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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 
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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 the 
closet to look for even a dirty pair. But no - as always 
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 bundle. 
Where could they be? He had gone to the laundry - 
yes, there were the shirts. Some mistake on their part no 
doubt. But what to do? It's almost - a glance at the 
clock - ten after seven. Should be finished with break' 
fast by now - breakfast! The toast! 

He ran to the kitchen in time to remove the tW0 
smoking, black crisps from the oven. Oh God - ever}'' 
thing going wrong. He sank into a chair. Must st0P 
and pull myself together. 

Tuggles ner.vously coiled and uncoiled the sash of ?~ 
robe ar.ound his hand. His mind tried to focus and pied 
up. agam the orderly process that was his life. Never h\ 
thmgs gone so far awry for him. Well - he had to q.u1 
fretting and start acting. In seven years at the accounting ' 
firm he had never been one minute late (He was usuallY 
there five to ten minutes early). He had to concentrate· 

No underwear. One solution - Will have to go to 
work without any underwear on today. No! lmP05' 
sible, just couldn't - but must! 

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

By ~he time Tuggles entered the street outside his apart; 
ment it was almost twenty-five after seven. He usua 0 left around a quarter after in order to catch the 7: 1 
train into the city. He jogged, as best he could, all t e 
way to the station (Tuggles could not run well anywaYd 
but especially in his new, unencumbered state he appeare 
more ludricous than ever). 

He reached the station with a minute to spare and i~ 
was then that he experienced his second shock of th0 
morning. He had to go to the bathroom. He hurried t 
the men's room. 
. Incredible -- I never need to go at this time of m0!0~ 
mg. What could be - ? Oh! Last night - the drill 
at Margaret's. That must be why! 

The night before, he had visited his sister Marga~et 
and she had talked him into having a gin and tonic; 
Ordinarily he wouldn't even have a glass of· milk befo:d 
~01.ng to bed, but he rarely saw Margaret and she h, e 
insisted on his having a drink because - "Darius, you~. 
so nervous. You must have a drink so you can rela:"j-, 
Bu~ the thought of the gin and tonic caused a new rea 1 
zation, 
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N 9h drat! Oh no! Yes. I must have left them - No! 
o. No! It can't be. 

u Poor Tuggles. He had just remembered the pair of 
nderwear that he had worn the day before when he had 

~oie to the laundry. Obviously he hadn't left those there AU e cleaned too and so they had to be in his apartment. 
the trauma of that morning would never had hap­ 

~ened had he remembered that pair of underwear. But 
d n_fktunately, because he had been a little tipsy from the 
thin at his sister's and had dropped his underwear by Wh bed (he always put them in the hamper in the closet) 
t en he had changed into his pajamas, he had been able 
e~ find or even think of, in his state of panic, his discard- .. 

Underwear that morning. 
th As Tuggles sorted this all out and bemoaned the fact 
h at he had taken the accursed drink the night before, 
s~ ente~ed the squalid men's room at the station. The 
el ffocatmg stench of urine, sweat, and God-knows-what­ 
! se htaggered him. He always avoided these awful places. 
!~ t e dim light he saw the urinals on the wall to the 
th t. Two men were standing there, one on each end of 
hi e row of four. Tuggles shoved his hand hurriedly into 
pis Pocket to see if he had a dime so that he could use a 
nay. toilet. No luck. As he approached the urinals, he 
so0%ced that the man closest to the door looked very dirty 
d e moved next to the man on the other end - a well- 
tessed young man. Tuggles felt awfully strange as he 

~toceeded because he had never done this with no under- 
ear on. 

r ~efore he had quite relieved himself, the 7: 30 train 
8~tt ed into the station and blew its whistle. Tuggles 
h abed. The train only stopped for a few seconds and 
se~f ad to catch it. In his haste to get out, he hung him­ 
W on his zipper (an easy enough thing to do for a man 
se~o ne~er hurried and always wore underwear). F'?r the 
1'h0nd trrne that dreadful Tuesday morning, he panicked. 
th e Pam of his predicament was bad enough without 
\\Te further complication of trying to make his train. He 
sf0rk~d diligently but could not free himself. He in­ 
re17~t1vely turned to the young man on his right but 
faa.ized how this might look and jerked back around 
st ctng the wall. As he pulled frantically at himself, a 
h.rong hand grasped his arm, the impetus of which freed 1tn from his zipper. 
to Tuggles looked up, surprised at what had happened, 
fa see the all-knowing, stupid smirk on the young man's 
ce whose firm grip still encircled his arm. 

Po 'f ith his free hand the youth jerked a badge out of his 
Pi c .et, "Vice squad, New York Police Department. I'm 
eking you up on suspicion of homosexuality and exhi- 

bitionisrn. 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 l" 

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. 
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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 
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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 
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Pliny 
The Elder 
Climbed fire 
Seeking knowledge 
And probably 
Suffocated in ashes 
And entombed 
In lava 
Vesuvias 
Found the real answer. 

K. H. Boyce 
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Orphan 
The bracketing of summer, 
ending, 
held an empty 
unending friend, 

above tall castled night 
the yellow of sky 
shifted to island 
and sand, 
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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 



I drown 
my face & hands 
perhaps too readily 
in the 
surnmer/ing of crickets. 

Instead 
I'll ease my touch 
thru 2 a.m., moonlaughter 
blacknighting the scent 
of · you,,,qmet eyes. 

I'll watch the unwinding/yes/ 
Your inside 
to my outside 
to my inside 
so that/yes/ 
We'll come 
to where 
We see only the whispers 
of our flight. 

Marianne B oruch 
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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 w bile 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-srnattered 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 

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, which is just about the same type job, but I 
wouldn'r'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 together. 
The father and the oldest son used to go on walks around 
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 of 
this suburb, or any other suburb for that matter. 

S? 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. I 
figured I ought to talk to him so I asked him if he liked 
motorcycles. 

"Sure do," he said. "Me'ri my brodder will build one 
soon." 

He proceeded to tell me about the kind of cycle theY 
were going to build, what kind of engine it would have. 
how they were going to build it where they would get the 
parts ... he could hardly form a decent English sentence 
yet ~e kn~w 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 I 
was doing as fast as I could and went inside. All that 
mechanical garbage could interest me less - there's more 
worthwhile things somewhere to spend your time and 
money on. When I looked out the front window a fe'W 
~inutes later the kid was still there, staring at my motor­ 
bike. 

That summer my father and I got along really well __.. 
not that we were really close or anything, in fact, I seldo~ 
have any real conversations with him because we can 
find anything to talk about and when we do we still can't 
really get our feelings understood. But we did get alo!l~ 
really well. He went where he wanted to go and I wen 
where I wanted to go and whenever we met at borne w,e 
were there because we wantd to be - so there weren t 
any arguments. This made it look like we were closer. 
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even though we weren't and that made him feel better, too. 
I suppose we did respect each other a little more anyway. 
f Actually I was more interested in Peggy and I than my 
ather and I - most of the time when we had fought 
over the Chevy it was because I had wanted it to go see 
her. He wasn't being really unreasonable or anything, I 
Just wanted the car so often. Anyway, that summer 
Peggy and I took the Fiat everywhere. On Sundays we'd 
go out past the west suburbs and have a picnic. We even 
took two days off one time and stayed at my aunt's and 
Uncle's in Wisconsin. 
I I _did have to invest a lot of money in the car, though» 
~-d1dn't take hardly anything in gas and oil but some­ 
t 1ng was always going wrong with it. It was never 
anything major at first - just window handles falling 
~~f and things like that (though even they cost quite a 
it) but later I had to have the transmission completely 

overhauled and the clutch repaired and that set me back 
Pretty badly. 

Anyway, the first months of summer went along rather 
~neventfully for me, but the same could hardly be said 
Jor the polacks. One afternoon, towards the middle of 
b u.ly, ~ big change came to their lives. I didn't see them 
ting it home but the following day I was scheduled to 

:Vork the night shift so I stayed home to relax and lay out 
in the sun and I saw them drive up in it. It was a brand 
~ew·. big fire-engine-red Dodge Charger. You know 
hey d probably spend the next six or seven years making 
rYments on it. They were as happy as little kids and the 
~~~er, mother, and the oldest son took turns driving it 

ile the others got out and watched. As the summer co . ntinued they used the car more and more. The father 
~nd son didn't walk around the block anymore, they 
;ave around it. On Sundays the family went through the 
W~ekly devotional waxing, rubbing each part of the car 
P 1th loving care, followed by a Sunday drive - like 
eggy's and mine. That car must've used enough gas on 

one trip to take my car across the state. 
if At first the car brought the family even closer together, 
th that was possible, but as the days went on I noticed 
a em changing, especially the father and son. Their drives 
SbOUnd the block were more frequent now but their faces 
e 0Wed disagreement which, in time, changed to indiffer­ 
t~ce. On Sundays the wife no longer joined in the waxing tl ual and there were nights when she would stand in the 
00rway and watch her husband drive away. 

ov One evening around ten o'clock, after I had pumped 
drier ~ thousand gallons alone, I .stopped at a hamburger 

Ve-in for a Coke and some fries before I went home. 

While I waited for my order I watched all the high school 
kids standing around the driveway, leaning on their cars, 
yelling back and forth - they were all over the place, like 
maggots. And with them were their gods, the cars - 
polished like diamonds and rumbling and snorting like 
a hundred white stallions. I wonder if the Romans ever 
worshiped their chariots the way we worship cars. 

As I started back to my car I saw a group of kids gather­ 
ing around a car a few spaces away from me. I recognized 
the po lack's Dodge's big smiling grill. I walked closer and 
saw the oldest son standing by the trunk and talking to 
some kids looking at the car. 

"She does a hundert easy," he bragged. 
"Yeah? How fast?" 

I looked inside the car and saw the younger brother 
looking for something in the glove compartment. 

"Oh ... about six seconds," he crowed. 
This brought reactions which ranged from disbelief to 

one kid who scoffed, "It should do better than that." 
"Well, I race on weekends you see," the polack explain­ 

ed. 
I was pissed. It was none of my business but I couldn't 

stand to see the polack getting like the rest of them - all 
the goddam phony hot-shit suburban high school punks 
- he was acting just like them. It was rotten but I 
walked over to him and said, "I guess your dad's finally 
letting you use his car once in a while, huh?" 

His face went red and some of the jerks he'd been 
talking to started snickering. 

"W-W-What you talk about, wise guy? Dis is my 
car!" 

"Sure I know. I just thought. 
"You jus shut up, wise guy!" 
"O.K. Take it easy," I said. 
With a little of his "dignity" restored he jumped into 

the car, backed up, and roared off, skipping stones across 
the drive. 

A few mornings after that, as I left for work around 
six o'clock I saw the oldest son pull up in front of his 
house, looking tired but scared as hell, and the old man 
came running out of the house, his eyes almost popping 
out of his head, screaming Polish at the top of his lungs. 
In my rear-view mirror I saw the boy run for the house 
with his hands over his head, the father chasing him in and 
pounding him on. the back with his fists. 
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