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Untitled

Baudelaire loved the clouds, but he was afraid to look at
them out open windows. Instead, he would go out at night,
thru the alleys and small streets of Paris and peer into the
candle-lit rooms of old ladies. This is the way he got ideas for
poetry.

He would watch someone in a window and while walking
home begin to make up a story about that person’s suffering. In
bed, he would feel a certain pride for having lived and
suffered for others than himself.

Once, while looking into a window, he was confronted by
a gendarme. He tried to run, but was soon in front of a judge.
The hearing was short, as it was obvious that Baudelaire
was guilty. Out of curiosity, the judge asked: ““How can you be
sure your story is really the true and right one?”” Baudelaire
answered: “What does it matter what the reality outside myself
is, as long as it helps me to feel | am alive, to feel the nature
of the creature | am?”’ To avoid a scandal, the judge ordered
Baudelaire pay a small fine and go home.

Robert Sandusky
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Ten o’clock August

Ten o’clock August

sun glinting windows

car bodies hot

streets soft

trees bathed in moist, hazy heat
the humidity deadens

the amplified buzzing

of hidden cicadas. | am told

the hydrants are yellow hot, the
boys afraid to touch them.
What if there’s a fire!

It could

race up the throats of hallways,
and arm itself into the attic,
groaning, swirling

gold and screaming in the rafters
blue fire, everywhere

It could

What if
there’s a fire

Edward Shawn Brophy

Ablution

Whispers hang in the square;

Sun glares from the pool;
Black-veiled women bob,

immerse thin hands,

rinse sin-filth from stone-baked feet.

Melodie Provencher



Rite

| slip from the sleeping house

Throw a coat over my gown
Clod-hop his boots to the clearing.

| seed in measured sweep

Hurry fistfuls in wild arcs raining seed
Then upturn all

| lean into the wind

Silently call them from the sky
Two ...ten .. .now

Sixty or so—Flashing wheel
Darting fall from whirring air

A boil of wings in foaming snow,
As everyday . . .

| wait

For one among the churning wings
To slowly

Tiptoe

Out,

Amazed flamingo.

Cheryl Turman
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The Auction

A little after five it began to rain. The sky had looked all
day like a painting | once saw of El Greco’s “Toledo.” A
heavy sky all purple and gray. | put on the windshield wipers
and turned down the radio until both sounds, the classical
music and the lapping of the wiper blades, were of equal vol-
ume. | looked over at Marcia. She had fallen asleep. | was
alone in my thoughts, away from the chilly rain in this heated
metal capsule. The day was dark. | started to cry. | felt a loss—
deathlike—and | was alone in this feeling. Good or bad,
dark or light, I allowed my thoughts to flow as freely as my
tears.

Indeed it was a day of loss. My childhood and early man-
hood cut away except for the memories. Marcia and | had
forced ourselves out of bed at five-thirty to be able to leave by
six and make Bend River by eight. The auction was to begin
at ten. | wanted to get there early enough to take a last look at
the farm and help Dad. As the only son, | felt it was my duty.
The happy home | had known for the first nineteen years of
my life was being put up for auction. Sold. This morning
in thinking of my youth on the farm | thought it ironic that on
this dismal day—my last look—all the memories were sunny
and warm. My whole youth nothing but Junes of dazzling
light. | would be a stranger to that little square of earth
from now on.

Dad had been farming alone since | left for college a year
after high school and Grandpa died. It was all he could do
to handle the three hundred acres, so he refused to expand
and become a farmer of the seventies. He never borrowed
money before and wouldn't start now. | always admired his and
Grandpa’s aversion to borrowing or “‘buying on time.” At
the same time | wished he had “thrown in” with some of the
bigger farmers and been able to keep the land, the house.
Selfish. | decided that’s what | was so | never expressed these

thoughts to him. He was getting older—sixty-two. He deserved
a rest. The farm was an old friend. In my childhood play-

time fantasies it was transformed into everything from medieval
England to modern-day Africa. And in later years it became

a park for a melancholy young man awaiting his first bout

of love. | know every acre, tree, and bend in the river of that
farm. | had been prepared for this auction for two months.

I surrendered to its loss and put on my bright face when we
arrived in Bend River.

We pulled up the drive a little after eight, Marcia chatting
away excitedly. She loved to visit the farm and had fully
accepted its sale. We had some coffee with Mom in the bare-
walled kitchen and then | went off to find Dad. Marcia stayed
with Mom. Being a city girl most of her life, the farm was
a novelty at first and a welcome relief in our later visits.

She still talks of the time we watched the farm for a week one
summer, allowing my parents to take a vacation. Dad had

sold the dairy herd a couple years before so our farm duties
were minimal—feeding the livestock and gathering eggs. It was
a beautiful week. We were children again with a three
hundred acre playground. Still new enough at marriage we
were devoted in time and love. We picnicked in the long,

lush green grass under the oaks in the South pasture. And
laughed as the cattle, made huge by our sitting, would

timidly venture close enough to sniff the food we held out but
would spook, wheel, and run at the slightest word. One
afternoon we sat under a willow that hung over Bend River
and read poetry to each other and watched the dots of cattle
in their slow grazing. It was a beautiful, lazy summer day.
Marcia said she could almost imagine a young Samuel
Clemens sitting on the bank farther down under the over-hang-
ing trees. The brown river wove its way slowly by us. She

said she could almost see what Hannibal, Missouri must have




been like in the 1800’s. We both love Mark Twain. As a boy
| had sat on these banks in a straw hat with a cane pole. |
felt very close to Marcia that day. Another day, so free and
brave and isolated, we hiked to the top of a smali hill near the
wooded north corner of the farm. We picked wild strawberries
and, lying naked on my old, open sleeping bag, wondered
if we could be seen by the gnat-like jets overhead. It was a
beautiful week. | don’t know of a week we’ve been closer. In
my mind it was a time hounding after yellow butterflies with the
dog in the alfalfa fields, splashing through the creek with
our shoes on and making love outside during the daylight and
in my parents’ big old bed at night. So far away from noise
and smoke. Birds were our alarm clock and the neon fireflies
advertised the coming of the soft nights.

Thinking of that week | look over at Marcia affectionately.
| wish she was awake so | could tell her of my love. We'll
never have that freedom to be children again. We're getting
older. We're busy in our separate lives so much. | love you,
Marcia. | felt a dull ache inside me. Outside the tires sizzled on
the highway. Marcia looked beautiful curled on the front
seat. Her cheeks are naturally a little red —like Grandma’s
peaches. Marcia would have made a good farm wife. So warm
and understanding. Yet sometimes | think about dying.
Sometimes by my own hand. Sometimes just fate. | don’t
know the reason. Sometimes | feel very alone in the world.
Sometimes | feel sad when | know there’s no reason. | reach
over and brush back a strand of hair that has fallen across
Marcia’s face.

“Mmmmm—honey, what time is it?"’

“About five-thirty. We’ll be home in an hour.”

“Could you put the heat up a little?”

“Yes. Do you have papers to grade this weekend?”

“Oh shit! | forgot. Not only do | have a ton, but | haven’t

made out my lesson plans yet.”

“Don’t worry, we're still reading Keats—I’ll help grade and
you can do your lesson plans. We'll work it out.”

“Todd?”

“Yes?”

“Can | sleep a little more?”

“Sure. Is the music too loud?”

““No. when did it start to rain?”’

““About half an hour ago.”

“Can | put my head on your lap?”

“Yes."

“Will it bother your driving?”’

“No.”

| stroked Marcia’s hair several times as she shifted about to
get comfortable. | thought of our dates, our wedding day and
honeymoon. All had been perfect. There was no reason to
feel alone. Enclosed. We have a little house outside of town—
not quite a farm, but spacious. We have trees and a garden.

~We enjoy our jobs. We are happy. My father used to say one

always pays for happiness. | laughed it off as another saying

of the Depression generation. But, maybe, these death

thoughts are my paying. Maybe it’s just been too much of a day.
Too much rain and gray. Marcia never seems to get depres-
sed. Sometimes | don't think I’'m good enough for her.

Marcia stirs a little, cupping her warm hand over my knee.
My insecurity fades. Marcia, | love you. | won’t let dark
thoughts invade our life. Darkness. Be happy, Marcia. The mind
is such a wonderful and terrible mystery. Darkness.

My grandfather died on a cold, dark November day. He
was eighty-two. Like my Dad, strong and unbending—indepen-
dent. | was off at school. We had some downed trees piled
along the east fence-row. Dad and Grandpa had planned to saw
it up after fall ploughing. That morning Dad had to run some



errands in town. He told Grandpa to wait and after dinner
they’d cut up the brush. Grandpa puttered around the farm for
awhile but finally loaded up the chainsaw and fuel. Mom
saw him drive his old car up in the field. Dad got home a little
before noon. Mom told him Grandpa was up at the brush
pile. Dad had a feeling something wasn't right. He raced the
pickup up the lane, but was too late. As he approached he saw
Grandpa load the chainsaw in the trunk and sit down. Dad
ran to him and tried to revive him where he sat. Grandpa was
dead. The next day, on my way home from school, it snowed.
| suppose Dad thinks the farm had something to do with
Grandpa'’s death—that it beat him down. Now he must get out
before it beats him down. | believe the farm is what kept
Grandpa alive. It gave him reason to live. But the farm is gone
to another man. My Dad would say, “someone else’s head-
ache.” | only see that lazy, summertime, shaded woods of
timothy and sweet grass. The south pasture where | got paid a
quarter for every Canadian thistle | unearthed. In the spring
the river would flood its banks, take out the creek fence and the
cows would have to swim home to be milked. My sister
and | would hold some shaky, scared, new-born calf in the
back seat of Grandpa'’s car as he drove home hurriedly through
town to meet ‘Momma’’ after her swim in the rain and assure
her “her baby” was all right. The memories are as clear as
slides in a projector. The black fields where | walked, too young
for school, with my father, his father and my dog looking for
tender corn sprouts in the damp, warm ground. July afternoons
when the sky looked like South Dakota postcards, Grandpa
and | would sit under the shade of the tractor, chewing on
oat straws, telling stories waiting for Dad to come “‘chugging”’
over the horizon. How proud | was to stand with the bright,
new fire extinguisher over the old Wisconsin engine that never
wanted to start so we refueled while it idled in the golden

fields and | tried to be attentive and not watch the fumes make
a wavy mirage of the distant landscape. | can almost hear
that old combine engine. Thanksgiving mornings while the
kitchen was warm with baking turkey, potatoes, casseroles and
pies, Dad and | would crunch over heavy frost, hunting rabbits,
neither of us killing or wanting to. Blue Christmastime
evenings | would walk home from Bend River band practice
through our “Robert Frost” woods enjoying the silence and the
light snow that fell on my eyelashes. | felt warm to see the
lights in the barns and houses scattered over the horizon. To
hear some farmer on his machine roaring towards home on
some far-off gravel road. The winter snow made the red barn
stand out magnificently. | remember hopping out of bed in
the dark into a pile of cold clothes, hearing Dad already putting
on his “five buckles” downstairs and Grandpa’s old Plymouth
plowing its way up the drive. In an instant the cow-warmed
barn was full of activity; the lights on, cows struggling to rise,
dung steaming under the bare light bulbs, the “putting” of
the Surge milker, the hiss as my Dad put on the teat cups,
Grandpa penning up the calves in the shed, the radio blaring
the news and me walking in front of those big, bony heads,
soft eyes, among them their hay and ground corn. Haymaking
brought my great uncle and cousins with their tan faces,
tall tales, and straw hats. They called me “Toddy”” and joked at
me but never let me work too hard. At lunch, under the big
tree by the milkhouse they laughed, ate numerous sandwiches,
their shirts matted to them with sweat. | remember the day
Dad bought the Ford tractor, he racing around the machine shed
with my sister, Jane, and | laughing and screaming high over
his head in the manure bucket.-Will there be happy times
like these again?

My thoughts drift to the events of the day. Today. The
auctioneer, a friend of Grandfather’s, was late. He’s old; he had
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forgotten. Jane, her husband, Mark, and kids arrived about

nine. Mark came out to help Dad and me. Dad had arranged all _

the machinery the day before so we really weren’t needed.

The machinery was in neat rows near the corn bin. We had
the tractors out, but close to the sheds. Dad brought out

some things Grandpa had had and Mark and | divided them
up—Mark took the two guns and | took the tools. The rest

of the relatives came a little before ten. It was good to see them
again. They kidded me about school, as usual, and my

beard. | didn’t mind the jokes. | knew everyone was a little un-
easy. No one really wanted to see Dad and Mom move

twenty miles away—to the city. Once the auction got started, it
went quickly. | made it a point not to witness too much of it.
Dad took it all in—he and Mark and the relatives. By four-
thirty it was over and most everybody had left. The man who
bought the farm, our neighbor for years, stayed to discuss
terms with Dad. The uncles, aunts, and remaining grandparents
all stayed. | made the rounds and made sure | had spoken

to all the relatives. Dad had gotten twenty-eight hundred
dollars an acre for the farm. They could pay off the new house
and take a vacation. Mom would have her house, antiques,
and Dad all day. She would be happy. | was glad. Almost
everything had been sold. The auction was over.

Mom wanted us to stay for dinner—it was dinner now, not
supper, at their new place. Marcia knew | wouldn’t want to
and fibbed, telling her we had a previous dinner engagement.
| knew that Jane, her family, and the grandparents would
stay. | wanted to get away. We said our goodbyes quickly and
left. | was glad it hadn’t rained.

Turning off the radio | put down the heat a little too. We
had finally driven out of the storm, but | kept the wipers on.
The traffic was picking up for Saturday night; the big
trucks sent sheets of water over us every minute or so. It was

warm inside the car. | hoped my parents were happy. | looked
out at the passing countryside. The pale, white sun was
getting low behind the gray clouds. More towns dominated the
landscape. The early April grass looked deep green against
the purple sky. | thought as we passed farms about the people
who lived in them. The families working hard, playing, sharing,
growing old. How fast we get older. How fast the cycle. |
imagined my parents in their twenties, young, handsome, full of
dreams—a big, happy, wonderful future. Did they achieve it?
Was Mid-western America in the 40’s any indication of
what it would be in the 70’s? Will Marcia and | have our
dreams?

Marcia awoke, rubbed her face with her eyes closed like
a cat and sat up.

“l had a dream about snow, darling.”

“You did? We haven’t had snow for over a month.”

“I was walking in the country. In a field. A cold, gray day
and white snow was all over everything. Then | was in the

“woods. Night was falling. | saw a cabin tucked back in the trees.

There was light beaming out onto the snow. | went up and
opened the door and you were standing by the fireplace. You
rushed to kiss me and hold me. You had tears in your eyes.
You were afraid of something, but wouldn’t say what. We

sat by the fire a long time. You blew out the lamps. We kissed a
lot. You said you wanted a baby —do you?”’

"“A baby? | sort of wanted one after Grandpa died. | haven’t
thought about it since. | didn’t know you then. There wasn't
anyone to have a baby with. | got over it. | know we've
talked . . .”

“What do you think, though, about the dream?”

“The snow could mean anything—purity, coldness, death,
Christmas . . .”

"“Christmas?”



"1 was thinking of Christmas on the farm while you were
sleeping. We used to put lights on the evergreens in the front
yard. Jane and | would go sledding with the town kids dur-
ing vacation. We'd go caroling in Bend River too. It was
nice.” My voice cracked.

“Todd, are you all right?”’

“Sure, just a little nostalgic, | guess.”

“You're such a sentimental teddy bear.”

“1 know,” | said quietly, a little ashamed. ““We're getting
close to home; do you want to stop someplace and eat? |
know you're tired and won’t want to cook.”

“Let’s just go on home. I'll make some snacks of crackers
and cheese. We have some wine. We've got a few things
and we can relax and watch an old movie or something.”

“Who's sentimental?”” | was almost vengeful in my attempt
to point out Marcia’s weaknesses too. ““We used to eat
snacks and watch T.V. when we were first married.”” | wasn’t
the only one who lived in the past.

“Will you miss the farm a lot?”’

“Yesi

“So will 1. Remember that lovely week we . . .”

““Dad got a good deal of money for it.”

“I'm glad.”

“Damn it! God damn it! | wish | could take it over. | wish |
had learned to like it. Could make the sacrifices. But, no, |
wanted to teach. Had to teach. Too many books. Mom always
got me books. Jesus Christ, | can’t blame her. I'm a romantic, |
guess. | wanted to change the world through those young
people. It doesn’t happen that way.”

“Todd, | hate it when you get down on yourself. Like in the
dream you were crying. You were weak. Listen! Don’t turn
away! | love you, honey, but sometimes you’re a stranger. You
let the smallest thing upset you—upset us.”

| felt hot. | knew she was right. | doubted myself way too
much. Marcia couldn’t count on my strength. | didn’t know
how to respond. | was ashamed. | chose to stay quiet.

“Todd, did you see what your mother gave us? A bunch of
old Ball jars, an old kerosene lamp, that old oval picture
of your great-grandfather and a pair of rubber boots for your
moody, misty tramps through the woods along with some
other stuff.”

| was about to respond nastily to the “misty, moody tramps"’
line, but my thoughts were taken with the oval picture she
had mentioned. It was a bright fall day. | was in fifth grade.
It was report card day. | got an “F” in Math and a “D” in
something else. | walked home from school in agony trying to
devise a plan—but couldn’t. Jane would beat me home and
they would know it was report card day. Dad and Grandpa
were still milking. | wanted to stop time as | dropped my books
on the kitchen table. Mom called from the living room as
| was about to go to my room to change clothes. She wanted
to see my report card. Our living room was a light green
then. She sat in a big chair behind which hung the picture of
great-grandfather. She asked for the card | held behind my
back. She knew then. It was my first “F”’. She looked it over
slowly and carefully. Dad came in from chores—I heard
him washing up. Soon he was there, seated next to Mom. My
ears buzzed. | felt weak, hot and faint. Neither of them said
a word. Great-grandfather’s picture caught my attention.
He looked a little like Robert E. Lee, but without a beard. Dark,
intense eyes. The dark walnut frame and every line in his
face were etched into my mind in those moments. His éyes
frightened me, he looked so hard. They would never understand
my humiliation. When at last | looked my Dad in the face, his
eyes were the same —dark, intense. | couldn’t look away.
Fear. Mom didn’t say anything. The sun was setting outside.
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The living room filled with shadows. Time began to move
again. Dad spanked me and mocked me saying “and you
want to go to college.” In those moments | felt | would never
measure up. | hated him and myself. The feeling of inferiority
never quite left me. That day became lost in all my sunny .
memories. That day | didn’t want to cry—they never cry —the
men. The tears made salty pools around my mouth. It
was a misunderstanding. | went to my room. Mom and Dad
apologized later and asked me to come to them for help with
my schoolwork. No. The years had glossed this scene over.
Poking back | see our happy farm life wasn’t complete. We
didn’t communicate. | shouldn’t have been afraid. | swore
I’d never love them again. How silly. Oh God, how easy
not to act. The outdoors became my solace. Into nature, into my
books, into my fantasies, into Marcia’s arms. Marcia! She
was shaking my arm.
“Todd? Todd? Hey, come back.”

“I'm sorry, Marsh, | drifted off. What did you say?”

| said, ‘Do you want to see the stuff in the box?” and then |
asked if you were listening, then | asked if you wanted to
just have snacks like we said, and then | almost gave up.”

“I'm really sorry, honey. | was thinking about something
long ago when | was ten. My parents and | had a lot of
misunderstandings, it seems. We were never really close.”

“They really love you, Todd. | was talking to your
mother today. She said you were hard to reach as a boy. One
time your Dad spanked you for getting a bad grade on a
report card. They both felt awful after. They wanted the best
for you. Your mom said your dad wanted so much for you
to go to college—he never could—he thought he could scare
you into getting good grades. He didn’t know what to do.
They love you, Todd. Guess what though.”

“I don’t know.” | was weak with love. Marcia and her

== = e e ——

words were a balm to my psyche.

"I told your Mom that we slept together before we were
married, remember that night . . . ¢”

“Marcia!”’ | was happy, pretending to be mad. “What
did she say?”’

"It just came out—while we were talking about you and -+
everything. She and Jane and | were just really open and
talking. Well, she said she wasn’t surprised the way we used to
look at each other during dinner. She’s a smart woman.”

“So are you, Marcia.”

“Thank you."”
“And | promise we're going to be close. Like that week on
the farm. I'll take you on my misty, moody tramps through

the woods. I've been shut off inside myself too long.” |
leaned over and kissed her forehead.

“I love you, Marcia Phillips!”

“I love you, Todd Phillips!”

“Yes, we will eat on the floor. Drink on the floor. Watch
T.V. on the floor. Hmmmmmm on the floor,” | sang. “We'll
go to bed early and tomorrow I'll help you and we’ll get
done early and I'll take us out for dinner, dress up—every-
thing!”

“Oh, let’s hurry home. We can leave the boxes in the back
until tomorrow. | want us to be close tonight.”

As we neared our house the gray clouds began to break
up. Bits of sunlight splashed the countryside. The sun was
close to setting. | squeezed Marcia’s hand. We were almost to
our drive. We stopped for the mail. It was good to be
home. Our lane was full of puddles. The sun made a final,
glorious blaze as | stopped the car. We both looked for a
rainbow when we got out. There wasn’t one. Marcia found
crackers, cheeses, pickles and fruit. | dug out a bottle of
wine I'd been saving—Bordeaux. We sat on the floor and ate.



We watched an old movie. A comedy. We laughed a lot, drunk
on wine, on love. | held Marcia as she sat between my

legs. Mom called just before we went to bed. She wanted us to
come for dinner in two weeks. Marcia nodded yes. | was

glad. | told her we would be glad to come and that | loved
them. We made love, Marcia and |, like the times in Mom and
Dad’s bed. We were so tired, we were asleep by eleven. |

held Marcia tight, very, very tight.

David Stine
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The Poet Man

a wanderlust soul looking for answers truth

wool cap, dufflebag, fatigues, steel tipped boots

note pad in his pocket.

his eyes soft sensed are ringed

like a tree, a great redwood.

his hands, small for a man, are somewhat smooth

not worn—they do not tell stories of

the spade, pickax or long trips steering diesels to wherever
they do tell stories.

They all stand around him listening

intently

as if the new messiah has come

little eyes, little hands, little quizzical looks or smiles
he tells

he reads

it is all open

it is all raw meat

and they feed hungrily

these carnivores . . . they feed

They don’t see behind the eyes

the shattered hopes and dreams

lost loves for want of constant
movement

the music that sounds in his head

of a familiar place, a candlelit dinner
small talk in front of a fireplace
walks in the park

he feeds the pigeons now

slowly spreading seed

to the warbles and beating wings
when finished he crumples the bag
and slowly walks away

verses ringing his steps

and the city lights behind him.

Farrell J. Foreman



Late in the season

It could be morning,

horizon washed in orange or rose,
but gray masks the sky.

Cold feet shuffle in worn socks,
winter freezes in,

and distinctions fold upon themselves
like linen on the shelf. :
QOutside, snow falls like dust,

drifts against the curb;

gray on gray

Melodie Provencher

Jeanni Hites
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