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HARD FREEZE ON THE ILLINOIS
JANUARY 12, 1974

Down,

down toward the base of the bluffg
blushed red by morning sun
promise of no warmth,

We encounter fields of white
whipped by winds
off the frozen river.

Lone gulls shriek above

the ice-locked islands.

Hoar frost,

gemlike,

imprisoning gnarled black trees.

We move silently
across a trackless wasteland.

At the rock,

| climb alone

into another time,
another place.
Yesterday, tomorrow,
a brief moment

as

The great black birds
hurl above the bluffs
beating the air,

sail out over the
ice-choked waters

toward a darkening west.

Philip M. Rubens




A POEM IN THREE PARTS

father

Lips slightly parted, tongue wetting them,
you breathe calmly, slurping softly.

Lying next to you, | think of my father’s snore,
so often waited for--

my small body stiff on the edge of bed,
school shoes lined up, ready for a run,
eyeglasses on, listening.

Padded feet on cold linoleum.

Or on New Year's Eve, me and Pattie eating
the tiny sandwiches left from the party,
stifling our chews.

Waiting, nightgown fanned over my toes.

But then | heard him, first snorting,
and | would wait, he’d get louder,
and | would listen, until he smoothly snored.

My head cocked aside, my shoulder drooped.
But then it was quiet. WAS HE UP? WAS HE MAD?
His pause teased me, keeping me in limbo.

mother

Goddamn, why’d he have to find that hair?
In his egg, it is blond, can’t it blend in the yolk?
Oh, I'm sorry. | must try. I'll wear a net, a rubber band.
But it won’t work, cause I’m like her, and she
wore a blue bandanna.

Trickling out from the corners of the scarf,

her hair stuck against greased skin.

She’d crunch her brow in disapproval, hair popped out.
She’d shake a warning finger, hair fell out.




One time | had wanted chocolate milk,

but she was always soaking dishes.

| pushed through the water, greasy,

and pulled out a glass, matted by a long dark hair.

After cleaning the stubbled hairs

stuck on the ring in the tub, | bathed,

and stepped out, fresh and clean, where

my wet foot picked up a hair, curled long and dark.

I shook my foot, it wagged at the ankle,
but the hair was molded to my arch.
| seized it between toilet-papered fingers,
and dumped the hair into the trash.

and now me

* But don’t you see? When you and |

are sitting and watching Andy of Mayberry,
when we are eating breakfast and there’s
nothing much to say, | see them.

He is sitting at the table, glossy-eyed,

and is repeating, “l am the King. | am the King.”
She is stuffing down the food, tugging

at her waist, and saying, “You talk like a sausage.”

But | reject them. | reject them.
| do yoga and stretch my neck
S0 double chins won’t appear.

And | reject them. | reject them.
| wash the tub every time.
| do the dishes right away.

Father, you are only the joys of autumn leaves.

The colored corn, gourds, and pumpkins that you'd bring.
Mother, you are only that day in the back yard.

You are kneeling in the grass, dead bird in your hand.

The pumpkin face is carved, and is now qUite drunk.
The bird pulls out a worm, a hair, long and dark.

Mary Susmilch
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IN MEMORY OF ANZIO BEACH

| have seen the sky open

like a huge mouth, with the tooth of every star
white, horribly smiling,

taunting me with its vastness.

| have been swallowed by oceans of sickly wine
that threw me up on strange shores

on the pale morning of dark evenings

with the hungover sound of freight trains
roaring through my ears.

| have sat nights in restaurants,

| have slept in gas station bathrooms

and spit tobacco on the tile floors.

I have slept nights beside picket fences
and spit tobacco on the dirt roads.

| have been spit into the jungles of broken men
and made to ravish the breasts of darkness
like some fiendish animal.

I have been kissed by silence

and taken in her arms.

On hot afternoons | have nearly-choked
from her perfume that smells of death.

| have died a hundred times in her arms.

Lawrence R. Rungren




10

HARBOR DIRGE

The tug pulls family tours
To the Statue, past carnival
Green turrets of Ellis Island.

Few cameras are turned toward the
Sealed corrals, where driven men gathered
In coarse dress, clutching stamped papers.

Today there is only the echo
Of grey water bearing rank debris
Against a sinking wharf, green with slime.

Behind padlocks, in peeling halls,

Turnstiles are frozen. Silence of
The wail of groaners in the bay.

Richard Schmidt



MORNING INTRUSION

Cadmium red curtains sag

With gauded bulk, revealed in the dawn.

Sunlight streams through missing links
In the dust-grey venetian blinds.

Her sigh is a feeble purr, caught

In the throat like warm clotted milk.

| remember Circe singing in
Her wooded mansion, lulling all
But one.

Hidden by the unlocked door,

| see her arm, taut and powder
White, slither in tangle of sheets,
Where he spat out the seed, left her
To pour stale wine in darkness.

Dust hangs locked without motion,
Pulse in yellow shafts of morning.
The air is tumid and her breath comes
With pain. She steps toward the sill,
Fidgeting with her matted gown,
Prays for rain to wash her clean.

Richard Schmidt
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HAMPSHIRE HALL
BY DAN McCARTHY

David Blackwhite always walked very fast down the street and held his ba‘ck
always perfectly straight. He walked fast because getting where he was going 11"
terested him even less than being where he was; he gaze was perpetually fixed upo?
some distant, future goal. His back was straight because, years ago, an old nun ha
caught him slouching in his school desk and had wrenched him into a posture from
which he had never been able to unbend. .

David enjoyed buying books and buying new clothes. His wardrobe, like his
ideology, was well-tailored and well-coordinated, free of dissonances but enriche
with enough contrast to give it life. He would appear at parties wearing a neV
sweater or a colorful insight, and surprise his acquaintances with the breadth of hi®
library. When the opportunity arose for him to spend the summer studying
literature at Oxford---Oxford, England---David jumped at the chance. )

“But why should you want to go to Oxford?”’ asked his roommate, who alone i
David’s circle remained unimpressed at the mere mention of the place. ‘<‘What will
you do with yourself there?” y

“Why, I shall read Henry James and James Joyce and Joyce Carol Oates,” David
answered lightly. ‘“And I shall learn to live in the rarified air of academia,”
added, knowing that this was stilted but knowing also that he meant it.

“Swell,” said the roommate.

**“Surely you can see what an opportunity this is for me,” David insisted.

“I can see you coming back in September with a new tweed jacket,” his roommaté

replied, and David’s ears burned, for that idea had already occurred to him. y

Because he was inordinately sensitive to needling of this kind, and because i
roommate was inordinately good at it, David did not mention his plans to vis!
Hampshire Hall. This proposal was emphatically not in the nature of a sightseeil
excursion. Mere sightseeing did not interest David particularly; that was fo
fourists---although he would, of course, have to see Westminister Abbey and one ¢
two other places, for duty’s sake rather than for enjoyment. He wanted to be able 6
say that, like Oxford, he’d been there.

Hampshire Hall, though, was something very privately special to David Bla?l"
white. He had seen a picture of it once in the TIME-LIFE rendition of the Engllsh
Renaissance, and the image had attached itself in David’s mind to his (until the?
vague and abstracted concepts of Culture and Tradition. The reappearance of th
image, later, as the setting of a hackneyed Gothic romance on the Late Show, 0B

heightened the importance of the Hall as the symbol of all that was anciel™ .

beautiful, and desirable. For David, the trip was rather like a pilgrimage.

On the plane which carried him across the ocean, David lost himself in Baedeker,s !

account of its splendors. He sat with the big book open in his lap, dwelling richl)

upon the magnificent gardens, the orangery, the strutting peacocks on the staté
lawn...He murmured the glittering descriptions like an incantation, until he fe
himself transported to the bright terrace which, he knew, stretched across the W€

side of the manor house. There he would sit, gazing placidly over the broad expab®: '

of lawn which led down to the river’s edge. Then the Earl of Hampshire him?el_
would pass by, a tall, austere-looking gentleman with grey temples and an !

peccable manner. He would nod to David and to the other decorous visitor taking 1€ .

and scones in the misty afternoon sunshine. David would smile and nod also, 8"
spread marmalade on his muffins, secure in the knowledge that this, really, ¥
where he had always belonged.

Almost from the day he arrived at Oxford, David made preparations for his retu”
home. He read his Henry James scrupulously--the nuns had taught him to
scrupulous--—-and in the bookstores bought other authors to put in his collection. Hn
also acquired a tweed suit, and a habit of handling his knife with the right hand. '
the English fashion. He did these things with a definite sense of their propriety.

it R T




His journey to Hampshire Hall was not forgotten, however, and he made elaborate
Plans for the trip with a map and a railroad timetable. His eager activity left David’s
classmates somewhat bemused. ¥

“Why in the world do you want to go to Hampshire Hall?”” asked the girl from

heaton, Tllinois.

“Iwant to view the famous portrait of Democritus,” David answered, ‘‘And I want
to Photograph the peacocks on the front lawn.” He wished suddenly that he had not
Mentioned the photographs; it sounded so hopelessly middlebrow.

“Idon’t think that you should go there, Dave,” said the girl. “I have a friend who
Wentlast year and she came back terribly disappointed.”

“She did, really? But why?”

‘Well, because---oh, you know, there were a lot of other people there, and...like
t at. Ireally don’t think you'd like it, Dave.”

T €xpect that there will be other visitors,” David replied tolerantly, ‘I can hardly
ave the whole place to myself. But I don’t intend to let the others spoil Hampshire
oall' for me. Anyway, it isn’t the sort of place that would attract really touristy

urists---is jt?”’

His friend pursed here lips into a little frown. Then she shrugged and said, ““I don’t
10w, Dave. T just don’t know. You suit yourself.” Her tone was so ominously un-

Pleasant that David pushed her advice to the back of his mind and forgot it at once.
he appointed day arrived promising to be beautiful. The towers and spires of
Oxforg looked like a vision rising out of the morning mist into the bright sunshine.
avid strode toward the railroad station, not noticing. He walked very fast down the
Narrow street, his back straight, and his eyes fixed on an image still many miles in
the distance. He carried an instamatic camera and a copy of Thomas Hardy’s Jude
hf‘ Obscure, which David’s minister had told him he might enjoy reading.

Want to go to Hampshire Hall,” he told the man in the ticket window. ‘“‘Uh,
Cheap day-return.” He squinted into the man’s face, self-conscious about his
Merican accent.

. The man gave him his ticket and some cursory instructions on where to find the
Might platform . David hurried aboard and took a seat--one of the last ones--in a large,
"Mformal club car. The train jolted suddenly and then moved heavily off. David
OPened his hook and began to read.

Y the time that he had read far enough to wonder whether his minister had been
Speaking ironically when he had recommended that book, David had caught the
attention of a woman sitting across the aisle. She wore a pink pants suit and enor-

OUs pink sunglasses, and her grey hair was swept back and tightly knotted in the
Manney of with-it American matrons. She eyes David’s camera and the cut of his
€0at, and said brightly,

“Wh)’, I'll bet that you're from the States!”

. That’s right,” David admitted. “and T’ll just bet that you are, too!”’ he added,
W"t‘h a touch of what might have passed for sarcasm.
k €S, I come from southern California, myself,” said the pink sunglasses. ‘“You

“;:V: this is my first vacation without my family in nearly twenty-three years of

Arriage,”

HHOW nice,” David replied, not really sure that it was.
e {PW long have you been in this country?”’

“FWG weeks.”

.Oh, that’s nice.”

es, isn’t jt?” .

k nd 50 it went. The pink sunglasses had an insatiable curiosity; she wanted to
20w every town David had passed through, every restaurant he had patronized,

very sight he had seen. She told him that she thought everything about England
as beautifyl.

Sgd have you seen Westminister Abbey?”’ she asked inevitably.
walyyes”

WVasn't Westminister Abbey beautiful?”

Beautify,
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“And have you seen the Tower of London?”’
“Wasn’t the Tower of London beautiful?”’
‘Oh, I thought the Tower of London was just--lovely.”

David began to squirm in his weli-tailored jacket. The woman’s questions did not |

disturb him as much as the glances of the other passengers, whose mute expression®
exclaimed to one another, ‘“These Americans!”’

When the time came for him to change trains at Reading, he was happy and

relieved to leave her. He jumped off the train, out of the brackets, and into th¢ '

crowded station.

“Where do I catch the train for Hampshire Hall?”’ David asked an idle porter.

“Next train, this platform,” the porter replied.

“Oh,” said David, somewhat nonplussed; this was not the answer that he had
expected. ‘I thought that---"

“NEXT train this platform,” repeated the porter in a way that pr‘ecludecl
argument.

David mistrusted the information, but followed the porter’s instructions, never [

theless. Under that man’s watchful eye, there was really nothing else that he felt h¢
could do.

He was barely out of the station when he learned his mistake. Fortunately:
however, the train did not take him very far out of his way, and David emerged fro
the experience with a renewed sense of superiority.

“Iwill be glad to get away from these incompetent porters,’’ he told himself, and
these vulgar tourists and these smug second-class railroad carriages. When I get !
Hampshire Hall I will forget about them... What can all the commonness in th
world matter in a place like that?

It was raining when David arrived at the village station. He stood on the platfor™®;
drenched to the skin, waving frantically for a cab. The driver smiled when DaV‘d
told him his destination.

“I grew up at Hampshire Hall,” the driver said. “My mother was the cook W
there at the greathouse, back when his Lordship’s father was alive.”

He told stories about his childhood spent on the estate, and pointed out points of
interest as they passed along the drive toward the house. David settled back in th¢
back and took it all in; the train trip mattered little to him now.

Finally they rounded the last turn in the drive and abruptly halted. David paid th®
driver and told him to come back in an hour. Then he stuffed his book and b
camera beneath his coat and ran from the car through the steady downpour to the
broad front steps.

The front door was gaping open, and the vestibule felt chilly and damp--as well as
crowded. Hordes of tourists, driven indoors by the storm, appeared to have overr?
the house. Women in pink sunglasses and their bald, bored husbands packed the
Long Gallery, gazing in wonder at an exhibition of fabricated old-world costume:
‘“...as seen in the recent BBC production, Son of Henry VIIL.” They filled the princé

of Wales’ Bedroom, awed and delighted by the heavy gilding and garish red

wallpaper--innovations of the last century. And in the Great Hall, they lined up
before a card-table where the Earl of ‘Ampshire smiled and nodded bene2

-

Ribera’s laughing Democritus. His Lordship was autographing guidebooks at sixty” .

five pence a head.

David had been prepared for the circus crowds, but not for the circus. He
staggered through a side door and out to the garden. It was still raining heavily, a7

as he wandered down the yew alley David felt the moisture running through his haif+ |

into his eyes, his clothing, and down into his shoes.

At the other end of the alley was the orangery. David approached it slowly, for just '

inside the open door he saw one of the famous peacocks. The bird was standing 0P g
sort of garden chair, its elegant plumage untouched by the elements. David stopped
by the entry to look in as the bird fixed its gaze in his direction. And they just sto®
there, staring at each other.

-‘i
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the descent of

a moon gone

wild, openlegged

vanity, grows upon water that
blushes black.

the descent of

your cloven eyes

unearths

every kind of

approach, and i touch your
wrist, the underside

where veins

are swollen, drugged
snakes on the

body of your trapped
heartbeat, uncoiling.

N. Dillon



one, a poem

the kite, soaring
has lashed the
corneal mirror within
which these taut
distances retreat
into echoes.

my face a sore
flower; i'm one
skeleton leaf
dancing with

a crazy, broken sky.

N. Dillon
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THE DISTANT MERRY-GO-ROUND

we are falling asleep,
minds drifting west:

the window a cave

in the side of night
emits giant croakings
and wind of great wings.

but it’s peace
we are dreaming:

awakening to the east,
direction of the worn
merry-go-round :

its cry for grease

we cannot separate
from tiny screaming.

Karl Elder
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|. THINK | KANT

Now, if my soul’s salvation has its basis in election,

| may as well dispense with joy my physical erection.
Immanuel! Immanuel! Oh, Christ! Have | a savior?

Or is my visa based upon my terraform behavior?

Have | a route that circumvents the fires of disaster?

And might | show a profit if | wager one piaster

That the path divine is woven with debasements and denials?
Is happiness so desperate a blemish on my finals?

But right or left or heavensent, dictation does not please me,
So if you find me sinful, have your SS Angels seize me.

Bruce McAllister
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