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black and tan fantasy

there was no mystery

when we learned it was a girl
that had been flayed

who doesn’t like a lampshade?
the sun could do with one.

all thoughts of tracheotomy were nixed
when we saw the throat,

a complete sentence

give an old-fashioned razor for christmas
and a gun for punctuation’s sake.

when we reached the alveoli (futile sacs of air)
we found young flies sequestered there

one little sister lay on her back—dead

the others lived where they could

they coated the whole diaphragm

they made do with duodenum

they drank the blood cold
life in the wild had made the blood bad

time spent in the sedge had cooled
these rivers of blood

they died in a jiffy
all at once
all were tossed on a heap of brown leaves

how they hissed to the end!
dead language in pale fire!

S. E. Mitchell




That Dreadful Tuesday

By Wayne Roden

Darius Winton Tuggles arose promptly at 6:45 that
bright Tuesday morning as he always did on workdays.
He walked briskly into the bathroom, turned the hot
water in the shower on half way and then headed with-
out a moment’s pause to the kitchen of his tidy flat.

Ah, the kitchen. He couldn’t help smiling with pride
as he entered that gleaming, linoleum sanctum. And
what woman, he would like to know, kept a neater
kitchen? From the sterile floor to the orderly rows of
pots and pans hanging from the wall — immaculate.

Tuggles moved rapidly but purposefully. Economy!
Economy of motion in this case. He was a man of great
economy, or so he took pride in thinking. In less than
one minute he had the water for his tea simmering, the
cup, saucer, small plate, spoon, knife, napkin, and butter,
all set, and the two pieces of bread standing by to be
toasted as soon as his shower was over. This accomp-
lished, he strode, as before, with no hesitation but with
no hurry to his shower.

His shower was a thorough, methodical affair — never
any moments of idle contemplation or admiration of his
body (small wonder). Five minutes at the most, and
then a vigorous rubdown with a towel (fresh one every
other day) from head to toe — good for the circulation.
Then he put his pajamas, bathrobe, and slippers back
on — at one time he had tried eliminating the pajamas
at this point but it had left him feeling altogether too
exposed — returned to the kitchen and put his bread in
the oven to toast. Every cog in his routine fitted snugly
against the next propelling his day smoothly on..

Now to dress. He walked to his closet and took out
his gray suit (two black ones, two navy ones, and one
gray). Next to his bureau where he removed one of the
freshly laundered shirts from the top drawer. Then the
underwear — the nice, blue, crinkly package of clean
clean underwear that he had picked up with the shirts
just yesterday.

Tuggles pulled the bottom drawer open — no crinkly
package! Not even one stray pair of briefs. Impossible!
He knew he had picked his things up at the laundry. But
then there was no package in the drawer — or anywhere
in the room. He stormed around the room looking for
the underwear.

Tuggles grew more agitated as the seconds ticked away
and no underwear or even solution was in sight. He was

already being thrown off his schedule. He dashed to th
closet to look for even a dirty pair. But no — as alway®
he had taken all his dirty clothes with him when he
picked up his fresh ones.

Face flushed with frustration and panic, he jumped
here and there looking desperately for the lost bundl®
Where could they be? He had gone to the laundry ——
yes, there were the shirts. Some mistake on their part 89

doubt. But what to do? It’s almost — a glance at th
clock — ten after seven. Should be finished with brea&”
fast by now — breakfast! The toast!

He ran to the kitchen in time to remove the tW°
smoking, black crisps from the oven. Oh God — every”
thing going wrong. He sank into a chair. Must stoP
and pull myself together.

Tuggles nervously coiled and uncoiled the sash of his
robe around his hand. His mind tried to focus and PX
up again the orderly process that was his life. Never ha
things gone so far awry for him. Well — he had to qut
fretting and start acting. In seven years at the accounti?
firm he had never been one minute late (He was usud Iy
there five to ten minutes early). e had to concentrdt®

No underwear. One solution — Will have to g0 to
work without any underwear on today. No! Impos”
sible, just couldn’t — but must!

He marched resolutely into his bedroom, cast off DI
robe and pajamas and dressed — without any underwear

By the time Tuggles entered the street outside his apar’.
ment it was almost twenty-five after seven. He usually
left around a quarter after in order to catch the 7
train into the city. He jogged, as best he could, all the
way to the station (Tuggles could not run well anyway;
but especially in his new, unencumbered state he appear®
more ludricous than ever).

He reached the station with a minute to spare and If
was then that he experienced his second shock of e
morning. He had to go to the bathroom. He hurrie
the men’s room.

 Incredible — I never need to go at this time of mo’rﬂl;
ing. What could be — ? Oh! Last night — the dii?
at Margaret’'s. That must be why!

The night before, he had visited his sister Margat®
and she had talked him into having a gin and ton®
Ordinarily he wouldn’t even have a glass of milk befof§
going to bed, but he rarely saw Margaret and she h?e
insisted on his having a drink because — ‘‘Darius, YU
so nervous. You must have a drink so you can rela

But the thought of the gin and tonic caused a new r¢
zation.
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911 drat! Oh no! Yes, I must have left them — No!
0! No! It can’t be.

UndPOOI‘ Tuggles. He had just remembered the pair of
5k ¢twear that he had worn the day before when he had
tone to the laundry. Obviously he hadn’t left those there
¢ cleaned too and so they had to be in his apartment.
sy (tihe trauma of that morning would never had hap-
que bad he remembered that pair of underwear. But
i Okrtunatgly,.bec:,iuse he had been a little tipsy from the
» enb at his sister's and had dropped his underwear by
wh ed (he always put them in the hamper in the closet)
en he had changed into his pajamas, he had been able
nd or even think of, in his state of panic, his discard-
Underwear that morning.

tha}és Tuggles sorted this all out and bemoaned the fact
. he had taken the accursed drink the night before,
5 ntered the squalid men’s room at the station. The
elseocatlng stench of urine, sweat, and God-knows-what-
Ty tStagg_ered'hlm. He always avoided these awful places.
" dim light he saw the urinals on the wall to the
the po. WO Men were standing there, one on each end of
his ow of four. ‘Tuggles shoved his hand hurriedly into
Pa POC}(et to see if he had a dime so that he could use a
noi" toilet. No luck. As he approached the urinals, he

1ced that the man closest to the door looked very dirty
s ¢ moved next to the man on the other end — a well-

$sed young man. Tuggles felt awfully strange as he

r . .
peoacfeded because he had never done this with no under-
on.

rat?legor—e he had quite relieved himself, the 7:30 train
Starte into the station and blew its whistle. Tuggles
: hed' The train only stopped for a few seconds and
sel ad to catch it. In his haste to get out, he hung him-
wh on his zipper (an easy enough thing to do for a man
oo © never hurried and always wore underwear). For the
°nd time that dreadful Tuesday morning, he panicked.
theef Pain of his predicament was bad enough without
3 kurthe'r complication of trying to make his train. He
Stinr ed diligently but could not free himself. He in-
real.CtWeIY turned to the young man on his right but
facilzed how this might look and jerked back around
Strong the wall. As he pulled frantically at himself, a
h'mng band‘grasped his arm, the impetus of which freed
from his zipper.

£ Tuggles looked up, surprised at what had happened,

See the all-knowing, stupid smirk on the young man’s

¢ Whose firm grip still encircled his arm.

Doc\lylth his free hand the youth jerked a badge out of his

Dick'et' Vice squad, New York Police Department. I'm
Ing you up on suspicion of homosexuality and exhi-

ed

fac

NG

bitionism. You have the right to remain silent if you
want to. Put yourself back in, zip up, and let’s go.”

Tuggles almost fainted. He tried to talk — “But
officer I was only —"

“Shut up and save your explanations for the judge.
Come on!”

Tuggles obeyed. A while later, a devastated figure was
seen being dragged into the local police headquarters by
a young officer.

Fortunately things went better for Tuggles after this.
The judge let him go, to the anger of the arresting officer,
because of a lack of evidence, and the incident never
reached the papers. He called in and told his employer
that he was sick and would be out for a few days (for
the first time in seven years). So things turned out better
than they could have. But somehow the world of Darius
Winton Tuggles never seemed secure thereafter.







October Across the Illinois River

Early after supper

Illinois and October

Yawn all along the roads and rivers,
And spread the feast

Of sleeping lovers.

Soft-shouldered trees tilt melancholy
Suns going home,

And the few fields left over
Whisper where they’'ve hid

And tow in all the weary children
For their sleep beneath the snow,
A subtle coverlid.

All things alive have gone to bed,
Older, wiser, and really most discreet.
And bubble-gum boys carry

Music of a harvest in their cheeks.

As I drive toward home

The scene is melody for her

Who is, miles over my shoulder,
The simple lyric of my loneliness.

It is now, toward dusk,

That I have lost breath

To wonder at what’s left for me,

Not nearly so discreet as all of nature,
If I always were to have just

No one to go home with.

Joseph Bauers




Hearse

You spot it first

And point it out to me.

I turn about in time to see

The sparkling hearse move

Down the street in rain.

We move on and you complain,
Take time to make analysis,

Of death and man. You curse,
Grow sad, decry the cruel

Logic of mortality.

I with a shug comply.

You see the car and feel

A universal pain, I only

Crouch against the rain

And think about those turning wheels
That spattered mud upon my heels.

Richard Steele

10




Pliny

The Elder

Climbed fire

Seeking knowledge
And probably
Suffocated in ashes
And entombed

In lava

Vesuvias

Found the real answer.

K. H. Boyce




Orphan

The bracketing of summer,
ending,

held an empty

unending friend,

above tall castled night
the yellow of sky
shifted to island

and sand,

children in a cry

lie bracketed

by bone

and crippled beach wood,
leaving

on a hobbled crutch,

leaves fall,
hustled away
to the south
in a shuffle
of wind-rake.

James Minor

12




I drown

My face & hands
Perhaps too readily
I the

Summer/ing of crickets.

Iflstead

l ease my touch

ru 2 a.m. moonlaughter
blaCknighting the scent
%1 you,, quiet eyes.

LIl watch the unwinding/yes/
your inside

O my outside

O my inside

S0 that/yes/

We'll come

0 where

We see only the whispers

of our flight.

Marianne Boruch




Cars
By Steve Crowe

Here's a picture of me standing by the Fiat that was
taken about two weeks before I transferred to the univer-
sity. It was during that summer that the polacks moved in
across the street from us. They came while I still had the
motorbike, before I got the car.

I can’t say whether it was a break for me to get that car
or not. I didn’t have much money and I'd just quit the
band. Craig wanted my guitar and amplifier and the band
stilled owed me money so I took the car in trade. It was
a good thing as far as my dad and I were concerned because
we were really making it rough on each other over the
use of his Chevy. I thought I was going to have to move
out again and live at one of my friends apartments, like I
had done the summer before that — not that I-had had a
bad time that summer but it was hard to get to where I
worked from my friend’s apartment and my dad kept call-
ing me up and asking me to come home, which made me
feel guilty.

Anyway, one weekend that summer I watched them
move into the house for rent across the street. There was a
father, who I guessed was around forty-five, his wife, and
his two sons, around fourteen and eighteen. You couldn’t
help feeling a little sorry for them if you saw them move
in because they were hopelessly out of place in this ‘‘fine
old suburb.”” The men of the family wore leather jackets
and these lumpy worn-out grey wool caps and the mother
looked like something straight from the fifties and they all
spoke Polish-smattered English.

But I don’t want to give the impression that I looked
down on them, at least not in the beginning. People on
this street try even harder than the rich ones to look classy.
Before the polacks came my dad and I were considered the
black sheep of the block. Even though we have pretty
much the same income as our neighbors we don’t go in big
for keeping up the lawn and planting flowers and things
like that, you know. The old neighbor ladies complained
that I had “wild parties” and “‘practiced with that noisy
band’’ and said I “never got along with my father.” The
old lady next door was particularly vocal. She used to
say she never knew how I stayed in college and she even
had the nerve to tell my dad that she saw me leave our
place at seven o'clock one morning with a girl — like he
didn’t know or something.

Anyway, it wasn’t long until all four of them got jobs
at the Terry’s Grocery Market main outlet a few blocks

14

from here. They probably had the jobs lined up before
they ever moved in. Every now and then I'd be in the
market and I'd see the father and one of the two sons mop-
ping away in the meat department, grinning like they
were executive vice-presidents or something. I pumped
gas, w},n,ch is just about the same type job, but
wouldn’t've smiled like anything but a gas station attend-
ant. The hell if I'd ever let some patronly jerk think I was
the sort of “dilligent” that I thought they were.

_But they faced the neighborhood. They didn't try tO
hide their Polish language at all, they wore the same clothes
they always wore, and they went for these walks togethet:
The father and the oldest son used to go on walks aroun
the block all the time and have these big serious man-to-
man talks. Jeff Benson and I used to laugh at how corny
they looked, walking around like such comrades — once
they even had their arms around each other’s shoulders —
but I'll bet you they made one of the closest families ©
this suburb, or any other suburb for that matter.

So one day, while I was fixing my motorbike so I could
sell it and pay for part of the insurance on the Fiat, the
youngest boy walked over and watched me for a while.
figured I ought to talk to him so I asked him if he liked
motorcycles.

"S’l}re do,” he said. ““Me’'n my brodder will build oné
soon.

He proceeded to tell me about the kind of cycle they
were going to build, what kind of engine it would havé
how they were going to build it where they would get the
parts . . . he could hardly form a decent English sentencé
yet he knew the names of racing cams, bored cylinders:
oversize pistons, and all the other mechanical gadgets that
make a cycle go faster and use more gas. I finished what
was doing as fast as I could and went inside. All that
mechanicql garbage could interest me less — there’s moré
worthwhile things somewhere to spend your time a8
money on. When I looked out the front window a fe¥

g};(nutes later the kid was still there, staring at my motof”
ike.

That summer my father and I got along really well =~
not that we were really close or anything, in fact, I seldo™
have any ;eal conversations with him because we C’fm,t
find anything to talk about and when we do we still caf
really get our feelings understood. But we did get along
really well. He went where he wanted to go and I went
where I wanted to go and whenever we met at home W¢
were there because we wantd to be — so there weref
any arguments. This made it look like we were closer







