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FOREWORD

T he sky darkens to a frown as the
grey-brown stormcloud spreads to
the drum-rolls of thunder. T he ex-
plosions rip into the ears and the
light flashes fasten themselves to the
eyes. Then the soft sound of water
falling in bits, washing, wetting the
air.

T hinking out the window at the
rain, looking through each drop 'to
one beyond, I watch one tear in its
descent. And another. One strikes
the windowpane and pauses there,
unsure of the best road down. Slow-
ly it winds until others join it, force
it to coalesce into a large trembling
pearl. It gains the bottom of the
window, then the ledge. Quivering,
it takes a deep breath — then jumps
to the World Below. And mixes
with the mud of the earth to nurture
perhaps a weed, perhaps a flower,
perhaps a tree.

An idea is born.
—— CAROL LINNE AHMED



VEILED VISIONS

Moving Madonna-like

Through an Orient of rattling Arabian pushcart streets
The young woman peers silently

Through her yashmak.

She is only vaguely aware

Of the hawkers’ cries

And the buyers' replies —

She sees and hears only what pleases her veiled mind.
Eyes follow her through the crowd.

They see her separateness

And her indifference.

Now she passes out of the crowded street
And sits at her window

In a modern stone dwelling

To watch the small boats

That are napping in the bay.

Veiled visions,

Tan and white stone apartments,

And sailboats viewed from a distance

Make up the world

For more men and women

Than could crowd together

In all the crowded streets of pushcart Arabia.

— R. GILLETTE
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ON WRITING

I sit and piece together words on paper, balance synonyms, toy with
Shades of meaning, ponder over the world of meaning within a word. —
hel‘e’s a squirrel in the grass. How do I move it on paper? What if he
links while I do? — Hours go. I weigh connotations, and the pencil
dulls, the eraser wears thin. I try to crack the hull of a word and separate
¢fnels, distinguish among hues of power and strength. I juggle with
Periods, commas, semicolons. — That girl over there, smiling. Why does
She half-close one eye? How do I open it and get inside? Does it look
the same under the eyelid as the frosty sparkle of the one that's open? —
Work with words. I work silent. Alone.
Am I a writer? What is writing?
~The stare of glossy textbooks from shelves blinds me. How To
W“te A Novel. The World of Fiction. Writers on Writing. One Hunderd
4ys to Use the Comma for Effect. How To Keep Your Typewriter
lean. How Not to Write Stories That Do Not Sell to Few Editors.
,heY proclaim sure-fire success in making you into a writer who can sell
'S stuff. They claim to teach you, through the very medium of writing,
OW to write. And I say that is like transplanting your own flesh to a
Prefabricated skeleton because they say it does not look good on your own.
don’t think that's writing. It's formula.
Magazines full of axioms and formulas claim to know all about it.
hey engage writers who are qualified to preach because they have written
SUccessfully. And successfully means they’ve sold one or two stories which,
aft_er this month’s issue heads for the garbage, won't be read again. They
Write about their successes. ‘‘Genesis of a Story.” ““Who Should Read
Our Story First.”” “How I Go About It.” A Story Is A Love Affair.”” “A
riter's Sermon.” How can they make formula of the spontaneity that
Parks in them at the moment of converting emotion and experience to
Word apd form? Do they write about writing? Can writing be written
bout? T don't see in them the essence of what a writer does. Sit and
Write? Pyt thoughts on paper? Carefully select words to portray and
®cribe and relate the core of experience to other minds? Create?
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I read writers, and I read what they've written. I see little point in
studying about writing, about what extracts have been drawn from the
blossoms which grew from the writer's germ. I read Hemingway. I can’t
see him as he writes, but I feel the spark that flew as he set down each
word. Or James, Mann, Goethe. Fitzgerald, Michener, Maugham, Portet.
I call their stuff writing, without knowing what writing is. I sit here
myself and write. Mostly I don’t like what results. Nor do I like what
goes on before I begin. But I always like it at the moment when the
pencil tip moves on the paper. I like the process of an instant: Thought:
Thought transmitted to the Hand, Thought embodied by moving Pencil
Pencil into Word, Word on Paper, Reader's Taste of Word when he
receives it through the same process in reverse.

I feel. I see a boy put sticky candy in a girl's hair and watch as she
cries and tries to take it out. I sense warmth embedded in the wrinkles of
an old woman's face. I feel when a white streak rips the sky jagged:
lighting up cloud, fusing a mused rumble, letting fall a million drop$
which cool, and one drop hits the wing of an awkward butterfly hunting
thick bushes. I have an idea. I form opinions. I see a blemish on a ros¢
petal, and a diamond sparkle in an old man’s eye as he spits in the gutter:
My head swells, wants to break. I have physical sensations. A mosquit©
bite. One single icy raindrop sliding down my spine. [ want others t©
know. How . .. ? I don’t say them. I write them down. Words také
a direct path into another’s mind.

It's a silent jump from mind to mind.

At this moment when I lower my pencil and transmit myself through
the silence of words to another self as lively and sensitive, yet slightlY
different, from me — is this writing? Is it when I use my pencil to trac®
the wing flutter of that butterfly as it falls to the mud and its wings wilt
until, heavy, wet, they disappear drop by drop into the rain-pocked mud’

What is writing?

What is it to do? — ULRICH WICKS

HAIKU

The moon rises spinning,
dropping silvery cobwebs
over the earth.
— pHYLLIS FRAATZ




THE SEARCH

I tread the narrow corridor of life
Impelled by laughter, love and lust.
Straight forward point my feet and face
My footsteps fall on a sea of dust.

The past rolls up into a ball of night,
The sides press in and force me on.
Sibilant shadows kaleidoscope past,
Impinge on my brain and are gone.

Pursued by life, I dare not wait for light
But hurtle headlong in search of a door,
When suddenly voices above me say,
“This is not all. There is more.”

My pulses race, my eyes assay the gloom.
I hear my voice in the void asking, “Where?"
Sweetly from out of ethereal space

The answer falls around me, ““Out there.’

In search of what I've never understood

My hands and heart scan the endless hall.
The answers to questions I've never dared ask
Are out there beyond the wall.

My hands of clay grope walls of adamant mass.
One day they touch the patina of burnished gold
Of a door, and a knob, and a key in the lock,

And I catch my breath and take hold.

With fingers gross from use on rougher planes
Trembling and heartened I turn the key.

The tumblers fall, the door swings out,

Too late. I cannot see. — MARY PENSON




THE PROGRESSING TRIPTYCH

ACCIDENT

I was walking along a sidewalk, the kind with lines impressed int®
it. A row of neatly trimmed bushes followed it along the right side
Glancing over on the grass behind the bushes, I saw a man bending ovef
a baby. The child appeared to have been hit and thrown by a car ont?
the grass; I could see that her head was broken.

“Are you a doctor?” I asked.

Without lifting his head, the man said, “No, I was just passing
when I saw the accident.” He was shaking in his speech.

“Let me help.”

The top of the child’s skull was detached. It had been cracked
completely off and was lying on the grass next to her. For an instant
stared at it; the skull was translucent glass. The child’s brain was expOSed’
but there was no blood. I reached for the top piece and fitted it to hef
head. During this time, the man stood there watching but did not say
anything. The child’s entire head was glass; her brain could vaguely be
seen through it.

“Do you have some tape?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said loudly. From his pocket he handed me a roll of
Scotch tape, the clear kind that I could see through.

I quickly taped the top of the child’s skull to the rest of her head:
There was no skin on the top of her head; in fact, there was no skin 07
her face. The child's body was doll-like. As I applied the tape, the figur®
seemed to dehydrate and it was now a smaller size. 1 picked up the child
and held her in my arms. )

“T'll take the child to the hospital,” I said. “It’'s only down the street:

The man turned and said, “Okay,” then walked away. ‘

I stepped over the bushes and started for the hospital. The evening
had turned to night and the street lights went on. They reflected in fhe
slickness of the Scotch tape. The child continued to shrink. The hospit?
was only two blocks away. On the other side of the railroad tracks:
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ould see the red brick building with several of the wimdows lit. The
thild's body was stiff in my arms. I walked quickly but did not run
¢cause I did not want to drop her. She was getting smaller every second.
A train had just passed and instead of waiting for the gate to go up, I
Walked around it. The emergency entrance to the hospital was the side
door. I could see the fluorescent sign above the door.

“There was an accident,” I said as I entered the room.

~ The nurse looked at the child and quickly called a doctor. The
thild was now the size of my hand. The two swinging doors opened
nd a doctor walked quickly toward me. He looked at the child and
Said something to the nurse in Latin. The doll had begun to shrink more
"apidly; she was now the length of my finger. The doctor took the child
om me.

“I must work quickly,” he said. Looking down, he studied her glass
skull and the Scotch tape. He produced a liquidy test tube and slid the
Dll into it; then he went back behind the stainless steel doors.

I could not see through the doors.

The nurse asked me what had happened. I said there had been an
Accident and she asked me if I knew the child. I said T did not.

REVOLVING

Abruptly I was awakened by a low, continuously buzzing sound,

Ut I opened my eyes to complete blackness. It was total blackness, some-

thmg I had never seen before. The blinking of my eyes failed to make

tlear anything in the shadow of my situation. Yet, I had a feeling that

Was outside on a starless, moonless night. A faint breeze tingled across

My bare arms. I was not alone; the ever-present noise hummed like a little
Motor — always beside me.

There was a pain in my shoulders and when I tried to move my
Irm, T found that my wrist was fastened down. My other hand was also
ted, They were outstretched and were supporting the weight of my entire

ody. Had I been crucified? I maneuvered my hand and squeezed the
Ngers together to make it smaller in order that it might fit through what

Semed to be a shackle. Although there was quite enough room for me

' turn my wrist, the width of my hand was too great to pass through
¢ opening.

I was jarred with the feeling that, although I had been fastened in
s hanging position, my weight had now shifted to the side. Whatever
! had been chained to was turning. I could now feel the pressure of the
Shackles around my ankles. The surface to which I had been bolted was
10t smooth because T could feel braces against my back. I must have been
ttached to an enormous wheel. The hum I heard was made by the motor

at was geared to turn this giant wheel — to turn it so very slowly.
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The wheel had turned so that my body was now in a horizontal
position; 160 pounds hung from my stretched left arm and leg. I strained
my eyes but could see nothing. I wondered if I still had eyes; the black-
ness was so thick. I felt a heaviness in my head as the wheel brought my
feet to the higher position and my head to the bottom. My head swelled
and I heard the throbs of my pulse straining to return the blood to my
heart. In this position I felt as if I were going to be sick at any moment.
Slowly, the wheel returned me to the horizontal position. The wheel to
which I had been attached turned ever so slowly, in fact, the turning
was only perceivable because my weight shifted every now and then as
it was gradually transferred from my wrists to my ankles. The wide
steel bands, or at least they felt like steel, cold and slick, dug into my skin
at every jerk and change in the direction of my weight.

I listened to that endless motor slowly grinding away under it$
heavy burden, and faintly I heard another sound in the distance. It
seemed to hiss, but it was not continuous — a pulsating hissing with 2
second between every sound. I tried to listen to that sound, but every
time the breeze blew, I could not hear it. What I thought was the night
seemed cool as it passed over my scraped wrists.

As the wheel turned and was again bringing my head below the rest
of my body, I began to count. It took 110 secounds for me to change
from the horizontal position, to the inverted, and finally, up to the reverse
horizontal position. This meant that it took about four minutes for the
wheel to make a complete revolution. Just below my waist, pressing
against my back, I could feel the pivot or axle on which the wheel turned-
The grinding sound dug slowly into my head. I tried to close it ouf
of my mind.

For hours I revolved. It seemed as if even the breeze had stopped:
Faintly .in the distance, I thought I saw a grayness; maybe someone was
coming toward me. Was that a light? T strained my eyes only to see that
the horizon was beginning to glow. I hoped for morning and now it
was coming. The daylight was sure to bring people and someone to free me:

I was in the horizontal position again and I counted my way around:
This time it took only 87 seconds. Had I miscounted the first time ©f
was this wheel slowly gaining in speed? I didn’t notice any change in
the speed as I slowly revolved, but I anticipated the fate of being whirled
until each one of my capillary blocd vessels burst because of the extreme
centrifugal force, or else until the pressure of the blood exerted on mY
brain forced me into death.

I could now see a straight, light blue line which was the horizof
but I could not imagine where I had been placed in order that I might
see the horizon as an almost straight line. The wheel still turned slowly
but I counted my every inverted half. I counted every horizonal to hoti”
zontal position and it diminished one second with each complete revold”
tion, but I thought that maybe ] was excited and was altering the
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Pace of the count. When I was in the upright position, I"strained my eyes
across the landscape to the horizon which had become pale and pink.
I watched and counted; the shackles bit into my wrists as the morning
Came. The sky gradually became lighter and I saw that I was positioned
Overlooking a great cliff. I must have been very high for I was now sure
that the hissing sound I had heard was the crashing of the waves on
the rocks below. There was no sign of people, but perhaps it was still
0o early in the morning. I could not see behind me, but I tried twisting
my head from side to side. I was on fairly level ground except to the
South which I now knew by the position of the sun rising directly in
front of me. To the south the ground slanted downward for quite a
distance until it met the sea. And again [ came around to my inverted
Position, my back continually rubbing against the spokes.

I was sure now that the wheel, which I saw was wooden, was turning
faster and faster. As its acceleration increased, the pain in my arms and
shoulders was greater. The joints in my legs ached with pain at every
shift of my weight. As the wheel turned faster, my weight shifted faster;

no Jonger counted; the wheel was spinning. My body was thrown back
and forth. My eyes felt large and heavy, but I could still see my scraped,
Ted wrists.

Just then there was a clank in the gears and the wheel broke off the
axle. Before my eyes flashed the vision of the wheel crashing down on
Me and then falling into the sea, but it didn’t. I was being whirled around
and around as the wheel rolled down the hill faster and faster. My head
dhed. My wrists seemed to tear against the steel. I could see nothing
but the blur of colors and feel nothing but the shocking pounds as the
Wheel picked up speed rolling down the hill. Suddenly, my eyes, mouth
and ears were filled with water; terrified, I twisted my hand. It came
O0se; it slid through the shackle. The sea in which I expected my doom

ad served as a lubricant allowing me to twist my hands free. I pushed
My head above water and took a deep breath. The wheel supported me
3 a float. I jerked and twisted my ankles, but they would not come free.

Holding a few of the spokes with one arm, I was able to keep my
heaq above water. All I could see was that long, straight horizon. I
Paddled with my free arm to reverse my position by turning the wheel
N the water. The small waves were obstacles. It took me a couple of
Minutes before I could see that in the other direction the only thing visible
Was another part of the straight herizon. Where was the land? Had the
Ude taken me in such a short time? There was no cliff; there was no

€ach — only the long, straight horizon.

EXPERIENCE

I was blinded. The light was so intense that it burned my open
¥es; T could see nothing. I held my hand over my eyes to shield them
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from the brightness. Even with my eyes closed I could see the intense red” |
ness through my eyelids. Only with my hand over my eyes could I shield
them. I was lying on a floor of white glass. It was smooth and warm:
I cupped my hands around my eyes and tried ever so slightly to squint:
All 1 could see was a long, endless row of light. It was a corridor or 2
tunnel; I could not see the end. The walls seemed to be constructed of
vertical fluorescent tubes placed tightly, one next to another. When I felt
the tubes, they burnt my fingertips. The hallway was not wide enough
to allow me to lie across it. In length it seemed endless. I looked dow®
the corridor in one direction and could see no end to the row of light;

turned completely but saw the same in the other direction. I starté
walking with my hand over my eyes, slowly sliding one foot ahead of the |
other so as not to fall or walk into the burning walls. I walked for 2
distance and still could perceive no end to the corridor. I was now force
to keep my hand over my eyes at all times because they burned intensely
if I took it away. They had begun to tear badly. I continued to walk:

Slowly pushing one foot out ahead of the other I kicked into som¢
thing and when I opened my eyes I saw the image of myself. The corridof
ended in a mirror. I touched the mirror and it too was extremely hoF
With my foot I tried to shove the mirror down but I wasn't able t¢
I looked up and saw a reflection of the floor.

I tried looking in the other direction away from the mirror, but the
lights converged in a point. I wondered if another mirror awaited f“e
at the opposite end of the hallway. I could not move the mirror Wit
my foot or move it away from the last fluorescent tube. The corner was
just as tight as the tubes. The room itself was very hot; with my haf‘d ‘
still over my eyes I removed my shirt and draped it over my head. Wwith
the sleeves I tied it over my eyes. The shirt allowed a little light to Pas(s1
through; the color before my eyes was violet. I held my arms outstretch?
in front of me and began to walk for the other end of the corridor:
had been walking for what seemed an hour: then I removed the shift
from my eyes, cupped my hands, and slowly opened my eyelids. All
could see were bright red dots and blind spots. I squinted but saw no ¢
to the corridor. I then closed my eyes, tied the shirt back across thfm' |
and continued walking. After every few steps I found myself touChlng
the hot walls. My legs began to get very tired so I decided to sit fOf g ‘
second, but made sure that I sat facing the direction in which I was got?
so as not to retrace my steps. The floor was now much hotter than whe
I first touched it. After a few seconds I stood up and began to walk
again. The place was deathly silent. I could not even hear my sho®®
scraping the floor as I walked. e

I stopped walking for an instant and kicked the wall to see ‘f,
might shatter some of the tubes and thus reduce the light, but I couldn ¥
The glass was too thick, so I kept on walking. After a short time I tooe
the shirt off my head and eyes and, with my handkerchief, wiped th




Perspiration off my neck and forehead. All this time the light shone in-
tensely red through my eyelids. I placed the shirt on my shoulder and
‘Upped my hands over my eyes; opening them slightly, I seemed to see a
tny black dot. Again I closed my eyes and covered my head with the shirt
and began walking for this dot which might have been just another visual
Taction to the intense light. After several steps I removed my shirt and
sllghtly opened my eyes. The dot appeared to be bigger — there was
Something in the distance. I held my hand over my eyes and began to
W'alk more quickly. The shirt fell to the floor, but I did not stop to
Pick it up.

The next time I opened my eyes I could see something small and
black on the floor a few feet in front of me. I walked a little closer and
OPened my eyes slightly. The light was still too intense for me to see
What T had discovered. So I knelt down on the hot floor in front of the
Object and shielded my eyes with my hands. When I opened them, there
0 front of me was a small mechanical bear. It was black. It was standing
UP about a foot in height slowly pouring from a white bottle into a white
“Up and drinking from the cup. He repeated this action over and over.

I felt dizzy from the light and the ordeal and the juxtaposition.
The comedy of it. I reached for the bear and pushed my hand through
A thin sheet of glass. All of a sudden, a million guillotine blades were
“fashing all around me. I covered my head with my arms and remained
N the floor. In a few seconds the noise of the crashing was over and all

could hear was the sound of the motor in the automatic bear. When I
Stood up, several pieces of glass fell to the floor, and when I opened my
¢¥es, the bear still stood there pouring and drinking. I also noticed that
the light began to dwindle. I had broken through a sheet of glass when

had reached for the bear and a large jagged opening was before me. The

Uorescent tubes of the corridor began to go dim, and I wondered whether

Was losing my sight or had just let the darkness in.

— EARL TETEAK

HAIKU

A golden cloud of
sparkling droplets
cascading into place—
Spraynet.
— PHYLLIS EFRAATZ
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He comes an awful lot,
and goes,

too,

for most people.

It's the same sun but I

don’t think so because he,

too,

must have changed by just being
or shining or setting.

You can see that time has walked on him,
too,

and dirty footprints show, but,

he’s unlucky

because he can’t hide

“like me

only I'm not sure he wants to (or has to)
because time might not affect him

as it does me.

He goes down at night and I'm told this
is relative

because he is just “‘being”

somewhere else but I'd

like to think that he stopped for a while
and maybe reflects me —

or maybe just reflects.

But, he comes back and still looks
the same only, maybe,
smaller

but, I hope I'm wrong.
— TOM JUNKROSKI

Opposite Pad’
“Five o'cloc
SANDRA BLAI
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