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T.V. Times 

Times Square is gray and pulses rancid, 
swarms with drunkenness and toasts 
to yet another: Happy New Year! 

But we are wormy in our twin Lazy-Boy-Loungers, 
my mate spins her cigarette signals, 
lips thrusting smokily to the chant 

that traps us in a tunnel of dark enthusiasm, 
the light at the end sparks me, 

"Is this the birth of a new or of an old year? 
and what of the tradition ... ? " she shushes me, 

sliding closer to the edge of her chair. 
I slide too and in the last spasmodic seconds 
we struggle, linking two years at midnight. 

We separate with her first innocent words, "I'm tired.'' 
She puffs and the old year miscarries, 
curling away in smoke. 

·n Mark Guer1 
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Photograph Peter Herdklotz 

Chicago Autumn 
twilight indictments tremble 

'under disdainful stars 
flowers embrace themselves against the dark 
music winces on the air 
while along the edges 

frayed gilt of a timeless missal 
gentle aging little men teeter into alleys 
torch-lit tunnels under a sere moon 

Patricia Everitt 
I 

~ 
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Frankenstein 

the monster lurks 
behind the wall 
he does it by standing 
next to the wa 11 
on the other side 

Michael Summers 

" 

1J 

Kay Eshelman 
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The Sundance at Greengrass 

Children sprang 
as voices whirled 
midair 
And bison blistered 
swelling tongues. 
Skin drums pulsed 
like hearts 

, borne aqeless 
and dance~ heaved 
breath and song. 

Watching 
we rose from 
ache and dust, 
the world itself 
a vision 
spun with stars, 
casting. shadow 
from an eagle's wing. 
Earth faced, 
men held the pain and joy 
with prayer, 
blown like a bone flute 
out across the plain. 

David Williams 
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Business Man 
When you go green 
Into wool suits and smoke and calculators, 
I wait at home and hope 
For April moons and midnight rain. 

And each night at 6:05, 
We stand in the hallway 
And I unbutton your coat, 
Like a child opening an unexpected gift. 

Joann Seastrorll 

. ·~ - 
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Photograph Ken pagni 
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Dan Diederich 

11 



Photograph John Freberg 

Don Chaotic's Quest for RealitY 
By Russell Iwami 

I. The Chosen 
The color of the sky is readily discernible. It is an artistic blue; more than that 

I cannot say. I am not qualified yet. The sun burns into my eyes as I look up at 
the mammoth complex of towers and monorails which is State Cultural Collegei 
pride of the New World. I am enrolled there on a scholarship from the locay 
-league of Women Roters, which I won for my twenty-five words or less essa 
on "Why I Like My Home Town." 

I guess it has always been my dream to go here and become a famous writ~r 
but I never really expected it to happen. The College of Creative Writing here. 1~ 

known throughout the fatherland for its Modern Masters program. Gettin a 
admitted into the program was my biggest surprise. You almost have to have d 
work published already, which is impossible. Only qualified writers are allower 
to publish their works in the State literary magazines, such as the Police Blette ' 
Reader's Digest of Acceptable Knowledge, and the Daily Doctrine. 

I enter the central building through a door marked "Go" and walk to th0 
pneumatic elevators. With a rush of air into the elevator vacuum, I am flu~a 
inside and the steel doors clang shut. The car stops with an explosion of releas rn 
air at the 91 st floor and I step out. Two hall monitors show me to my roo ; 
escorting me in the customary fashion, each firmly gripping one of ·my arrn 
and shoulders. 

My room is painted in black and white swaths. I like Expressionism; it~~ 
so solemn, like the State. The windows are barred on the outside; I guess so 
one will fall out. It's a long drop. 

I can't wait to meet my neighbors and fellow writers in Picaresque Plaza· 
I try the door. It is locked from the outside. Around the doorknob is a little card­ 
"Welcome to State Cultural College." On the other side it reads: "Art is th9 
Sole Escape from Reality." I sit down and wait. I don't know for what. 

12 



II. I Discover Freedman 
_It is getting into the night and I am still locked in my room. I have already 

missed dinner, if there is a dinner, and I am beginning to wonder if anyone knows 
I am here. I look out my window and notice there is another building just a few 
feet away. Well. at least it's homey up here. 

At last someone knocks at the door. I yell "Come in," forgetting the door is 
locked. The door clicks open, though, and a gangly fellow with thick glasses 
Peeks in . 
. "Hello, there. Why didn't you come out of your room? You've already missed 

dinner. Anti-social?" 
"No ... ah, I couldn't ... well, the door was locked." 

, . "Oh, you don't know about the door eh? You gotta say something 'artistic', 

l
l1terary,' into this hole. See, right here." He points to a little round screen, which 
had taken for usual room tap. "For instance, say 'now is the time for all good 

men to come to the aid of their country.' " 
"Not very origina I.'' 
He smiles. "It doesn't matter.". 
I lean over near the screen and whisper, "Now is the time for all good 
"Louder," the gangly kid says, "otherwise it thinks it's normal conversation." 
Oh, I think, so it is a room tap, too. 

h 
I shout it into the screen. Immediately the door clicks open. I peer outside, the 

all is empty. Suddenly the door buzzes violently. 
"Close the door. You can't keep it open for longer than fifteen seconds-dorm 

Policy. Any longer and it indicates an abnormal desire for freedom.'' 
"Sorry," I say, more toward the screen than my acquaintance, "I have clautro­ 

Phobia." He looks through me as if to say, "don't we all?" 
. The gangly kid surveys the room. "Expressionism sure is beautiful!" I nod 
~n assent until I notice his grimace. He points to the room tap. I shake my head 
in agreement. I learned long ago to be wary of taps. 

I realize at that moment that I hadn't introduced myself yet. It's good to get 

f
to know everyone, especially fellow future writers. Especially when you are a 
reshman. 
"I'm Don Chaotic." 
"Ozzie Freedman, but don't call me that. It's such a god-awful name. Everyone 

Calls me Hungry Jew." The gangly kid pulls out a small pad of paper and begins 
s1 cribbling. "There, that's good enough. You wanna take a tour of the community?" 
nod. 
"Death is the ultimate reward for suffering through life," Hungry Jew reads 

off his pad. This line also isn't original; it's part of State doctrine. 

Iii. Other Voices, Other Rooms 

h 
"Everyone gets together in Ed the Editor's room. It's the one at the end of the 

all with the star on the door." 
"You mean that he ... he got something published?" 
"No. no. They burned his manuscript ... of course, but he was allowed to 

submit, at least. That's something." I nod in appreciation. 
We enter Ed's room without knocking. Five other future writers besides Ed 

lay sprawled upon the floor. Ed is reading his Harcourt-Brace Writer's Handbook 
While the radio plays a State broadcast of War of the World. Orson Welles' voice 
booms out its exclamations rapidly. "The gooks are attacking, the gooks are 
attacking! All American people are urged to blow their brains out. I repeat. the 
90oks are attacking!" 

Two boys are furiously engaged in discussing Richard Nixon's Seven Crises. 
~ne is saying that Nixon was once president. The other, gesturing violently. says 
No. Nixon was never for democracy. He knew the fewer cut in, the better. 

He always said that people were too stupid to vote. Read his book, The King; it's 
all there. You'll see!" 

A girl ignoring all the noise is listening intently to the radio. "This is only a 
test. I repeat, this is only a test. Had this been an actual alert, you wo~ld have 
?II been dead. I repeat, this is only a [est." The girl gulps and looks wide-eyed 
Into my face. 

" 
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IV. I Attack a Windmill 
"Oh, is this your room? I just love· Expressionism!" I look this time and nod 

my head when I see that she means it. She wanders around my 10 by 5 room. 
glancing at the few things that I have room to unpack. "Hey, what's your 
influence?" 

"My influence?" 
"Yeah, my influence is Carole King. What's yours?" 
"Oh, I guess Cervantes. I read Don Quixote. I like books about fighting and 

chivalry and all. Of course, I haven't read any other Cervantes. Is there any?" 
The girl purses her lips and gives a contorting shake o fher head and shoulders. 

"I dunno. I never heard of Cervantes." 
I nod. "Not many people have. He's a foreigner. I think he's dead, too. I can't 

find anything about him in the Encyclopedia of Acceptable Knowledge." 
"Carole King is recognized as the greatest woman writer ever. She really is~' 

Her big wide eyes open in emphasis and I can almost see the back of her he~ · 
Her mouth opens in a half-idiotic grin. One can see in her the tranquility which 
dependence on the State produces. She is very beautiful. 

"My name is ... " I begin. 
"Don't tell me! And I won't tell you mine. We'll keep it a secret. It'll be real 

romantic." 
I agree, it would be more romantic. I like romantic things. We sleep together. 

"Isn't that awful? I mean, we could have all been dead. Those gooks, you 
know .... "I nod out of politeness. 

The girl comes closer, shivering all the while. "It makes me shake, I tell you. 
those gooks coming over here spreading jaundice and myopia and torturing and 
raping innocent girls with their tiny transistors, whatever they are." 

I nod in agreement. "If the War with the East had lasted another year, I would 
have gone over there and fought those yellow devils. But I knew it wouldn't 
take that long for us to beat 'em." 

"Yeah, it sure didn't take long to collect enough money to buy Asia, did it?" 
She is leaning against me now. That speech about fighting always works. 

"Let's not forget it was a costly war. We had to sell Mexico and most of 
Central and South America-at a loss. We were almost going to throw in England, 
too." I motion to her and she follows me to my room. ' 

V. Complaint 
First day of classes starts on Sunday as part of the six day work week. ~y 

friend, Hungry Jew, doesn't like the six day week. He believes in religion, I ~h!nk 
because he stayed in his room on Saturday. Personnaly I don't mind re!1~1o~ 
except when it interferes with my free Saturday. The State discourages religion, 
Hungry is allowed to be Jewish, because his influence is Philip Roth. 

At six o'clock, the door buzzer goes off to wake us for breakfast. I nudge the 
girl with no name and she turns over off my shoulder and falls against the wall· 
Luckily my room is only five feet wide, my bed four feet, and the walls cnlv a 
half-foot away on either side. I pull her back onto the bed. 

"Carole, wake up I" Someone has told me that her name is Carole. 
"My name isn't Carol!" she shoots back defensively. "No names, remernb~r? 

You can be 'The Boy from New York City' if you want." She smiles in appreciation 
of her idea. 

"And you're the 'Horse with No Name!' Come on, I'm tired of this silly shit. 
Let's be real for a change." 

"But .... " 
The door clicks open and Hungry enters without a knock. He yawns expansivelY• 
casually looking at the four feet of my room that isn't my bed. 

"Damn it, Hungry! Can't you even knock?" The girl jumps under the covers. 
"Hmm, certainly not a very romantic body. Adequate, I suppose." He eyes her 

half-lustily. "Well, Don, will you still love her tomorrow?" 
"I thought you didn't come out on Saturdays?" 
"I was ordered to. They decided to kill Roth. Jeeze, I didn't think anyone kneW 

Roth." 
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"Is he dangerous?" 
"He's sane. Some officials from Censorship are cleaning my room. Some service 

around here, huh?" 
"Well. now what are you gonna do?" 
Hungry smiled. 
"Keep my room clean, of course." He pulls out a little manuscript. "What do 

You think of Roth?" 
"I never read him." Lucky for me. 

VI. Writers 
. In the afternoon, there is a meeting on Philip Roth. We are all urged to turn 
in any Roth or other dangerous books. I had read the Roth story before the 
~.eeting. These is nothing dangerous about it, just some religious disagreement. 
vvhy should the State care? 
. " ... follow the right examples, the Masters. Everything you need to ·know, 
right here." He puts his hand on the paperback copy of "The Complete Amhology 
of_Acceptable Fiction." He looks down at it reverently. "All of it, right here. The 
science of writing, all in one day's reading. Well, that's all, fellows." 

"Hungry, I want to talk to you," he added. 

V11 .... is the ultimate escape 
I am in Ed's room with the girl listening to the radio. Ed casually sneaks up on 

rne, glancing about nervously. 
"Say. Don, have you ever read any Philip Roth?" 
"No, all I know is that he's Hungry's influence." I really shouldn't say that much. 
"Are you sure? Maybe you read about him in the Encyclopedia." 
"No, he's not listed in there." Immediately I realize my mistake. 

"":'Oh, then you have tried looking him up?" Ed is the Grand Inquisitor now. 
vvhy did you do that?" 

H -Just when Hungry Jew comes barging in with the biggest smile on his face. 
e sits down viciously close to Ed. Ed shrinks away noticeably. 
"I wish you wouldn't just run right into the editor's room like that." 
"You sent for me. Anyway, editor of what?" Hungry asks slyly, the biggest grin 

9ett1ng bigger. "Of what, may I ask?" 
Ed turns bright red. Everyone is staring in surprise; even the g.irl turns the 

radio down. 
"Something has to be edited for publication before you're an editor, right? But 

~one of us are qualified to be published.-What makes you an editor?" Hungry 
is sure clever, but this is dangerous. 

"Senior future writer, then," Ed offers nervously. 
hi "Ah, a writer," Hungry says, his glasses a solid glare, and an insane grin over 
. is face. "A writer has to be original, but if he is original. how can he have an 
influence?" 

Ed looks nervously about the room, then at the room tap. His face is twitching 
~nd his hands clench belligerently. He opens his mouth wi!h a gasp, his tee!h 
Eared, and steps right in front of Hungry's face. I nev~r not1~ed. before how big 
d looks, more I ike the monitors and State Guardsmen with their violentlv powerful 

arrns and expansive chests. He looks like an animal now. 
· "I'll have to ask you to leave!" Ed manages to bark out, "Right now. damn 
~·.right now!" His arms with his fists clenched upward at his side are quivering. 
is teeth are fully bared and his eyes show madness. 

in Hungry remains calm before him. He smiles broadly, at first. then breaks out 
•• 0Pen laughter. Ed stares like a dumbfounded cow. · 
H You mean me or do you mean Philip Roth? Or do you ~e an_d Philip Roth?" 
e bg1ns giggling hysterically. "If authority is a joke and a joke rs to be laughed 

at, then it isn't a joke if nobody laughs." 
<lll lfi'.rnediately the door clicks open and monitors esco~t Hungry to his room.We 
lh sit. back afterwards and continue our talks. The radio blares Wagner harshly. 

e girl stares into space. I unobtrusively pull away from her. 

15 



VIII. Afterwards 
The next day they told us that Hungry Jew had jumped out of his window. He 

had been working on the bars every Saturday, they said. We all knew different. 
The girl with no name is the greatest woman writer now. She is also an 

alcoholic. I couldn't believe that; she was always so romantic. 
I went on to become a master, an accomplishment that wasn't as impressive 

as I had once thought. I changed my influence to Borges daring my sophomore 
year and became editor the same year, filling Ed's vacancy. 

Presently I am working on "The Complete Works of Jorge .Luis Borges." I s~on 
hope to publish a novel, "Don Quixote," if they will allow me. Work is go1n9 
quickly now that I have discovered that I needn't know Spanish. I understand 
now, there is nothing I can do. I am not qualified. 

Just as I reach the door, Ed pulls out of his daze. He jumps against the door 
with a thud and wheels toward me. 

"Why did you look up Roth?" He looks down at me like a master again. 
But I understand the game now. I look straight at the room tap. 
"I know that you must of looked him up, you're the one who mentioned looking 

him up in the Encyclopedia. How did you know that he wasn't there." 
"Shut up!" Ed screams. "You shut up! You're lying." 
Everyone looks at him suspiciously. It doesn't matter that they don't know for 

sure. In a state of ignorance, nothing is known but fear. 
I walk out; the others follow quickly behind. Two men enter Hungry's room- 

1 hear him say " ... and then they came for my neighbor and I said nothing, now 
they have come. for me and there is no one left to speak." 

I hear Ed down the hall, screaming "You're lying, you son of a bitch! You're 
lying!" The buzzer is ringing loudly in his room I ask him to close his door. I 
hear a loud thud outside. 

16 



Welders 
Knights of the electrical realm 
drop visors and become healers; 
swarming over the metal dragon. 
flux filling sores. 
they make him whole 

Through mask-bound darkness 
they see only the spark. , 
familiar in its threat. 
Flashing in recess of mind: 
"The world will end like that" 

Helmets rise to torch smoke haze 
Miguel straddles two girders and \ffiWns. 

Lawrence Keenan 

Watercolor Virginia Kondziolka 
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Photograph 
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Into Paradise 
By Edward A. Chupack 

•• 

f
. Under t~e three flickering lights they looked like characters in an old silent 
11'!1- their movements sudden, their white faces spreading over the back of the 
rainted wall, their teeth and tongues becoming larger and larger the longer one 
.ooked at them, not dissimilar from any of the movies they might have appeared 
in - ot least they looked like movie stars. 

"I had Prince Francis spayed," one said. "I did carry him in my arms all the 
Way. You know-" 

k 
"That's nothing," the youngest one said. "I had Queen Timocat spayed and you 
now-· 
"That's nothing," the youngest one said. "I was-" 
"Lets all shut up," the first one said. 

l 
Actually, they were not movie stars, though they did live near Hollywood. 
hey had been to Chicago for a vacation; they were all returning home. The 

three, the two ladies and the white-haired gentleman, had been drunk on bourbon 
ahn.d ~oda, the man's favorite drink, ever since passing over the Grand Canyon, and 
~ is rs why they were happy, why Mrs. Empol allowed Miss Holit to pinch her 
in the arm over St. Louis, why Mr. Rodelo spilled a little bottle of wine on his 
gray flannel pants over Phoenix. 

I
. "Hey Redolol" Mrs. Empol screamed. "Redolo, Redolo, Redolo smells like ... 
ike ... wait! Redolo looks like ... wait Redolo ... oh forget it." 
The plane began its descent. 

h "I have itl" Miss Holit slammed her head against the seat cushion and raised 

d
er arms to the air and kicked her legs up and down and shouted, "Redolo is a 
og's name! See Mrs. Empol? Redolo sounds like the name of a dog." 

. Both ladies jumped up and down in their seats and shouted in between laughs, 
rn unison, "Redolo is a dog's name. Redolo is a dog's name." 
"Maybe," Mrs. Empol whispered, "maybe we should have the poor thing 

spayed!" 
If the ladies had been watching the movie they would have seen Dirk Tanner 

Push an old lady's head into the mud. Mr. Redolo smiled. 
At precisely the same time that one of the three reading lights burned out, 

~eaving two shiny discs to illuminate the three, the pilot told the passengers to 
asten their seatbelts and to stop smoking. As Mr. Redolo stripped off his shoes 
bnd socks the plane began to dive toward the earth,. not as planned by t~e pilo~, 
ut awkwardly, and then, it was then, one of the engines stopped. And Miss Holit 

screamed. And Mrs. Redolo prayed over and over, "Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, save 
me, Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, save me." And Mrs. Em pol dug her nails into the cloth hrm cushion and cut herself on a broken bourbon bottle and bled -and wrapped 

f
er hand with a magazine page - and it tore - and screamed and her head 
lew back; and Mr. Redolo looked at her; and the bleeding stopped. 
The reactions of the rest of the passengers were not dissimilar. 

h The pilot's voice, smooth and calm and soothing, drifted oyer the p~ssen~?r's 
~ads and said, "Be calm. I have over twenty years of flying experience. A 

Window started to crack. 
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Mrs. Empol told Miss Holit to, "please stay calm and things aren't, are not, 
that bad dear, and here, read this." Mrs. Empol threw the magazine to Miss 
Holit and almost into Mr. Redolo's lap, but it bounced off Mr. Redofo's neck and 
the magazine fell open to a story about how many dogs are born in the U.S.A. 
alone and how many by sheer necessity must be killed. and how the number of 
dogs and cats and hamsters and gerbils born is on the rise. and Miss Holit read 
this and calmed down considerably. 

One of the passengers flew out the window. 
A little girl yelled, "Uncle Woawy" and followed him. 
Twenty more passengers flew out the window. 
"The pilot is dead," screamed the stewardess as she was sucked out of the 

plane. 
"The stewardess is dead," said Mr. Redolo. , 
The stewardesses that were left led the remaining passengers, who rocked back 

and forth in prayer, saying, "Jesus, Jesus, Jesus. saheyvame, Jesus, Jesus, 
Jesus, saheyvame." At least one passenger had time to mutter, "Ohio State" 
before he did a cartwheel and rolled out the plane. 

The copilot screamed, "I am in control. I am in control! Everybody please move 
to the front of the plane. Everybody please move to the front of the plane." 

"This is not real!" Mr. Redolo yelled. "Please! Please! Please! This is not real." 
Metamorphosis flew out the window. 
"I want to live" yelled Mrs. Empol. 
"Don't you see it?" yelled Miss Holit. "We're-" 
"This is not real!" yelled Mr. Redolo. 
"We're--" 
"This is not--" 
"We-" 
"This is not re-·· 
"We-" 
"This. Please. This is not happening." 
Boomsy and Dropsy, an old vaudeville team, tried to cheer up the passenge_rs 

and did as much of their old routine as they could remember before their suit­ 
cases slid out the hole in the plane. 

"Goodbye everybody," they had said when they were done. 
A portable stereo record player flew out the window. 
A small color television, which was not packed well enough under a seat. fleW 

out the window. 
Boomsy and Dropsy slid out the window. 

, A ragdoll flew out the window. 
The movie projector flew out the window. 
A sunlamp rolled out the window. 
An electric heater flew out the window. 
The movie screen ripped and half of it flew out the window. 
A box containing extra large, red, plastic tomatoes cracked when it fell to 

floor. and the extra large, red, plastic tomatoes bounced out the plane. 
"Don't you see it?" yelled Miss Holit. 
"Nol" yelled everyone left. 
"We're-.--" 
"This is not real I" yelled Mr. Redolo. 
"We're heading, we're actually going into paradise!" she screamed. 
Just then she tripped on a single, stranded plastic tomato and flew out the 

plane. 
"Maybe they'll make a movie of us!" squealed Mrs. Empol. "Quick Redol0• 

start writing!" 
"Jesus," the last word of Mr. Redolo, rolled off his lips gently and the plane 

engines sputtered for just a short while. 
\ 

I 

J 
The End 
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Corporate 
Identity 

•• 

Every business association projects an 
image internally and externally. 
The growing need for a positive identity 
with the general public has become 
recognized by large and small corporations 
in recent years. 
Graphic designers are consulted to develop 
standards by which this positive identity 
can be achieved. Extensive research into 
the nature of the individual company 
is undertaken. Usually, on the basis' of 
associative characteristics, a symbol is 
developed to provide a visual composite 
of the corporate character and direction. 
The symbol and the type style for the 
company name become the trademark. 
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The following trademarks are examples of 
student work in this phase of Visual 
Communication. As a part of the NIU 
Design Area curriculum, students provide 
a complete Corporate Identity Program 
for a proposed client of their choice. 

Designer, Larry Galia 
Client, Walker Construction 

2 
Designer, Mick Shay 
Client, Jewel Companies, Inc. 

3 
Designer, Randy Capp 
Client,. McCormick and Co., Inc. 

4 
Designer, William Takatsuki 
Client, Palmer Music House, Inc. 

5 
Designer, Don Evans 
Client, Juicy John Pink's 

6 
Designer, Dan Diederich 
Client,,Bank of Silvis 

7 
Designer, Katharine Wolff 
Client, Edgebrook Mobile Home Park 

8 
Designer, Virginia Kondziolka 
Client, DeKalb Toys, Inc. 

9 
Designer, Patricia Guinn 
Client, Greenacre Cleaners 

10 
Designer, Ken Pagni 
Client, The Fabric Square 

11 
Designer, Jan Terselich 
Client, Pizza Villa 
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WALKER .... I 
CONSTRUCTl01" 
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( 
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McCORMICK 
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