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Robert Petit

Whirling speck

umming around a spark
Spinning like a corkscrew
Squirting through the dark

Bending through blackfelt void
SOaking in the spray

Drowning shadow

With wetness of day

Se‘arching space
LOoking far
Keeping dates
With a star

Bubbling whizzer
SCreaming blind
Piercing the vacuum
Whiripool of time

ROaming infinity
Submarine earth
Swimming the realm
Of galatial birth

Celestial hornet
DOdging atomic fires
Rolling deeper

On light year tires

Making tracks
Rubbing the road
Going somewhere
Lil abode?




LOVE POEM

Andy Niekrasz

She hawks me still
picking open
wounds

Last night
a hunter's dream —

watching her feathery form fall, oh, so slowly

OWL

Karl Elder

You are not wise.

You and your yellow eyes

Peering from the black leaved maples
Hidden with still darker shadows;
Your cry everywhere yet nowhere.

Wrenching the storm-cellar door
From winter’s grip,

Your eyes like cats’ in headlights

The Sealbeam shows you jeering,
Fruit jars busted,

Preserves matted like blood.

Crazed, for days you tear at bologna“
And will not leave.

Then back from St. Louis

Strange that prey should scurry
There on the pavement

And you deposit your guts on the hood
Like some pheonix revealed fraud.
QOut of the cab

| stretch you in the moon like a scroll.
Your head rolls limp

* As if through death you could better

Conceal those eyes.

Maybe it's the way they're set in front,

Seeing you a silly ass now—Ginsberg glasses{r

Diploma in wing. Some congratulations
When, too, as always in June

| search the place and wonder

How the devil you got in there.

Ry,

i




Roger Chudzik




THE PARK

Paul Seifert

The warm wind rose and set the dark trees to rustling and the fallen
leaves to skimming over the undulating lawns and skittering out onto the
asphalt avenue. One side of the avenue was lined with stately, old brick
homes, nestled securely amidst luxuriant well-groomed lawns and massive
ancient oaks. Most of the houses were silent and dark, but still a few shaded
windows suffused a yellow glow into the summer night. On the other side of
the avenue, past the bushes thrilling softly in the rising wind, beyond the feeble
ilumination of the globe-topped streetlamps and the stir of avenue traffic, lay
the park. It lay seething under a blanket of darkness, the forms of tossing trees
just barely discernible against the black sky.

Jed moved slowly over the shadowed sidewalk. His wheel chair crack-
led through the wind-strewn leaves and advanced over sidewalk bumps and
holes, sending slight shudders up through his thin body. He paused often to
gaze about and inhaled deeply of the summer fragrance. It was his custom to
make a tour past the park every night that the weather permitted, and in fact
even the most prohibitive conditions seldom dissuaded him. Last winter he had
gone out and become bogged down in a two inch snow, which he cursed ener-
getically, but was forced to endure for an hour, until finally a passing stranger
had helped him. He had just sat there in the cold and even the two thin ruts
stretching out behind the chair had become filled with the heavy wet flakes.

But nights such as this were his particular delight. He had great regard
for a fine summer breeze which pushed against the trees like so many sails,
bending and swaying in the night. He loved to stop across from the park,
under the pale lamplight, and peer into the tempestuous expanse, listening to
the immense rush and rustle and the periodic cry of a swooping bird. or the
distant croak of frogs moving in the slime of the lagoon. No people were in
the park at this time. They were not allowed. It was required that the area be
vacated at eleven and it was then that the autos began pouring from both
ends. Jed thought about this. He envisioned the driver giving his girl a last
kiss, sliding back across the seat to switch on the headlights and exit down
the long narrow lane. He wondered did they exit in the same formation as
they parked.

The bridge too, had to be cleared and the police penetrated the park'

every night to expel the underage drinkers that lolled drunkenly about on the
wide cement railings with their bottles of beer. They threw the emptied bot-
tles into the lagoon and these floated around for days before the park patrol
picked them from the water. His friend, Tom Buckler, was often amongst those
chased from the bridge. Tom himself told him of many harrowing escapes that
he and the other boys had made. But it was no big thing anymore, for now, in
fact, Tom no longer even threw his bottle away. They just ran from the police
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when they had to and assembled later in an old garage to down the rest of
their beer.

Tom had once smuggled a quart of his father’s beer from the refriger-
ator and brought it along with him over to Jed's — to drink while they were
playing chess. It had hit the spot, cold and frothy, and in fact Jed was going to
go upstairs and. sneak some of his own father's whiskey, but Tom couldn’t
stay any longer. He and the rest of the guys had to make it to a softball game.
It was that day that Jed had started the big argument with his tutor, Mr.
Lipschulz, over industry in Newfoundland. Mr. Lipschulz had threatened to
walk out, but Tom said that the flare-up was due to the beer, that alcohol
could do such things to Jed.

This night Jed had left the house later than usual. It was good of his
sister Hattie to stay up. She helped him with his wheel chair, to and from the
house, but by this time they were usually both in bed. Tonight, when she had
helped him outside and saw what an exciting night it was, she paused before
going back into the house. She stood beneath the porchlight with her hand on
the doorknob, the warm wind playing through her long dark hair and she
looked about, breathing deeply. He could see that she wanted to walk along
next to him tonight, but she didn't ask, and he was glad. He never wanted any
one to come along.

Jed rolled slowly over the walk, his sweatered shoulder brushing now
and again the bud-laden tendril of an overhanging bush. Fallen leaves, picked
up and whipped about by the wind, buffeted the metal spokes of the wheel
chair and sent a series of delicate little tinkles into the warm night air. Almost
inaudible above the summer rustle, but vaguely in the distance, he perceived
the invading horn of some late night reveler. Jed reached into his pocket and
extracted a stick of chewing gum. By the time he had turned onto the side-
walk that bordered the park, his mouth moved in great juicy chews.

He hadn’t rolled for more than a few feet before there was a rising
swish and he turned around in time to see a large white car come careening
around the corner with a clutching screech of tires and a volley of insane blasts
on the horn. The lights fell directly on the wheel chair for an instant of the
reckless turn and after its negotiation the engine of the great white car roared
to full throttle as the tires spun smoking, in a frenzied effort to hurtle the
machine onward over the asphalt and into the night. But suddenly the brakes
were applied. With a rending screech the car shuddered to a halt. It was
thrown into reverse and driven backward with a throbbing whine until it
stopped abreast of Jed.

The driver leaned from the window and cried, “Jed! Why it's Jed!”
Immediately from the dark interior filled with a mass of bobbing heads came
a chorus of assorted grunts and salutation. Jed wheeled himself a little nearer
the great white car and peered at the driver.

“Jim! Well I'll be.” His eyes moved over the length of the gleaming
machine. “Where did you ever get a car like this?"" Jim laughed. His speech
was slurred.
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‘I just bought it new today. Me and the rest of the gang are out cele-
brating—christening actually. How about it gang?”

They let loose with a flurry of vociferous assent. Jed looked inside. He
recognized a few fellows from the neighborhood and saw also a few girls that
he didn’t know. It looked as if everyone held a can of beer. Jim leaned further
out the window.

“Jed, why don’t you come with us? We're going into the park.” They
were asking him, but he hesitated.

“But what about the police?”

“Don’t worry. It's safe. They've already made their rounds.” Jed looked
in at the laughing faces, then looked back to Jim. Jim was grinning. He threw
a glance at the park and turned back, biting his lip in deliberation. He paused
for a moment and then raised his eyes resolutely.

“Okay. I'll go.”

A wave of boisterous congratulation streamed from the car. Jim looked
down for a moment and shook his head.

“It's going to take you kind of long to get there. | don’t think you know
where it is. We got this favorite little place way in the back.”

“He don’t got to roll over there himself.” A harsh drunken voice from
the back seat interposed. Everyone listened. “You could just tow him on the
back.”

Jim knitted his eyebrows in cogitation and murmured, “You know —
I could.” His voice rose excitedly. “Sure! | got some rope in the back. What do
you say, Jed? I'll take it easy, and there’s no cars at all.”

Jed hesitated and then threw up his arms in careless abandon.

“Yes. What the hell.”

Jim stepped from the car and staggered back to the trunk while Jed
rolled himself carefully over the curb and down onto the avenue. Jim pulled a
length of rope from the trunk and hitched one end securely to the rear bumper.
He came back with the other end to the wheelchair.

“We got about fifteen feet here, Jed. That ought to do it fine. Can't
make it too short or you'd be climbing up onto the back end every time |
slowed down.” Jed nodded and asked him to take it easy.

“Don’t worry, Jed. We'll be careful.” He walked back to the car, got in,
slammed the door, and dropped the transmission into gear.

The car moved forward and as the slack of rope lifted taut off the °
asphalt, Jed rolled himself a few feet under his own power to cushion the jerk.
He felt a gentle tug and then a slow but forceful acceleration. As the chair
went smoothly down the avenue his anxiety subsided. There was nothing to
worry about. He found that he could easily compensate for any horizontal
drift by leaning slightly to either side and that the tautness of the rope stretch-
ing out before him could be maintained by applying light pressure to his
wheels. He looked ahead into the car’s rear window and waved reassuringly
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at the heads turned intently toward him. They waved in acknowledgement
and soon the car was moving forward with the same clamorous hilarity.

The wind was at his back, streaming through his hair, past his ears
rushing, and sweeping leaves alongside in great swelling gusts. So far they
had traversed half the breadth of the park and he leaned a little to the side
and saw that the avenue ahead was clear. Onward he rode, breathing deeply
of the pungent summer green, and bursting with a sense of inebriating libera-
tion as he passed the dark somber houses and gazed across at the shimmering
bushes, catching brief glimpses of the park’s dark interior. He'd tell Hattie of
this, of being pulled behind the great white car right into the park, at night, to
drink. She wouldn’t be mad at his being late.

They were almost to the park entrance and Jim stuck his arm out to
indicate he was slowing down. The brakelights went a bright red while Jed
gently applied pressure to his wheels and leaned to the left as the big car
swung slowly into the turn. The headlights beamed across the bushes and
then returned to the pavement as the car straightened out, and Jed rolled
into formation behind. i

Darkness engulfed the lane. There was only the red glow from the
taillights up ahead and as Jed turned to look back he could see the faint wash
of light rising over the bushes from the avenue. To his ears was borne a riot of
sonorous murmur. He looked up and saw spreading tops of trees that bor-
dered the lane and swayed and shook with the wind. He peered to the sides
and could faintly discern grassy slopes rising, and lone bushes rustling. The
little walk beside the lane stretched out, a ribbon of grayness, and the cones
of the headlights vaguely illumined the squat benches huddled along the edge.
They neared the bridge but went right on past it. He could see the slopes fall-
ing gently down to the edge of the lagoon and tall rushes slanting in the wind.

Farther they went and Jed's heart beat faster. He looked around but
could not remember ever having been in this section before. Suddenly the
sound of celebration from the car was interrupted by a shriek of bestial
laughter followed by a hail of beer cans thrown from the windows down clang-
ing onto the pavement. Gails of convulsed amusement burst from the interior.
At that instant he felt a gust of powerful acceleration and the chair was puliled
down the lane with a rising rumble. He grabbed for the armrests and threw
himself back against the seat, gasping for air and staring with bulging eyes at
the taut rope and the white car speeding into the night. “Jim!”, he cried in an
agonized scream. “Jim!"” But faster and faster he was pulled. The trees flew by
him in a dark smear and he lay petrified in the chair, beads of perspiration
standing out on the pallid skin. He opened his mouth and a shriek of surrender
was torn from his throat. He bent over in a desperate lunge to separate the
rope from the chair but the motion upset the balance and the chair skidded
precariously on one wheel for a few feet before it overturned and propelled
Jed's frail body toward the side, the nape of his neck cracking into the curb
and his head snapping back onto the concrete with a bloody expiosion.
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IN THE SPRINGTIME

Steve Mitchell

Charon thrusts
and rafts those wide-awake but filled with sleep

beneath a translucent beehive that serves as sun;
ravenous waves snap at the oar.

Proserpine leaving hell behind

does not mind the blisters and skinned knees: what are these
compared to the golden cudgel raincores she adores in dreams?
she wants so much to come down with a long rain

she quite forgets being bathed in sweat.

like a Widow whitened by her own gossamer,

she scrapes her way thru her husband’s ice-world,

inching up a wall of smoky opal ships and iridescent anacondas:
not caring whose faces her calloused feet use.

Cerberus yawns
and lays his fifty heads on fiery loam;
prudent lice crawl when he snores.
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