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DEKALB, OCTOBER 1967
Umail 4 letter
To an unwilling Pfc.
And turn home,
ating the rain
And what he has.
Four req lights halt
White sports car
And ap old man
Cautious-offers
D untaken ride.

Humane?

1 Only had a block to walk.
Charles Childs

PROTECTRESS

One kept a cat in her coat,

Stepped in a brook. Near there we met,
Her track unclear across the field;
And certainly, dew can dim the point
Of an utterance. I cursed the girl

In the clearing, my mouth a waterfall
Or a shining sac around her.

She nodded, her hands were dulled
With rain. Probably for all that mud,
And fine and plastered hair,

And chewing sap,

She left by the most worn path,
Slapping drops from every leaf

She crossed; turned back beckoning,
The dry cat leaped from her breast,
Skittered through the splashes,

and went mad.

WATER-SPIDER

The water-spider glides
the frictionless plane
of no-touching, beneath
wind and above water,
in the space where the
widthless knife first
sliced the void, sending
ripples of form into
new directions.

Ed Mannal

David Klemm




Joe Bauers

FIFTH GRADE

Four Snapshots of Cully

I

Lunches and hands in hands on the way to school
and children singing, too, on the way to school, and
Emily among the allegators in the creek on her old
man’s farm, and that the last farm, the father said, in
Haberville, my boy. But what did the old man know,
there must be other farms, other streets in Haberville,
said Cully to Joe. She turned and he saw her yellow
through the hole in the tire swing. What's your
name? said the voice through the hole in the tire
swing, and you're Cully who? said the voice, and of
course there are allegators, and right there on her old
man’s farm, too. Later, at supper, Hebron spoke of
the auto insurance he was selling, and Cully dabbled
at his plate, thinking Buz I can’t see the allegators,
Emily.

And he dreamed of her, running near the creek in
her yellow.

1I

First there will be the plot. Then the alkaselzer and
the plum, he said. And it will work like this. The plot
will be when I sneak downstairs and steal two of my
old man’s cigarettes tonight. I'll wear my gym shoes
and sneak and no one will hear. And the alkaselzer
will be when I get sick. Why will you get sick? asked
Emily. Because I've never smoked before and people
always get sick the first time, said Cully. And the
plum? asked Emily. The plum will be to eat the taste
away so nobody will know, said Cully. And he looked
to Emily and said, Yox can have one of the cigarettes.
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III
He walked along the lawns toward home, tired of

grammar. You're old man’s full a bananas, said the
tree hut. So's yours, said Joe, and then to Cully—

You're gonna flunk.

Am not.

Yes yar.

Nom not.

Miss Finch don’t like you.

Sister Clarissa does.

So?

So she likes me.

But Miss Finch don'’t.

Miss Finch can go to hell.

There were days in the evenings right there in his
bed when he could pick peacocks from branches of
little trees and cherries from their stems. His mothe®
would speak of Eternity, clutching her Holy Book, and
his brother would wash cars in the neighborhood and
cut lawns, too, to make spending money. He woul

seek out Joe, the best friend, but sometimes even he
would get on his nerves—

Two clearies for a ball bearing.

Two clearies and a cat’s eyes and its a deal.

Lll think it over.

Chicken.

All right then, two Mantles for a Berra.

Ya, but you got three Mantles anyway.

So?

So you should give me one, if you're really my
friend.

Well, that's my business.

He watched the tiny dot of Joe disappear up th¢
road. Joe lived over a rise and every day he woul




just disappear. He watched the tiny dot of Joe go
@way, and then the whole scene converged on him.

First the dog:

Darting between two parked cars and not cating,
Fhe dog squeaking, leaping up in fright at the speed-
ng Ford, a coupe and a black one, and the dog,
fot caring, and caroming off the bumper and rolling
Ooff the road, at the sidewalk, circling around Cully
and circling around and the caved-in side and the
d_og foaming and circling and finally, not caring, lying
fight there at Cully’s feet, dying.

And then the car.

The car returning, and he remembered from mur-
der mysteries, to the scene of the crime, slowing and
Stopping, the head from the window (« girl’s) and
'tsaid Give you a lift? or it said Hey, give you a lift?
and the dog foaming but still, and not caring, and his
head dipping to clear the roof and slipping into the

ack seat, and the head turning and grinning (4
85) and saying Poochie hurt Honey? or saying

our poochie hurt Honey? and then the sudden reali-
4ation, three heads, (they had ducked their heads, he
*hought) and the other two heads (boys) laughing
and then, glancing over the seat and looking closely,
Seeing These people don't have any clothes on! (he
had 4ssumed bathing suits, he thought) and the girl
€ginning a conversation, and the other two heads,
boys, laughing.

And then the conversation.

.You know where we been Honey? the head (zhe
81l's) turning from the wheel, and the other two
heads (boys), laughing and saying Man you should
S¢e Alice do her bit, buddy, and laughing and Alice
Saying Well, Honey, we did it in the trees and hang-

ing upside down and right under the mulberry bushes,
and you know where we been, Honey? we been in
City Park, that’s where, and the other two heads, com-
pletely insane with laughter, and the one boy reach-
ing down the front of Alice and with a sudden mo-
tion Alice squeals,”and one of the boy heads says,
Man Alice, why don’t you give the kid a little? and
suddenly the car stops and Alice climbing over the
seat with no clothes on! thought Cully, and Cully
saying, I think this is where I get out, or saying, I
think this is where I live. And shoving his way out
the door, all three heads laughing.

v

Did you bring them? asked Emily. Well not ex-
actly. I mean not today. I mean my old man stayed
up real late so I couldn’t. And then he turned toward
Emily in her yellow and said, I think I see an allega-
tor, Emily. She laughed and they let their hands float
in the stream.

All up and down the shore of the creek it lasted all
day. They would pitch stones and pick dandelions,
and always let their hands float in the stream of the
creek. She giggled and it was a better time than be-
fore. They splashed at each other and then let their
hands float in the stream.

And neither of them was afraid of the allegators.






today all the
people
8athered to
watch
the death
dance
of a child
as she
shed her
life.and
Spurts of
love
for the
conformity
of adulthood.

Peggy Brockman

Found Near the Porch Swing While Whiskey,
the Night, and I Let the Late Show Run
Through Us

Sidewalk puddles float streetlights,
And darker away neighbor company leaves
DOdging histrionics.

A plane chases its lights out of Rockford,
Asa poem gags me,
And I throw it up;

“Thave outrun a third of my years,
And sit liquored wondering,
Can 1 really race the rest?”
Charles Childs

ANATOMY OF A POEM

I am
the poem.

I have rhythm
beyond drum-beats.

»

Imagery: the
smoothness of bald tires
on dry, black asphalt.

Devoid of feeling,
dissect me.

Sliced into slashes,
curves of iambs;
Will T only

then satisfy

you?

Or symbolism;
golden noise that
fades quickly,
loud only at first.

Like a frog swimming
beneath the surface,
beauty strokes

quietly

through subtle blades.

But clamped upon,
torn from the water,
legs and arms pinned
back to wax,
belly-opened to

gray entrails:

No poem,
only flesh.

Robert Gundelach



Robert Gundelach
RAUL

“Life,” the letter related, “sometimes doesn’t amount
to more than a piss-hole in a snow-bank.” Raul
crumped the paper, squeezing the letter smaller and
smaller into a ball, rolling it until the ball was soggy
with sweat, then tossed it across the room. Bouncing
off two corner walls, it missed, and rolled stopping on
a crack in the floor. “Fu**” he muttered, tracing with
his eyes the cracks in the thick, chipped layers of
paint on his wall, the wall next to his bed. He rolled
off the gray sheets, implanting his feet on the floor,
on the front page of The New York Times. Twenty-
four, and living by borrowing from his ole man, he
thought. His ole man was always T-shirted and mow-
ing the lawn or leaning over the back fence on Sat-
urday afternoons, with a beer can in hand. And there
were all the other men in T-shirts, and all the other
people with houses and two cars and lawns that were
mowed every Saturday afternoon; except in the win-
ter, when all the men came over and watched the
football games or basketball games, and drank beer,
and talked about the game, or the car they wanted to
buy next year, as soon as spring came. But Raul was in
New York, lower Manhattan, Delancey Street and
thirty bucks a month.

Other pages covered the floor, randomly loose, torn,
and folded. Pictures and articles of last week’s disas-
ters. Raul wondered if he would ever be in the news-
paper, whether he would ever be front-paged; but
then decided that he lacked even the ambition to
be violent.

Raul was in his underwear. He got on his hands
and knees, and began reaching under the bed, look-
ing for his socks. Groping like a blind man, stretch-
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ing under the bed, he began looking for his black
socks among the dust and old newspapers. But they
weren't there. “Maybe,” he thought, “I never had any
socks” But then he remembered that, long ago, he
had had socks. He remembered walking around in his
socks when he was four years old, walking the subut-
ban sidewalk in his socks until he wore holes in them,
and the toes became loose and floppy. Then his
mother would slap him, and force Raul to put his
shoes on. She would tie the shoes in knots, so that
even Raul, no matter how hard he tried, could not pu11
them off. But then his father would cut the laces be-
fore bedtime, saying that wearing shoes in bed would
ruin the sheets. Raul remembered the socks, too. They
always had ugly red stripes encircling his ankles. The
socks had no elastic tops, and seemed to crawl into his
flat-bottomed shoes as he walked. No matter how
hard he yanked and tugged his socks, they always dis-
appeared into the back of his shoes. Lost forever,
until his father had cut the laces,

Raul was under the bed now, groping among the
papers, inhaling the dust. He stood up. “Hell,” he
thought, “no socks.”. He went suddenly dizzy to the
sink, coughed dust, and vomited wine and deluxe
pizza into the sink. The sink was across from his bed,
hanging on the wall solidly enough to support Raul,
who was now leaning on it, choking. Raul turned the
faucet, switling purple pieces of half-digested food
into the drain. He stopped choking, turned the water
off, wiped off his mouth, and got dressed. The draif
was clogged. Raul walked out, locking the door. “NO
socks,” he thought, hoping his feet wouldn’t be
rubbed raw by his gym shoes.

Three flights of stairs. Five turns, forty-two steps:
And every floor a different smell, but the smell was



always pungent, always the same for that floor. He
had always counted the steps as he climbed and de-
scended, and always, on every floor, inhaled deeply.
Someday, he thought, I will count the bars in the
railing. Someday, he thought, I will count the white
Squares in the haliway floor, the tiny porcelain squares
Separated by thick, black lines. As he went slowly
down the stairs, clutching the rail and turning at the
flights of stairs, he wondered whether he should count
the squares covered by ancient chewing gum.

Raul knew that the Wright brothers had invented
8um. He had once read about how the Wright broth-
€s would put sugar and flavoring in tar, and chew
It. Everyone chewed tar, the book had said, but the
Wright brothers were smart, and put sugar in the tar.
He wondered whether the sweet tar had rotted their
teeth, and whether their cavities had bothered them
When they had flown; but Raul couldn’t decide, for he
Was now squinting at the sun on the sidewalk, and
trying to remember where he should go. He thought
of getting something to eat that would clean up his
glass stomach, or coat it, or stop any dripping little
men,

He walked into a bar. It was dark, and Raul tripped
Over a stool, and fell on the grimy floor. He stood up,
and could only find the doorway. He walked out on
the street. Traffic was heavy on the sidewalk. Old
Mustached women were fatly shuffling their feet
along. Their shoes were flattened from the pressure
of carrying years of fat. They were all dragging two-
Wheeled shopping carts behind them, with one hand.
The other hand hung loosely from a massive arm, an
arm Jarger than Raul had ever seen; even in the
weightlifter magazines Raul had once admired; gaz-
ing for hours at greasy men with knotty bodies and

large jaws, Raul hadn’t seen arms as large as the
women had. The women all seemed to have Kellogg’s
corn flakes balanced on top of the brown paper bags
in the carts. Underneath, Raul knew, was a cheap bot-
tle of wine, or a special bottle of whiskey to make
life tolerable. The liquor was hidden as though it
never existed. Raul felt sorry for the old fat women
in faded dresses who existed because of wine.

Walking into an open front restaurant, he perched
on a stool, spun once around, and pressed his gum
under the counter. It was called a restaurant only be-
cause people bought and ate food there; otherwise it
was more of a neighborhood feeding center, a place
to sit down. A huge glass door was opened in sum-
mer, but during the winter a smaller door let people
in, keeping the cold out. But now July meant the huge
glass door was open, and the flies and people crowded
the counter during their lunch hours. At eleven a.m.,
though, Raul was alone. Only the Puerto Rican who
manned the counter, Raul, an old man asleep with his
head on the table in a corner booth, and the flies were
there.

Raul spoke. “Hamburger, cupa coffee.”
“Evry thing?”
“No. Forget the bun.”

The Puerto Rican’s brows came together, for he had
only been working a week, and wasn’t sure how to
serve a hamburger without a bun, or how much to
charge Raul. He mechanically threw a frozen ham-
burger patty on the grill, and it burst sizzling. He
tossed a fork in front of Raul, who was making cir-
cles with his finger in water on the counter, and
sympathizing with the slaughtered steer. Raul slid off
the stool, and awkwardly walked into the sun. Bend-
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ing over, he began vomiting on the curb, but nothing
came except a wretching in his throat, and flashes of
pain across his stomach. He stood up straight, making
less of a shadow on the sidewalk. The sun was at noon,
and the old ladies were beginning to get huge circles
under their massive arms, and walked by Raul, pre-
tending to not notice Raul or even have cheap wine
under their corn-flakes.

He turned and walked back into the restaurant.
Flies were in the water on the counter. The old man
in the corner was awake, sitting up and eating a
hamburger with a fork, cutting the patty into tri-
angled pieces and dipping them in a pool of ketchup
on his plate. There was no one behind the counter.
Raul walked out, back through the huge entrance,
back to his apartment.

He counted the stairs as he climbed to the fourth
floor. Unlocking the door, he felt the thick heat, the
smell from morning. He walked across the news-
papers and raised a window. In the alley children
were fighting, yelling in Spanish. He walked to the
sink. It was covered with bits of dried pizza. He
picked up the ball of paper, forcing it uncrumpled.
He read the last line, “Life, sometimes, doesn’t
amount to more than a piss-hole in a snow-bank.”
Raul crumpled the letter in a ball, walked to the win-
dow, and tossed it to the alley. The letter bounced
twice, but the children didn’t see it. It was a hot July
day. No snow, he thought.

Robert Gundelach

WF 3
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MOMENTS

I
The clouded sky was like a wrinkled cloth tonight—
Unfolded on the table . . .
And the gliding hand of night,
Like a Negro waiter,
Smoothes it for the morning.

II
Cherry sun—
Dropping to earth
Splashing the sky with deep red
And staining the heavens
With the glow of your warmth.
Ghost flames leaping at the sky
Far off on the horizon
Melting together the earth and heavens.

111
The moon made a spider last night—
The spindly fingers of a barren tree
Cast upon the snow—
Black

Creeping across the silvery white.
And its web—

The tiny bootprints
Children had danced in the snow this afternoon.

Gary H olland
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CONVERSATION TOWARD LEANING
Tunes for two generations

The Hand and the wrist

In the quick of the room.

The hand on the hair on the matted chest.
“Pll have a glass of beer, my dear.”

No longer do men in tottered airplanes
Lean from open cockpits
Dead, or about to die.

We hear of it from somewhere else.

The droning voice from old radios

Is gone now.

We specialize to relax,

While the ships strewn along Hawaiian shores
That linger in the memories of our uncles

Are only artifacts

From some vague time before.

The stiff and skinny mamas,

Stoney ladies in Sears catalogues,
Climbed in my pajamas

Before I was twelve or knew better.

My mother brought me black-jack gum
W hile riding on the “L” to Granny’s,
And there were Negro women

With hefty busts

And wet-circled underarms.

For years he lost
Himself in the loose
Girls of Rantoole,

My father who seemed
Always shunning some
Average discomfort.
We sit across a table
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And the ballgame trails from

The radio on the porch.

I know my history.

Once in nineteen forty-four

He had a place in his groin for me.
Lately in urgent sleep I try

But can seldom remember him

As a young man.

Fingers to the eyes rubbing the light

From a lamp flicked on.

A cigarette dangled in the sleepy afternoon.
Abrasive, brutal:

A woman in the room.

Cozy in the barnyards or parks
Across America, ladies yawning
Push baby strollers

Through villages that breathe

Like sleepy girls on apple-picking mornings.
None have to rehearse.

It is a strange complacency, when people think
They have fallen in love.

In the old days, my father said,

People believed in Herbert Hoover.

They believed and believed.

They fell in love.

It was a shame, he said,

They had no one else

With whom to fall in love.

First cousins who French kiss—
Ob to be scolded like that again,
When Auntie caught us in the back seat.

Later, neighboring it with a neighbor's wife:
If you hear the door, Sweetie,
Don’t hold your breath.




Fleeing away to take relief, and giggling,
I carve, while splashing on the cold bark:
Here’s for a cleaner, quicker death.

Quitting high school,

(Austin High, Chicago, 1932)
My father followed course
With a prodigy

Or a horse;

I¥'s 4 buck, it’s a buck.

The man to the news vendor elicits
A certain grin, and, thinking,

Ihave paid him off again.

A master of confidence,

A certain set of the chin, and,
Thinking, I have paid him off again.

The fingers slip down.
“Should I turn my head,
25 only Ma2”

A woman in the sudden room.

The quickness and rubbing fingers
Rubbing the light from a lamp flicked on.
And the woman,

Brutal and abrasive.

The evening barks out

And a sob echoes back.

There is a peculiar

Dullness in the air.

We have nothing left but ambivalence,
No longer is fear the worst

Of all our fears.

We sit, drink and contemplate

Our fingers up each other’s thighs,
Dance to the pathetic voice and sing along
With the one and only Billy Shears.

She, the taut girl in the bar,

Resents my disrespect for her ritual.
You are my childless mother, I say.

Let's share a bed for old time’s sake.

Offended, she turnsaway,
Like the wind that rattles at my window,
But refuses to break through.

When my mother died
He found another person
To live with.

And that was that.

How come, Pa, you can’t remember
The tousled hair of picnics

And grass clippings piled high,

Your short-winded breaths and mine
Leaning into a pile

We pitched into a dying fire.

Your desk was head-high then,
Often I'd crouch beneath and pretend
Not to be there. Without a word

We both understood.

Now there are only

The Bowling Alleys of Tuesday nights
And Camel cigarettes that stained

His hands for years.

There are no novels or lovers left.
When he’s restless now

He takes a nap.

I, foolish enough,
Seek no perfection or place,

But only whistle down early-morning avenues,

And remain almost always
On the make.
Meanwhile he heaves in afternoon sleep,
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Waiting it out.

Across town and comfortable I wait for
Nothing; turn only toward

Heaven, a house iz some vague woods,
And hum a tune for for the tune’s sake.

And that, I say, will be that.

The hand and the wrist
In the quick of the room.
The hand on the hair on the matted chest.
“Pll have a glass of beer, my dear.”
Joe Bauners

Silent city streets,
where we met the morning
and where we left each other
watching the sun arise
and stretch its arms wide
hugging the cold concrete lines
of Michigan Avenue and roundabout
then loop and bind sky and scrapers
while within the giant’s entrails
Jonahs slept—
we first creeping out, sole overseers
of still walls and walks
enwrapt in the sun’s love knot

and we
traveling into the afternoon
far from silent city streets

Olivia Diamond
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SOMEONE OFTEN ONLY SEEN (for LH.)
If we talk, don’t motion away

your lamentable growth in me:

you cannot.

Nor the need to hold off your smile

at night, impossible, I hold
it the while.

Friend, this cannot be as it ought:
your briefness is age—wiser, bold
in this town.

Ed Manual
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“Entreat me not. ...”

—Book of Ruth—I, xvi-xviii

Dedicated to the one who left
And all the ones who leave ones
In places where two had been.

I
We are gathered here today .. .
An electromagnetic crane lift
Looming over a rusty heap
Of barely breathing steel;
Dormant, dangling, sound asleep,
The crane’s hook in the air.

Smashing, clanging, jangling,

A cussin’ cabbie sounds out a Caddy;
A tailgate jumps a two-ton truck
When screaming, stubborn brakes
Lock rubber and blacktop stuck;
Sheet metal spirals to freedom

In flexic defiance to cut and
Unravelling coils while the stunned
By-standing cop car glares—

The snooty stoplight, that just
Won't care, stays uninvolved

And lives its own life

And goes on the same

And turns its eye away

And pretends nothing happened
And refuses to see

Beyond its own glasses.
Red-yellow-green

Red Yellow

Green . .. (ad infinitum, ad nauseam) . ..

II.
We gather here to witness,
Do you human receive this human
Forsaking none yet cherishing one?
To honor, love, and respect
In song, tear, and sickness?

And do you human receive this human. . . .

With the flip of the red handled switch
Ejaculates a rousing crane and

Iron cable struggles and slides

On the eyes of an intricate pulley.

A fifty-six Chevy kicks in

The butt of a Rambler roaring
With belligerent tones; then a
Work-worn Nash, now semi-retired,
Never pulls out of the coma

When piled up by a Plymouth

We all know died too young.

IIL.
Crankety-rub, clankety-rub!
The wheels spin round
With a sputtering sound
And a chain clanks down,
The crane smashes on and
The hook hits ground.

Now drink of the cup you humans . . .

Tense metal muscles strain
Hauling the hook to the
Top of the crane and the
Hook leaps up with a soul
In its teeth in the person
Of a battered barrel,
Hanging by its twisted rim.
Let no blow put asunder—




Though a Harley mangle a stop sign
After skidding ‘cross some gravel.

IV.
The calendar corrodes
A barrel and a hook
Beneath some stuff like
Disjoint fenders and such.

I now pronounce you . ..

Now someone throw rice,
And someone tell me why
Rust shines brighter
Than red-yellow-green,
But stoplights never die.
Marilyn Blitzstein

RAINY DAY
A pressing wind slapping
A handful of despondent
drops on
A mood in complement.
A moment not staid
... I remember ...
How did I decide
To enjoy
(to the fullest)
An unplanned completeness?
Next time
I will remember.
Carol Mulligan

DERRICK

This introspection is tedious
The intensity of the drill
Hits a rockbed of jnpenetrability.
The well yields several barrels
Of fuel—the petrol that propels me
Pell mell into my every paradox.
Only organic—humus and compost;
Interacting, dissolving into an ooze
Through ages and deeds
Back into the last uterine heartbeat
When first this metamorphosis
And decomposition began.
Explanation ends here for me
And what remains is to be.

Olivia Diamond

Mondays, Wednesdays, And Junes In The Park

Old men sit cozy by the past
On park benches,

And collate pensions

And prohibition days.

Their stories, aged across checker boards,
And flavored with chewing tobacco,
Take the place of now,

And their shadows,

Forgotten in the grass,

Reflect tendered proof of life.

They wait, married to death,
Distracting each other from the consummation.

Charles Childs
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AND AGE COMES

Wrinkles:
cracked
like dry
mud flats.

The summer heat
brings tadpoles,
scteaming with
glimmering tails,
sucking them
voiceless

into the last,
crowded pool

of July.

Grandma.

She hovers mornings,
buzzard-like

over coffee,

8azing down columns
she picks through names.

Memories flash,
in her eyes
friends cry.
Robert Gundelach

ANOTHER DAY IN THE WEST

i see the east and her
0 that magnificent line that surrounds me
taking shape in a slanted shadow going home,
o the east somewhere waiting for the rooster
and she gets a crack of dawn.
Dale Royalty

LEX GRAVITATIS

Avis ut se levat

A terra calida
Nonne flamma volgt
A mergulo in aer?
Cor tum ne sit grave
Propter legem rotae.

Nam avis, flamma, cor
Die terram ad omne
Casurum est certe licet
Pluman, pulvem, poema
Variis a novis
Praetereundum esse.

Et verba dicunt;
(And the words mean)

THE LAW OF GRAVITY

Just as the bird rises

From the warm earth,

Does not the flame fly

From the wick into the air?
May the heart not be weighted
By the law of the wheel.

For bird, flame, and heart
Must each one fall one day,
And surely it is right that each
As feather, dust, or poem
Will be passed over—
Passed over by the new.
Marilyn Blitzstein
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