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You sit there- near, as if 
enveloped 
in one gigantic tear. 
can't see your face 

it has grown dimmer these last days. 
have come to your parlor 
and given you a straw- 

you put it in your cherry phosphate 
'n sipped it. 

but do not stir, you might break that tear- and 
flood the booth. 

This is not the time for me to get my feet wet, 
my non-slip sole would fail me- its true. 
and you tire, I'm sure, of the sight and sound of rubber slippage­ 
need I explain?- 

lt is but a bad dream of adolescence: 
the spin of wet wheels in spring 
to the tune of straight-through-mufflers and dual exhausts, 
the staccato of thunderdrops on the convertible top, 

on the backroads of your mind, 
or outside of one-night cheap motels 

your incredible mind: 
the eraser of all but the poetry of it ... 

But there now, you have finished- 
1 have come, now I must go 

into that next eternal moist valley of spring to grasp I know not what! 

Carl Terwilliger 

You stand there- near, 
almost as if you ... fear ... 

the feel of my 
white, 

somewhat-soiled 
tennis shoe on your face ... 

my soul is wet with parting­ 
do not look back in anger 

lest you catch the scent of fresh, wet rubber as I go. Oh Dear Polly Glass 
\ (r McKuen Rod A good year, oh dear Polly Glass! 
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The Snow Shovelers 
Larry Voves 

you shoulda seen them snow-shovelers 
shovelin that snow. 
choppin andiggin like they was 
hopin to strike oil or gold 
when all they was doin 
was diggin their own graves. 
you shoulda seen us kids 
laughing at them snow-shovelers, 
throwin big oldeadly chunks of 
ice on their clean sidewalks 
tryin our hardest to make em mad. 
but they jus kep on shovelin 
that snow. 
never looked up, 
never smiled, never frowned ... 
never even knew what snow was 
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Poetry Reading 
Norma Terpening 

A Few Last Words 
Rich Schmidt 

her palm wilts 
the violets tied 
with lavender yarn 

I envy the poet 
or is it his water? 

Don't turn me off just yet, at least 
Let me say in passing, a few words 
To you, all those in the beast 
Of suicide, dragging senseless herds 
In a Trojan trap, to a fiery grave. 
Earth may soon become a burning sun, 
Lighting the days of alien ones, 
Ignorant of our power to destroy. 
I strive to see one face brave 
Enough to attempt the final run: 
Instead, ignore me. I sense you will 
Never heed the pleas of the dying earth. 
Dump the unsanitary land-fill, 
Destroy the fading promise of rebirth. 

men nod, 
puffing rhythms 
with pipes 

the poet pauses 
for water 
& silent approval 
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A Whole New Generation of Chicken-Eaters Coming Up, 
or 
What Chicagoland Wants, Chicagoland Gets 
Dick Steele 

The hollowed spot where Colonel Sanders stands 
Is where we drive our golden spike. 

Gold is still the color of dreams. 

Now I don't mean the veritable spot, 
Not like the two by two patch of 
Various herbs and spices growing 
In your kitchen window box. 

I mean the mystic spot, you know, 
Like the one where Bhudda sat immovable. 

He was tempted too. 
Not by golden chicken though. 

It's what we have to be tempted by 
That makes the difference. 

Each generation has to find 
The glint of gold somewhere. 

That's the secret recipe, 
Don't you see. 
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and here I could have been sweating and 
grunting to deposit a teaspoonful of 
warm bluish milk within you 

Let me say first of all 
that there will be no lightening images in this poem. 
Perhaps a swallow will glide by 
in the warm night air- 
and of him we will take note- 
but no orange weather or atomic nutcrackers, 
lust you and I 
here in the moonlight. 

Drinking wine, 
let us not forget drinking wine, 
for without wine poetry is impossible; 
and let's place us on a cliff 
overlooking a pined valley, 
for that would make the scene almost perfect. 

Moments, music like this are magic ... 
if they have been sung 
by every poet from Pindar to 
P-321 
let us still sing them 
and yell them 
and whisper them in salty ears, 

let us realize Beauty 
is never frayed around the edge. 

Gary 0. Holland 
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Kathy Stenman 
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A. J. Niekrasz 

Dear Reader 

For lack of anything better to do, I've decided to write a 
story. However, I'm going to let you, Dear Reader, participate 
in its development, in the sense that as the story progresses, 
we'll flip a coin - that is, I'll be doing the flipping since you 
obviously can't particpate physically in the act, my presence 
being only in these words that you're reading - to see what 
developments take place. 
For example, I have three plots in mind: 

PLOT A 

A young man goes to a beautiful, young '1oman's apart­ 
ment and tries to put the make on her. 

PLOT B 

A young man waits in his hotel room for the hotel's 
beautiful, young cleaning woman in order to put the make on 
her as she changes his linen. 

PLOT C 

A young man walks into a bar, where he meets beautiful, 
young barmaid and tries to put the make on her. 

Now it really doesn't make any difference to me which plot I 
should use since I have nothing profound to express, no great 
metaphysical problem to present to you, so, I'll let this coin 
decide whether we'll work with A, B, or C. Heads is YES while 
tails is NO. 

FIRST TOSS: A-tails, 8-heads, C-heads 
SECOND TOSS: 8-heads, C-heads 
THIRD TOSS: 8-heads, C-tails 
FINAL RESULT: Plot 8 to be used 

Well, as you can see from the FINAL RESULT, we are 
supposed to use Plot B (If you have already forgotten the 
contents of this plot, see above). Before we get the action 
under way, we have to have some idea of our main characters 
-the horny young man and the beautiful, young cleaning 
woman. For the former I have three types in mind: 
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TYPE A 

HECTOR is a handsome, well built graduate of U.C.L.A., 
where he lettered in every sport and was an honorary member 
of each fraternity. The opposite sex seems to have an affinity 
for our Hector's sheepish, country boy looks. His curly-wooly 
blond hair is an innocent tumble over a set of twinkling, light 
blue eyes which twinkle affably whenever he smiles (which is 
often), revealing two neat rows of sparkling white teeth. His 
personality and philosophy can be summed up by this, his 
favorite response towards Life: "It may not be a bowl of 
cheeries, but, hot dawg, it's downright sweet, it is!" 

TYPE B 

LOTHAR is sinfully ugly. His face breaks out constantly-as 
if he were on a steady diet of grease balls-and his teeth are 
in a state of profound decay, lending his breath an evil, foul­ 
smelling odor, like that which issues from the depths of a 
toilet wherein a 300 pound wrestler with a nervous stomach 
has just relieved himself while waiting for the start of a 
championship match. Needless to say, Lothar is hopelessly 
unsuccessful with the opposite sex. Whenever aroused, he 
endeavors to sublimate the sexual "instinct" by writing erotic 
poems. His outlook on Life is: "It's a shitsandwhich-eat it, 
and be thankful." 

TYPE C 

ERNEST is neither handsome nor ugly. In fact, he is about as 
stimulating as a bar of soap. One may always find him sitting 
alone in his room, staring at his hands, trying to come up with 
a reason for getting up out of bed. If asked for an opinion 
concerning some critical matter, his response tends to be: "I 
dunno ... is it? Maybe it is ... Then again, maybe not...l dun­ 
no ... " Ernest has no outlook on Life. 

'Well, there you have three choices for the hero of this story. 

Before I flip this coin, let me just say that if type C is the one 
fated to be the horny young man, we may have a problem on 
our hands. But, I assure you, Dear Reader, that this problem 
can be resolved, and in fact, it may lend another dimension to 
the dramatic element in the story (or lack of it). 

FIRST TOSS: A-tails, 8-tails, C-heads 
FINAL RESULT: Type C to be used 

What can I say? I assure you that I did not plan in advance to 
use type C and it is simply coincidental that the result came 
out that way. On the other hand, you may see the coin­ 
cidence as something exciting - perhaps, some profound, 
mysterious Force has taken this story in hand and is leading it 
:o~ards a conclusion laden with deep, dark, metaphysical 
insights. I doubt it. In any event, now type C has a motive for 
getti~g out of bed. Ernest is hot for the beautiful, young 
cle~ning woman, and it is our job now to flip the coin and see 
which of the following three types will be the heroine: 

TYPE A 

LINDA is five feet-five inches tall, has blue eyes and thick, 
blond hair which curls wantonly above her bosom. She 
measures 39-23-36, which is probably top heavy. She wears a 
white, cleaning woman's apron (the borders frilled and a 
chocolate brown mini-skirt which reveals a generous quantity 
of thigh area. She also wears black, knee-length dress boots. 
Her attitude is: "Everything is so nice: everyone seems to like 
me." (NOTE: I forgot to mention that Linda has no mental 
capacity whatsoever.) 

TYPE B 

LYNDA is the same as type A, except that her breasts are 
artificial. 
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TYPE C 

ELFRIEDA is also similar to type A, except for an annoying 
habit that she has of qualifying what anyone may say with 
"Das ist so schoen!" This phrase, however, is consistent with 
the type A mentality. 

FIRST TOSS : A-tails, 8-heads, C-heads 
SECOND TOSS: 8-heads, C-heads 
TH/RD TOSS: 8-heads, C-heads 
FOURTH TOSS: 8-tails 
FINAL RESULT: Type C to be used 

Since we now have a complete picture of the story's 
Protagonist (Ernest) and antagonist (Elfrieda) and also an idea 
of What action should take place, it is now time for us to begin 
the story by describing the action's setting - that is, Ernest's 
hotel room (NOTE: Into the following three types of settings, I 
have cleverly incorporated the elements of action and sense 
of character so that the pace of this story can pick up a little.): 

TYPE A 

Ernest got up out of his ordinary, single bed and walked two 
Steps across the uncarpeted, wooden floor in order to sit 
down in the plain, upholstered couch which squatted beneath 
the window, now hidden by plain, gray-colored Sears 
Roebuck curtains. He sank down uncertainly into the couch 
and ran a weary hand through his dishwater-colored hair. 
"Why have I gotten up out of bed today?" he wondered, his 
gray eyes scanning the four corners of his room rather 
thoughtfully. For a moment, his eyes rested on the little, 
characterless, wooden table upon which lay a box of unsalted 
crackers and his volumes of GARDENING AND EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY ENLIGHTENED ENGLAND and THE HA! HA! 
FENCE AND ITS RELATIONSHIP TO THE DEVELOPING 
LIBERAL SPIRIT OF THE LATE 1700's. "Was it because, 
after all these years, I have finally decided to begin reading 
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those terribly dry books there, resting on that plain, wooden 
table which stands some five feet from the closet and the 
slate-colored sink upon which I have left unused a box of Arm 
and Hammer Baking Soda? I dunno was it? Maybe it 
was ... Then again, maybe not l dunno " 

It was only when his glance chanced to fall upon the 
disorder of his blankets on the ordinary, single bed that an 
insight stole cautiously through the gray matter of his brain. 
"Is it because Elfrieda, that beautiful, young maid, stimulates 
me, and I have a desire to share these blankets with her? ... I 
dunno ... ls it? Maybe it is ... Then again, maybe not...l dun­ 
no ... " He again ran a weary hand through his dishwater­ 
colored hair and decided to wait for Elfrieda to come into his 
room and change his linen. Maybe she would have the 
answer. 

TYPE B 

Ernest got up out of bed slowly, and, while absently 
examining the four bare walls of his unfurnished room, he sat 
down on the edge of the bed, running a weary hand through 
his slightly unkempt, dishwater-colored hair. His heart was 
pounding furi;usly, which was unusual for Ernest. 
He had had a dream - and a most disturbing one at that. He 

dreamt that he was eating a box of unsalted crackers while 
sitting on the edge of the bed, trying to decide whether they 
had any taste, when suddenly, the door to his room opened 
and Elfrieda, the hotel's beautiful, young cleaning woman, 
walked in. She stood before him and, with a malicious look in 
her eyes, bared her breasts. Then, the dream dissolved, and 
he had found himself alone and strangely self-conscious. 
Yes, it had been a most singular dream, he thought. Surely 

there had to be something significant about its content. Was 
it that he desired a coital relationship with Elfrieda? he 
wondered. His heart was pounding furiously, and he 
examined his hands, as if some answer lay hidden in the dirty 
crevices between his fingers. 
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TYPE C 

Ernest's room was neither the finest that the hotel had to 
offer, nor the worst. It was not the most spacious - yet, it 
was big enough for Ernest, for it was his room, and, if one 
would only look at the ordinary, single bed upon which this 
plain-looking young man sat, if one would only examine the 
tasteless curtains hanging from the windows or the in­ 
significant, little table upon which were assembled a 
collection of the world's dullest books and a box of unsalted 
Hi-Ho crackers or the gray-colored sink upon which a small 
box of baking soda stood, one would think that, in a way, the 
character of the room reflected that of its inhabitant. 
But then, maybe one wouldn't, for, viewing the plain­ 

looking young man more closely, one might notice a most 
singular light steal into his gray eyes, like the look of someone 
about to make some monumental decision which could in­ 
fluence the course of his life. 
Perhaps this definitive light could be interpreted as a sudden 

recognition by Ernest of his amorous inclination towards the 
hotel's beautiful, young cleaning woman, Elfrieda. But then 
again, maybe not. 

FIRST TOSS: A-heads, 8-tails, C-heads 
SECOND TOSS: A-tails 
FINAL RESULT: Type C to be used 

Dear Reader, we now have an expository setting for the 
beginning of our story. Keeping setting type C in mind, we 
must now bring Elfrieda into the story. I have three types of 
entrances in mind: 

TYPE A 

The door to Ernest's room opened suddenly, and the plain­ 
looking young man looked up from his hands and saw 
Elfrieda - all five feet-five inches, 39-23-36 of her - standing 
in the doorway, her thick, blond hair curling wantonly above 

her bosom. She was dressed up in a white, cleaning woman's 
apron (the borders frilled) and a chocolate-brown mini-skirt, 
revealing a generous quantity of thigh area. She wore her 
usual black, knee-length dress boots. 
"Guten Morgen - I am Elfrieda, the hotel's cleaning 
woman, come to change your linen. Das ist shoen,ya ?" 

TYPE 8 

The door to Ernest's room opened suddenly, and the plain­ 
looking young man looked up from his hands and saw 
Elfrieda-all five foot-five inches, 39-23-36 of her-standing 
in the doorway, naked as a peeled banana. 

TYPE C 

The definitive light in Ernest's gray eyes increased in in­ 
tensity as he heard a sudden knock on his door. The door 
blew open AND IN WALKED ELFRIEDA, THE HOTEL'S 
FANTASTICALLY BEAUTIFUL YOUNG MAID!!! 

FIRST TOSS: A-tails, 8-heads, C-heads 
SECOND TOSS: 8-heads, C-heads 
THIRD TOSS: 8-heads 
FOURTH TOSS: 8-tails 
FINAL RESULT: Type C to be used 

. . . 
At this moment, I've decided to take a short break so that I 
can get myself a quick bite to eat, and maybe a smoke. So, 
while I'm gone, why don't you look over the story and see if 
you can make up some questions pertaining to what has 
developed so far. 
For example: Is the story relevant? Does the protagonist's 

problem parallel that of the individual in modern society? 
(Explain) Does it have universal appeal? - sex appeal? Is 
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