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THE SORCERER'S APPRENTICE 

It might have been better 
if I had stuck to amateur 
status, cohtented myself 
by entertaining the neighbors 
with easy illusions and parlor tricks. 

The thing is fast running out of control. 

My house is littered with familiars 
and mandrake takes root in my hair. 
A plethora of fantastic characters 
surrounds me: they keep leaping 
from my hat, uncalled for. 

Whatever happened to white rabbits? 

I didn't want this as a career! 
0, why doesn't someone laugh 
and clap their hands and change 
these beings back to images again? 
The game's grown gruesome, 

and some puppet may swallow my soul. 

Jeff Abell 
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LETTING THE DARK OUT OF THE BAG 

you would of course 
prefer to think this evening. 
that this is happening all the time. 
that things get dark 
because the sun goes down. 

you would become fidgety, 
informing you the darkness 
now has purpose. 
that we have conspired. 
that we are unscrewing 
the lids off everything, 
opening drawers & closet doors, 
kicking up rugs, 
turning our pockets inside-out, 
letting the dark out. 

we would ease your mind, 
explaining this is really 
being done with mirrors, 
except for your eyes, 
soon void of an image. 

we will prove contagious 
what we are doing. 
you will be escorted 
to a white, windowless room, 
a single bulb hanging. 
you will be handed a sack and hammer. 
if when we have returned 
the sack is open, 
glass will be everywhere. 
you will have let the dark out. 

Karl Elder 
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JAMES HARTWELL (1940-1965) 

Jamie, with arms frail as tinder 
you strung a bow 
and kindled the one fire 
I've seen from elm bark. 

How does any man say 
he pretended sleep 
while you kissed his hair 
and silently masturbated 
onto his sleeping bag? 

Or that at 25 you were 
the baby of the family? 

For the next of kin's sake 
the radio withholds your name 
just as I have these years. 

It took a phone call 
from my old man 
reminding me 
you'd "took one chance too many." 

At his voice I remembered your "Daddy" 
with biceps like cups of bronze, 
a Burlington foreman, the best. 
How you sometimes despised! 
Then near went nuts 
the night the Army flew you back 
from Panama, rummed-up, 
and visions of him fallen 
over his sledge, 
face blue as the rails. 

How was it you knew 
those same rails 
would send a diesel, 
the penis of your bad dreams, 
to ejaculate 
you and your Ford from the track, 
scattered like so many seeds. 

Jamie, I imagined when you 
looked up your heart 
near leaped from your chest. 

Later, they told me it had. 

For Christsakes, Jim, 
the gates were down. 

Karl Elder 
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THE CUT-GLASS 

His eyes were clear as silks, 
Wavering like the green cut-glass 
Cupped in the dark of his hands. 

I could smell his yellow teeth 
And the salt marks under his arms 
As he poured my children milk. 

We left them in the kitchen 
When he took me to his showcase 
Where all the cuts in a crystal bowl 

Spread light through the beveled pane 
And through the image of his lips 
Moving on the dustless glass. 

He took out a long-necked vase 
Carved with a rustic scene 
Of youths running after a plowman. 

Then he held it higher, in the light, 
So the lines he carved there years ago 
Converged with the lines of his face. 

Janet K. Fair 
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ASH EASTER 

Easter morning walk 
WJ.!h Merrianne & Niece Lisa 
In old cemetery across street 
From Grandparents' house 
I played baseball in an unused protion 
When I was young 

Walking toward huge statues 
Of Christ on a steel cross 
A watcher on each side 
Noticing for the first time 
Some new graves of last few years 
Flat markers only no headstones 

Merrianne points out one 
He was born a year after me 
He died at 22 in Viet Nam 1968 
An Easter lily in a tinseled pot 
An American Legion medallion on a shaft 
Stuck into his grave site 
Simple flat metal plaque 

Ash from my morning cigarette 
Floats across the grave 
Merrianne & Lisa straighten flowers on others 
Lisa rides piggyback on my shoulders 
Kicks mud on my shirt as we return 

John Hoffman 
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WEATHER FOR OPTIMISM 

First, of course, there was this century 
Of gears and grinding, debaucaerv 
Of fear, that stripped away, even as 
It was laid, the careful sheen of the sky. 

Now, scurf falls from a season of rain. 
Beyond a world rubbed raw, the watery sky 
Streams silently past clouds bunched 
Like continents before the Drift. 

Day done. All the night, like mud, now 
Slaps beneath my shoes. Mars glints 
Above a swamp. Tonight, people will die again 
As they should, not in a country, but a bed. 

Michael Antman 

12 



AN ABSURDIST PLAY 

The scene is the earth. A concrete apron 
Covers the staqe, pole to pole. There is 
No theatre. The concrete stretches grey 
And bare as the eye can see, a bas-relief 
Of the sky. A stock figure is knee to chin 
In a ball in middle ground. Behind him 
Is nothing, and it does not concern him. 
Before him, myself. I am not concerned. 

It has been this time for quite a time. My 
Stomach holds a shifting load of splintered 
Glass. My brain is filled with penny nails. 
I, the audience. I, the man, lope up 
To the stage's apron like a hound, and dash 
On my fours to the wings of the world. 
My dog's eye whirls up, blackly grows, 
And whirling with it, wholly dark, 
Hold in its dot the ends of the earth. 

Michael Antman 
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LYCURGUS CHURCH 

Where the eye runs down 
The long valley from Lycurgus 
To the Upper Iowa 
Until it skips, making out 
Distances more remote, 

To a moonlit dirt road 
Winding into the dark 
And wolves howling around 
Where somewhere back there in time 
They found, when morning came, 
Her shoes and her small feet. 

The wolves, an uncle told, 
Had eaten all but those and left 
As poor reminder that she ever walked 
The Allamakee back roads 
And played in the sun or swam with the others 
In the stream, 

Told, and in the telling his rich voice 
Trailed off into a dream ... 
There was another, strong and mad, 
His lank hair hung over his face. 
His mother could not stop him 
Prowling in the night, and they say 
He ran with the wolves. 

His name struck fear. And though 
The boys never saw him near--if they 
Saw him at all it was a simple dull lad 
Of some forty years playing with the calves-­ 
They used his name to fright the girls, 
Or when they were alone and it growing 
Towards dark, to scare themselves 
Into running home. 
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When the wolves howled at night, sometimes, 
My Uncle said, his wicker rocker sweeping, 
He out to check the hens before bed saw, 
Clear as day, men dancing in his fresh plowed 
Field under the bright moonlight. 
They were the ghosts of Indians who'd died there 
In a fight, and the howling of the wolves 
Had called them up--that and the fact 
He'd plowed that day had bothered them. 
A sack of arrowheads was proof, 

. Crusty with black dirt. 

Today the eye runs out 
Before it comes to such, 
And around Lycurgus Church 
Smiling clouds float 
Or it rains. 
Nearby a man plants corn. 
A woman wants to marry there. 
And neither hears the howling 
Anymore. 
Such nights as once there were that 
Heid the long dead wolves that fed 
On dreaming boys are peaceful now. 

Dick Steele 
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NO WEATHER EYE 

I have not like the fisherman 
Spent my life on passages 
Between some Dulwich and the sea. 

Not like the cod-man sat cutting 
Toy boats by the hour. 

Not named my bawley "Bessie" 
After a favorite sister. 

Not carried shrimp to 
The Railway station hard-by. 

Not stood with a glass to my eye 
At-the broken door to the boat shed. 

Not worked in a canvas jumper, leggings, 
And high boots, ankle-deep in the mud, 
To retrieve the craft mired 
By a sudden drift. 

I could not turn out a new sail 
Or mend an old one for extra pay. 

Not carried in an oilcloth six wicks 
Of blubber matches in a brass box. 

Not felt deeply the loss of hen-coops 
From the deck during a storm. 

I never expect to go aloft. 

An excursionist who goes down 
In summer weather, 

A passenger who remains below 
With the ladies, 

I have never been grateful for linoleum. 

Dick Steele 
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THE FLY IN THE CAN 
(A Tale of Love) 

By Greg Janicke 

The buzzer cut the sound of talking factoryworkers. Black, brown, white men, 
black, white women, college boys slowly rose from their places at the indoor picnic 
area, one by one, and regrouped in front of a large plastic board hanging on the 
wall. 
"see where the board put me today ... " 
"ah, I'm bored already," a college boy said. 
A fork lift truck wheeled around the corner by the workers--the back of the truck 

looked like an air conditioner--this one gave off hot carbon gas, not cool alr--the 
truck honked its horn, a chunk of workers slowly broke away from the group to 
make room; back first the truck passed through the opening; it drove on to the 
lines of machines nearby. 
Ron stood at the back of the group of workers. He appeared to be looking at the 

workers rather than through them and at the board. 
The first shift of 035 Glenwood Plant Univers Can Company was preparing to 

resume the work the third shift had left. From the supervisor's office near the 
plastic board a short, pot-bellied foreman stepped out, looking down at a sheet of 
paper in his hand--he approached the board and transcripted numbers from the 
paper to the plexiglass. 
The packing floor of the five story complex was the first floor, and in a sense, the 

last floor, where finished cans poured from slots in the ceiling through metal 
channels, down to long enclosed conveyor belts located near the high ceiling; the 
cans moved in single file for several yards, then slid down metal channels again to 
more conveyors at the workers' level. The cans dropped down the metal channels 
in rhythm: clack, clack, clack, clack. 
" .. .4739,4741,4803 on 309 ... " 
" ... got the Gallon Line again ... " 
"where's 4803? shit. Ron, you wanna take that line?" Ron smiled, raised hiS 

hand, touched his forefinger to his thumb, creating a floating "o". A skinny little 
man, his body smelling with whiskey, tapped his hand on Ron's shoulder. 
"gonna sweat cho ass off today, man." From behind him, Ron caught the word 

'Sophie'--he spun his head around and saw three bulks of female flesh waddling to 
their assigned lines--he looked down to the floor and slowly went to his line. 
Ron joined 4739 and 4741 at the Gallon Line. Already several lines near him had 

been brought to action; the cans began to rattle as they trickled from the ceiling 
conveyors. Ron delicately pressed tiny rubber earplugs joined by a shoestring into 
his ears as he watched the arms and hands of the two co-workers slapping wet 
labels on large paper bags. 
"some skids, Ron, huh?" a voice called out. Ron walked to a pile of 42"x42"x5'' 

wooden platforms and began setting them, one by one, across the floor near the 
line. Can-filled paper bags would be set on the skids by Ron, 4739, and 4741 for the 
fork lift trucks to take out to the shipping docks. Ron caught a sliver in his skill 
from a skid he threw down. 
Straight back: the skids; a two yard area for the bag sealers Ron and the two 

others; 12 blue iron bins; a one yard area for the two can packers; the conveyor 
line of gallon paint cans. 4739 popped a bag open, slid it in the bin, set the bin bacl( 
on its 45 degree tilt. He snapped another bag. The two women packers filed into 
their area behind the bins. As Ron bent over to put a skid down, he craned his necl< 
to see the women. Through the bins he could not see faces, but two stomachs; bot~ 
pairs of arms owned big pulpy hands; one pair of hands set a purse on top of the bitl 
shelf. Over the top of the bins Ron saw the floating head of a tall black man with ii 
glass eye--the foreman of the Gallon Line. The eye slowly turned left and right like 
a searchlight; suddenly, the silver paint cans appeared, one by one, from the 
ceiling and fell to the ceiling conveyor. 
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. "our black Moses done called manna outta heaven fo' us to feed offa," 4741 said 
in a exaggerated dialect. 
4739 set 4 rolls of 2 inch tape on top of the bins. "how come you ain't asked me 

about th' White Sox, Ron? or th' Cubs? or th' weather? or ... " 
"he's too busy thinkin' on Sophie to worry about his ole White Sox ... " 
"Sooo-feee ... or is it, 'sooo-freee'?" 
"nah, sooo-eeee ... " 

. Ron had come to Univers Can Company some 15 years ago as the next step in his 
~fe from high school. Money: Ron's face twisted into a smile at the sight of his 
Rnday pay checks--at $4.00 an hour he could make quite a bit--every pay day lunch 
on would dramatize to his comrades how he would save and save, penny by 

Penny, play the stock market, invest in land, make money to settle down with a 
good woman. And even retire at 45 happy. The money would roll like cans in a line. 
Work: the factory afforded more than money to fascinate young Ron. During 

Working hours his lips would turn up in a grin, his big cobalt eyes widen as he 
Watched can packers packing all different kinds of cans into boxes or bags. He 
Would watch mechanics struggling with black oily gears and chain belts--Ron has 
asked if they ever worried about getting their fingers caught and have their bones 
cracked and ground into the machinery. They said no. 
Depending on the line assigned, work could be hard or easy. Some cans moved 

very slowly, so the workers did, too. Some lines were always breaking down, so the t.0rkers had to sit and wait for the mechanics to fix the machinery. The Gallon 
b ine moved the fastest and never broke down. Ron saw an old woman faint right 
s efore him on the Gallon Line once; she banged her head on one of the bins when 
!the ~ell. The old bat should have known better than to keep working in this heat, 
on s partner told him. Ron just looked with his big eyes. 

bi People: during work breaks Ron drifted from black, brown, white men to white, 
th ack .women to college boys like a cork bobbing in water, asking people about 
n eir lrf.e outside of work. Most of them just laughed at Ron. Nosey and talking and 
hever sitting still. He spent most of his time with the women--they talked back with 
i~ more than the men did. 
"~onny wants hisself a woman," 3601 said to 3614 at lunchtime once. 
,, ,ow d'ya know that?" 3614 asked. 

and cuz I asked him once,'why you always oglin' the girls? you movin' in on one?' 
,, he said yeah, he could see it, that's what makin' money was all about." 
Wow. yeah. there're a few buns around her I could see munchin' on." 

PeDay af~er day work went on without incident. The plant stayed operating, the 
Pe 0Ple still had work, every once in awhile everybody got a pay increase of a few 

nn1es more an hour. Things were not bad. 
R And the workers enjoyed Ron. Every morning upon entering the factory world ~? extended his sleepy arms up and out. 
Inct de Fly ees stretchin' his weengs," one would comment as he watched Ron. 
an eect, his short, slim body, round head covered by patches of wiry black hair, 
th d.' in particular, his eyes, suggested to one of the workers that Ron resembled 
~insect. The others caught on and applied the name to him. 

abogoddam Fly gonna come buzzin' around at lunch smilin' and askin' and yakkin' 
"ut his big dreams ... " . 
"Why doesn't somebody tell him to shut up?" 
A. Why? who else we got to keep us awake here?" 

100 W?man worker admitted, "big eyes. I hate those big eyes of his. feel like he's 
of hkin right through my clothes at the glories underneath." Ron's eyes pressed out 

is face as if a hand was choking at his neck. 
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"his mother was raped by a bug," some of the workers joked. Ron, they said, 
was the result--half man, half bug; his body wasn't sure which way to go. 
But after years and years of repetition, Ron's smiling and asking and yakking 

about dreams slowed down; after years, his fellow workers quit calling him the 
Fly or anything else. 
"I knew his babblin' would stop," a veteran employee told his comrades. "I 

knew he couldn't keep it up day after day. he finally wore hisself into a spot here." 
"his eyes finnally fit his head now." 
"still keeps buggin' with th' women most times." And they all worked day after 

day after day. 

Sophie was a child. She had been transferred from the defunct Mayberg Plant of 
Univers Can; she had been at the Glenwood Plant only nine months. 
Ron had first met Sophie at the Gallon Line. The cans had been falling and 

banging like a shooting gallery for l 1/2 hours when the line suddenly stopped. The 
two other sealers went to the washroom for a smoke during the lapse in activity 
while Ron seated himself on a 3 foot high stack of skids. Through the bins he 
watched a grey belly move away and out; then no longer saw the paunch. RoJ1 
rubbed some factory dirt from his eyes that a fork truck had coughed up; turned 
and saw a plain yellow waist gliding behind the bins to the former packer's spot. 
The ochre lap sat back on the conveyor line. From the thigh to an area just above 
the head, the strange new body was framed by dark metal; the body sat, 
motionless, next to a motionless can and looked, from Ron's distance, like a por· 
trait painting. As the head turned to the fellow packer, the jaw dropped and 
bounced up and down. Ron heard nothing but watched her eyes--two chips of glass 
from a broken beet bottle. The head turned towards Ron and interrupted the jaW 
bouncing with a quick smile. Silver cans rattled far away and flooded from the 
ceiling. The other sealers were still in the washroom--Ron couldn't seal the bags to 
keep up with the packers--the line got backed up--cans popped from the conveyor 
line and banged on the floor--the voice of the one-eyed foreman shouted in Ron's 
ears--Ron's eyes widened at the foreman at the cans at the yellow woman-rnor" 
cans broke from the ranks--the other two sealers laughed behind the foreman's 
back as they picked up fallen paint cans. 

Nine months ago. Day after day passed lik~ flowing files of cans. Ron finailY 
spoke with Sophie. He bacame a packing floor acquaintance; he became a hello" 
how are you--sure is hot today--how 'bout them White Sox factory born friend. A 
fellow employee could have noticed the wrinkled scabs of skin parting for the white 
of Ron's bug eyes, the way they had looked years ago. The Fly now spent wor~ 
breaks talking of money and land and stocks and settling down with a good womaJ1 
and retiring at 55; he openly declared he was going places. 
"I'm going places, too," Sophie would say, "Jamaica, Europe, Japan, shit, the 

world." Sophie smiled and talked and listened and ate while Ron smiled and looked 
and talked ... 
"get me some chipboard," a rough voice in the present now called to the Fly over 

the bins. He sealed a bag and went over and grabbed a handful of thin cardboard~ 
to be set between layers of cans in a bag. 4741 raised his hands in the air an 
gestured as if breaking a stick. It was morning break time. 
The Fly retired to the indoor picnic area and sat with the fork truck drivers. 
"no, Romeo, I ain't seen Sophie ... " . 
"playiri' softball after work?" a driver threw out to all at the table as he dug hJS 

wiggling thumb into a nostril. 
"yeah, did you hear how that shittin' shippin' foreman screwed me over?" 
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"no, lookit Sexy Shirley ... " a young woman walked from the personnel office 
r:.st the pi~nic area. She walked on muscular legs visible to within inches of the 
rghs , while she walked her hair throbbed at both sides of her face like flapping 

~ing~; two notebooks held across her chest made a protective breastplate. Behind 
er, in contrast, walked an old woman with wild hair and a drooping back; 
~~ncose veins pressed at the bumpy white of her legs and resembled a road map. 
/f woman turned to the Fly. 
"no, Iain 't seen her, but I'll tell her ya wan ta talk with her .. " 
god, would I like to get in Sexy Shirley," a driver with a pock-marked face said 

as"he inhaled on a cigar. 
"Ron, are you in?" 
softball, Ron. you playin' ball with us?" 

th After the workers had prolonged their 15 minute break for the usual 20 minutes, 
ad were all back again with their machines. Work went on without incident; Ron 
n 4739 and 4741 worked quietly while the metal banged away until lunchtime. 

ch In the cafeteria upstairs: clatter of silverware, plates, plastic trays; drag of 
c airs on the floor; buzz of talking workers; music pouring from speakers in the 
p~lling--the workers' eating place seemed to differ little from the workers' working 
c ace. The Fly looked around the room with his large eyes for a seat. He saw some 
s~~rades, smiling walked toward them, slowly sat himself in the only available 

~ -~across from Sophie. 
oil Hi, love, bet you're sweating your bucket off. Got myself on 426--the little tiny 
rni cans that you pack 240 into a box-boy, I can park it in the washroom for 20 
Yoin~tes at a stretch. Nothin' like earning money while ya sit around. Hey, would 
ha nd e ~ darling and get me some water? Sittin' or workin', it's hot." Her small 
Thn Fw1ped her brow with a napkin, leaving a faint red scar across her forehead. 

,~ ly went to the water fountain and returned with two cupfuls. 
wa Thanks, babe," The Fly smiled and sat back. He cleared his throat, sat for­ 
waf~: and cleared his throat again. He drank some water. His eyes caught a man 
" ing to a table near him. The man had a large toy panda bear in his arms .. 

a nbrought_his wife to "'.'ork today," som~one said. Th~ man presented the bear to 
ap ice-lookmg young girl with black hair arranged m bangs. Her yellow teeth 

.?;ared through a smile. 
ch or Your new baby," the Fly heard. The man touched the girl and kissed her 
gif~~:- From across the girl, a lean man in a sleeveless T-shirt shot up, grabbed the 
" earer. 

Th k~epaway from the girl--don't talk about no kid-she didn't want it--she was ... " ,:J in man's fist crashed once, twice into the gift-bearer's face. 
mu esus !Wary and Joseph," Sophie cried out. The Fly watched the thin man's arm 
lie ~cf es tighten and extend as they punched into the gut of the passive gift-bearer. 

, , e 1 to the floor. The thin man threw the panda bear on him. 
an goddam you, no touchin' her. leave her alone. baby ain't hers, I'll smack 
th:one down who gets cute. no touchin' ... " The one-eyed black foreman grabbed 
Thrnan and took him from the cafeteria. 

bea e Workers gradually resumed talking and eating and laughing after the gift­ 
occ re: had been helped away. Lunch ended with the Fly not saying a word, only ern;~1onal!y glancing up and across the table, mostly staring down into a half- 

,, Y wax cup. 
Crazy-ass people," the Fly heard Sophie say. · 

br!~e afternoon repeated the morning like each day repeating the other: work, 
furnb~' Wor~, break, work. The Fly, however, appeared different this afternoon--he 

ed with bags and boxes and tape like a novice sealer; looked like he was 
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working faster and harder as the day went on, rather than tiring out. 
During the final work period of the day several new can lines opened up; more 

cans, more noise: clack, clack, clack, clack. But even as the noise grew, a sliver of 
it got quiet--the Gallon Line stopped. 4739 and 4741 slapped stickers on bags for a 
while, then left for the washroom. The Fly seated himself on a 2 foot stack of 
chipboard near the line. He watched brown-orange hips of one of the women 
packers suddenly snap up, twist, and rush away; he watched a flat, faded yellow 
waist counter the movements. His eyes widened as if the lids were reaching for the 
sky and the ground at the same time. Sophie sat and slightly waved at the FIY· 
From behind her a fork truck stopped, the driver hopped off, came up behind her, 
reached around and grabbed her breasts. She jabbed him with her elbow, she 
smiled, then laughed. The truck driver smiled, laughed, and returned to his route. 
The Fly coughed, pulled both stops out of his ears, coughed, walked up to Sophie, 

leaned through a bin. 
"What's on your mind, sugar?" she asked. The Fly pushed his head further 

through the gap of the bin. His face was only a yard from hers--his eyes, slightlr 
closer. 
"Speak up." His hands gripped tightly around the metal frame of the bin. BiS 

fingertips burned red and white. 
"I'm sorry. What did you say? Huh? Go out? AFter work? Dinner, show, dan· 

cing? I can't dance. Quit kidding me, Ronny." The Fly released his right hand 
from the metal, slowly his arm muscles tightened and extended as he reached out 
and touched his fingertips to the back of Sophie's hand. Sophie drew back; she 
didn't smile she didn't laugh. The Fly snapped back through the bin as if he had 
stuck his hand in fire. 
"Would you stop foolin' around? What? Money? You got enough money? We all 

got enough money. But it's never enough, y'know? Right now I'm savin' to get me 
a brand new ... huh?" 
One can slid down the channel. Clack. "After work I go home and eat, take a naP• 

read the paper, watch TV, and go to sleep. Nice and easy, ain't it? Then I'm readY 
for work. When I get my vacation I'll probably to to the Bahamas, or Mexico, or 
maybe, heh, the Virgin Islands ... just to break things up ... " 
Clack. "Yeah. I'm really pretty. Haifa my teeth ain't mine, my hair's turned 

more colors than the rainbow, and I can't exactly hold a pencil under my mosquil'' 
bites, if ya know what I mean. Smile, Ronny." 
Clack. "You're funny, Ron, just like they all say. Always jokin' around. But yo~ 

shouldn't toy with a woman's affections this way with all your wild talk of chasiII 
around like kids, ha ha ha." 

Clack. "And Ilike you, too. Is it 4: 30 yet? I'm gettin' sore sittiri' here ... " 
Ron loosened his grip on the bin frame. The Gallon Line started again, cans 

rolling and tumbling and banging and rattling down from the heights. Sophie was 
still talking. · ,, 
"Maybe we can have an intimate lunch in the careteria tomorrow, eh, babe" 

Her words were garbled and lost in the sound of banging cans. A fork truck passe~ 
by. Ron shut his eyes and pressed his index fingers hard against them. He rubbs 
and rubbed. For a moment when he reopened his eyes all he saw was black. 
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