood on Vinnie's twisted
face and the blood of the red snapdragons in Carol’s hands.

But that had been forty years ago. And Vinnie had not forgotten.
Carol had only plants to talk to now; only plants understand the silent
language she spoke, for words cheapened thought, she believed. To Carol,
God was not simply in nature; God was nature. She particularly liked
blue asters and red snapdragons—the blue of the Virgin Mary and the
red of the Blood of Christ, she mused. And so Carol had no church, as
such; she had only nature as a religion.

Carol was suddenly happy. She grabbed some white lilies growing
near the red snapdragons. Eagerly, she wished some blue flowers might
also be in bloom so that she could wave a political flag of nature, her God.
How contradictory, she thought! Still, she was happy. As she sprawled
in the snapdragons, she let the flowers fall silently upon her face, first a
red one, and then a white one. She was happy. Carol felt a hair slip into
her mouth: it was a black hair, one of Vinnie's.

“Damn her!” she shrieked. Carol knew she would never be free of
Vinnie. The red and white flowers in her hand looked like the dried
blood and frozen skeleton of something long dead. She threw them down
in disgust and ran into the house.

Her garden-church had failed her. Carol wandered around the lace-
covered living room, straightening a magazine, adjusting a shade, wanting
so little, receiving even less. Her eyes fell on Mike's photograph; people
called him Carol’s “‘boy friend.”” Mike had whirled into Carol's grey life,
spinning circles of red and orange, like a pinwheel. He was a dark Italian-
American, passionate and filled with warm cement, patching the torn holes
in Carol’s life. She knew he was, when all else was not.

The only disagreement they ever had was over religion. Mike wanted
to convert Carol to a recognized form of worship, for he felt that her
spiritual drifting was the cause of her indifference toward life. He under-
stood Carol’s silent intercourse with plants; indeed, he often tried to lose
himself in nature, but he failed, he who was so passionate and so intense.
And Carol, looking into his dark face, felt that somehow she had failed
him. The air was cool one night, despite July, one of those icy, mint-
like evenings, when Carol and Mike had another argument over their
religions.



“Vinnie should be quiet,” Carol remarked, as they rested in her garden.
legave heti. oL

“Carol,” Mike interrupted, ‘‘have you thought of joining my church—
or any church? Have you thought at all?”

“No,” Carol whispered, crushing red snapdragons in her hand. Odd,
she thought, that these crushed flowers should stick to my fingers, as though
they were trying to remind me of my sin, much like Vinnie sticks to me
now, never letting me breathe. Both Carol and Mike were silent. They
had said the same things before; they would again. Finally, Carol spoke.

“To me God is nature; nature is my religion. You act as though
God has only one Face, and that He must be seen by everyone in the same
way. You limit God. You want to lock Him in a tomb, a brick church,
and confine, control him. No, I have discovered my religion, I have earned
it; you have no religion, but only pride in your religion!” she fumed.

Their discussion was futile; it led nowhere, for Carol was obstinate
sometimes, and Mike could not accept her abstractions. Often, Carol hated
Mike. But usually they were very much in love. And like many in love,
they loved each other’s loves and hated each other’s hates. Mike hated Vinnie.

He had never spoken to Vinnie. But he knew Vinnie was trying to
smother Carol with greyness; he knew that and hated Vinnie. Carol had
finally agreed to marry Mike: she was simply going to leave Vinnie, leave
her to the charge of a hospital, leave her to the smell of her medicine, leave
her to her own greyness, her own nothingness. Vinnie would awake to

find Carol gone with Mike, and be left with only the septic smell of hospitals
for the rest of her nothing existence.

Carol smiled as she adjusted the lace curtains. She thought that her
life, of Vinnie and of Mike, was like the black spider she suddenly saw
running across the lace curtain. She was that spider, running across her
lace world, so busy with existing that she had forgotten she was alive.
But Mike would change this; he was her web, always there and always
supporting her. She would be free of Vinnie and the smell of her medicine.

Carol saw Mike, pulsing forward down the street in his hot way,
his black hair falling across his forehead. She grabbed the lace curtain,

her life line, and began to cry. When Mike entered the lace-stuffed room,
he looked upon a stranger.



BUDDHA by JERRY KELLY

The Buddha's belly slowly shakes.
He sees far off (where men can’t see):

From the sea a giant bird —
Chip-beaked and feathers charred —
Moves his tired wings.

His drooping head rises
At the sight of land — it has been
A long flight . . .

Once over land, his head again droops —
The sight is the same — always the same —

Of nothing
Nothing at all — and the land’s

Too hot for rest.

Faster, faster beat his wings
Till once more over sea —
With head high —

He plummets into the bubbling water.

And Buddha rolls —
In laughter.



| KNOW MY OWN MIND by NATALIE GLAVAN

“Is it all right with your mom and dad?’’ Pat inquired over the phone.

“Uh-huh,” T lied.

Bill Lloyd had told me in class Tuesday he was going to Milwaukee

for the weekend. For weeks I'd waited for this opportunity and I'd be
damned if I'd pass it up.

“Bill Lloyd's drivin’, Pat. Can he stay with you at the House for the
weekend?”’

“Yeah, if McGann goes home; otherwise a car seat will have to do,”
Pat teased.

We hadn't talked for very long — it costs a small fortune calling here
from Milwaukee, and Pat was one guy far from well-off.

I then telephoned my parents. Mom answered abruptly after the sec-
ond ring.

“Uh — Mom? It’s just your loveable daughter. Hey — you and Dad
weren't thinkin’ of coming down this weekend, were you?"

“Well, uh-h — I don’t know.”
“Who's that?"’ I heard Dad’s distant voice.

“Our college girl — wants to know if we're going down Sunday.”
“Tell her yeah.”

“Honey, your Dad wants to come down.”

"I heard. Look, Mom, I got a heck-of-a-lot of studying to do. Can’t
you make it next week . . . . please?”
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“Dear, but . . . . well Dad wants to show you his new car, and you
know how he is about a new toy.”

“God Damn,’’ I said covering up the receiver. “Christ sake, Mom, T've
got two exams Monday.”

“No Christ sake! What kind of school teacher are you going to make
.. All right I'll see what I can do. You know your father's going to
be mad, don’t you?”

I exchanged a few other bits of information and triumphantly hung up.

Bill and I left for Milwaukee late Friday afternoon, leaving charcoal
colored clouds hanging low on the horizon abaft.

Bill cursed. ‘‘Been listening to the radio?”’
“No, why?” 1 asked.

“How in the hell are the Braves gonna play if it's gonna thunder storm
tomorrow !’

I had met Willy, Bill, during my first semester. He's a darn nice guy,
but stricken with Baseballitis. Whenever I'd run into him, he'd be slumped
over the sports section, calculating, to the hour, the first Brave game. ‘‘Tell
you what,” he'd say. “First chance I get this spring, I'm goin’ up to see
them play. Want to ride along? You can get a glimpse of the Marquette
boyfriend of yours you're always mumbling about.”

“Willy, you're jesting,” I would solemnly answer.

Beads of water zig-zagged down over the windshield in rhythmic
movement.

“Rod ‘dar '\ 5 N5
“Willy, if you want to go back.”

“No,” he cut in quickly. “No! Your folks give you the okay?" he
continued, changing the subject.

“h=uh.
“What! Well, if I'd known . . . .

1’

“Bill, cut it out! That’s all I've been hearing. ‘Do your parents know

.. Will they let you go . . . Is it okay with your Mom and Badiis

I said mimicking. ‘‘Look, I'm eighteen years of age — my girlfriends back

home are having kids. I know my own mind — what's right and what'’s

wrong. 1've been leaning on people all my life. Got two good feet of my
own and gonna use them. Bill, if I don't now, I never will.”

Bill was silent.
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“Willy,” I said calming down. “All my life, I've been taught the good
decent things in life. The bad were too evil to be known. I had to learn
for myself — judge for myself. My parents are both goody-goodies and too
damn strict. Bill, I couldn’t even stay over at my girlfriend’s house for a pa-
jama party. It was indecent. Do you think for one moment they'd con-
sider letting me go to Marquette?”

“Look, kid, you got a few more weeks of school left, couldn’t you
WATEL et D

“You don't understand.”

“To Hell with understanding! All I know is that if something hap-
pened, how in heck are you going to explain those suitcases back there?”

“Nothing's going to happen,” I said. “I know. What could possibly
happen . . . . huh?”

Bill said nothing.

The windshield became a blur in no time. We slowed to a twenty-
mile-per-hour pace. Bill turned on the radio to break the silence, and on the
reception of static, cursed and gave it a hard jolt with his fist.

“You must really like that guy to take such crazy chances.”

“Willy, I don’t feel guilty. I'm not doing or going to do anything I'd
regret. Pat saw our campus and I'd simply like to see his terrific Avalon he's
always bragging about.”

“Don’t give . . . . Bill broke off because of an unanticipated bang.

The car swerved severely on the wet pavement and came to an abrupt
halt on the road shoulder.

“Flat.”" he continued. ‘“What you shakin’ for?”
“I'm not shaking.”

“Damn it, you are too.”

“Oh, shut-up!”

Bill gazed through the translucent windows apprehensively, flexing his
lower jaw. ““After I fix the tire I'm taking you back.”

On receiving silence, he turned toward me. “‘Did you hear what I said?”’

Muttering to himself, he got out of the car. I had heard what he said

and now sat silent; partly with anger, partly with regret, but mostly with
relief.
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AND | PROMISE TO TELL THE WORLD
by PATRICK BENNETT

And I promise to tell the world

That I have seen a pink sky over London,
That I have walked in Trafalgar Square

On such a night when two lovers

Not quite yet in love

Stood for a moment and kissed.

They were alone against the wet heavy stone.
I dipped my fingers into the water of a fountain pond
And 1 wondered:

Where do the pigeons go in the winter time?




GREEN EYES by GUY PAPENHAUSEN

It was early summer when the pears on our trees were small and hard.

I had lighted a cigarette and fallen into a chair to rest after supper when
rapid-fire knocks sounded at my apartment door. I arose immediately and

was not halfway across the living room before the raps came again, this time
more imperative.

“Ebbie,” I said, swinging wide the door. She was standing hump-like
in the hall, a Daily Pantagraph folded small in her left hand. She did not
move a step, nor did she speak, but handed me the paper with an expression
I recognized as what do you think’s happened now.

She was tremoring slightly as I read aloud the block of print she had
circled with a red grading pencil. ‘‘Dale Pierre, Downs, Illinois, arrested for
night prowling, Tuesday, May 24, 1960, in Bloomington.”

I gripped the newspaper to show Ebbie my concern. ‘‘Dale Pierre,”
I said, quizzically. ‘“‘Pierre—Ebbie. Isn't that the teacher?”

And she exploded into the room. Her arms shot up as if a ball were
being thrown at her. ““Ohhhhh,” she dropped her arms. ‘“You can’t imagine
what it’s been like. Holy Mother Mary save me. He came. T wo nights ago
" and he saw me. What am I going to do.” Her fingers pulled her cheeks down
into jowls and showed the blood under her eyes. “I'll never be a nun.
[ couldn’t be. Oh, I mean not now. After this.”

“Take it easy, Ebbie,”” I said, patting her shoulder. “What's it now?"

She pulled back and went to the window. She pointed out to the lawn.
“He was there. He saw me. I was at the show — with Evelyn. Oh, should
I get married? I think sometimes I should. I don’t know.” She wove her
fingers through the front of her hair, pulling the skin of her forehead up.
“Evelyn says I'm afraid. I don’t know though. Do you think I'm afraid

of men?” She giggled high and excited and looked bird-like around the
room. ¥

“I don't know,” I said, holding the paper out to her. “What's the
trouble?”’

“He's a prowler. He prowls at night,” she clipped as hurriedly as she
passed me and perched tentatively on the front of my armchair. “I'm so
tired. We were at the show. When I got home there was a noise in the bed-
room. Oh, I mean it was terrible. You don’'t know. You're a man. But

I thought it was him. I could sort of feel it. I was going to come up to you
but that dark hall. Oh Lord, I don’t know."”
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Her fingers were swarming through her hair, shaping one tight curl
after another. ‘I need a cigarette,” she said, breathlessly. I lighted it for her.
It was the first time I had seen her with a cigarette since she moved in down-
stairs. She smoked it from the middle of her tiny mouth in quick, little puffs
and her fingers splayed as if she were drinking the last of her tea.

“So, go on,” I said.

“Oh, I'm so wicked.” She made an ugly face at her cigarette. ‘‘Really,
I don't understand. Why would he come here? Oh, I don't know."

“Why would who come here?”" I asked.

“Why, Dale!”" and she smiled a smile she didn’t think should be there.
“I saw him. Through a slat in the blinds. I saw his green eyes.”

“You're not serious,”’ I said.

She took a crumpled handkerchief from the pocket of her man-
shouldered, grey suit and began shaping it like a snowball. “Well, wouldn't
that be it? Isn’t that what men are after?”” She was trying to stifle pleasure.
“Besides, I was sure it was Dale’s car. I heard it driving out of the lot.”

When the high school closed in June, Ebbie went home for two weeks
to her mother's farm a few miles south of town. I didn’t see her again until
three days after summer school began. I was lying on a beach towel near the
pear tree in the front yard, trying to shadow the page of a book from the
sun, when Ebbie dropped to the grass beside me. I gestured toward the tree.
“If you want any pears, you better hurry.” Last year either the squirrels
had eaten the pears, or they had rotted on the ground.

She plucked a blade of grass. She stuck out her tongue and placed the
blade on it, drew both into her mouth, and mumbled, “Do you think I
should get married?”” I had no time to answer. ‘‘Men are so beastly. I don't
think I will. But then, why would he act that way? Now, why?”

“Who act what way?"’ I asked.

“Interested,” she said, enjoying the word. “Oh, I should fill you in.
We had a teacher’s meeting way last fall. All the county teachers, you know.
He was one of the new ones so I introduced myself. We were supposed to.
But there was nothing then. I mean it wasn't all of a sudden. But he sat
across from me at the luncheon. You won't believe this but every bite I took,
my eyes would go up like they do, and I'd see his green eyes at me. Why
would he do that? But he did.”

I closed my book on a marker of grass. “Well, Ebbie. Most men will
look at pretty girls.”” She was so happy; I hoped she hadn’t seen me cringe
a little when I said it. Her face was anemic and always tired, over-blemished
for twenty-eight years. The only color was a spot of red, firmly around her
mouth. Her hair was a hundred dull, poodle curls, long out of style.
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““There was another time,”" she went on, drawing her arms around her
skirt and knees. “Evelyn and I were taking tickets at the football game —
with Downs. Have to take tickets. All a part of teaching, says Mr. Emory.
That's why I want to get out. Get married or something. Anyway,”’ she
said lightly, “I thought I might see him. But then we left the gates at half-
time. We were walking — there was lots of snow — between the field and
the stands. And I took a kleenex from my pocket to wipe my nose. [ just
happened to look up to the stands and do you know, there he was. Not just
sitting there in the crowd. No. He had his handkerchief out.” This she
said emphatically. “And he was blowing his nose.”

I laughed and said, “Maybe he had—,"” but I stopped when I saw the
tiredness almost out of her face.

“What do you think?"" she asked. Her finger was running around in-
side a curl.

“Nothing. It’s interesting.”

’

“And listen to this.”" She got all set to tell me, moving her knees to
the grass and propping herself on her heels.

“Last night at the library. We had to go for Ed. Psych. Look up
stuff. I don’t know. He came into the reference room. You know. On the
second floor. He came in with a boy we didn’t know. I said to Evelyn, “You
see if he looks at me when I go up the main desk.” When I got back she
nodded. And I could hardly study. I don’t know. You have to give up
's0 much when you're a nun. And I don't think he's Catholic. Oh, what

do you think?"” She drew in a breath and emitted a giggle like a schoolgirl
during a sermon.

“Anyway, when we left, | saw them through the glass doors coming
after us. I said to Evelyn, ‘Walk slower.” When we passed the union —
and it was dark — I turned my head. They were right in back of us. He
must of seen me 'cause they turned in. Evelyn — she’s so silly — she said
we should have coffee with them. Well really, you know I never even said
anything to him. Or not much, anyway. She’s crazy, that girl. Oh, I don't
know.” Her puzzlement mingled with a subdued smile.

"He's so good looking. You haven’t seen him,” she said, as if I had
missed the Second Coming. “"Why doesn’t he come out and say something?
Do you think he's shy? Oh, I don't know."

It was early fall and the high school was open now two days. The
pears on our tree were like oversize sinkers. A squirrel was sitting in the
tree, picking with its forepaws at the fruit, and biting away the flesh as
rapidly as it turned the pear in its paws. The pieces dropped down between
different branches of the tree. The squirrel ate only the seeds and dropped
the core, going on to the next pear.
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Ralph Houde, a friend from Downs, was with me on the front steps
with his wife and thirteen-month son, Bill. A sagging badminton net was
still upright on the lawn with the red and yellow racquets where we had
dropped them. Ralph tossed the birdie to the top of the steps. Bill, learn-
ing how to climb, raised his knee on the black rubber tread, grunting his
way up.

I had not seen Ralph for over a year. We were reminiscing about our
college days together. He was telling how he had met his wife in a tavern.
“She was drunk,”” he said. “‘I couldn’t resist her. Now look what's hap-
pened.” And Bill was reaching for the birdie.

The late sun tinkled on the metal and glass objects before the re-sale
shop across the street. I heard a jangling of chains and clinking of keys,
followed by a door opening and locking shut. I craned my neck to see
Ebbie standing over us on the porch in a freshly ironed red and yellow
flower dress. A crinoline pushed it full. Her face was clean, her lipstick,
new.

“You're going out,” I said.
“To a show,” she answered, quietly.

She nodded a faint smile to Ralph and his wife, and I thought they
must have met before so I didn’t introduce her.

“It’s a beautiful night,”” she said, as she sat down lightly on the step
above me, the weight of her folded hands depressing her skirt.

Caught in a silence, we followed the baby, who, with dirty hands and
knees, was playing hide-and-seek with his hands cupped over his eyes.

I almost asked the question three times before I finally made up my
mind to do it. It was a favor but when I did I was sorry.

“You must know Dale Pierre.”” Ralph lowered his eyelids yes. ‘“‘Under-
stand he teaches with you at the high school. What's the guy like?"" I could
feel Ebbie strain to maintain her expression.

“Sure. OIld Dale,” chortled Ralph. “Well, I can tell you I never see
him after school. He takes off, roars out of the lot in front of the kids, and
hits every club and bar between Downs and Peoria. Nice guy, though. Quite
a lady’s man. Dates the queens.”

I could feel the tightening in Ebbie, but she did make one movement:
she pinched a curl on the side of her head.

“And do you know what the son-of-a-gun did a while ago?”’ He
stopped to laugh as he remembered. ‘“He got picked up in town for night
prowlin’. And all he was doin’ was waiting for a girl in an alley behind
a tavern downtown. Some old lady called the cops.”
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Ralph continued with the animation I remembered he had when he was
interested in someone. But Ebbie rose with the rough sounds of her crin-
oline. Evelyn was crossing the lawn, excitedly.

“I have to go,” she said and she started down the steps between us.
I offered her my hand for balance; she hesitated, then took it, skipping the
bottom step to the pavement. Her hand was small and very cold and I didn’t
want to let go of it.

Ralph was still talking when Evelyn and Ebbie met and turned back
to the parking lot. The only thing I could think to say I said. “Ebbie.”
She whirled to face me. “‘If you want those pears you better hurry. The
squirrels are at them.”

“Oh,” she raised her brows, then lowered them in a tight smile. I
don’t know. I don't have time now.” Evelyn was prodding her eagerly.
“I don’t really need them, I guess.”

Then, as Ebbie turned, Evelyn grabbed her arm, lowered her head for-
ward, and said, “The new teacher asked me for your first name.”

They were walking away and Ralph was talking about Dale Pierre
again, but I could see Ebbie straighten her humped shoulders and hear her
say to Evelyn, “Do you think he’s . . ..”" She was either too far away or she
lowered her voice, because I wasn’t sure, but I thought she said—interested.

NIGHT SONG by PAT HANEY

I think I am a patient man.

There are few things I cannot stand.
But when I'm tired and hit the sack
And feel cold feet upon my back,

I wonder why I took a wife

In lieu of blessed single life.

If anyone deserves complaint

"Tis he—he surely is no saint.

He snores so loud the bed does quake
And half the night I lie awake.

I wonder why I married him.

It must have been a silly whim.
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