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Haiku

Dorothy Kampf

Below my window
The pond reflects a deep blue—
The sky is paler . . .




T iag S o L o L T R S L e R P
Beaches |

Christopher D. Guerin

The hard wheels of the blue Pontiac wagon began to rumble as they left
blacktop for gravel, then quieted as they ran upon sand. The colonel was surprised I
to find he could drive straight into the sea if he wished, that there was no barriered ;
lot for parking. He stopped the car just beyond a jagged line of palms bitten by
the high winds of the recent typhoon. His daughter and three sons were loud
and excited, eager to hit the beach.

“Don’t wander too far from the car,” he said needlessly and got out, the
signal they could do the same.

He walked straight to the water, not stopping till a thin remnant of wave slid
up and circled the bottoms of his shoes. The eye-level sea came at him in long
green plateaus that fell like cliffs in an earthquake and boiled out white on the
edges of the sand which was perfectly smooth, a smoothness that grew to trans-
parency in his imagination. As though an x-ray revealed a shallow vast detritus
of lead nuggets, grotesque twists of steel and iron, and hundreds upon hundreds ©
brass buttons. He saw scatterings of bone chips, shocked loose from arms an
chests years ago, that loomed in the x-ray with hardly the clarity of metal, but
all the more real for that—if they hadn’t been dissolved by nearly twenty years ©
rot and wet.

The beach’s cream-colored arms extended in a seaward curve a quarter mile
both directions and disappeared as it must have curved inland again. He thought |
of his usual curiosity about what lie beyond diminishing points of land like those:
and how it was totally absent now.

With a smirk he turned an about-face and was shocked, as by a deathnote, at
the closeness of the line of brown-green palms, motionless in the storm’s after
math. The time of day, even the month was right, and there had been twice 'fhe
hundred yards he saw now to those first machinegun and mortar nests. The tide
would be right, which meant the sea had to have displaced a great chunk of san
since then. He saw the debris of metal and calcium out upon the vast ocean
washing up on all the other shores of the world.

The beach itself had grown beautiful, motionless, colorful. It didn’t, as he had
feared, reinforce, but helped erase a few more of the dim marks of fear 3",”
revulsion that had grown dimmer by themselves in time, but which were st
potential black slashes of desperate action in his dreams. He accepted his nee
both for a remembrancer and for total forgetfulness, a need the aspects of naturé
involved seemingly did not have.

A black line of horizon parted the sea from a gray sky and the sun was just /
a moderate concentration of glow directly overhead. In the cool air that forbadé
bathing he saw his children content to run down the beach fully clothed, happy i
investigate the close reaches of shallow water and collect seashells for their she
game at home.

He wished his wife had come along, and that they had not. But she had refused
to share the mood she insured him, the romantic, would command hin‘l—_’ar;‘a
had as yet not—and the children had by now become eager for any new exp‘"r_'Em
of the island. Their first estrangement and homesickness had passed. He wishe
that for this moment it had not.

He thoqght of t_he book he'd read in which the same thing had happened tha
was happning to him now. And how the man returning with his children to 2 sc
of war had thought only of the disparity between their first experience of the béd
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and his. Maybe if | hadn’t read that, he thought, | would be thinking the S&™
thing right now.
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And he thought how it was not the same place, and how their comic boofl;r
had shown them just what it was like—with a laughable accuracy. At least 55“,,
as [ remember it, he thought. But this wasn't really the same place at all. The I
outside thing had not happened here. Not to me.




With the smell of rotting canvas and used bandages, the tent breathes nausea
into those not concentrating on pain. In a corner is a rich mass of black, blood-
soaked gauze. The flies hover like squadrons of tiny planes above each cot. The
moans have died away in sleep and anaesthetic, but a random curse splits the thick
air like a scalpel, flesh. Under each bed lies a pistol or carbine on a piece of green
shirt or pantleg. Inverted bottles of blood hang above patients like balloons. The
lieutenant sits, half-dozing, by a head-wound patient he knows won't make it till
the next trucks arrive. The forty-five he's never fired at anything but black and
white paper remains strapped about his waist. As though much later, he half-
dreams of a rush of water into his eyes, again swash, and opens them, head
shaking, to a dull red blade and a tiny black-clothed man without a face, doing
what the Huks did to his own kind, slitting the throats of every other man sleeping
in his bed. He blanches at two gurgling open wounds in men he knew would have
easily survived, and thinks, He’s so intense he doesn’t realize me. It takes too long
to unbutton the holster, heft out the warm metal, switch off the safety with a
deafening click, aim and fire. Like in movies, a bottle of blood bursts, painting the
Jap’s chest red, who flings his arm back to throw not fast enough for the lieutenant
to aim correctly and kill him, firing into his heart. A yellow face jerks up,
bloated, and flings far backward fast like in a huge wind. A flurry of movements
and voices. ‘‘Good shot,”” says one of the startled patients, as the lieutenant picks
up a shard of glass with the blood type on white paper glued to it.

But he had landed here. The beginning was here and had not been the same at
all. The sea, the smooth sand meant more than did the movements and hesitations
of men advancing, standing dull and stooped with fear, and falling in one of the two
ways, Those seven hours amidst sent-metal were now as vague as his children’s
grown memories of this day. The wild swarm on the beach of bodies silent and
flashing, deafening and smoke-suffused, was something apart, and had been even
then. What had taken place for him was not alike to their bodies and minds, was
totally within, a lucidity not affected by his personal fears. And had had no more
immediacy to physical experience than an x-ray had to a doctor’s eye. A film only,
the landing, a bleary image he was totally excluded from. He'd tended wounded,
himself untouched, and that was all. But it changed him in a way more complete
than his having killed changed him. What had happened was his own, a realization
deep inside, and no fellow-soldier’s tale over beer twenty years later. The physical
happening—facts, numbers—just a jumble of variables that worked its power
In him only because of its skeletal form as war. Men could do such things. Battle.
But it had changed him like a potion, a permanent alcohol.

His thoughts were disrupted by the sound of his oldest son’s yelling, ““Hey,
Ccome look! | found a graveyard!"”

Incredulous, he ran to his son who was still yelling and waving to the others
Some several hundred yards down the beach.

... 'It's all overgrown, but | saw something like a picket fence,”” said his son, Dan,
See, there. Just a little bit."”’

He kicked aside the white rotted wood, pulled away some dead branches, and
found a square of green and bushy open ground. On a black pole in the middle
of the clearing hung a Japanese helmet with a mottled patina green as some dug-
Up bronze goblet. Its crown was cut and jagged.

Remembering, he imagined the metal whistling across the helmet, sucking
Up a stream of blood. Like what happened when the machete creased the monkey’s
Skull the time he dined with the Thais; the blood running just for a second, leaving
the white mush still quivering, ready for the spoon he hadn’t been able to use.

The yard looked old enough to have existed from before the war, but the stones
and helmet betrayed it as Japanese. There were maybe a hundred stones, some at
odd angles, all unmarked. No mounds hinted where grave left off and empty earth




took on. Obviously the captured had been allowed to bury their dead before being
shipped off. That was why we went through the hell of carrying our dead inland
to bury. Though he knew it was of a long dead emotion, he was indignant.

He walked to the pole, and without examining it further, threw the helmet far
into the brush.

“’Look,’”” Dan yelled again, and they all gathered around him as he yanked from
the soil a long cylinder and hefted it in his hand. The girl, Deanne, looked away
disinterestedly when she saw what it was.

“That's a fifty caliber machine-gun shell,”” he said, without his usual interest
in instructing them, ‘‘There’s probably thousands of them around here,’’ and
immediately he regretted having said so. In a moment the three boys had deployed.
declaring their own territories for hoped-for finds.

“I'm going back to the beach for real shells,’
help but smile at her.

v

said Deanne, and he couldn’t

The graveyard was hemmed in by vines and brushgrowth like by cloister
walls. Tall monkey-pods splayed together, brushing out most of the sunlight. The
air was stifling and hotter. The elephant grass, stunted and wet, smelled of old
fruit. He soon felt nothing at all about whose graves they were. He was only
surprised that the yard was still there, had not been desecrated by the Filipinos.
Maybe that was not their way, he thought. He knew the Huks had forgotten the
Japanese the moment they left. He felt disgusted and stared at the pole, knew he
hadn’t erased a thing.

_"l'm going back to the car,”” he said to the three boys, “Come back soon and
bring Deanne with you. And don’t wander any further away,’’ then, after a pause.
“"We should leave before long."”

He demanded of himself to think of nothing but his wife on the way back to
the car, how she had been so near to being right about the mood that would grab
him. It wasn’t depression like she said, or elation over strange times relived,
strange because lived through, but something far worse—an emptiness and Iaqk
of understanding that came from the persistence of a graveyard and his part In
its making.

Settling in behind the steering wheel with a gardening magazine from the back
seat, he was soon able to forget where he was. Only the word spoon piped through
his thoughts now and then amidst the rather overcomplex explanation of the
reasons for mulching. Then his youngest son limped up on his brace and said,
quietly, “’Look, Dad, | found a bullet,” holding forth, pinched between his thumb
and forefinger and held far out as possible on a thin arm, a pristine hunk of steel-
encased lead, “What kind is it?"’

““That’s also a fifty caliber, Collin.”"

“_YOU mean it’ll fit into what Dan found?’’ he asked, without excitement, still
keeping the slug at arm’s length.

Tl)e colonel.said nothing, returned to the crumpled pages, uncaring of his son’s
reaction, but disgusted with himself for bringing him here, thinking, / don’t caré
if it isn’t his fault, while Collin jogged-limped, yelling to and back to Dan.
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Flesh Tones

David Antos

Out of the faucet gently dripping, bones and stars
finally stream, settie to a compact paste, plug.

My mirror reflects bones after years of honoring
broad strokes. | smudge on freeways with my palm.

Lilacs, orchids, parrots full of green tongues
so bright they can hardly speak.

My hand dips into a pool of warm sludge, sprouts mushrooms,
tasty robust warts. Heavenbound pilei flutter my lips.

The earth dries. | lie on a slow-cracking plain, sleep
as air widens, wake in the pit of a crevasse.

Brittle dark lines the soft. One fingertap can rip
the cloth, sunlight and dust screwing in like burns.




The Great Sigmund

Gloria Warden

Freud would have made a great magician,
For, as we know, an unreleased illusion
Becomes a delusion. If anatomy is destiny,
You can always slice up a woman,

And not have to worry about what she wants.
Rabbits and doves, fires and explosions;
Primeval fertility and fear join harmlessly.
Magic has only two drawbacks

It fosters escapism,

And levitation lacks all means of support.
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The Sill: A Montage ‘-

Christine Okon

Mona swore she could climb into his eyes, they were so large. Right over
the sill of the iris, she'd step one foot first into that black window, opening wider.
He—she had never seen him before until this party—awaited her entry. The two
of them pretended to discuss art, the cinema as art. But the words evaporated
into the sweet haze that filled the room crowded with people immobile from the
hard music. Mona could only stare into his eyes, her thoughts drying like
streaked blood yet his eyes reached into her,

She did not mean to flirt, not really. She did not mean to intrude upon the
couple next to her on the couch. She was only looking into his eyes for some
reason—no reason, perhaps—and when his girlfriend pulled his shoulder to make \
him face her, she glared at Mona: stay away. And Mona sank back into the worn
cushion and glanced slowly around the room to find Tom, sitting on the floor ’
near the controls of the stereo.

She had come to this party because Tom had invited her. Now and then she
would see him on campus; she knew him by his walk—shoulders down and
lumbering, as if he had something stuffed in his pants. And when she quietly greet-
ed him, he would grin, stretching his mouth to reveal the teeth; it was more of a
grimace. Looking past her at the people streaming by, he had eagerly mentioned
something about the party, why doncha drop by, it should be fun, please come.
OK, Marilyn, maybe we’ll see you. . . . Mona nodded, sure, and pushed her
glasses back; they always slipped down her nose.

And now she was in a room full of people, everyone numb in the haze and the
music, with Tom sitting crosslegged on the floor across from her. He picked up
a record, held it for all to see, insisted that everyone look. ‘‘Take the record—
put into sleeve—put sleeve into jacket. Right?’” Over and over he repeated this:
each time more slowly; a quickening gel trapped all movement in the room.
voices became garbled. “Tom—shut up.”” Someone lying on the floor near Tom
spoke this, staring at the ceiling. Tom forced himself to laugh, raise his voice:
“Is the music all right? All right! This is a party, right? Why don’t you go out and
pick up some chicks? Tom covered his mouth and looked quickly around the
room, passing his gaze over Mona. ’Oops. | mean—go out and get some women-

Mona sat still in her position, her arms folded over her chest. Tom’s words
were caught in the noise of the music. She shrank away from the person ﬂe’,‘t
to her, holding herself as if for warmth as his girlfriend caressed his hair. Mona S
eyes fixed on Tom, his mouth stretching and closing—was he saying something
He was holding ‘a record up for all to see, and began to slip it into the paper
sleeve. And she watched as the people around Tom crawled toward him, slowly
enveloping him in a web of flesh and denim. A black vapor streaked across the
room; Mona heard the plastic smash. “’Yeah, Tom, go out and get some!” They
were all upon him now, rocking him to the floor, pinning him down. Tom
kicked, as if he were being teased. ’C’'mon, you guys.” A lamp with a €
bulb toppled to the floor; its glow thickened the air. Mona did not move.

She watched as one of them put his mouth to a ceramic cylinder. Sudd(?rl|y
Tom’s head was shrouded in smoke; choking and gasping sounds flowed into
the music, Tom writhed—Ilike an insect probed with a needle, and the invest"
gators all laughing at the reaction. Mona watched all of this, feeling no sensation
in her body; only her eyes moved, as if filming the scene.

_ Tom lay on the floor, his heavy body molten, and they grasped his legs, PU”ed
him across the floor. Mona's eyes followed the movement; a slow bubble 9
nausea swelled in her chest. They pulled the body into a dark room and emerge i
tossing Tom's jeans, T-shirt, underwear into a rippling blur that fell unnoticed @
over the room full of people. ““The asshole,”” someone said.

Mona shivered, covering herself more tightly. The noise drilled her brain:
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everywhere there was slow writhing to the music. The couple next to her twisted
around each other into a strange new form. Mona breathed the air pouring thick
into her from the red bulb on the floor. She held herself closely, hoping no one
would notice her nakedness.

A girl moved to dance; she had long black hair and waved glimmering snakes
through the air; her body was part of the air. Mona watched, terrified. She heard
only the blood lapping her ears. The snakes circled, luminous in the red glow,
and slid around the neck of someone leaning on a pillow, and tightened their
embrace.

Slowly, a soft thumping sound arose, apart from Mona's pulse. It startled her;
was it the music? She brushed her blond hair quickly, and glanced around. But
she could not move from the couch. The quiet pounding did not stop. Mona
covered her ears; still it continued. The room, the people rippled in orange,
shadowy water. She searched for the pounding, and, as if something had suddenly
released her, she rose, drawn to the locked door across the room.

She found herself kneeling by the locked door, pressing her palms to it. A tiny
whimper escaped from the bubble in her chest. “Why did you allow it?"" Her lips
did not move. She could feel Tom’s weight against the door; the pounding became
sobbing. “Hey, let me out. C'mon you guys.’” Mona stared at the cracks in the grey
paint as if they were openings to the other side. The pounding stopped. Mona
groped with her palms over the wood. A tiny grey sliver pierced her finger,
and she watched the bubble of blood grow and break into a fine line down her
hand. Quickly she shut her fist. Once again she heard sobbing; she pressed her
rt:ody against the door, her back burning from the orange glow and noise behind

er.

Suddenly, cold touched her shoulder; someone had just come in from outside.
“l heard there was a party here,”” he said to Mona. “They won’t let him out,” she
said, and looked into the newcomer’s eyes; they scorched her instantly, and she
turned away, crouching to conceal herself. She crawled into a dark room where a
mass of coats lay on the bed. She stumbled on bodies; something clawed her
legs, brushed her thighs, and she searched blindly for covering. Holding a coat
around herself tightly, she stepped carefully through the red haze and passed over
people on the floor; no one was looking at her.

And she saw Tom, sitting crosslegged on the floor by the stereo, grinning
and swaying his head. He gazed through Mona as she stumbled past. “‘Drop by
again—always nice to see girls at my parties.”” He held a back disc in Mona's
face. “Record in the sleeve—right? "’

Mona found herself on a street packed with ice, the snow falling in heavy
chips, shocking her skin. Into a snowdrift—her legs disappearing, then emerging,
then again disappearing—as if she were being pulled into the earth. Looking up,
she felt the streetlight pierce her, driving her to run. Something was following her,
Snapping just behind her heels. She ran, her breath bursting into the air, her
throat icing the pounding in her. The street, the snow, the light flowed through her
eyes and mouth like sharp liquid, blinding her from looking back.

She reached the door of the house—a boarding house in which she had a
room alone—and thrust herself against the cold wood until it opened to the
darkness inside.

In her room the pounding quieted to a pulse; her shuddering, too, slowed. Her
hand found a switch. Suddenly a figure appeared in the mirror before her. Mona
Stared into the glass and did not move. The framed image of a face—knotted
blonde hair, open mouth—moved towards her until it touched her, eye to eye.
Slowly, Mona pressed her palms to the glass, and watched the black holes, rimmed
With luminous blue, grow wider and wider until they allowed her to enter.
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John Manderino

Birds whistle and mean it

as much as feather and bone, as

grip of the branch. But | am

a man and wonder what is my sound

and murmur among other men, cough,
conclude, | sip, sigh, qualify, wait. . . .

A man and bother the air, make little rooms
of it, stale with me. Oh | may dance
brazen, dance naked but You know I'm only
flaunting my gaudy sores. God,

grant me the good anger to break things
and praise, take me and make of me

now a fiercely single thing, God gather

me gather me!

Sue Wedow
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To Vicki, In England

Marylou Pierce

September sun patches my dry dying garden
this afternoon. | sit with your letter.

Your backyard, you tell me, is sodden, a moat;
all of your cabbages sponges: sea mist.

On days like this, we used to ride,

splashing through fallen leaves, jumping the fences.

Your horse, the stubborn one, yellow as wheat;
mine, rusted autumn trees, bright as your hair.
We’'d race the sunset with rodeo tricks, then,
rocking-chair-gaited, laze home after dark.

Late nights, games of chess, until

we'd hear the birds start

like shivering aspens below your cool window;
look to the barn where the horses were waking,
ride til the light came

and not say a word.

You're in Bournemouth. | hold the letter:
airmail blue paper, a whisper away.
| never wished for such stillness.

When the barn burned, you called me,

and | came, too late. Your horses, once out,
circled back into flames.

Next day, smoke clearing,

nudging at ashes,

we found Raindrop’s hoof

In a mound of black cinder.

Now you write of rain, your garden, your husband;
tell me of castles, and rock cliffs, and cold.

| can still see you, afloat over fence rails,

caught up in flight, all silent grace.

Your face a banner of slow-motion smiles.
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The Blue Glass Jar

Géy Davidson

"“So much depends . . ."”" the poem begins. | read it later with much the same
feeling as | had when | viewed my first wheelbarrow. It came in the form of deep
blue sin. Placed within my reach, the blue glass jar the color of morning glories
in the middle of January was an infinite temptation. It rang like bells there on the
windowsill of Mrs. Simms’ kitchen. | could see that the grease had been rinsed
out by the way the light of the sun going down just barely caught.

When she asked | said that | had come for matches. “And a thimble,”” | lied
just in time. It was a good choice, the kind of thing my mother might have sent
me to borrow. And it took her out of the kitchen.

| waited until | heard her scratching around in the dining room. Then |
snatched, secured, and jammed the fat jar into my pants front. It was cold from
contact with the window, but it buried like a live thing against my belly. | had
expected it to be warm. Vera Simms re-entered, flapping her gums as usual.
Delivering the usual litany, she did not even glance at the windowsill. She had
the house of a townperson, packed with good things. Probably lots of jars.

| had the feeling Vera Simms did not like me. | shrank back into the doorway
as she spoke: “You take the back-way home, girl. You do and you’'ll be stuck
in a drift 'til Spring. You take the highway, you’ll get picked up sure as the
dickens. Don't take no rides from the boys at the tavern. Don’t take no rides.’

Wondering vaguely what a dickens was and how in the world she expecte_d
me to get home except by the backway or the road, | nodded and replied in
order: “Yes. Yes. O.K. Thank you. Yes. No. Don‘t bother with the porch light.
Goodbye, Mrs. Simms."’

Then | was in over my head. When my eyes came in, the way a T.V. does
when it finally focuses, | could see one big-eye moon overhead. | had turned
over. There was a very little pain and | only remembered then and when | stqod
up one blue glass piece fell out my pants leg. It was very pretty on the white.
This is the order | thought of things in:

It was pretty. It was better the other way. | broke it. It was not mine.

| shook them all loose and there they stood like a small village on the glare ice-
There was no fixing the jar. The piece that cut me fell out last. And here | was
no further than twenty yards from the house. There was no burying it; the snow-
drifts were crusted. No place to put it. There the thing would lie when Mrs:
Simms came out to go to work in the morning. Worse than hating to break it.
could not stand the thought of her seeing. It was the only thing to see on ?he
white lawn. | imagined her cocking her head to one side like a fat jay, clicking
to herself, figuring out loud.

Then | was home and discovered | had forgotten the matches. | handed my
mother the thimble, saying, “’l thought you said a thimble.”” My mother looke
at me straightly and told me to stop standing so funny and not to be a scatterbrain:
There was no heat that night.

Three days later my mother pulled me aside after supper and told me to run
down to the Simms’s with a loaf of bread and the thimble. | stared her dOWr;
for the moment, but as | left the house | heard her call, “And while you're @
it, you'd better take back Mrs. Simms’ Vicks jar.”

| was outraged. | was' accysed unjustly. Nobody asked me if | took it. llt
was cruel. They knew | had no jar. That the pretty thing lay busted and wou 3
never trap the sun again. That | could not help it. The gross injustice of th
universe rained on my head.

The snow was falling. It had warmed up considerably in three days and the
snow fell. ““Too late,” said my shoes on the road, ““Too late. It don't matter-
Too late.”” Why the snow had not obscured my crime that night was tangled UP Ivr\‘l
my head with my punishment. Either Mrs. Simms or my mother made it sn°
or not snow. It didn't matter. I'd take the road.
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The car-lights coming from town took a long time getting near. They seemed
to weave and dance between the slow-falling flakes. They distracted me from
thinking what a fit punishment might be for a person like myself. But | was not
quite surprised when the car finally slowed and stopped. | only thought once
more of the jar. Then | let myself in. So much depends.
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Lee D. Wunderle
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