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z 
Dick Steele 

ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXY 

World without end. Amen. It's 
A pleasant enough thought- 

U ntil you really start to think. 

Before I began to come apart 
I had no idea just how much I needed 
the possibility. 

mean the real possibility of that 
z. 

I was like a monkey without a tail. 

Bad digestion. Couldn't get to sleep. 
Found myself worrying· about just what 
It was I was worrying about. 

All the classic symptoms. 

No, not love. Something bigger 
And more God-awful 

If you know what I mean. 

Just fine now. Sleep like a stone. 
Eat nails. Not a care in the world. 

Just pinned the tail on the cosmic 
donkey: 

Z. 
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Close Quarters The Repairman's Widow 
Robert T. Donnell Karl Elder 

1. 
Half the moon 
gently fills 
a cloud's fur cradle, 
warms and is warmed. 

I am the cricket with one leg, 
Myself alone in others' dreams. 

My wedding date is sealed for good 
And hangs in varnish on my wall. 

Unseen baby rabbits 
curl and press 
against the wall 
while I sleep. 

The nail that held it there is gone­ 
The years have simply kept it up. 

If only I could say he went 
Another way-surely it would fall. 

2. 
Your cheek's aura 
warms my palm 
the instant 
before touch. 

Instead my heart has found a way 
To keep itself alive and hard- 

A monthly check still feeds me 
And profits from the shop remind; 

Arms surround 
our humid distance, 
limp whiteness trapping 
dense selfconscious breathing. 

At sleep in town with the pliers 
I sneak and snip lead-in wires. 
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Aunt Edna Always Wore 
Christine Okon 
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hats in the sun and 
sunglasses in the shade, 
and spoke fearfully 

of hippyblackjews taking over 
in their siege of corruptiOh, 

and spoke fondly 
of handsome boys in hansom cabs 
(where romance was saved from the city rain) 
where tears should never be trusted. 

and would work to conceal the pain 
by tightening her orange lips 
that shivered still in the sun. 
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Michael 
Jim Tyne 

at dusk shadowy michael crept 
to hide silent in dark corner 
where his head hurt 
all winter he lurked at the edge 

once, with timid wavering voice 
he sang a sad, mad melody 
to soothe the trembling 

in his mind, michael felt the distant 
stealthy approach of the sombre 
black dream, his only friend 
and waited for that grim Dawn 
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Ward 
James Minor 

In afternoon the ward is knotted 
with men, each one 
a testament to his coming, 

.. when men change 
with no reason or rhyme 
for understanding, life is 
an eye within an eye, 
ear within an ear, 

faces that know nothing 
more than faces are empty, 
hold only the image, 

on humid days when the screen 
is overcast, warning of rain, 
blood thickens arid men sit fixed, 
time measured by heaviness 
in the eye. 
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A Pigeon 
Guy Senese 

I run on the grass, grass green as that 
palette hue of the fierce painter. I'm at 
some time of year when too many bubbles burst. 
Bubbles of life pink, pink as the stripe licked first. 

A new hue now, carved a bump in the green. 
I fly, bitten is the wind in my teeth. 
White and streak black, blows and is seen. 
Pigeon lays straight, a chevron, its neck a flutter wreath. 

Blown by wind, I guess, this next day I pass. 
Rolled by wind, or something, seems fresh the gullet flask. 
Clean by rain, the down will turn, little, in breezes. 
Quietly, the smooth Black and White outside, freezes. 

I have run by each day now, and turn my head away 
Further, and Further, as I go. I did not see 
the bird, as I passed its feather today. 
I wonder. When I ran, I did not look. Did it me? 

I rear for this, and in recompense, I dreamt, 
a little curl arc in that wet. The fluff rent 
from stately tail that once drew a certain figure. 
That feather the breeze turns up. I do not fear 
the cold dry pucker. 



Old Widow's Death 
Flora Foss 

I cannot grieve for her, 
a wash tub bubble burst 
while a back was turned 

leaving no trace of meals taken alone 
amid wet hung stockings, 
the vigil toward dawn- 
sorting the dust of old flowers 
for a lasting face of love. 

A life, impersonal enough, 
hulking above a pair of solid feet, 
the shouldering of so much dirty laundry. 

Good old parts turning stubbornly 
like crickets in a sphere of glass; 
children sloughed off like skins. 

And yet the sun sifts through her hair 
where, bent over the day, 
she wraps her children freely. 

Restless, I seek my stream 
upon that face. 

11 

.. 



CJ) 
c 
0 ~ 
E 
0 
f- 

12 



Something You Never Forget 
Dennis Dillow 

Yes I remember it well. Of course I do, it's not 
something one easily forgets. She died on a 
warm Sunday morning in August-my wife. It 
was insufferable. Like being under a blanket 
when you were a kid, breathing that warm, damp 
air-one of those boyish ordeals, and ttten you 
could always come out whenever you'd had 
enough. But you can't escape from warm 
Sundays. 

No, no. I do remember now. It was a Wed­ 
nesday morning, had rained all night and the 
furnace had come alive surprisingly in the chill of 
predawn. My wife was lying on her back staring 
at the ceiling, rusty morning light on her ashen 
skin. Staring at the ceiling with unblinking eyes. 
For much too long a time. And I remember how 
cold and hard her stomach felt as I stroked it 
reflectively, asking her what was on her mind so 
early in the morning. And how I raised myself on 
an elbow to study her eyes, her face, the sagging 
rondure of a breast-all pale and distant and 
inanimate as soapstone. And being suddenly 
pleased by her thoughtfulness in holding her 
breath for me. Sour breath makes my skin crawl. 

Or then maybe it was on a Saturday and was 
snowing. Was it? It is confusing now because in 
the back of my mind lies the impression of an 
inescapable heat, and this seems to have been 
very important. I guess it doesn't matter that 
much, but I wish I knew for sure in case someone 
ever asked me about it. Can't really blame myself, 
though. !\fter all, it has been a year or two since 
she died. My wife, you know. At least. 

I've been to dozens of funerals and have 
come to the conclusion that there is something 
unnatural about them; they're not fooling 
anybody with all that pancake and fauna, those 
bracing smiles and inane sermonizing. "My, 
doesn't she look nice. So natural. So peaceful." 

She was orange and her lips were tinged blue 
through the pink powder and there were un­ 
familiar lines radiating from the corners of her 
mouth and eyes. She looked like she had been 
dragged through a wasteland, thrown out with 
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the evening garbage, had a bad case of locked 
bowels. 

I wondered what they would have thought if I 
had started to laugh. Just to break the tension, or 
would tell how I absentmindedly dumped coffee 
grounds in the sink that morning and had 
clogged the sonofabitch up. Water all over the 
kitchen and a full box of Tide soaked through and 
completely ruined. 

Nothing seemed to go right that day. I guess I 
actually did laugh a little when the hearse ran 
over a beer bottle and had a flat and the funeral 
director was aghast when he realized there was 
no spare. So they put the coffin in the back of a 
1963 Buick station wagon and had to leave the 
tailgate down because there wasn't enough 
room. Later the funeral director said he was sorry 
for the way things had turned out, and I just 
smiled, trying to reassure him, and said my wife 
had probably thrown that beer bottle there and it 
wasn't his fault, for christsake. My wife used to 
drink beer right out of the bottle like a second 
rate bitch. 

I had a dog for a while after my wife died. A 
miniature schnauzer-purebred, by God, but I got 
her cheap because she couldn't have pups, 
which is just as well as far as I'm concerned. Her 
name was Roxie and she was a lot like my wife 
except she didn't drink beer. Roxie liked wine­ 
the cheaper the better. I used to catch the mutt 
smoking cigars in my favorite easy chair. I'd 
warned her about that a hundred times. You stay 
out of that chair. You've already burned two 
holes in it! But it didn't do any good. She used to 
do things to spite me. Oh, how clever she 
thought she was-calling the cops the other day 
after I had whacked her with a rolled up 
newspaper for putting salt in the sugar bowl. 
Then when the officers arrived she stood there 
like an idiot, babbling vicious stories about me. 
The officers nodded knowingly and backed out 
the door. I knew they wouldn't believe her. 
Schnauzers are notorious liars. 

It used to be boring being alone. At first I read 



a lot-from the classics to Zane Grey to TV Guide. 
But even that gets old so now I do different 
things every day, sometimes terrible things. I 
would put Roxie outside so she wouldn't see, 
even though she couldn't possibly understand, 
but even animals can sense perversities and are 
frightened by them. 

I tied little mirrors around the inside of the 
toilet stool and even had one in the bottom under 
the water. Then I watched between my legs. But 
the lighting was too dim so I didn't see much and 
it wasn't worth the pains I had gone to in lining 
up those mirrors. I took a bath and decided to 
read from the Bible to get my mind off things, but 
I couldn't find it anywhere and realized with 
disgust that Roxie probably had it again. She 
sneaks off and reads the dirty parts and pretends 
to be so upriqhteous and pious about the whole 
damn thing. Well, no more. I found her cowering 
behind the bedroom door, the vile little bitch, so I 
qrabbed her up and tossed her in the oven, 
turned the light on inside and watched her yelp 
and crawl around but in the end she turned black 
as a cinder. I will not tolerate such wickedness. 

Someone once said that mornings are the 
best part of the day. Who said that? I think I must 
have. 

I used to be a milkman but the insurance 
company gave me money when my wife died so 
I've got plenty and I don't work anymore but I 
still wake up early from habit. My wife used to 
sleep late mornings and would bitch so much 
when I asked her to get my breakfast that I finally 
got used to cold cereal. In all my thirty-three 
years I've never learned the technique of cracking 
an egg. Eggs make me gag anyway. 

Serenity is rarefv memorable, but those 
mornings are still vivid, even though they were 
bland and unchanging. I used to step outside in 
the dark in that white uniform, struck dumb by 
the cold, drive to work in that cold car, and that 
soggy cereal between my teeth reminding me all 
day of those cold, quiet mornings. Up early alone, 
to bed early alone. She always stayed up late and 
the occasions were few when we ventured to bed 
together. I saw a lot of her back in those days. 
She had a large mole on one shoulder blade that 
always seemed to be regarding me. I hated to 
touch it. It was soft and pliable and nasty. 

I slept late when I was a kid. Ate cold cereal 
too, but with zeal, genuine reverence. But now I 
consider sleep to be dangerous. It leaves you 
defenseless, easy prey to witches and devils. 
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Animals in the wild are no more vulnerable than 
when they are defecating. When you gotta go, 
you gotta go and there's no cuttin' it off. You 
ever wonder why dogs look so bewildered when 
they're taking a crap? The old fear of being 
jumped. Sleep is dangerous because there are no 
laws governing actions and events. The Nature of 
Sleep is malignant and sinister and nameless 
anomalies run rampant. I am lucky in a way, 
though, because I can dream in third person, you 
see, and can cause awful things to happen to 
others. Others get chased by tornados, others 
find themselves downtown bare-assed, have 
leeches and spiders swarming all over them, 
others fall down the basement steps into the 
vipers. And I am as detached as you please. 
Sometimes I awake in a cold sweat, laughing. 

One morning I was sick. It had started the 
evening before as a kind of vertigo and 
progressed till my heart was tripping like a bird's. 
By the time I went to bed I was burning up with 
fever and afraid to close my eyes lest I be mashed 
under the thumb of Man Mountain Alvarez, an 
old nightmare nemesis of my youth. Somehow I 
made it through the night but when it came time 
to get up for work I knew it was going to be 
useless so I said to my wife, "I'm sick. I better 
stay home today. Get on the phone and tell them 
that I can't come to work. Tell them I have the 
shakes and a fever. I'll never make it through the 
day if I have to get out of this bed. Please tell 
them for me." 

I could hear the wind outside blowing snow 
against the window. My face must have been 
glowing in the darkness, my throat dry and hot as 
a furnace. 

"Do you hear me?" I asked when my wife 
failed to respond. 

And then I knew she was still asleep. She 
hadn't heard a word, and when I looked closer I 
could smell her breath. It was warm and stinking 
and rotten as a dead, flyblown pigeon in the sun. 
I got up and went to work without eating 
anything. 

There are lots of things I wish I had done, now 
that I look back. I wish I had stayed at work all 
that day. But I was all but delirious with fever and 
my eyes seemed to keep crossing and I couldn't 
drive the truck and I was sweating in the freezing 
air as I tried wading through drifting snow to 
surmount what must have been a thousand 
porch steps. 

There are other things I wish I could do now. 



Did I ever tell you how I can disappear? Yes I can. 
You see, I become invisible, drift into strange 
rooms on moonbeams and laugh at people's 
bedtime antics. It really makes them sit up, as you 
can well imagine. A lot of those fools just move 
out. U-Haul gets a lot of my business. 

No, don't worry about me. I have plenty of 
ideas. I could be a smash on television if I wanted 
to. Remember how tired you used to get from the 
old canned laughs coming from nowhere on TV? 
Canned laughs are great, though, if you know 
how to use them. I would videotape a bunch of 
very sombre and serious events-funeral orations, 
weddings, the President declaring war, nll\ivsreels 
of hurricane disasters, Peruvian earthquakes, 
John Kennedy's assassination, Mussolini's 
upended body being stoned by frenzied Italians, a 
tour through a leper colony in Zambia-and 
throughout the footage I would insert canned 
laughs. A chuckle or two in throatey baritone as 
the priest casts dust to dust over the remains of 
Senator Dirksen. A snorting howl of delight from 
a chorus of raucous women as a bloated three­ 
year-old Biafran child drops over dead in the mud 
from malnutrition. It would be a hit, outrageous 
of course, but a record setter on the ratings' 
chart. Each week the episodes would become 
progressively macabre, abominations would run 
rife, the more grotesque the funnier. Doctors fully 
frocked in blood spattered surgical gowns 
slapping life into a pink baby delivered by 
Caesarean section, then hurling the screaming 
little body against the wall, muttering in stark 
silence, "Poor little fella. . .he never had a 
chance." Guffaws and tittering from the laugh 
track. Yes, I think that everyone should be forced 
to laugh aloud at funerals, laughter should be 
piped in from hidden speakers, anyone caught 
shedding a tear would be shot. Death is hilarious, 
the best joke of all. 

I came. home about an hour after I had gone 
to work, just couldn't stand it any longer. The sun 
had just barely made a blush on the horizon and 
you could see the trees across the drifting snow 
in the field standing gaunt against the skyline. I 
unlocked the back door and went in. 

I hear the bed creak like it does when you lash 
out in your sleep. This is an unfamiliar sound to 
me because my wife sleeps very soundly and 
never makes the bed creak. I walk down the hall, 
everything wavering as if I were underwater, and 
I hear another sound-bare feet hitting the­ 
hardwood floor. There is an urgency in the sound 
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and in an instant a naked man appears before me, 
some clothing tucked under one arm. He dashes 
past without a word. And I am staring from the 
open back door, immobile, staring at that naked 
running man. He is running right through the 
snow toward the trees across the field, white 
powdery snow flouncing up to his buttocks 
makes me think of a trail of dust. 

And my wife, standing in the bedroom 
doorway, a roseate flush spread from her face 
across her bare breasts, is holding her flannel 
nightgown to her stomach and is backing away 
as I approach, trying to ward me off with a spiel 
of explanations, imprecations, screams. 

I remember putting a pillow over her face to 
quieten her and after a few minutes she finally did 
shut up, the bitch. First time in twelve years, and I 
laughed at the uniqueness of the moment. And 
when I lay back to rest I thought how peaceful the 
mornings are. 

My wife was lying on her back staring at the 
ceiling, and when I looked into her face and 
kissed her I thought she was so kind not to 
breathe her breath so I would have to smell it 
because I have a nervous stomach anyway. 

I admit now that I was wrong all along. Funny 
how things will just come to you out of the blue. 
It was a Friday morning and it was in December. 
That sure sets my mind to rest. 



Sam's Magic Power 
Lon Anderson 

boredom has made itself 
a house guest 
of someone whose only 
wish is to be alone 

through the night 
colors play against 
each other 
for reasons known 
only to them 
areas of light 
and dark change places 
they become road blocks 
of boogie and blues songs 

I gaze openly, 
with eyes closed 
bright orange 
yellow greens 
give birth to 
brighter day reds 
not yet told. 

reaching the canvas 
my killers' ax blade 
touches my throat 
with yet another rye to drink, 
so many from the first this day. 
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But the stair-doors 
still remain closed 
and the floor next to the top 
can not be reached 

stumble against bricks 
to run through tall corn fields 

and I smell the sweet powders 
that Sam Beckett gave me, 
his colors were brighter than mine 
with one hand held high 
Sam's reds became those of a 
brighter day 

the storm increases in fury 
with colors flying 
to unheard of places 
the chain around them 
let go of their hands 
so they can swim from the shore 
to be seen by screams of animals. 

the door to the top floor 
swings open, 
my body in bottles 
now sails a colorful lake 
glowing with white 
the powder of Sam Beckett 
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