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JOHN PUFAHL • UP FROM APRIL SNOW INTAGLIO • 18x24 

FLIGHT PLAN 

Icarus! I have collected feathers and wax, 
For the first foggy dawning, 
I will escape to another maze. 
Womb weed, star crossed, the wind erases - 
Nay was it ever written/ - my leaping frog prints. 
Shroud fogs the river, 
Twirling crows in concentric, cawring circles, 
Lapping lower arms of a spire like cedar. 
Arrowing mallard, 
Lonely sets to the plastic smiles and wooden talk 

of like species 24. 

Pellets strike - short infinitum - beyond realisation - 
Empty communication. 
Dylan's Heron-priest laughed among reeds. 

NEAL MacDONALD 
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MY MURDERER SLEEPS 

My murderer sleeps in these words I write 
He will awaken when my pen runs dry. 
He is my destroyer 
And lives in my language of love and anger. 
He will prove I talk 
A better death than I'll die. 

JOE BAUERS 

CAROL LOVEKI N • ENGRAVING • 18x24 
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CROOKED RUNS THE WINTER OF WARRING DAYS 

Not so much the falling feet 
Attention in motion, 
Of soldiers plodding mechanically along, 
But the wrongness of their narrow notion 
That they are right, beyond all measure of right. 
That these times are as natural as 
Winter coming every year. 

Not so much the falling feet 
But the wrongness of their thoughtless notion 
railing to see beyond blinded eyes, how 
Crooked runs the winter of warring days. 
How unnatural is this Nature 
When men live to see death, 
And feed their minds on such narrow wisdom. 

Not so much the falling feet 
But the unfailing habit to repeat, 
A giant monkey on the world's back, 
The same miserable steps, leading 
Another warring winter deliriously down the drain, 
Into summers and falls, running its path, 
Crooked in the wake of warring days. 

JOE BAUERS 
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With a world renowned 
one night bride, 
I left town 
on a midnight ride. 

In a sturdy boat 
on a stormy sea, 
we rode each wave 
successively 
to a higher and higher crest 

then crashed to rest 
on a distant shore 
she and I 
had seen before. 

TOM CARLIN 

.. 

MICHAEL ONKEN • MIXED MEDIA • 12x18 



TOLSTOY 

You wore the farmer's vest 
and worked the fields 
with little rest 
and angered all the peasants 
who cursed your name. 

You dared to break the rules, 
a nobleman 
with harvest tools 
whose panacea for suppression 
was only a lesion; 

You teased away 
the Poorman's reason 
and sang their songs 
with libidinous glory - 
gave them land, 
money, 
equality, 
but bagged their story. 

LAVONNE MUELLER 

JERRY McNABB 

MARIANNE 

Pressing her bare hands 
Against a Christmas window 
She ignores the chill 
That, aches my arthritic soul 
And I remain 
Old Patience 
Clutching a red mitten 
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STORY 

Jesse Todd's farm lay in a shallow valley surrounded by low hills covered 
~ostly with scrub grass and kuckle-burrs. Jesse's land was richer than most 
ereabouts because he tended it with all the skill and thrift of his Scotch 

~hature and used to good advantage what scanty top-soil had washed down from 
e lean hills. 

t Jesse's house was at the very foot of old Cotton Knob Hill. Most folks in 
hat Part of Oklahoma wouldn't have set foo1 on that hill if it had been made 

tot Pure gold. Jesse, however, climbed it every day to look over his farm and 
o think. 

. Jesse's wife, Isobel, worried about him. She worried because he got up 
With the sun and worked all day when heat shimmies rose from the ground and 
sw~at plastered his shirt to his back. She worried because his eyes no longer 
smiled when his mouth did· and she sometimes realized in a sudden rush of Pa· ' nic that he was nearly seventy - half a hundred years older than she. But 
rnost of all she worried when he climbed Cotton Knob Hill. 

"It ain't that I hold with all that talk about how it's s'posed to be holy 
ground. Jist 'cause them Cherokees used to build fires Lip yonder or somethin' 
- ~hat does a Indian know abou 'holy' no-way? Brotl'l~r Spinney says they're 
~agins - Robin ain't no pagin, though. She knows moren' Brother Spinney 
oes about God. She knows moren' Brother Spinney does about most everything 

else t s h k ·· t ab · oo. o does Jesse, too. I bet Jesse and Robin put toget er nows JIS 
out everything a body'd want." 

.,1 , •1.sobel walked to the door and looked for Jesse's silhouette against the sky. 
t 5 nst that I worry about him climbin' that hill. Wonder what he thinks about 

Up there!" 

f "He don't really think," Robin had said. "He listens. He learns the secret 
~ th~t holy hill. He comes away strong and stilled inside." Isobel didn't want 
t~ think about the rest of Robin's talk. She grabbed the drinking bucket from 
v ~shelf and started for the well. "He will live a hundred years or more," Robin's 
oice said, "and you will bear him many children." 

Isobel threw the bucket into the well and listened eagerly for its hollow 
~Plash. It was one of her favorite sounds, and just now she hoped it would 

t rown out Robin's voice. She leaned out and began to jerk the rope sharply 
o th · . I f e side so that the bucket would turn over and sink. She inhaled the smel 0t 
the water and felt its coolness on her flushed face. Robin's voice was quiet 

a last. 

Pea She slowly began to pull up the filled bucket, ha~d over hand. Her inner 
b ce Was shattered suddenly and it echoed ho.llowly just as the sound of the 
s Ucket had echoed in the well. She stared at her plump white arms and the 
rnooth, childlike hands. "How can it be?" she said aloud. "How can it 

ever be?" 

7 



Isobel grunted as she replaced the heavy bucket on the shelf. "Why'd I 
have to go off and listen to Robin's silly talk anyway? Most folks around here 
thinks she's daft. Comes from livin' alone. Don't none of 'em know her no 
way, so how'd they know if she was daft? Don't nobody know her real good but 
me 'an Jesse. 'Cept Pa. He did, 'course." Isobel blushed to herself. 'Pore ol' 
half-breed. Pa said Indians don't want her and white folks won't have 'er. 'N 
that silly boy she's got don't help none. Maybe he ain't so silly neither. Jist 
'cause he cain't talk don't mean he ain't right inside his head. She talks to 
him like as if he knowed as much as anybody, and he acts like he does." 

Isobel got out the lamps and filled them and set them on the table ready 
to light. Without warning she felt tired. Suddenly it wasn't Jesse she wanted 
to be waiting for, it was Pa. A terrible longing tore at her as she thought of 
home with all the others waiting too for Pa to come. "I shoulda' had Katie still," 
she said aloud to the lamps. "She was mine! I'd took keer o' her sence she 
was borned an' Aunt Suzie didn't have no right in all the world to sign her 
away to strangers. Aunt Suzie never done nothin' for her. She was my baby 
sister. My baby!" Isobel's jaws ached, and she realized she'd been clenching 
her teeth. 

"I must be as daft as Robin," she thought, "else I'd give up awantin' Katie 
so bad. I ain't had her now for near two years. I've give up cryin' for Pa an 
all the others. Jesse's made up to me for lots and lots of things. He's been 
bettern' Pa was to me ... lotsa' ways. Pa was always turned in on hisself 
someway. He looked right at you sometimes an' never even seen you. He never 
hardly talked - even not to Robin - 'cept to Katie some. Jesse talks to me, 
an' he looks at me ... " Isobel blushed. A queer, watery feeling came into 
her joints and she had to sit down. 

"Robin thinks I sleep with Jesse!" she thought. 
"Ain't we never gonna eat no more? My belly's a stickin' to my back-bone!'' 

Jesse had burst into the room leaving the door ajar and was playfully rattling 
his chair. 

Isobel got up and hurried to the stove. She pretended to be occupied so 
she wouldn't have to look at Jesse. "If you 'us t'shut the door and set down 
like a tame man, I'd pour you some coffee. The beans is done an' the corn bread 
is brownin'." She couldn't resist a glance at him while his back was turned. 

"Seems like to me, I'm always waitin' all day for evenin' to come," she 
thought, "an' a man t' come home to his supper. That's what makes everything 
worth all the trouble." She knew, but she wouldn't say it to herself, that some­ 
thing made this evening more important than any that had gone before. 

She stood beside Jesse and carefully poured his coffee. It seemed to 
her as she bent over him that everything she did was part of a ritual and that she 
was play-acting some strange new role. She noticed everything about him as 
if he were a stranger. His thick white hair, curled over and yellow at the tips, 
grew too far down his neck. She watched his big hand curl around the coffee 
cup and noticed how all the hair on his arm was thick and curly, too. "Like 
Esau," she thought, "only Jesse ain't no fool." 

"Think 01' Bessie's gonna whelp tonight fer sure. Best ol' coon-dog I ever 
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had in my life. Smart as a full-growed man." Jesse leaned toward her and 
Put his face near hers. "You know, I was jist a thinkin' ... I'm gonna take the 
ornriest, nosiest bitch outa her litter an' give it to Tully." 

"Tully?" Isobel was surprised. "You think Robin'd let him keep 'er?" 
"Why not?" 

Isobel felt uncomfortable. "Well I jist thought, some folks says Tully 
ain't ... " 

. . "Isobel, when you gonna stop lissenen' to all the fools that pass? Who 
~s it, says Tully ain't right in his head? Jube Hawkins? Hank Miller?' Why? 
Cause he cain't talk? When'd you ever hear either one o' them talk anything 
Worth hearin'?" 

Isobel was ashamed and didn't want to look at Jesse anymore. She turned 
her back and took the corn-bread out of the oven. She felt his eyes on her 
~till, .and slowly she forgot about being ashamed. She was aware of herself 
ending over the stove; her hads trembled slightly as she cut the corn-bread 

and she felt cold, even though her face was hot. Her arms and legs felt rubbery, 
and she wondered whether she could lift the huge bowl of beans. 

"God bless this food and us that eats it, Amen." Jesse looked up at Isobel 
~om. under bushy white eyebrows. "I'm sorry, gal. I don't mean to be a scoldin', 
t ~t if You cain't allus think fer yourself, least be keerful who you git to do your 
hinkin' fer ye." Jesse laughed and Isobel laughed, too. 

They ate in silence, and darkness began to gath~r in the shadows and 
corners of the room. 

"Jesse," she said. 
"Huh?" 

"Why you gonna give Tully one o' Bessie's pups?" 

I "Oh, I don't know. Everybody ought to have somethin' to love," he said 
S OWiy. 

"He's got Robin. He loves her, don't he?" 
"I mean, in order to grow up. He's gotta have somethin' litter'n him, 'at 

needs him, y' know." 
i Isobel shut her eyes. "Yeah, I do know," she said, trying not to see Katie 
n her mind. 

"Jesse," she said. 
"Huh?" 
"Do you ever feel lonesome? I mean, do you still miss Clare real bad 

~ornetimes?" She could feel her heart beating, and she was glad her face was 
in the shadows.' 

d "Yes," he said. "I do. And I reckon I allus will, sometimes." Jesse sud­ 
t enly looked old and tired, and Isobel was sorry she had asked. She wanted 
no reach across the table and lay her hand on his, but a stiffling self-conscious- 
ess numbed her. 

"I been here near two years now," she said, "an Katie's been gone away, 
and I still cain't think about her without I git sick to my stomach." 

Jesse got up and lit the lamp and set it on the table. Then he sat down 
and looked at Isobel silently, as he leaned forward and fished his pipe from his 
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back pocket. He packed it and tamped it down and struck a match and drew 
until it caught. Finally he squinted at Isobel through the smoke. 

"It ain't lovin' Katie, makes you sick to your stomick, gal," he said. "It's 
because of not havin' nothin' to give the lovin' to. A body needs to have somethin' 
'at he can look at an' touch to love." 

Jesse smoked in silence and Isobel watched him. "It's funny," she thought, 
"how you can sometimes know all about a body and still not really know him. 
I know now why he come that day. I allus wondered why he showed up jist 
right then. I wouldn't of been so terrible miser'ble if it hadn't a been so wet 
an' cold. I kept on a thinkin' how we 'us all a' goin' away an' leavin' Pa out there 
alone. It was dark in the house and cold as a cave, an' I didn't have no heart 
to build a fire. I was a tryin' to find all the stuff that belonged to Ella and 
Katie so's they could go with the neighbors. I was a-thinkin' how I'd either have 
to stay alone in the house that night or go to Aunt Susie's with John and Vi'let. 
Somehow it jist didn't seem like I could stand to do neither one. Then Jesse 
come. 

He looked sorta like he itched an' couldn't scratch in his Sunday clothes 
that-a-way. I didn't remember seein' him at the funeral. He went 'n tuck off 
his hat to me like as if I was a real growed-up lady - he allus did treat me like 
I 'us growed up ... an' then he asked me if I'd come over and stay t' his house 
with him an' Clare on account of Clare havin' T.B. an' all, an' they 'us a-needin' 
somebody to take keer of her an' cook an' everything. I tolt him I would - an' 
I thought until this day that I was a-doin' him a favor!" 

Jesse knocked his pipe out on his plate and put it away in his back pocket. 
"Well, gal," he said, "I reckon I better go out an' see if ol' Bessie needs 

me for anything. She's reg'lar like any woman when she's in trouble - if'n I 
don't go see about her, she'll git her feelin's hurt." 

He opened the door and then turned around and looked at her w;'th his 
hand still on the knob. She thought he was about to say something, but he 
didn't. She wanted to say something, but she could only stare at him. He went 
out and closed the door. 

Isobel put the coffee pot on the back of the stove so it would stay hot 
and lifted the kettle of hot water from the stove to the table. Absently she 
began to swish the soap-saver around in the water. 

"I come here an' I tuck keer o' Clare an' cooked fer Jesse an' that got to 
be just like home, what I done fer Pa an' the kids. 'An Jesse's right. I got over 
a-cryin' fer Pa an' them .... jist on accounta havin' Clare an' Jesse to take 
keer of an' all. Only with Katie it's different. Katie was jist like my very own.·· 
That's what Jesse meant about somethin' littler than you are. There ain't nothin' 
to take Katie's place; that's why I ... " Isobel plunged her hands into the kettle. 
Hot soapy water sloshed over its edges and made a puddle on the floor. Isobel 
stared at a huge soap bubble unti I it burst. 

"I wonder if Jesse ... I wonder if he ever thinks about ... how it would 
be like if ... " Isobel pulled her arms out of the hot water and dried therTl 
on her apron. They were red and a little tender. She carried the lamp over to 
the wash stand and looked in the mirror above the basin. 

"I ain't no little girl no more," she thought as she inspected her round. 
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Childish face in the mirror. "I'm nineteen, an' I ought to pull my hair back 
like this." She pulled her black hair back and twisted it into a knot. "Uh! 
!,00k like Aunt Susie that-a-way." ·She let it fall around her shoulders again. 
Jesse says black hair an' blue eyes ain't common, 'cept fer the Black Irish. I 
thought he meant I was a nigger at first. I told him they ain't no Irish niggers 
and 'sides I 'us as white as him, 'an he nearly busted a gut a-laughin'. He 
said by then I 'us as red as a Indian ... an' then he said I 'us like a ripe apple: 
an' he quit laughin' an' said l'us perty. He thinks I'm perty even if I am kinda 
fat · · ." She blushed. "If Jesse knowed what I been thinkin', he'd think I 
Was · .. why, he's been just like Pa t'me, arr- I ... S'funny though. The time 
~fter Clare died he said that to me ... he said, 'You ain't no little girl no more, 
,sobel.' What he said, he said, 'Isobel, y'know I want ya to stay here with me 
an go on a-keepin' the house clean an a-cookin' my meals. I cain't jist turn 
You out an y' ain't got nowheres t'go, but now with Clare gone, the neighbor folks 
is gonna talk about it. You ain't no little girl no more now, an' I cain't jist adopt 
~ou 'er nothin', but I tell you what ... I could marry you an' least that way you'd 
ave a home. An' when I die, you'd have what I got. It ain't a lot, but my boys, do 't · n need it an' it'd keep you anyways." 

b I .was skeer'd when he said that, an' he could tell. "Isobel," he said, "you 
t~en l1k: .a daughter to me, an' you know it ... but the neighbor~ don't know 
at, an if you 'us to stay here with me, an us not married, they d say about 

us What they said about yer pa 'an Robin." An' I said,,:'Yeah, but Robin slept 
hin Pa's bed like they said." An' ol' Jesse he blushed. He really did blush, an' e . ' 

said, 'Well, gal, nobody knowed that but you'uns, but they all talked all the 
:~ime, a~· they'd think the same of you if you 'us to stay her~. Then ~hen a_ny- 

ng might happen to me, like as not you'd have a hard time to git married 
~hat With the talkin' an' all. But if you was a real genuine widder an' had this 
tarm to boot - you could marry most anybody like as not.' I couldn't stand 0 

hear him talk about dyin', an' I told him 'at Robin allus said he'd live to be 
\hunderd. He laughed an' said, 'Well, then, in that case you'd be takin' a awful 
~- anct' to marry me, gal.' An' I don't know ... I jist thought there was somethin' 
Inda sad about him laughin' then an' all. That's when I knowed I was gonna 

~:rry. him '.or sure." Isobel took the lamp back to the table and began to put 
dishes into the kettle of not-very-hot dishwater. 
"Th h " 1 at was near a year ago, an' he said I wasn't no girl no more t en . 

. :~bel's heart felt like it got up and turned itself around. "I wonder if he'd like 1 
If I slept in his bed! I could be a real honest growed-up wife to him an' mebbe 

jik ·,an' m~bb~ Robin'd be right about all them babies! •. Wonde.r ~hat it'd be 
h e. Robin liked t' sleep with Pa, I could tell ... an it wasn t jist because 
e Was the only one in the house that had a bed neither." 

Isobel put the dishes away and carried the dishwater outside. Usually 
:~e Poured it on the ground, but this time she whirled the kettle in a wide arc 
Hilsee how far she could make the water fly. Sh_e looked .. up at Cotton ~~ob 

I, crowned now with moonlight. "That's fer bein' a girl, she thought, be­ 
cause after tonight I'll be a woman growed." She went in and closed the door 
Softly behind her. 

ANN JOHNSON 
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DENNIS FRIEND • TRAGl-COMEDY • INTAGLIO • 18x24 

MYSELF AS NOBLE SAVAGE 

This filament of madness illumines even 
so simple a thing as the immovable cur 

Groping in the darkness; that is, my self, 
fiercely consumed by its persistent 

Ignorance, batters its stupid head against 
the wall, and whimpers for lost scent. 

He senses that what he knows is 
the only honest thing he knows: 

Although he cannot be as sure as 
his tormenter. Respite is 

Uncertainly flickering somewhere; 
if only he could bleed enough. 

MARGO GARIEPY ROGALIN 
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MICHAEL ONKEN • MIXED MEDIA • 14x18 



. TO YOU, MAXWELL TAYLOR 

About suffering they were never right, 
The Old Soldiers: How little they understood 
Its human position: How it takes place 
Where no man can write his name, 
In the rice paddies, just as if 

it were the subway in New York. 
How it continues to go on, even after 
The little girl's brother is blown apart, 
Or the little boy's father is napalmed, 
Or after 63 lepers melt to death, 
(And even this by mistake.) 

That even this dreadful martyrdom 
Continues to run its course 
While the President, like the horse 
Scratching its innocent behind on a tree, 
Shows the world his own little effort 
To get in the act - 
A scar from a gall bladder operation. 

JOE BAUERS 
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PRAYER 

Spring brings me ease 
Resting by these heavy waters 
Branch and slime laden 
Carrying winter to some 
Secret, dark place. 
I, too, drift. - Hear that throbbing mass 
That waves in the straining trees 
That climbs and twists young stalks. 
The flowing dampness beats loud 
Into my knees, elbows 
Pushes cool on my forehead. 

EDWARD BEATTY 

•• 

SUSAN JASINSKI 

Near the street lamp in a puddle 
I saw the sun burst this morning. 
Tonight the puddle is frozen. 
Near the street lamp under the white moon 

a silver cat with feathers in its mouth 
and two little suns in its eyes. 
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JOHN SCARCELLI • COLLAGE • 17x14 



LAPSONG 

"Father, Sister Callisto says I must confess in sorrow and seek forgiveness 
for my sins. In obedience to her, I ask you to hear me. Please." 

The priest had talked to Sister Callisto long before this meeting and under­ 
stood the young girl's hesitance. Silently, he motioned her to the predieu in the 
corner of his office. 

. Father Argus watched the nun as she crossed the room and knelt, thinking 
how easily repentance can begin, how long1t can take if there is, truly, doubt 
~resent, and how uniquely shattering the silence could be following those 
instances when absoulion was refused. Sadly yet honestly he knew he would 
refuse the absolution Sister John wanted, though in truth did not need. 

. "Bless me Father ... ," she began. He blessed her, sitting uncomfortably 
in the straight-backed chair opposite the kneeler, his eyes unconsciously straying, 
exam· · rrung the desk, the books, the girl. 

" · · · they were brother and sister and I refused to refuse him. I don't know 
Why. But I did purposely allow myself to be, well, drawn into what I could only 
calf a sordid ... " 

t Well meaning? he thought, and it seemed at fir~t· that her only sin was 
that she had not yet learned the vital isolation so necessary ... had, in fact, 
aken herself too seriously and rushed in wild-eyed with fervor and near childish 
glee at ... 

s " · · · the first cross I had the chance to bear, I suppose. Only it began 
. 0 subtly. I was so off guard. I could not see what he was doing because I 
Just did 't k . . th n now. For me this was something so completely new and strange 

th
~t I naturally misjudged everything miserably and yet, finally realizing even 
IS I t·I · ' s 1 I did not stop, though perhaps it was too late by then." 

Joh As her confessor, Father Argus felt he no longer needed to listen to Sister 
th n.. Throughout the months the story had drifted in as, nearly one by one, 
ac~ sisters .in the small convent had related to him their own guilt over various 

s of prying, gossip and so on. 

to th They had known and during the winter as he crossed the street each morning 
ev e convent he wondered what new item would unfold. What bothered him 
Sietn more was that he knew Sister John had told only her immediate superior, 

s er Callisto, stalwart, dogmatic protector of the postulants. 

ca a ~ear Sister Callisto, he thought, I believe this thing grew 
reip city of even your bottom less heart. But you I can forgive. 

axed a little in the chair, and turned once again to Sister John. 

We " · · · perhaps we're lured or lulled into a far too rigid security thinking 
ou need only touch those weights others must bear; we need not bear them 

rselves. 

that "S~ that later I began to realize that we had in some minute way transcended 
a t Which started out as nothing more than a young college student, a nun, 

ota] beginner in nearly everything, seeking help from one of her professors." 

beyond the 
He sighed, 
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Then the gush, the torrent on two Saturdays and even he, perceptive to 
the pitch and tone of their community as he thought he was, had nearly missed it. 

The first Saturday. Wearied, aching and cramped from his three hours 
in the confessional, he'd walked toward the altar, breathing slowly the quiet, 
cool afternoon air of the church and thinking he would read awhile and turn 
in early that night. 

Entering the sacristy he'd found Sister Callisto brushing and folding the 
vestments. They'd talked for a moment as he put on his coat and then as he 
was ready to leave he noticed her standing in the doorway, looking to the back 
of the church and the remaining penitents still praying. 

"It seems shameless, Father," she'd said. 
"Sister?" 
"The way they use us. Do you see?" 
He hadn't answered her. 
The second Saturday. Again she was in the sacristy as he finished his 

confessions only this time she was not cleaning, purposely waiting for him and 
they'd talked, going on long after the last penitent had gone home and even 
long after he'd notified the rectory that he'd be Tate for dinner. 

"Father, she seems so stubborn about this thing. I've tried and tried to 
convince her that she must not get involved like this." 

" ... the only comparison I can think of is that it, this thing with his 
sister, as he revealed it to me, began in. desolation and ended in desperation, 
tossing him about, confusing him, prodding at him and opening old wounds until 
finally everything seemed to fall apart ... giving him, though I can't really 
believe it, the dream of incest and the hope of comfort and refuge. 

"I was interested in his course and at first during our meetings after"'class 
he helped me a great deal. He's so young and y~t has such a deep command 
of his material and he gave me insights and views I could never have gotten 
from the texts." 

And then suddenly the student becomes the teacher and, he thought with 
some irony, the father confessor, and there is no solid point at which the transition 
can be seen as taking place. 

Sick? Oh yes, there is no doubt that the young man was in some way sick. 
His name? thought Argus goodness, I have been told ... surely ... "All" 
something ... what is it? Allsong? Yes. Oh God what a name. 

Undoubtedly he did manufacture that rather smutty incest thing but the 
point ... the point remains that there was no point. Whom had he been trying 
to impress? Sister John? But why? What good had it done? 

" ... he seemed to slide into various intimacies as in side comments, 
interje.ctions into his explanations, he would mention something, some connection 
with his own life, and every time so deeply personal ... " 

" ... until one afternoon he quite bluntly told me everything about his 
marriage, describing his wife in detail, habits, nuances, her hair, eyes, smile, 
thoughts. I wasn't really embarrassed since we did seem to have a sort of 
rapport which eased the situation." 
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