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EPIPHANY TO PLEASANT STREET 

The crying sound of 
mind pictures 

in an 
empty mirror 

reflect 

one wooden 
flight up 

into December 

a shred of 
sun shapes 

confetti shadows 
against hands, 

of morning, 
sleeping. 

reflect 

if my eyes 
could always find 

yours to reply 
I would not need 

the world 

The shaded world 
draws a line 

across 
a window 

Midnight strangeness 
now 

reflects in glass 

and I 
with the 

window wand 
polish skeletons 

of dreams. 
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THREE DIFFERENT PLACES 
By Robert Wayne McGowan 

It was a hot day. From his spot he watched the rushing 
crowd of people file past him as he wiped a film of sweat 
from his dripping brow. He looked up at the sun. It was 
bright yellow and not very large and the small sun glowed 
with heat and moved mechanically through the endless dark­ 
ness of space, forming tiny beads of perspiration on the 
people's faces as they pushed their way through the crowded 
streets in front of him. Inside a thin strip of shade along the 
buildings he crouched on the sidewalk and leaned against the 
gray wall behind him and watched as a stream of shoes 
flowed past. Reaching into the pocket of his stained and 
faded red shirt that hung loosely over his thin frame, he tool< 
a cigarette and placed it between his lips. His long thin 
hands fumbled through the pockets of his baggy trousers, 
searching matches ; and then a cloud of smoke rose and 
formed a gray mist around his lips, curled around his flat 
nose and screened his glassy eyes. 
The stream of shoes flowed past him. 
Now pulling a greasy handkerchief from his back pocket 

he dabbed his sweaty face. He inhaled deeply on his lirnf 
cigarette and tossed it into the stream of shoes, waiting for 
one of the shoes to drown its gray ash. He stood, and clear­ 
ing his throat he began in a loud voice : 

Shine, wanna shine missta? 
He kept his eyes about ten feet upstream, spotting possible 

customers and glancing up when they came near. 
Shine! you wanna shine missta? 
A scuffed pair of wing-tips broke from the stream. Give 

them a quick touch up. 
Y essuh ! jus place yoah foot right u pere (and tapped a 

home-made shoe shine box). He put soapy water over the 
shoe - the shoe in irorit of his face. Grabbing a dry rag )1e 
caressed the thick leather and soaked up the dirty water: 
Using the tips of his fingers he rubbed the butter-like wa" 
into the leather with small circular motions. .Thei:, 011~ 

over lightly with his soft brush a quick pa s with his wo ' . g buffer an~ a snappy rubdown with a cotton cloth. Looktt1A 
up he said: there ya go missta, that's twenty-five cents. d 
manicured hand dropped three shiny climes into his palm an 
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Said thank-you quickly. And ah thank you suh; have a 
good day! 

It was hot. 
He slid a grimy handkerchief over his sweat-shiny face 

and watched the leather stream. His hand fingered the coins 
inside his pocket; it counted them; the feel of the coins was 
fa111iliar. 

Shine! wanna shine missta? 
He jingled the change in his pocket rhythmically. It was 

a good place in front of the bus depot and in the cold months 
he Worked inside. Shine! wanna shine missta? A voice out­ 
side the stream answered : 
I wanna shine. 

. He turned towards the voice, and tapping his box he said 
Jus place ya foot right up heah missta. He tared at the foot 
in front of him. It had no shoe on. He looked up - hey! 
You ain't got no shoe! The foot sat on the box calmly and he 
laughed and tapped the damp dirty foot. Hey! you ain't got 
no shoe. The foot sat calmly and he looked up. Towering 
~:er him was a man with a bushy black beard hiding most of 
11s face. A pair of horn rimmed glasses circlecl his narrow 
?es. The bearded man was reading a tattered paperbouncl 
)ook while he pulled on his blue-jeans; Hey! ay, you ain't 
got no shoe. He was upset. 
The leather stream flowed by. 
Loudly he said: say. (entreatingly) : hey! 
_The hair drowned face looked down, puzzled. Calmly he 

said: yes? 

Be took a deep breath and groped for words: you ain't 
got no shoe. 
The bushy face answered passively: Oh I have some in 

111Y suitcase and returned to its battered book. He stared at 
~~e dirty foot. It curled its toes. He tapped on it again. 
h ey. The bearded owner of the foot looked clown: yes? Say, y blurted, what you want? you wanna shine, huh? what? 
1' e , t1:e beard answered a uredly and went back .to i~s book. 

1 h~ dirty foot sat calmly on his box. He studied rt, then 
1esitantly began to lap soapy water over it. The dirty foot 
tensed; its bearded owner: hey! what are you doing? 
He was stunned and his face was blank and staring at the 

Offended bearded face. Then he began to laugh; his whole 

body hook. He tried to talk but a raucous laughter choked 
his voice. He stammered: hey, say, say you're crazy! The 
bearded face struggled for control. It answered poutingly: I 
am not crazy. I just wanted to shine! He looked at the 
bearded face a long time and searched for a hint of humor in 
hi· narrow eyes. He smiled inwardly and with a big chuckle 
said: I'm hip, man you're crazy. 
It was cool now and the leather stream became a trickle 

and he put his box under his arm and started to walk. 
He stopped at the liquor store and bought a half-pint, 

leaving it in the brown bag it came in. He sipped it. It was 
warm and he walked toward the park. It wa cooler in the 
park and the dark blue shadows shimmered over the deep 
green grass. He at under a tree. He was happy ; he laughed. 

Man wanna shine. .. 
He tipped the half-pint to his lips and poured the warm 

brown liquid into his throat; swelling inside of him he 
laughed. 
Man wanna shine. 
In the distance the small sun hovered over the urban 

horizon. He watched it fall. He wanted to weep. He laughed 
himself softly into a silent sobbing. He emptied the bottle. 
He laughed. 
Man wanted to shine? 
Closing his eyes he escaped into a heavy sleep and his 

oiled handkerchief covered his sleeping hand and a glistening 
bead of sweat rolled slowly over his crinkled forehead and 
across his face, reflecting the soft light of the fallen sun. 
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LATTER-DAY NARCISSUS 

They are building buildings aslant 
Narrowing upward, aspiring again 
V aria ti on on van der Rohe. 

Diesel buses belching oxides 
Noxious into wrought-white faces. 

Never living for bright lights 
We die to jump the curb. 
He wishes to blacken the blanks 
Cipher after cipher with an ! 
An asterisk, even an apostrophe. 

By the buildings a reflectless river 
Fled has the new Narcissus at the bank 
Faceless river a river of men float by 
Rivers of faces, gas-infected faces 
Flood bursting blocks of buildings. 

An absent image loveless Narcissus 
A failure to project is all Narcissus 
Wash your face in dirty water. 

* * * 
He made a ripple of a ? 

Ten who missed their train 
As that beautiful-bodied boy 
Arose from the current 
Strode the· railing 
Embraced that other river -­ 
Effaced. 

Ten faces with a momentary why. 

Olivia Diamond 
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TURKEY 

The hash smoker sat 
In a yellow tent on a distant roof 
And watched the evening cry, 
Wrapped in dust, 
Settling on 
The sighing street 
Exhaling bent people 
\Vith leather skin, hurrying 
On 
To e cape the sadne s 
Of being cauzht ·till 
In the treet, 
In a shadow. 

James F ehrenbacher 
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OMAGE T' JOEMOTHA 

he was so coo 
hot dawg i mean t' say 
he was j es so coo 
why he jes walk right up t' me 
and sayed nuthin 
wif he coo Camel danglin 
from he coo black han 
an he reach out an grab 
my han 
wif all ob he fine ness 
an touch de en ob he cigaret 

.. 

t' mine 
an de glowin 
ob dem two tabacca sticks 
look so coo in de autum win 
why anyone who pass us 
shure t' think 
-dey's coo- 
like i sayes he coo 
but whut i mean is 
in de coonef 
dere was mo clan dat 
why he jes walk right up t' me 
an sayed nuthin 
an i sayed de same 
an we kep our coo 
an de warmnef we gabe off 
was j es so coo 
dat my poo han shooked 
in de sun's heat. 

Julia Anne Cannell 
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PLOY MEETS GIRL 

By Leonard H offnung 

Walter scratched his crotch and lit a cigarette. "If I can 
only synthesize my thesis and antithesis, man, I've got it 
made in the shade." He laughed, loudly and inanely. 

Barbara, wearing only Walter's bathrobe, walked into the 
room. "What are you chortling about? Do you know what 
time it is?" She sat down next to him and took a drag out of 
his cigarette. 

"God damn it, Barbara. I've told you a thousand times, if 
you want a cigarette smoke your own. I can't stand the way 
you slop all over mine. God, it makes my flesh crawl when­ 
ever I drag on a wet, clammy cigarette." 
"OK," she said, "What are you so snippy about?" She 

sat down, exposing a good seven inches of the inside of 
her thigh. 

"Emasculation is where it's at. Man, it's disgusting." 
"What?" 
"Emasculation, baby, that's what's happening." 
"Come on, Wally. I can't stand this." 
"It's true. Here, look at this." He handed her a pile of 

magazine clippings. 
"So you're the one who's been cutting up my magazines. 

Wally, I haven't even read some of these. My Cosmopolitan. 
Wally-." 
"Shut up a minute, I was saying something. Here, look 

at this. This is my favorite. 'How to be a perennial beauty: 
The scientific discovery of a tropical moist oil with a con­ 
summate influence on the skin surface now makes it possible 
for every young woman to enjoy a complexion of youthful 
beauty throughout the years ahead.' They mention youthful 
six times in this ad. Or catch this: 'Douching ... what's all 
the fuss about? Now there's J eneen, the first and only pre­ 
measured liquid douche.' Oh, and yeah, the titles, that's 
what gets me; like, 'Why women suffer irregularity, fullness, 
and intolerance to fats.' Or 'Help Rid Lungs of Excess 
Phlegm.'" 

"Wally ... !" 
"What's fullness anyway, Barb?" 
"Well, what's your point? What the hell are you trying 

to prove?" 

"Temper, Barb. You might upset your regularity." 
"I'm going to sleep. I can't stand your facetious talk 

at all." 
"Fine. Go ahead." 
"Well I am." She stood up and readjusted her robe to 

cover her legs. But she didn't move. 
"Well?" 
"Well, goodnight. You oughta come to bed too. It's three 

o'clock, you know." _ 
"I'm not tired. Besides, I've got some more research to 

do." 
"Walter, quit messing up my magazines. I'll buy you a 

Redbooli and Cosmopolitan and McCall's tomorrow and you 
can have a field day. OK?" 

. "Nah, It's not the same thing. I'm striving for authenti­ 
city, baby, and it would destroy the aesthetic unity if you 
were to purchase them for. me. How bourgeois. To purchase 
them. The very thought gives me irregularity and excess 
phlegm." 

"Goodnight." This time she left. 
"Shrink Hemorrhoids without Surgery!" he yelled. 
Barbara slammed the bedroom door. 
He picked up a magazine. "Here's something I didn't see 

before." . 
"Hey, Barb," he shouted, "hey Barb, is it OK if I cut otlt 

this article about Pearl Buck and the neglected children of 
Asia?" 

He heard a muffled reply. 
"What'd you say?" 
"I said 'Go to hell.'" 
He started cutting a page out of the magazine. 
"Walter. Do you have to make so much noise?" 
"What?" 
"You heard me," she screamed. "Nobody, nobody cuts 

out ads from women's magazines at three o'clock in the 
morning. Nobody." 
"W 11 ,,ve e , we gotta be at work at nine. And then when 

get home, we got to go out with your stupid friends. So 
when else do I have a chance to do it?" 

No answer. 
"A 1 · · ht he t ast. Matriarchy retreats." With a look of delig 
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started clipping away. But, he didn't get too far before 
Barbara started in again. 
"Wally?" 
"What?" he said. 
"Wally?" 
"I said what. What do you want? Whaaaat ?" 
"Just a minute." 
"Typical." 

ti Barbara reappeared. She was wearing Wally's shirt this 
1me. She fastened the bottom four buttons, leaving the top 
two open. Then she sat on his lap. 
"What'd you say, \i\Tally clear?" 
"Nothing. I didn't say anything. You were the one that 

said something." 
"Oh." 
"W oulcl you mind getting off me a minute. You're in the 

Way of my scissors." 
"P ut it clown a minute, will you?" He put it down. 
"Look, Wally, I want to talk to you. We haven't had a 

tea] conversation, I mean a real conversation in a long time." 
"T hat's true," he said neutrally. 
"Well what I want to know is . . " 
"Yeah?" 
"W hen are we going to get married ?" 
"Man, not again." He pushed her off and stood up. "Look, 

We're having a great time. Let's enjoy it. "Let's not ruin the 
ephemeral pleasure by-" 
th "It's not ephemeral, and you know it. Why don't you cut 
t e bullshit. I'm the most real thing in your life and you're 
00 scared to admit it." 
Be laughed. "You're right of course. But I just can't 

see it." 
''See what?" 
"G etting married." 
''B ut Wally, you promised me." 
''I changed my mind. I mean, you can change your mind, 

~an't you?" 
''B ut you love me. Don't you?" 

t ''Sure I love you. More than anything else in the world. 
really mean it." 

"Then let's get married. Let's get married right now." 
She put her arm around him. "Oh Wally, we can find a 
Justice of the Peace or something and then we can just take 
off somewhere. We could go to Florida or California or 
wherever you want to go. We could-" 
"Nah." 
"Why not?" 
"Well, we got to go to work tomorrow." 
"We could take a vacation. I'm sure your boss would let 

you have a week off.if you told him you're getting married." 
"Nah." 
"Why not?" 
"You want to know why not? You really want to know 

why not?" 

.. 

"Yes." 
"Because it wouldn't work out. I'm not ready to be 

chained to a universal woman." 
"A what?" 
"A universal woman. That's how man becomes totally 

emasculated. By women. They start by being nice and giv­ 
ing him favors. Then, as soon as they're married they be­ 
come the insatiable Greeds they've been trying to stifle all 
along. They have a hundred different ploys to get everything 
they want. And they succeed." 
"But Wall, you know I won't be like that. I've never asked 

you for anything-" 
"See, there it is. The injustice ploy! You plant a feeling 

of injustice in me. You make me feel that I'm a roaring, 
flaming, ass-hole if I don't give in. Only you women do it 
in such a subtle fashion that we don't even realize that we're 
being fished out-not until it's too late. Well, I'm not going 
to be fished out." 

"Oh, Wally," Barbara kissed him. "I'm sorry." 
"For what?" 
"For bringing this whole thing up. I should be happy just 

the way we are. It's just-" 
"Just what?" 
"It's just I don't kriow. I know it would work out. And, I 

wouldn't be that kind of girl. I think you know me better 
than that. It's been four years now, you know." 
"Yeah, I know. But we're not getting married." 
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"OK." 
She was quiet. Walter lit a cigarette. They didn't say 

anything for a couple of minutes. 
"What'd you call it? Ploys ? Do I use ploys on you?" she 

asked. 
"Are you kidding? Are you kidding? You sure as hell 

do!" 
"Like what?" 
"Well, like making me see your inane friends." 
"What's wrong with my friends?" 
"Nothing. Except that they are all, every one of them, 

greedy, filthy, scrofulous, dissipated animals." 
"They are not." 
"They are too. But yet-but yet-I love them-I love 

every one of them ... Every STINKING one of them." 
"Wally!!" 
"You're surprised?" 
"No, of course not. You've been telling me this for a long 

time." 
"Well." 
"Well,' what's wrong with them?" 
"They're shit." 
"See, that's what I mean. You never tell me what's the 

matter with them, you just label them. 'He's a blatent homo­ 
sexual; he's a borderline paranoid; she's a hunk of shit.' I 
mean, can't you say something intelligent for a change? I 
mean, we're intelligent human beings and we speak the same 
language. Tell me, Walter, what you don't like about them." 

"Where should I begin?" 
"How about Steve?" 
"Liiich ! Steve! The emancipated Jew." 
"See, there you go again." 
"OK. OK. Steve. You want to know why I don't like 

Steve. Well, in a word it's his personality. I can't think of 
anything more disgusting, more repulsive, more abhorrent 
than that Jew. Yeah, and did you ever see him eat? Watch 
him sometime. Just watch him. He doesn't eat like anybody 
else. He masticates with his entire head." 

"So? So what if his eating habits don't come up to your 
epicurean standards? Is that why you don't like him? Just 

because he doesn't eat like you do? Just because of that 
you-" 

"Whoa. Let me finish, since you brought it up. As you 
may remember, I said it was his personality I don't dig. The 
way he talks, the way he acts, his fake interest in people. 
He collects friends, that's what he does. He's not a sincere 
person at all. And I'm sure, I swear to God, I'm sure that if 
you were in trouble, he wouldn't go an inch out of his way 
to help you. I swear to God he wouldn't-unless he stood to 
benefit by it." 

"OK. I don't care to discuss this anymore." 
"Good." 
They were quiet again. Barbara sat in a chair watching 

him .. However, he was indifferent to her scrutiny. He picked 
up his scissors and went back to work. 

'.'Walter?" 
"What?" 
"What if I were to leave, I mean what if I were to leave?" 
"So?" 
"Wouldn't you miss me?" 
"Of course I would." 
"Well, how long can we go on like this?" 
"I don't see anything wrong with this. Doesn't bother 

me." 
" I' 1 · " · .. m eavmg. 
He cut out another ad. 
"I id I' 1 sat m eaving." 
"I heard you." 
"w-n. I am." 
"Hey, Barb, dig up on this: 'Tiny Norforms, 

answer f th · · or e intimate embarrassing problems 
women face.' Do you use them?" 
"No. You know I don't ... Anyway, I'm not married· 

Remember?" 
"Well, maybe that's your problem. Maybe you should use 

them. I mean, here, look. See how happy this guy is." f[e 
sho:ved her the advertisement. The picture above the ad 
depicted a groom carrying his bride across the threshold. 
Walter continued. "He's happy because she uses tit11 

Norfon h' h · ·ed 11s w ic gives the germicidal protection that marrl 
wome t · a . ~ rust. It protects them from those embarrass111ti 
femmme odors. you dig?" 

the new 
married 
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