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SABATO IN LUCCA 
Fat, exuberant wo--men growling 
the price of 

Dry, lifeless lemons to the passers-by 

Barefooted, soiled smelling gypsies 

Outcastedl y trying to sell 
shoestrings .. 

Business - 
men quickly advancing 

Over the warm, brown bricks 

Weary, peasant women haggling 
over 

10 lite with 1 on g nosed merchants 

Students sitting at outdoor caffe tables 

Drinking coffee and watching the pensive girls 
hurrying by 

And high above in a lonely church 

Sat ·a -pigeon next to a silent bell. 

QUIANO PAGNUCCI 



PEOPLE 

Some people are lib tunes. 

Silly, simple tunes 

Your head keeps hummU}.g. 

A snatch -· A catch 
Is all you get of tbem. 

And there are others 

Mastt;t: works .·-· - 

That $Qn.nd and soar, and era h 
Aq:oss your mind, 

And then afe, ,saj.1: the stillness of 

It is enough, perhaps. 

A.ntl l;J::rere are those 

Sonata> like - 

And it ~s nN 
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THE D. I. - WILLIAM UTLEY 

It was August on Parris Island. Platoon 115 had just been issued 
clothing, personal gear, and typhoid inoculations. Our arms ached from 
the shots and the 50 lbs. of extra boots, uniforms, scrub buckets, every­ 
thing necessary to maintain proper military appearance and bearing. Double­ 
timing across the drill field, we halted about 30 yards from a solitary 
jeep and dropped our gear. From the jeep came the sound of an enraged 
lion in a southern drawl. "Youall peepul git that seven eighrvtwo gear 
off en the daeck." 

The ungodly snarl froze us for an instant; then we gathered up our 
belongings and stood motionless, staring through the rising heat waves 
at our D.l. 

He jumped from the jeep and landed like a cat on the balls of his 
feet. Walking in measured steps toward us, he slowly scanned the platoon 
fore and aft. 

My arms quit aching and grew numb. The heat from the asphalt 
came up through the thick soles of my combat boots. Somewhere behind 
tny right eye a dull throbbing started. The new clothing had begun to 
chafe in my armpits and crotch. My head ached, my feet hurt, but I 
didn't dare rnove or look about. The drill instructor was now walking 
up and down the ranks. He hadn't come into my line of vision yet, so 
I could only guess what he looked like. 

Sudden! y I sensed someone behind me, and a raspy voice breathed 
into my left ear, "Arms gittin tard, maggot?" 

When I opened my mouth to sound off loud and clear. a hoarse "No 
sir" croaked through my dry throat and lips. 

Jutting his chin over my shoulder, he said, "Maggot, youall got 
to bellar, out in combat cuz its noisy and nasty out there. Luke the Gook 
don't quit shootin' at your young butt jist cuz you wont to tell your 
foxhole buddy to haul ass outra there. Do you unnerstan me, maggot?" 

This time I responded loud enough to startle the jeep driver out of 
bis catnap. Someone to my right snickered. The D.I. barked a "Knock 
it off" tight through .my skull. 

.. 
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He walked out of ranks, stood in front of the platoon and said be 
was Gunnery Sergeant Starks. He began lecturing on Corps discipline 
and how he was going to make Marines out of us fat, civilian maggots. 

Then I saw him in all of his glory. He was built like a fireplug, 
5'10'', about 190. none of it fat. His shoes shone as if they were silver­ 
plated. His woolen khaki. trousers were pressed so sharply he could have 
cut a loaf .of bread on them. His web belt with its gleaming brass buckle 
was squarely centered on his barrel torso. His shirt had military creases 
not a ).4 inch off center. 

My eyes focused on the cluster of decorations over his heart. Three 
vertical ribbons of rainbow, precisely centered above the shirt pocket. 
).4 inch above the pocket seam, ).4 inch between rows; Guadalcanal, Tarawa. 
Iwo, Korea. Above them all, in its own row, the Purple Heart with a 
stat. Centered on his sleeves were the forest green chevrons with crossed 
rifles, four inches from the shoulder seam, no more no less. 

lVIy eyes Went back to the center of the barrel where his khaki tie 
followed the military line - glistening tie clasp centered between the 
third and fourth buttons, not a ).4 inch off. The four-in-hand knot 
nestled precisely between the two collar points which came out at 30° 
angles from the vertical .formed by his tie. 

To this day TU never forgetthe neckless, bullet-shaped head that emerg­ 
ed from t;hat study in vertical symmetry. With his "Smokey the Bear" hat 
tilted forward 6.ver his eyebrows, not a trace of hair growth was visible 
anywhere. His purple-veined, sunburnt face glistened as he squinted under 
Sol's scrutiny. Jughandle ears ·were on the same plane, not a ~4 inch off· 
The black hole directly above a squarely cut, slightly doubling shin pro­ 
duced an occasional glint, reminding me of the entrance to a petered"out 
goldmine. His short :flat nose started just beneath the hat brim. veered to 
the ktt and, as if suddenly remembering to correct itself, broke sharply to 
the right, balancing its original deviation. Tiny crow's feet, not a Y4 inch 
off, appeared when he paused to open the narrow-set, washed-out blue 
eyes. He reloaded his rapid-fire vocal chords. 

Then I found it. The thin livid scar that snaked across his barelY 
perceptible cheek bone to the, corner of his mouth. My eye$ darted to tbe 
other jowl·.- no scar! l-Ie1s outra line, :Qe's human too. Be's ottttaline· 

Suddenly"it happened. My hands had been asleep for some time and 
the bucket: slipped froll). mt numb fingers without their consent. Tbe 
clang-bang on the pa'7'EITT.1ent drowned out Stark~' highcpitched climax. 

lV!,y heart slowly" slid to rest in nry belly as those barely-blue eyes ' 
stated .. d:ie still~mo.vinlt' ,bucket with disbelief. They looked back up .~~ 
me and began walki:o.g slowly toward me, the black bole gaspmg. 
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seen good Marines die like dogs for making less noise 'n that maggot; 
pick it up." 

"Yessir." I moaned and bent over, groping awkwardly for the handle. 
The last thing I remember is a razor-sharp crease flattening out over his 
rising knee as it squared itself on my forehead. 

.. 
DANCE 
Milkweed pods pirouette 
on charred spring fields, 
exposing vacuums 
of their high stiff heads. 

~ROBERTA HANSON 

THE OWL 
A wise old owl, 
High above the church, 
Hooted blasphemies, 
From his ecclesiastic perch! 

- BRAD BREKKE 
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THE PAGANS 
Stare at 

The symbols 
On tlie. modern totem ,,.,_. 

They turn us to less 
Than the early polygods 

Turned. their savages. 

Who carved. the a'ltar 

At· which we. are now worshipping? 

Too many hands 
Made light of t})e work, 

.2\:n..d g:lve us a cathedral 

1 That admits tis all, 

B'Ut that no one will admit to. 

Some future man 

In a prNra:fo place, .)?lrhaps, 

Wi).1 wol'.shi;J? 
Apart from the rest 
}\,.p,d -tJ.brough his 

Reincarnate 

T.be modern animal 

To a higher form. , 

We raust be born 



My mornings are very early 
mornings at the bakery, 
only half-removed from sleep 
in the warm and mindless work 
that smells of yeast and oven-heat, 
with all the edges blurred by flour dust. 

The radio burrs sleepily 
a music of no character 
and no offense. Occasionally, 
though, it bangs alarm, it jars 
our furred nerves with news of distant 
tragedy. Mostly we ignore it. 

But this morning it just mentioned 
the burning of a chicken house, 
a chicken farm, to be precise, 
and twenty thousand chickens. They 
all died. Twenty thousand chickens 
burned to death at Illiopolis. 

It wasn't in the next newscast. 
But all morning I saw them burning. 
All morning I beard eggs roasting. 
And there were feathers in the frosting. 

.. 

- KA THI DA VIS 

HAIKU 
A bamboo shoot twisting itself oaklike, yet 
never gaining longed for bark 

- BRUCE CLAIRE 

doubt, lying thumbcrushed 

- BRUCE CLAIRE 
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-· THOMAS E. LOWDERBAVGI-1 

Things might ba'Ve been better. if I hadn't taken three left turns: 
that's what got me into this mess. .But when I looked both ways I 
decided. it looked nicer on the left and, so, I went that way. 

Anyway, there's no use in complaining: that's life. The boxwood 
was so lush and the. grass looked awfully thick and deep . . . but any­ 
way, there's no use in cowplaining. I remember one girl I met in he'.e 
who kept on complaining about all the turns and blind-alleys; she didn t 
understand it all. It got on my nerves to hear her constantly talking: s~ 
I :finally told her, "Look: quit complaining. The same thing all the time 1 

She didn't know how to appreciate bow beautiful the boxwood is, or boW 
nice it is to be able to look straight uy on a clear night and see the stars. 
I told bet. She got mad and left me at the next turn" I still remember 
how she -Iooked when she turned away. 

Of course, there's always the. problem of the moon. It all started 
when some of us got together once at an intersection (by chance, naturally!) 
and someone said that there must be a something else up there besides 
the stats because sometimes at night there'd 'be a special glow just beyond 
the top of the boxwood. Somebody else said that that was ridiculous 
since nobody had ever seen it; it couldn't be. ]\:pd then somebody else 
said that it didn't make any difference if there was or 1£ there wasn't since 
it didn't have any effect on us. That's- where the whole argument reallY 
started - when someone asked how he could be so sure. Eventually we 
separated, but since then everyone I've met seems to have heard of the 
problem and we always end up discussing it. 

Some people here ate always getting' bored. J've always remembered 
that m.}I' mother--·· the last time I saw :her was when T :went straight 
ahead and she turned right ~- told me always to see how beautiful every­ 
thing is - .. - how thick the grass is, how dense the bo~wqod is, and hoW 
nice it is when the stat!> s:Q.ine on a cleat 11ight. She always used to tell 
me never to get upset Qr use bad words if 1 took a wrong turn or not to 
get .U1,ad jJ the rules goof~d ,me up ~.- the rule t'hat you ean't turn around 
to go backward, for. es::ampk. She told me always to cenjrol myself. 

But tpis doesri't. .ha-ve anytbing to do with my p:r;oglem ·-·-·· like 1 
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said it's all because I took three left turns. (Sometimes I wonder if I'm 
the only one who ever takes left turns.) Things looked a lot better that 
way. The boxwood is always just too tall to reach over and just too 
thick to push through, but down that way - the left: I mean - well, 
it looked like somehow it might be getting shorter or thinner. Of course, 
I didn't know where I was going, but then nobody ever does - that's 
just a part of the whole thing. Some people get very upset because it's 
laid out this way, but there's no point to that - as I said. it's useless to 
complaip. Anyway, the first left turn wasn't so bad; there in the middle 
of a big open space was a big flower bed of poppies - all sorts -ef single 
and double Shirley poppies. There was a light breeze and they waved 
on their thin stems. There were the deepest reds and clearest whites there. 
Around the outside of the bed was a border of little white flowers that 
had a heavy smell to them; I don't know what they're called - I've never 
seen anything like them. Like I said. that first turn wasn't so bad. but 
I hated to have to pass that flower bed - but then that's part of the rules. 

The second left turn wasn't very special. just ordinary like most of 
the rest of them. I think if I'd gone right instead of left at the next one, 
I might actually have . . But it's all because of some stupid girl I 
met. I should have known better - but what she could do with her 
hands! Anyway we split at the next turn (there was a very small apple .. 
tree planted there) when she went straight ahead and I went left and 
now I'm stuck in this dead-end all alone. Maybe someday somebody will 
end up in here with me. It wouldn't be so bad if the rules would just 
let you turn around and have a second try, but . . . well, that's the rules. 
I'd like. somebody else to end up in here with me (I think I said that) but 
I've heard that this thing is so large and so twisted and that it has so 
rnany dead-ends that nobody will probably ever get lost in here with 
me. (Sometimes when the wind is stopped and it gets real quiet I think 
I can hear people on the other side of the hedge. but there's never any 
answer wheh I call.) Some people even talk about getting out of here. 
but that's ridiculous -• even if you ever did get out of this thing with its 
damned pattern where would you be? (I was once told that there is a dead­ 
end for everyone, but I don't believe it.) This place really wouldn't be so 
bad, I suppose, if I wasn't in here alone, with only the boxwood. 
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hours .of forgetfulness 

disemboweling glances 

dud,pg the blazoned warning-afters 

.. ~·· 

feeling ever the irrepressible need to share 

inhale your nalJ:'le, ,, ..c· 

as morning rnist is taken deeply within 
confessing its birth, at tPY birth 

the hours drop slowly .into etei:nity1s blackest well ··­ 

measured by ·a vaporous batll, a lingering touch 
ever.~hloqroing ftowets o;t night @fold their secrets to us 

silence becomes a demo:ri 

sliln by' the fattoq-ed. poundi.ng qf one peart! upon another 
we $udde:J:).ly utter the .. syJlables 

of jas~fne, lips and gtaanitrit pni,scles 

t;l:ie ,s.Ba:red tlwrn 
sensing i,ncessab,tly 

breatl:ifo~ hyatintbed air 
living 'the hou~ 
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LIKE MOM ... LIKE SAM - W. H. CARSON 

I didn't know what to do with my hands. They just wouldn't 
fit into my pockets. I tried twice, but everbody who walked by turned 
and looked at me and so I gave up tryin' to stuff them away and just 
let them hold each other. But they didn't like that either and kept lettin' 
go until I just sorta gave up and started countin' the warts on them. 

Dad came into the hall just as I was beginnin' the third count. I 
Was wonderin' if it would come out sixteen or seventeen when he said, 
"She wants to see you, Son." 

By "she," he meant my mom. She was to have an operation this 
rnomin' so that's why I had to scrub and put on a suit and stand in 
the smelly hospital hall with people starin' at me until Mom could see 
me. I didn't wanta come, but last night when Dad said, "You can see 
Mother before surgery in the morning," he didn't leave me no out. I 
guess he thought I was looking forward to it, so I just nodded like I was 
looking forward to it. 

Mom looked real good. She was all smiles when we walked in and 
she didn't seem to care whether I'd washed my ears good or not. She 
asked me all sorts of questions 'bout school and all, but I could tell she " 
Wasn't listenin' to my answers so I got to scratchin' and standin' on one 
foot and then the other until a nurse come in and said we'd have to 
go. I knew I should kiss Mom. I didn't wanta - not with ever'body 
watchin', but Mom's eyes kinda said, 'T d like to kiss you if you can 
stand it." So I leaned down and we sorta kissed and then Mom held 
rne real close like I do my dog, Sam, and finally she let go of me. 

Out in the hall, Dad said I could go on home if I wanted and he'd 
stay to see how Mom got along. Boy! That was what I wanted to hear 
and I beat it out of there! 

Walkin' borne I felt funny. That smell was all over me and I 
Wanted it to rain real bad. Rain would feel good, runnin' down my 
face and drippin' off the end of my nose - and then - I'd be clean. 
But I looked the sky over and there wasn't even one teeny cloud and 
then I was chokin' - I guess the smell of the hospital was makin' me 
sick~ and then it got to my eyes and I had tears a-cornin'. That's why 
I ran the ,res~ of- the way. I wasn't sad nor scared nor nothin", but I 
Wanted to wash out that hospital smell real bad. 

When I got home, I quick changed my clothes and then without 
anybody tellin' me to, I washed - good. The smell wasn't so strong 
then,, so I turned on T.V. and sat down to watch. 

f had just fixed a two layered peanut butter, dill pickle and mayonnaise 
sandwich and poured me a big glass of milk when Dad come in. He sat 
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down by me and I had ll1Y mouth open to ask about Mom when I saw 
from his eyes that I wasn't to talk - so since I'd gone to the trouble of 
openin' .my mouth, I put the sandwich in instead. It was ever' bit as 
good as !\ knew it would be] It's the kinda food that .sorta hits your 
stomach with a thud and you know for hours after that you've got 
something in it. 

After a little while, Dad looked at me and said, 1'Son, your mother's 
dead. 1 don't know why .,..,.,,.,., the doctors 'aren't even sure yet - she just 
-.- she just-," and he couldn't talk no more. I couldn't think of a 
thing to say neither, so we just sat there and I studied the floor in the 
kitchen. 1t was pretty dirty and I wondered who was goin' to wash it 
now . .And then. a minute later, I wondered why I couldn't cry for Morn· 

Pretty soon, Dad went upstairs and I was glad "cause I wanted 
another sandwich and somehow it didn't seem right to fix. it in front of 
him. It was ever; bit as good as the first one and I could almost hear 
the thud when it went lfown too. ''.But in a minute, it "kinda rolled 
around and I wisht .Fda sed_pped at one. That hospital smell was cornin' 
back too so I beat it outa 'the house hopin' the fresh air could blow it 
away and besides, I knew I could get into a ballgame at t:qe park. 

It· was get1:in' dark when I turned the corner to our block and I 
knew I''d get heck for beig' out so late, but I'd forgotten all'bout the 
time, and Mom and ever'thin' and now all I could smell was me - 
and l swelJed gqod ! 

Theta was a bunch qf flowers .on the door and I knew .it was 
'cause Mom. was dead, yet somehow J also knew she'd be waitin' 
supper for .me . . . 

fCoil.tse .,Mo.qi wasn't there, but it seemed like ever.body else in town 
was. !hey a'L patted :i;µe; an.d. fed me and kept sayin'; "Poor boy. It's 
so hard .for him," and stuff 1.il<e that .. No one asied where .. !'cf been. so 
prett)" S'Mti 'I .sneaked awaf and got into bed. . 

l' clo.sed J;J;).Y' eyes and then, T saw all sorts or things - flowers, white 
beds, nutses, and dogs, just tl?en .I remembered th.at: totnorrd# Dad and 
I was $W;};gosed to go to t:l;~,e 'Ve.tis to ge.t 8am. The doc said by 'T'uesdaY 
he'd be all well after bein' .h.i't by that ca:t; and tomorrow 'was TuesdaY· 
I hoped'. Dad wouldp.'t .f~,rget' what w.ith Mom dyip,' and all ~ mebbe 
I'd bave t'o TenjJrtd piJ.ll, ·1{ut I Would 'cause I was countin' on haV'il).1 Sa.rn 
home again. 

Squeezin'. mY etes .'lhut· teal ha.rd .helped. W,hen. I did tbat, I sa.-W 
black, the:Q. purple, the;n 1ea.1 J:>1.;ight dot$ which went s-hootin' ~;;om side 
to $ide,. .f "was ~l:ng ti{ ;tigti:re out what' shape the dots• were. when 1 
guess f' musta "fell a.sleep 'cause the next thing I knew, it wa~ morni:n'. 
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Ever'body was sittin' around the kitchen drinkin' coffee when I 
come down. Dad looked like he hadn't even been to bed and I thought 
l' d better wait a little 'fore I mentioned gettin' Sam, so I said, "Good 
rnornin' ,"and then sat down and ate everthin' Aunt Sue put in front of me. 

After 'while, I said real quick, "Dad, can we bring Sam home this 
tnornin' ?" 

He turned his head real slow and looked me square in the face. I 
thought he was angry and was goiri' to hit me, but in a minute, he 
smiled kinda and reached out his hand to muss my hair and -said real 
soft, "Yes, Son. Soon's I shave, we'll go get Sam." 

I went outside to sit on the steps while I waited for Dad. People 
goin' by would stop and ask how we was gettin' along and three times 
I had to get up and hold open the screen door for some neighbor bringin' 
in food. I knew why ever'one was bein' so kind - it was on account 
of Mom dyin'. That's always when people are the nicest. They yell at 
you for cuttin' through their yard on the way to school and then bring 
chocolate cake and pat your head when your Mom's dead, but they seem 
so strange that you kinda get choked up and I was wishin' that Miss 
Baley would quit pattin' and start yellin' like she always did. 

Seemed like it was takin' Dad hours to get ready, but I guess I 
Was just too much in a hurry to get Sam and have him home. Finally, 
he came out, banged the screen shut and muttered, "Let's go, Boy." 

The ride to the vet's wasn't long, but it seemed like forever to me 
'cause I could hardly wait to hug old Sam in my arms and 'rassle' with 
him on the grass. 

When we got there, I beat Dad out of the car and ran real fast into 
the office. The doc came out and I asked real quick, "Where's Sam? We 
come toge him. You said we could take him today. Where is he?" 

The doc was starnmerin' and stutterin' and then I guess he rernem­ 
bered who we was when Dad come in 'cause he said, "Yes, well, er ... 
Certainly. I'll bring Sam right out." 

He come back in a minute carryiri' Sam in his arms. Good ole Sam 
Wagged his tail when he saw me. The doc put him on the floor and I 
called to him, but he didn't come, so I went over and picked him up. 
It felt so good to hold him close. I pushed my face into his neck like 
I always did when I held him and nuzzled him. And then it happened!!! 
I started chokin' and coughin' and 'fore I knew it, I was screamin' and 
cryin'. I couldn't stop. I tried, but 1 just kept hollerin' and blubberin'. 
then. Dad was shakirr' my shoulders and shoutiri', "What's wrong? 
What's got into you 7 Why' re you cryin' and carry in' on like this? 
What is it. Boy?" 

.. 
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At last with one big breath, I screamed, "Sam's gonna die! He ain't 
gonna live! He's gonna die l l l" 

The doc come over and said real gentle-like, "Sam's not going to 
die, Son. No, Son. he's fine <now. Just: llee.ds a little more rest and he'll 
be romping around like new." 

"He1 s dyin' ! He's gonna die! God's gonna take him away!! 1 
know l I know l I know he's gonna die! l" 

Dad shook me again and asked, ~'What makes you think a big 
healthy dog like Sam is going to die? Why -i;,he doc told you, Boy, he's 
just getting all well." 

I tried .not to say 1.t. i didn't want to tell them, but then I couldn't 
help it anymore and at the top of my voice I screamed, "I know he's 
gonna die 'cause - 'cause be smells- be smells just like Mom did!!! 
He smells just 'like Mom{l!" 

Dad's .fist come out in a hurry:. I saw red, black and yellow. I 
think, 'and then for a bit, '1' didn't see nothin'. When I was gettin' up 
offa the floor, I could see that his eyes was real :(nad this time, but I 
could hush now. I wiped J:n,y nose on my sleeve, picked up Sam and 
carried him out to the car, 

Dad .didn't speak to me all the way home. When we got back to 
the house, he .got out and slammed 'the car doot and then stomped into 
the house. 

I took Sam out back and we sat under a tree 'at the end of the lot. 
As we was talkin' to each other, I told him a11 about Mom and I coulda 
swore be k.new just wh~t I was sayin". Hi& eres .had mil teats ,in 'e:m and 
that made ,;tUe want to hold him real dose. 

'Than night, Aunt Sue made a bed fot Sam on the fioor beside me· 
She said it was so's the first thing I'd see m the m6rnin' was Saf!l 
waggin' his tail. 

'Fote [ Went to bed, I told Dad I was sorry, but he wouldn't even 
look at me. I knew ra really made h,iw mad this time - worsef 
breakiri' be neighbor's windows with a 'baseball ! ! 

Sam died that night. 

In the momin'. I took a shovel and a box and buried him under 
the big tree at' the back - where I'd held him half the day before. I 
didn't cry none. I cried J?efore- and San; knew how I frlt about him­ 
'There wasn't no :neeCI to cry now. 

At breakfast, Aunt Sue was real cheerful. 1 liked her smilin' over 
the eggs. She brought me my plate and asked, "How's Saw ibis morning?'' 
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"Sam's dead. I buried him 'fore breakfast - back under the big tree." 

Aunt Sue got tears in her eyes and Dad turned around to stare at 
me, but he didn't say nothin", so I ate my eggs and said, "Scuse me," 
and left the table. 

I decided to go for a walk. I knew no one 'ud want me around 
'til after lunch when I had to go to Mom's funeral. I didn't wanta see 
none of the boys. I kinda felt all mixed up and I didn't wanta talk to 
no one so I headed for the south side of town to the drainage ditch where 
I knew I could sit with no one to pester me. 

The water in the ditch was just right - so muddy that you couldn't 
see through it. That made me feel good for some reason. I kept tossin' 
twigs and pebbles in it and thinkin' all the while how much I hated my dad. 

He'd always been mean to Mom and me. Sometimes, when he didn't 
like what Mow cooked, he'd smash his plate on the floor, slam out of 
the house and go downtown to eat. Mom would cry as we picked up 
the broken plate, but she never spoke a word agin' him. 

Then I thought about the model plane he bought for my birthday 
one time. He was helpin' me build it, but he couldn't understand the 
directions and he got so mad he smashed his fist into it. I cried a long .. 
time after that. 

Before I got real good at changiri' the grades on my report card, he 
used to slap me and make me go to bed hungry ever'rirne I brought it home. 

The longer I sat and thought, the more I knew how much I hated 
my dad. It made me miss Mom more than ever. Then all at once it 
come to me and I knew why I couldn't cry for Mom. She was the lucky 
one. She wouldn't have bim houndiri' her no more. I still had to 
live with him. 

The sun looked about noon so I went on home. When I got there, 
there, was a terrible row goin' on. 

"A new dress? My God, Sue! What good's a new dress for a 
dead woman?" 

Aunt Sue was cryin'. "All right! I'll pay for it! She's lucky to 
h<1v~ got out of your penny-pinching grasp," she yelled. 

There was more, bat I got up to my room and stretched out on 
the bed and put a, pillow over my head so I couldn't hear the rest. 
A little later, Aunt Sue tapped on my door and come in. Time to 

get dressed for the funeral. You're to sit with me." 

I 'know J;. had to go, but at least I was glad to be sittin' with my 
A.un Sue. 
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When we got home from buryin' Mom, Aunt Sue cooked supper. 
did up the dishes, kissed 'me on the forehead and started'. for the door. 
"I'll go along now. CaU 11:).~ 'f you need me;'' 

Soon's ·t:he door sfa:q1.me4, Dad reac4,ed fore the bottle in the cup­ 
board. Me hadn't SJ?Oke a 'Word ·all aft~tnoon and now be didn't saY 
nothin' .. .......,., just sat: there P:i:inkin' and .staU;ti'. 

I waJ).ted to watch T.V. but I. WQs §Cared he wouldn't: like the 
noise so l got out a book :and pretended ·r was studyin". After 'while 
I said, ''G'ini.ght,'' and we,n,t. u-,p to bed. · 

f 'was ·:lust ~egin:ni:b," to doze w'hen ''.t heard .Pill). dom.9 up the stairs 
- bumpin' info the wall 011. both s!des, Then. he tfu:.ew. open the door 
to my 1oom and grabbed me out of b~d. ;fie took holda :my· sboulders 
and started shakin' me •'--"-bard. 

"$a y your mother smells like a dog, will y9u? So she s,mells like 
a dog, zbn ,btat·L} $.ay a, fb.j.'.Q.g Jile:e 'tl),~t about ;ybur. dead mo")Aer .. " 

He started, poundin' j;tj,e. with his $,sr,s -· beatin' as .hard as .he could­ 
I fell down and he Stl'lmbled. over me, Mr head hurt and I was cryin' 
- s~ill .J;i.e kept Liftin' his arm and punchin' UJ,e in the stomach. I 
could!kt moye:, awn: J was 'tP'O scared, Pi:nally; he kicJ<:e<L me and then 
jest lay .still, 

My eyes ~e.11 on m,'l' ~tmtin' knife. on the table by tbe bed and 
sniffin' ¥ giJ~et,. as .I cotild I started iitohit.1;' toward it. :He . was la yin' 
there ;bi;eatbin' liatd, ·ancl iP. the dark, I couldn~t' tell if he was ·watchin' 
me Or not; 

,t\.t 1;i.st,. f .l:i.a,dd~ :Qold 9f the k,n1£e. and jus~ lbokin' at its sharp 
bri~:qti hl4d_e ~ade. 1111 st~'¢'lilGP get a ~ig' knot ;in it. I didn t want to 
:rou.s~ ~. 'but l .:\<.llil:'W '! .co~~ t st'aJ;J:d ~g, IJ;rto~e. bea,:t:fo' a so I ~P,c.bad over 
to him real. c~t~fu:ki WnHI ,l got c1'6se.f r could see. bis ~yes Was dosed. 
Be was 1.p. a dtu~ sleei;:i. fhutt all ovet pow, but I re$ted and tried to 
get uv. ~1 stre.t:Li?:tb, I ll,11ew ! .bad to ~po .matter bow baa I hurt. 

I ~i.Se~ tli,e ).Sn.if& hj~g ',i+{ ~e. ait; 9. et: his cJ:iest 'llnd all, a once ever'· 
thin' w~t bfac~. t ceo.uJ.@~ .sae notbid·,i; · iil I cgu:la do wa .take in a 
reai de¢:t;.i bre<ltb and (he:ti ~ t'bere it Was again, . ...._ th~ smell - li:ke 
Mdin ..._ like $.a.i;Jl. I starf.ed thokin' and the tears st~rted comin~ and the 
sme1l w..as right: tlie,r:e ~~teal strona'· ,.Qn Iy t:tit~ filJ;i,e - 1t .smelted good ! 



WHO HOOTS? 
Only owls know this 
doubly inner ache: 
how the 
awful emotional bowels 
refuse to move. 
Only owls understand. 
It's why they howl. 

- KA THI DAVIS 

BUTTERFLY 
Fluttering quietly, ceaselessly, 

On sun-golden wings; 
Summer days. 

- CAROL RIHA 

.. 

HAIKU 
In the dirt of the street, 

Between quick footsteps 
The sun in a puddle. 

- CAROL RIHA 

THE INEXPLICABLE 
Not having the brains to love him, 
She used her heart instead. 
If spiritual her love wasn't, 
It was certainly spirited. 

"I can't expurcate it either," 
Said she, in his warm arms hid 
"We just sort of hoister each other." 
And, indeed, they did. 

- KATHI DAVIS 
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Gerald Donato is a graduate student in art at Northern. His primary 
interest is in the intaglio process, though he is a versatile artist whose 
drawings and paintings are equally as imaginative as his work in etching 
and engraving. TOWERS is again proud to present the work of a promising 
young Northern artist. 

Published in this portfolio are drawings and etchings done by Donato 
including this year's NEWMAN CLUB AW ARD winning etching, 
Abraham and Isaac (shown on page 25). The prints have been reproduced 
here in their original color on special paper so as to give the reader the 
closest approximation to the original work as possible. 

Donato's recent works have been of powerful allegorical figures. His 
winged figures call to mind some of the mysterious, mythological monsters 
of Medieval man's imagination. The imagery of Donato' s figures have 
the same element of superstition and fear of the unknown which inspired 
men in thedark ages, just past the threshold of Christianity, to decorate 
their first Romanesque cathedrals with allegorical, pagan-like figures. 

A frequentpoint of departure for Donato is his research of the Old 
Testament for subject matter rich in illustrative potential. His own fertile 
imagination thus intellectually stimulated by the writings of the early 
prophets creates highly original imagery to complement their writing. 

The staff of TOWERS feels that Donato's rich imagery will give the 
reader a delightful and perhaps thought provoking exposure to the work 
of a fine young talent. 
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